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South Berwick, a town in York County, Maine — Jewetts birthplace


[image: img16.jpg]

Central Square, South Berwick, c. 1910


Deephaven (1877)
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Deephaven was first published in America in book form in 1887. The novel developed from a collection of short sketches of New England life, some of which had previously been published in the literary magazine The Atlantic Monthly. One of Jewetts sketches, which would later be revised and included in Deephaven, first appeared in the magazine fourteen years earlier in 1873. It was her editor, William Dean Howells, who encouraged Jewett to collect the sketches into a book. Howells was the editor of The Atlantic Monthly from 1871 until 1881, as well as being a successful novelist, literary critic and playwright. When Jewett decided to turn her hand to novel writing, she realised it would be necessary to extensively alter and revise many of the sketches in order to create a cohesive and coherent narrative. 

Jewetts first novel centres on two wealthy young women from Boston, Helen and Kate, who visit the sleepy, fictional coastal village of Deephaven in Maine for the summer. It opens with the women preparing for their trip and ends after they have returned home. Kate and Helen find themselves changed by their experiences in Deephaven. They not only come to appreciate the natural beauty of the locale, but they also develop and grow as individuals after encountering a way of life very different from their own. Jewett fills the novel with vivid depictions of local characters, ranging from an old fisherman to the resident gossip, as she paints an intimate portrait of life in rural New England communities.
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Jewett as a young woman
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William Dean Howells, c. 1880
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Preface
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THIS BOOK IS not wholly new, several of the chapters having already been published in the Atlantic Monthly. It has so often been asked if Deephaven may not be found on the map of New England under another name, that, to prevent any misunderstanding, I wish to say, while there is a likeness to be traced, few of the sketches are drawn from that town itself, and the characters will in almost every case be looked for there in vain.

I dedicate this story of out-of-door life and country people first to my father and mother, my two best friends, and also to all my other friends, whose names I say to myself lovingly, though I do not write them here.

S. O. J.


Kate Lancasters Plan
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I HAD BEEN spending the winter in Boston, and Kate Lancaster and I had been together a great deal, for we are the best of friends. It happened that the morning when this story begins I had waked up feeling sorry, and as if something dreadful were going to happen. There did not seem to be any good reason for it, so I undertook to discourage myself more by thinking that it would soon be time to leave town, and how much I should miss being with Kate and my other friends. My mind was still disquieted when I went down to breakfast; but beside my plate I found, with a hoped-for letter from my father, a note from Kate. To this day I have never known any explanation of that depression of my spirits, and I hope that the good luck which followed will help some reader to lose fear, and to smile at such shadows if any chance to come.

Kate had evidently written to me in an excited state of mind, for her note was not so trig-looking as usual; but this is what she said: — 

Dear Helen, — I have a plan — I think it a most delightful plan — in which you and I are chief characters. Promise that you will say yes; if you do not you will have to remember all your life that you broke a girls heart. Come round early, and lunch with me and dine with me. Im to be all alone, and its a long story and will need a great deal of talking over.

K.

I showed this note to my aunt, and soon went round, very much interested. My latch-key opened the Lancasters door, and I hurried to the parlor, where I heard my friend practising with great diligence. I went up to her, and she turned her head and kissed me solemnly. You need not smile; we are not sentimental girls, and are both much averse to indiscriminate kissing, though I have not the adroit habit of shying in which Kate is proficient. It would sometimes be impolite in any one else, but she shies so affectionately.

Wont you sit down, dear? she said, with great ceremony, and went on with her playing, which was abominable that morning; her fingers stepped on each other, and, whatever the tune might have been in reality, it certainly had a most remarkable incoherence as I heard it then. I took up the new Littell and made believe read it, and finally threw it at Kate; you would have thought we were two children.

Have you heard that my grand-aunt, Miss Katharine Brandon of Deephaven, is dead? I knew that she had died in November, at least six months before.

Dont be nonsensical, Kate! said I. What is it you are going to tell me?

My grand-aunt died very old, and was the last of her generation. She had a sister and three brothers, one of whom had the honor of being my grandfather. Mamma is sole heir to the family estates in Deephaven, wharf-property and all, and it is a great inconvenience to her. The house is a charming old house, and some of my ancestors who followed the sea brought home the greater part of its furnishings. Miss Katharine was a person who ignored all frivolities, and her house was as sedate as herself. I have been there but little, for when I was a child my aunt found no pleasure in the society of noisy children who upset her treasures, and when I was older she did not care to see strangers, and after I left school she grew more and more feeble; I had not been there for two years when she died. Mamma went down very often. The town is a quaint old place which has seen better days. There are high rocks at the shore, and there is a beach, and there are woods inland, and hills, and there is the sea. It might be dull in Deephaven for two young ladies who were fond of gay society and dependent upon excitement, I suppose; but for two little girls who were fond of each other and could play in the boats, and dig and build houses in the sea-sand, and gather shells, and carry their dolls wherever they went, what could be pleasanter?

Nothing, said I, promptly.

Kate had told this a little at a time, with a few appropriate bars of music between, which suddenly reminded me of the story of a Chinese procession which I had read in one of Marryats novels when I was a child: A thousand white elephants richly caparisoned, — ti-tum tilly-lily, and so on, for a page or two. She seemed to have finished her story for that time, and while it was dawning upon me what she meant, she sang a bit from one of Jean Ingelows verses: — 

Will ye step aboard, my dearest, For the high seas lie before us?

and then came over to sit beside me and tell the whole story in a more sensible fashion.

You know that my father has been meaning to go to England in the autumn? Yesterday he told us that he is to leave in a month and will be away all summer, and mamma is going with him. Jack and Willy are to join a party of their classmates who are to spend nearly the whole of the long vacation at Lake Superior. I dont care to go abroad again now, and I did not like any plan that was proposed to me. Aunt Anna was here all the afternoon, and she is going to take the house at Newport, which is very pleasant and unexpected, for she hates housekeeping. Mamma thought of course that I would go with her, but I did not wish to do that, and it would only result in my keeping house for her visitors, whom I know very little; and she will be much more free and independent by herself. Beside, she can have my room if I am not there. I have promised to make her a long visit in Baltimore next winter instead. I told mamma that I should like to stay here and go away when I choose. There are ever so many visits which I have promised; I could stay with you and your Aunt Mary at Lenox if she goes there, for a while, and I have always wished to spend a summer in town; but mamma did not encourage that at all. In the evening papa gave her a letter which had come from Mr. Dockum, the man who takes care of Aunt Katharines place, and the most charming idea came into my head, and I said I meant to spend my summer in Deephaven.

At first they laughed at me, and then they said I might go if I chose, and at last they thought nothing could be pleasanter, and mamma wishes she were going herself. I asked if she did not think you would be the best person to keep me company, and she does, and papa announced that he was just going to suggest my asking you. I am to take Ann and Maggie, who will be overjoyed, for they came from that part of the country, and the other servants are to go with Aunt Anna, and old Nora will come to take care of this house, as she always does. Perhaps you and I will come up to town once in a while for a few days. We shall have such jolly housekeeping. Mamma and I sat up very late last night, and everything is planned. Mr. Dockums house is very near Aunt Katharines, so we shall not be lonely; though I know youre no more afraid of that than I. O Helen, wont you go?

Do you think it took me long to decide?

Mr. and Mrs. Lancaster sailed the 10th of June, and my Aunt Mary went to spend her summer among the Berkshire Hills, so I was at the Lancasters ready to welcome Kate when she came home, after having said good by to her father and mother. We meant to go to Deephaven in a week, but were obliged to stay in town longer. Boston was nearly deserted of our friends at the last, and we used to take quiet walks in the cool of the evening after dinner, up and down the street, or sit on the front steps in company with the servants left in charge of the other houses, who also sometimes walked up and down and looked at us wonderingly. We had much shopping to do in the daytime, for there was a probability of our spending many days in doors, and as we were not to be near any large town, and did not mean to come to Boston for weeks at least, there was a great deal to be remembered and arranged. We enjoyed making our plans, and deciding what we should want, and going to the shops together. I think we felt most important the day we conferred with Ann and made out a list of the provisions which must be ordered. This was being housekeepers in earnest. Mr. Dockum happened to come to town, and we sent Ann and Maggie, with most of our boxes, to Deephaven in his company a day or two before we were ready to go ourselves, and when we reached there the house was opened and in order for us.

On our journey to Deephaven we left the railway twelve miles from that place, and took passage in a stage-coach. There was only one passenger beside ourselves. She was a very large, thin, weather-beaten woman, and looked so tired and lonesome and good-natured, that I could not help saying it was very dusty; and she was apparently delighted to answer that she should think everybody was sweeping, and she always felt, after being in the cars a while, as if she had been taken all to pieces and left in the different places. And this was the beginning of our friendship with Mrs. Kew.

After this conversation we looked industriously out of the window into the pastures and pine-woods. I had given up my seat to her, for I do not mind riding backward in the least, and you would have thought I had done her the greatest favor of her life. I think she was the most grateful of women, and I was often reminded of a remark one of my friends once made about some one: If you give Bessie a half-sheet of letter-paper, she behaves to you as if it were the most exquisite of presents! Kate and I had some fruit left in our lunch-basket, and divided it with Mrs. Kew, but after the first mouthful we looked at each other in dismay. Lemons with oranges clothes on, arent they? said she, as Kate threw hers out of the window, and mine went after it for company; and after this we began to be very friendly indeed. We both liked the odd woman, there was something so straightforward and kindly about her.

Are you going to Deephaven, dear? she asked me, and then: I wonder if you are going to stay long? All summer? Well, thats clever! I do hope you will come out to the Light to see me; young folks most always like my place. Most likely your friends will fetch you.

Do you know the Brandon house? asked Kate.

Well as I do the meeting-house. There! I wonder I didnt know from the beginning, but I have been a trying all the way to settle it who you could be. Ive been up country some weeks, stopping with my mother, and she seemed so set to have me stay till strawberry-time, and would hardly let me come now. You see shes getting to be old; why, every time Ive come away for fifteen years shes said it was the last time Id ever see her, but shes a dreadful smart woman of her age. He wrote me some o Mrs. Lancasters folks were going to take the Brandon house this summer; and so you are the ones? Its a sightly old place; I used to go and see Miss Katharine. She must have left a power of china-ware. She set a great deal by the house, and she kept everything just as it used to be in her mothers day.

Then you live in Deephaven too? asked Kate.

Ive been here the better part of my life. I was raised up among the hills in Vermont, and I shall always be a real up-country woman if I live here a hundred years. The sea doesnt come natural to me, it kind of worries me, though you wont find a happier woman than I be, long shore. When I was first married he had a schooner and went to the banks, and once he was off on a whaling voyage, and I hope I may never come to so long a three years as those were again, though I was up to mothers. Before I was married he had been most everywhere. When he came home that time from whaling, he found Id taken it so to heart that he said hed never go off again, and then he got the chance to keep Deephaven Light, and weve lived there seventeen years come January. There isnt great pay, but then nobody tries to get it away from us, and weve got sos to be contented, if it is lonesome in winter.

Do you really live in the lighthouse? I remember how I used to beg to be taken out there when I was a child, and how I used to watch for the light at night, said Kate, enthusiastically.

So began a friendship which we both still treasure, for knowing Mrs. Kew was one of the pleasantest things which happened to us in that delightful summer, and she used to do so much for our pleasure, and was so good to us. When we went out to the lighthouse for the last time to say good by, we were very sorry girls indeed. We had no idea until then how much she cared for us, and her affection touched us very much. She told us that she loved us as if we belonged to her, and begged us not to forget her, — as if we ever could! — and to remember that there was always a home and a warm heart for us if she were alive. Kate and I have often agreed that few of our acquaintances are half so entertaining. Her comparisons were most striking and amusing, and her comments upon the books she read — for she was a great reader — were very shrewd and clever, and always to the point. She was never out of temper, even when the barrels of oil were being rolled across her kitchen floor. And she was such a wise woman! This stage-ride, which we expected to find tiresome, we enjoyed very much, and we were glad to think, when the coach stopped, and he came to meet her with great satisfaction, that we had one friend in Deephaven at all events.

I liked the house from my very first sight of it. It stood behind a row of poplars which were as green and flourishing as the poplars which stand in stately processions in the fields around Quebec. It was an imposing great white house, and the lilacs were tall, and there were crowds of rose-bushes not yet out of bloom; and there were box borders, and there were great elms at the side of the house and down the road. The hall door stood wide open, and my hostess turned to me as we went in, with one of her sweet, sudden smiles. Wont we have a good time, Nelly? said she. And I thought we should.

So our summers housekeeping began in most pleasant fashion. It was just at sunset, and Anns and Maggies presence made the house seem familiar at once. Maggie had been unpacking for us, and there was a delicious supper ready for the hungry girls. Later in the evening we went down to the shore, which was not very far away; the fresh sea-air was welcome after the dusty day, and it seemed so quiet and pleasant in Deephaven.


The Brandon House and the Lighthouse
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I DO NOT know that the Brandon house is really very remarkable, but I never have been in one that interested me in the same way. Kate used to recount to select audiences at school some of her experiences with her Aunt Katharine, and it was popularly believed that she once carried down some indestructible picture-books when they were first in fashion, and the old lady basted them for her to hem round the edges at the rate of two a day. It may have been fabulous. It was impossible to imagine any children in the old place; everything was for grown people; even the stair-railing was too high to slide down on. The chairs looked as if they had been put, at the furnishing of the house, in their places, and there they meant to remain. The carpets were particularly interesting, and I remember Kates pointing out to me one day a great square figure in one, and telling me she used to keep house there with her dolls for lack of a better play-house, and if one of them chanced to fall outside the boundary stripe, it was immediately put to bed with a cold. It is a house with great possibilities; it might easily be made charming. There are four very large rooms on the lower floor, and six above, a wide hall in each story, and a fascinating garret over the whole, where were many mysterious old chests and boxes, in one of which we found Kates grandmothers love-letters; and you may be sure the vista of rummages which Mr. Lancaster had laughed about was explored to its very end. The rooms all have elaborate cornices, and the lower hall is very fine, with an archway dividing it, and panellings of all sorts, and a great door at each end, through which the lilacs in front and the old pensioner plum-trees in the garden are seen exchanging bows and gestures. Coming from the Lancasters high city house, it did not seem as if we had to go up stairs at all there, for every step of the stairway is so broad and low, and you come half-way to a square landing with an old straight-backed chair in each farther corner; and between them a large, round-topped window, with a cushioned seat, looking out on the garden and the village, the hills far inland, and the sunset beyond all. Then you turn and go up a few more steps to the upper hall, where we used to stay a great deal. There were more old chairs and a pair of remarkable sofas, on which we used to deposit the treasures collected in our wanderings. The wide window which looks out on the lilacs and the sea was a favorite seat of ours. Facing each other on either side of it are two old secretaries, and one of them we ascertained to be the hiding-place of secret drawers, in which may be found valuable records deposited by ourselves one rainy day when we first explored it. We wrote, between us, a tragic journal on some yellow old letter-paper we found in the desk. We put it in the most hidden drawer by itself, and flatter ourselves that it will be regarded with great interest some time or other. Of one of the front rooms, the best chamber, we stood rather in dread. It is very remarkable that there seem to be no ghost-stories connected with any part of the house, particularly this. We are neither of us nervous; but there is certainly something dismal about the room. The huge curtained bed and immense easy-chairs, windows, and everything were draped in some old-fashioned kind of white cloth which always seemed to be waving and moving about of itself. The carpet was most singularly colored with dark reds and indescribable grays and browns, and the pattern, after a whole summers study, could never be followed with ones eye. The paper was captured in a French prize somewhere some time in the last century, and part of the figure was shaggy, and therein little spiders found habitation, and went visiting their acquaintances across the shiny places. The color was an unearthly pink and a forbidding maroon, with dim white spots, which gave it the appearance of having moulded. It made you low-spirited to look long in the mirror; and the great lounge one could not have cheerful associations with, after hearing that Miss Brandon herself did not like it, having seen so many of her relatives lie there dead. There were fantastic china ornaments from Bible subjects on the mantel, and the only picture was one of the Maid of Orleans tied with an unnecessarily strong rope to a very stout stake. The best parlor we also rarely used, because all the portraits which hung there had for some unaccountable reason taken a violent dislike to us, and followed us suspiciously with their eyes. The furniture was stately and very uncomfortable, and there was something about the room which suggested an invisible funeral.

There is not very much to say about the dining-room. It was not specially interesting, though the sea was in sight from one of the windows. There were some old Dutch pictures on the wall, so dark that one could scarcely make out what they were meant to represent, and one or two engravings. There was a huge sideboard, for which Kate had brought down from Boston Miss Brandons own silver which had stood there for so many years, and looked so much more at home and in place than any other possibly could have looked, and Kate also found in the closet the three great decanters with silver labels chained round their necks, which had always been the companions of the tea-service in her aunts lifetime. From the little closets in the sideboard there came a most significant odor of cake and wine whenever one opened the doors. We used Miss Brandons beautiful old blue India china which she had given to Kate, and which had been carefully packed all winter. Kate sat at the head and I at the foot of the round table, and I must confess that we were apt to have either a feast or a famine, for at first we often forgot to provide our dinners. If this were the case Maggie was sure to serve us with most derisive elegance, and make us wait for as much ceremony as she thought necessary for one of Mrs. Lancasters dinner-parties.

The west parlor was our favorite room down stairs. It had a great fireplace framed in blue and white Dutch tiles which ingeniously and instructively represented the careers of the good and the bad man; the starting-place of each being a very singular cradle in the centre at the top. The last two of the series are very high art: a great coffin stands in the foreground of each, and the virtuous man is being led off by two disagreeable-looking angels, while the wicked one is hastening from an indescribable but unpleasant assemblage of claws and horns and eyes which is rapidly advancing from the distance, open-mouthed, and bringing a chain with it.

There was a large cabinet holding all the small curiosities and knick-knacks there seemed to be no other place for, — odd china figures and cups and vases, unaccountable Chinese carvings and exquisite corals and sea-shells, minerals and Swiss wood-work, and articles of vertu from the South Seas. Underneath were stored boxes of letters and old magazines; for this was one of the houses where nothing seems to have been thrown away. In one parting we found a parcel of old manuscript sermons, the existence of which was a mystery, until Kate remembered there had been a gifted son of the house who entered the ministry and soon died. The windows had each a pane of stained glass, and on the wide sills we used to put our immense bouquets of field-flowers. There was one place which I liked and sat in more than any other. The chimney filled nearly the whole side of the room, all but this little corner, where there was just room for a very comfortable high-backed cushioned chair, and a narrow window where I always had a bunch of fresh green ferns in a tall champagne-glass. I used to write there often, and always sat there when Kate sang and played. She sent for a tuner, and used to successfully coax the long-imprisoned music from the antiquated piano, and sing for her visitors by the hour. She almost always sang her oldest songs, for they seemed most in keeping with everything about us. I used to fancy that the portraits liked our being there. There was one young girl who seemed solitary and forlorn among the rest in the room, who were all middle-aged. For their part they looked amiable, but rather unhappy, as if she had come in and interrupted their conversation. We both grew very fond of her, and it seemed, when we went in the last morning on purpose to take leave of her, as if she looked at us imploringly. She was soon afterward boxed up, and now enjoys society after her own heart in Kates room in Boston.

There was the largest sofa I ever saw opposite the fireplace; it must have been brought in in pieces, and built in the room. It was broad enough for Kate and me to lie on together, and very high and square; but there was a pile of soft cushions at one end. We used to enjoy it greatly in September, when the evenings were long and cool, and we had many candles, and a fire — and crickets too — on the hearth, and the dear dog lying on the rug. I remember one rainy night, just before Miss Tennant and Kitty Bruce went away; we had a real drift-wood fire, and blew out the lights and told stories. Miss Margaret knows so many and tells them so well. Kate and I were unusually entertaining, for we became familiar with the family record of the town, and could recount marvellous adventures by land and sea, and ghost-stories by the dozen. We had never either of us been in a society consisting of so many travelled people! Hardly a man but had been the most of his life at sea. Speaking of ghost-stories, I must tell you that once in the summer two Cambridge girls who were spending a week with us unwisely enticed us into giving some thrilling recitals, which nearly frightened them out of their wits, and Kate and I were finally in terror ourselves. We had all been on the sofa in the dark, singing and talking, and were waiting in great suspense after I had finished one of such particular horror that I declared it should be the last, when we heard footsteps on the hall stairs. There were lights in the dining-room which shone faintly through the half-closed door, and we saw something white and shapeless come slowly down, and clutched each others gowns in agony. It was only Kates dog, who came in and laid his head in her lap and slept peacefully. We thought we could not sleep a wink after this, and I bravely went alone out to the light to see my watch, and, finding it was past twelve, we concluded to sit up all night and to go down to the shore at sunrise, it would be so much easier than getting up early some morning. We had been out rowing and had taken a long walk the day before, and were obliged to dance and make other slight exertions to keep ourselves awake at one time. We lunched at two, and I never shall forget the sunrise that morning; but we were singularly quiet and abstracted that day, and indeed for several days after Deephaven was a land in which it seemed always afternoon, we breakfasted so late.

As Mrs. Kew had said, there was a power of china. Kate and I were convinced that the lives of her grandmothers must have been spent in giving tea-parties. We counted ten sets of cups, beside quantities of stray ones; and some member of the family had evidently devoted her time to making a collection of pitchers.

There was an escritoire in Miss Brandons own room, which we looked over one day. There was a little package of letters; ship letters mostly, tied with a very pale and tired-looking blue ribbon. They were in a drawer with a locket holding a faded miniature on ivory and a lock of brown hair, and there were also some dry twigs and bits of leaf which had long ago been bright wild-roses, such as still bloom among the Deephaven rocks. Kate said that she had often heard her mother wonder why her aunt never had cared to marry, for she had chances enough doubtless, and had been rich and handsome and finely educated. So there was a sailor lover after all, and perhaps he had been lost at sea and she faithfully kept the secret, never mourning outwardly. And I always thought her the most matter-of-fact old lady, said Kate; yet heres her romance, after all. We put the letters outside on a chair to read, but afterwards carefully replaced them, without untying them. Im glad we did. There were other letters which we did read, and which interested us very much, — letters from her girl friends written in the boarding-school vacations, and just after she finished school. Those in one of the smaller packages were charming; it must have been such a bright, nice girl who wrote them! They were very few, and were tied with black ribbon, and marked on the outside in girlish writing: My dearest friend, Dolly McAllister, died September 3, 1809, aged eighteen. The ribbon had evidently been untied and the letters read many times. One began: My dear, delightful Kitten: I am quite overjoyed to find my father has business which will force him to go to Deephaven next week, and he kindly says if there be no more rain I may ride with him to see you. I will surely come, for if there is danger of spattering my gown, and he bids me stay at home, I shall go galloping after him and overtake him when it is too late to send me back. I have so much to tell you. I wish I knew more about the visit. Poor Miss Katharine! it made us sad to look over these treasures of her girlhood. There were her compositions and exercise-books; some samplers and queer little keepsakes; withered flowers and some pebbles and other things of like value, with which there was probably some pleasant association. Only think of her keeping them all her days, said I to Kate. I am continually throwing some relic of the kind away, because I forget why I have it!

There was a box in the lower part which Kate was glad to find, for she had heard her mother wonder if some such things were not in existence. It held a crucifix and a mass-book and some rosaries, and Kate told me Miss Katharines youngest and favorite brother had become a Roman Catholic while studying in Europe. It was a dreadful blow to the family; for in those days there could have been few deeper disgraces to the Brandon family than to have one of its sons go over to popery. Only Miss Katharine treated him with kindness, and after a time he disappeared without telling even her where he was going, and was only heard from indirectly once or twice afterward. It was a great grief to her. And mamma knows, said Kate, that she always had a lingering hope of his return, for one of the last times she saw Aunt Katharine before she was ill she spoke of soon going to be with all the rest, and said, Though your Uncle Henry, dear, — and stopped and smiled sadly; youll think me a very foolish old woman, but I never quite gave up thinking he might come home.



Mrs. Kew did the honors of the lighthouse thoroughly on our first visit; but I think we rarely went to see her that we did not make some entertaining discovery. Mr. Kews nephew, a guileless youth of forty, lived with them, and the two men were of a mechanical turn and had invented numerous aids to housekeeping, — appendages to the stove, and fixtures on the walls for everything that could be hung up; catches in the floor to hold the doors open, and ingenious apparatus to close them; but, above all, a system of barring and bolting for the wide fore door, which would have disconcerted an energetic battering-ram. After all this work being expended, Mrs. Kew informed us that it was usually wide open all night in summer weather. On the back of this door I discovered one day a row of marks, and asked their significance. It seemed that Mrs. Kew had attempted one summer to keep count of the number of people who inquired about the depredations of the neighbors chickens. Mrs. Kews bedroom was partly devoted to the fine arts. There was a large collection of likenesses of her relatives and friends on the wall, which was interesting in the extreme. Mrs. Kew was always much pleased to tell their names, and her remarks about any feature not exactly perfect were very searching and critical. Thats my oldest brothers wife, Clorinthy Adams that was. Shes well featured, if it were not for her nose, and that looks as if it had been thrown at her, and she wasnt particular about having it on firm, in hopes of getting a better one. She sets by her looks, though.

There were often sailing-parties that came there from up and down the coast. One day Kate and I were spending the afternoon at the Light; we had been fishing, and were sitting in the doorway listening to a reminiscence of the winter Mrs. Kew kept school at the Four Corners; saw a boatful coming, and all lost our tempers. Mrs. Kew had a lame ankle, and Kate offered to go up with the visitors. There were some girls and young men who stood on the rocks awhile, and then asked us, with much better manners than the people who usually came, if they could see the lighthouse, and Kate led the way. She was dressed that day in a costume we both frequently wore, of gray skirts and blue sailor-jacket, and her boots were much the worse for wear. The celebrated Lancaster complexion was rather darkened by the sun. Mrs. Kew expressed a wish to know what questions they would ask her, and I followed after a few minutes. They seemed to have finished asking about the lantern, and to have become personal.

Dont you get tired staying here?

No, indeed! said Kate.

Is that your sister down stairs?

No, I have no sister.

I should think you would wish she was. Arent you ever lonesome?

Everybody is, sometimes, said Kate.

But its such a lonesome place! said one of the girls. I should think you would get work away. I live in Boston. Why, its so awful quiet! nothing but the water, and the wind, when it blows; and I think either of them is worse than nothing. And only this little bit of a rocky place! I should want to go to walk.

I heard Kate pleasantly refuse the offer of pay for her services, and then they began to come down the steep stairs laughing and chattering with each other. Kate stayed behind to close the doors and leave everything all right, and the girl who had talked the most waited too, and when they were on the stairs just above me, and the others out of hearing, she said, Youre real good to show us the things. I guess youll think Im silly, but I do like you ever so much! I wish you would come to Boston. Im in a real nice store, — H — — s, on Winter Street; and they will want new saleswomen in October. Perhaps you could be at my counter. Id teach you, and you could board with me. Ive got a real comfortable room, and I suppose I might have more things, for I get good pay; but I like to send money home to mother. Im at my aunts now, but I am going back next Monday, and if you will tell me what your name is, Ill find out for certain about the place, and write you. My names Mary Wendell.

I knew by Kates voice that this had touched her. You are very kind; thank you heartily, said she; but I cannot go and work with you. I should like to know more about you. I live in Boston too; my friend and I are staying over in Deephaven for the summer only. And she held out her hand to the girl, whose face had changed from its first expression of earnest good-humor to a very startled one; and when she noticed Kates hand, and a ring of hers, which had been turned round, she looked really frightened.

O, will you please excuse me? said she, blushing. I ought to have known better; but you showed us round so willing, and I never thought of your not living here. I didnt mean to be rude.

Of course you did not, and you were not. I am very glad you said it, and glad you like me, said Kate; and just then the party called the girl, and she hurried away, and I joined Kate. Then you heard it all. That was worth having! said she. She was such an honest little soul, and I mean to look for her when I get home.

Sometimes we used to go out to the Light early in the morning with the fishermen who went that way to the fishing-grounds, but we usually made the voyage early in the afternoon if it were not too hot, and we went fishing off the rocks or sat in the house with Mrs. Kew, who often related some of her Vermont experiences, or Mr. Kew would tell us surprising sea-stories and ghost-stories like a story-book sailor. Then we would have an unreasonably good supper and afterward climb the ladder to the lantern to see the lamps lighted, and sit there for a while watching the ships and the sunset. Almost all the coasters came in sight of Deephaven, and the sea outside the light was their grand highway. Twice from the lighthouse we saw a yacht squadron like a flock of great white birds. As for the sunsets, it used to seem often as if we were near the heart of them, for the sea all around us caught the color of the clouds, and though the glory was wonderful, I remember best one still evening when there was a bank of heavy gray clouds in the west shutting down like a curtain, and the sea was silver-colored. You could look under and beyond the curtain of clouds into the palest, clearest yellow sky. There was a little black boat in the distance drifting slowly, climbing one white wave after another, as if it were bound out into that other world beyond. But presently the sun came from behind the clouds, and the dazzling golden light changed the look of everything, and it was the time then to say one thought it a beautiful sunset; while before one could only keep very still, and watch the boat, and wonder if heaven would not be somehow like that far, faint color, which was neither sea nor sky.

When we came down from the lighthouse and it grew late, we would beg for an hour or two longer on the water, and row away in the twilight far out from land, where, with our faces turned from the Light, it seemed as if we were alone, and the sea shoreless; and as the darkness closed round us softly, we watched the stars come out, and were always glad to see Kates star and my star, which we had chosen when we were children. I used long ago to be sure of one thing, — that, however far away heaven might be, it could not be out of sight of the stars. Sometimes in the evening we waited out at sea for the moonrise, and then we would take the oars again and go slowly in, once in a while singing or talking, but oftenest silent.


My Lady Brandon and the Widow Jim
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WHEN IT WAS known that we had arrived in Deephaven, the people who had known Miss Brandon so well, and Mrs. Lancaster also, seemed to consider themselves Kates friends by inheritance, and were exceedingly polite to us, in either calling upon us or sending pleasant messages. Before the first week had ended we had no lack of society. They were not strangers to Kate, to begin with, and as for me, I think it is easy for me to be contented, and to feel at home anywhere. I have the good fortune and the misfortune to belong to the navy, — that is, my father does, — and my life has been consequently an unsettled one, except during the years of my school life, when my friendship with Kate began.

I think I should be happy in any town if I were living there with Kate Lancaster. I will not praise my friend as I can praise her, or say half the things I might say honestly. She is so fresh and good and true, and enjoys life so heartily. She is so child-like, without being childish; and I do not tell you that she is faultless, but when she makes mistakes she is sorrier and more ready to hopefully try again than any girl I know. Perhaps you would like to know something about us, but I am not writing Kates biography and my own, only telling you of one summer which we spent together. Sometimes in Deephaven we were between six and seven years old, but at other times we have felt irreparably grown-up, and as if we carried a crushing weight of care and duty. In reality we are both twenty-four, and it is a pleasant age, though I think next year is sure to be pleasanter, for we do not mind growing older, since we have lost nothing that we mourn about, and are gaining so much. I shall be glad if you learn to know Kate a little in my stories. It is not that I am fond of her and endow her with imagined virtues and graces; no one can fail to see how unaffected she is, or not notice her thoughtfulness and generosity and her delightful fun, which never has a trace of coarseness or silliness. It was very pleasant having her for ones companion, for she has an unusual power of winning peoples confidence, and of knowing with surest instinct how to meet them on their own ground. It is the girls being so genuinely sympathetic and interested which makes every one ready to talk to her and be friends with her; just as the sunshine makes it easy for flowers to grow which the chilly winds hinder. She is not polite for the sake of seeming polite, but polite for the sake of being kind, and there is not a particle of what Hugh Miller justly calls the insolence of condescension about her; she is not brilliantly talented, yet she does everything in a charming fashion of her own; she is not profoundly learned, yet she knows much of which many wise people are ignorant, and while she is a patient scholar in both little things and great, she is no less a teacher to all her friends, — dear Kate Lancaster!

We knew that we were considered Miss Brandons representatives in Deephaven society, and this was no slight responsibility, as she had received much honor and respect. We heard again and again what a loss she had been to the town, and we tried that summer to do nothing to lessen the family reputation, and to give pleasure as well as take it, though we were singularly persistent in our pursuit of a good time. I grew much interested in what I heard of Miss Brandon, and it seems to me that it is a great privilege to have an elderly person in ones neighborhood, in town or country, who is proud, and conservative, and who lives in stately fashion; who is intolerant of sham and of useless novelties, and clings to the old ways of living and behaving as if it were part of her religion. There is something immensely respectable about the gentlewomen of the old school. They ignore all bustle and flashiness, and the conceit of the younger people, who act as if at last it had been time for them to appear and manage this world as it ought to have been managed before. Their position in modern society is much like that of the Kings Chapel in its busy street in Boston. It perhaps might not have been easy to approach Miss Brandon, but I am sure that if I had visited in Deephaven during her lifetime I should have been very proud if I had been asked to take tea at her house, and should have liked to speak afterward of my acquaintance with her. It would have been impossible not to pay her great deference; it is a pleasure to think that she must have found this world a most polite world, and have had the highest opinion of its good manners. Noblesse oblige: that is true in more ways than one!

I cannot help wondering if those of us who will be left by and by to represent our own generation will seem to have such superior elegance of behavior; if we shall receive so much respect and be so much valued. It is hard to imagine it. We know that the world gains new refinements and a better culture; but to us there never will be such imposing ladies and gentlemen as these who belong to the old school.

The morning after we reached Deephaven we were busy up stairs, and there was a determined blow at the knocker of the front door. I went down to see who was there, and had the pleasure of receiving our first caller. She was a prim little old woman who looked pleased and expectant, who wore a neat cap and front, and whose eyes were as bright as black beads. She wore no bonnet, and had thrown a little three-cornered shawl, with palm-leaf figures, over her shoulders; and it was evident that she was a near neighbor. She was very short and straight and thin, and so quick that she darted like a pickerel when she moved about. It occurred to me at once that she was a very capable person, and had faculty, and, dear me, how fast she talked! She hesitated a moment when she saw me, and dropped a fragment of a courtesy. Miss Lankster? said she, doubtfully.

No, said I, Im Miss Denis: Miss Lancaster is at home, though: come in, wont you?

O Mrs. Patton! said Kate, who came down just then. How very kind of you to come over so soon! I should have gone to see you to-day. I was asking Mrs. Kew last night if you were here.

Land o compassion! said Mrs. Patton, as she shook Kates hand delightedly. Whered ye spose Id be, dear? I aint like to move away from Deephaven now, after Ive held by the place so long, Ive got as many roots as the big ellum. Well, I should know you were a Brandon, no matter where I see you. Youve got a real Brandon look; tall and straight, aint you? Its four or five years since I saw you, except once at church, and once you went by, down to the shore, I suppose. It was a windy day in the spring of the year.

I remember it very well, said Kate. Those were both visits of only a day or two, and I was here at Aunt Katharines funeral, and went away that same evening. Do you remember once I was here in the summer for a longer visit, five or six years ago, and I helped you pick currants in the garden? You had a very old mug.

Now, whoever would ha thought o your reclecting that? said Mrs. Patton. Yes. I had that mug because it was handy to carry about among the bushes, and then Id empt it into the basket as fast as I got it full. Your aunt always told me to pick all I wanted; she couldnt use em, but they used to make sights o currant wine in old times. I spose that mug would be considerable of a curiosity to anybody that wasnt used to seeing it round. My grandther Joseph Toggerson — my mother was a Toggerson — picked it up on the long sands in a wad of sea-weed: strange it wasnt broke, but its tough; Ive dropped it on the floor, manys the time, and it aint even chipped. Theres some Dutch reading on it and its marked 1732. Now I shouldnt ha thought youd remembered that old mug, I declare. Your aunt she had a monstrous sight of chiny. Shes told me where most all of it come from, but I expect Ive forgot. My memory fails me a good deal by spells. If you hadnt come down I suppose your mother would have had the chiny packed up this spring, — what she didnt take with her after your aunt died. Spose she hasnt made up her mind what to do with the house?

No, said Kate; she wishes she could: it is a great puzzle to us.

I hope you will find it in middling order, said Mrs. Patton, humbly. Me and Mis Dockum have done the best we knew, — opened the windows and let in the air and tried to keep it from getting damp. I fixed all the woollens with fresh camphire and tobacco the last o the winter; you have to be dreadful careful in one o these old houses, less everything gets creaking with moths in no time. Miss Katharine, how she did hate the sight of a moth-miller! Theres something Ill speak about before I forget it: the mice have eat the backs of a pile o old books thats stored away in the west chamber closet next to Miss Katharines room, and I set a trap there, but it was older n the ten commandments, that trap was, and the springs rusty. I guess youd better get some new ones and set round in different places, less the micell pester you. There aint been no chance for em to get much of a living long through the winter, but theyll be sure to come back quick as they find theres likely to be good board. I see your aunts cat setting out on the front steps. She never was no great of a mouser, but it went to my heart to see how pleased she looks! Come right back, didnt she? How they do hold to their old haunts!

Was that Miss Brandons cat? I asked, with great interest. She has been up stairs with us, but I supposed she belonged to some neighbor, and had strayed in. She behaved as if she felt at home, poor old pussy!

We must keep her here, said Kate.

Mis Dockum took her after your mother went off, and Miss Katharines maids, said Mrs. Patton; but she told me that it was a long spell before she seemed to feel contented. She used to set on the steps and cry by the hour together, and try to get in, to first one door and then another. I used to think how bad Miss Katharine would feel; she set a great deal by a cat, and she took notice of this as long as she did of anything. Her mind failed her, you know. Great loss to Deephaven, she was. Proud woman, and some folks were scared of her; but I always got along with her, and I wouldnt ask for no kinder friend nor neighbor. Ive had my troubles, and Ive seen the day I was suffering poor, and I couldnt have brought myself to ask town help nohow, but I wish yed ha heared her scold me when she found it out; and she come marching into my kitchen one morning, like a grenadier, and says she, Why didnt you send and tell me how sick and poor you are? says she. And she said shed ha been so glad to help me all along, but she thought I had means, — everybody did; and I see the tears in her eyes, but she was scolding me and speaking as if she was dreadful mad. She made me comfortable, and she sent over one o her maids to see to me, and got the doctor, and a load o stuff come up from the store, so I didnt have to buy anything for a good many weeks. I got better and sos to work, but she neverd let me say nothing about it. I had a good deal o trouble, and I thought Id lost my health, but I hadnt, and that was thirty or forty years ago. There never was nothing going on at the great house that she didnt have me over, sewing or cleaning or company; and I got so that I knew how she liked to have things done. I felt as if it was my own sister, though I never had one, when I was going over to help lay her out. She used to talk as free to me as she would to Miss Lorimer or Miss Carew. I spose ye aint seen nothing o them yet? She was a good Christian woman, Miss Katharine was. The memory of the just is blessed; thats what Mr. Lorimer said in his sermon the Sunday after she died, and there wasnt a blood-relation there to hear it. I declare it looked pitiful to see that pew empty that ought to ha been the mourners pew. Your mother, Mis Lancaster, had to go home Saturday, your father was going away sudden to Washington, Ive understood, and she come back again the first of the week. There! it didnt make no sort o difference, praps nobody thought of it but me. There hadnt been anybody in the pew more than a couple o times since she used to sit there herself, regular as Sunday come. And Mrs. Patton looked for a minute as if she were going to cry, but she changed her mind upon second thought.

Your mother gave me most of Miss Katharines clothes; this cap belonged to her, that Ive got on now; its most wore out, but it does for mornings.

O, said Kate, I have two new ones for you in one of my trunks! Mamma meant to choose them herself, but she had not time, and so she told me, and I think I found the kind she thought you would like.

Now Im sure! said Mrs. Patton, if that aint kind; you dont tell me that Mis Lancaster thought of me just as she was going off? I shall set everything by them caps, and Im much obliged to you too, Miss Kate. I was just going to speak of that time you were here and saw the mug; you trimmed a cap for Miss Katharine to give me, real Boston style. I guess that box of cap-fixings is up on the top shelf of Miss Katharines closet now, to the left hand, said Mrs. Patton, with wistful certainty. She used to make her every-day caps herself, and she had some beautiful materials laid away that she never used. Some folks has laughed at me for being so particular bout wearing caps except for best, but I dont knows its presuming beyond my station, and somehow I feel more respect for myself when I have a good cap on. I cant get over your mothers reclecting about me; and she sent me a handsome present o money this spring for looking after the house. I never should have asked for a cent; its a pleasure to me to keep an eye on it, out o respect to your aunt. I was so pleased when I heard you were coming long o your friend. I like to see the old place open; it was about as bad as having no meeting. I miss seeing the lights, and your aunt was a great hand for lighting up bright; the big hall lantern was lit every night, and she put it out when she went up stairs. She liked to go round sames if it was day. You see I forget all the time she was sick, and go back to the days when she was well and about the house. When her mind was failing her, and she was up stairs in her room, her eyesight seemed to be lost part of the time, and sometimes shed tell us to get the lamp and a couple o candles in the middle o the day, and then shed be as satisfied! But she used to take a notion to set in the dark, some nights, and think, I spose. I should have forty fits, if I undertook it. That was a good while ago; and do you reclect how she used to play the piano? She used to be a great hand to play when she was young.

Indeed I remember it, said Kate, who told me afterward how her aunt used to sit at the piano in the twilight and play to herself. She was formerly a skilful musician, said my friend, though one would not have imagined she cared for music. When I was a child she used to play in company of an evening, and once when I was here one of her old friends asked for a tune, and she laughingly said that her day was over and her fingers were stiff; though I believe she might have played as well as ever then, if she had cared to try. But once in a while when she had been quiet all day and rather sad — I am ashamed that I used to think she was cross — she would open the piano and sit there until late, while I used to be enchanted by her memories of dancing-tunes, and old psalms, and marches and songs. There was one tune which I am sure had a history: there was a sweet wild cadence in it, and she would come back to it again and again, always going through with it in the same measured way. I have remembered so many things about my aunt since I have been here, said Kate, which I hardly noticed and did not understand when they happened. I was afraid of her when I was a little girl, but I think if I had grown up sooner, I should have enjoyed her heartily. It never used to occur to me that she had a spark of tenderness or of sentiment, until just before she was ill, but I have been growing more fond of her ever since. I might have given her a great deal more pleasure. It was not long after I was through school that she became so feeble, and of course she liked best having mamma come to see her; one of us had to be at home. I have thought lately how careful one ought to be, to be kind and thoughtful to ones old friends. It is so soon too late to be good to them, and then one is always so sorry.

I must tell you more of Mrs. Patton; of course it was not long before we returned her call, and we were much entertained; we always liked to see our friends in their own houses. Her house was a little way down the road, unpainted and gambrel-roofed, but so low that the old lilac-bushes which clustered round it were as tall as the eaves. The Widow Jim (as nearly every one called her in distinction to the widow Jack Patton, who was a tailoress and lived at the other end of the town) was a very useful person. I suppose there must be her counterpart in all old New England villages. She sewed, and she made elaborate rugs, and she had a decided talent for making carpets, — if there were one to be made, which must have happened seldom. But there were a great many to be turned and made over in Deephaven, and she went to the Carews and Lorimers at house-cleaning time or in seasons of great festivity. She had no equal in sickness, and knew how to brew every old-fashioned dose and to make every variety of herb-tea, and when her nursing was put to an end by her patients death, she was commander-in-chief at the funeral, and stood near the doorway to direct the mourning friends to their seats; and I have no reason to doubt that she sometimes even had the immense responsibility of making out the order of the procession, since she had all genealogy and relationship at her tongues end. It was an awful thing in Deephaven, we found, if the precedence was wrongly assigned, and once we chanced to hear some bitter remarks because the cousins of the departed wife had been placed after the husbands relatives,— the blood-relations ridin behind them that was only kin by marriage! I dont wonder they felt hurt! said the person who spoke; a most unselfish and unassuming soul, ordinarily.

Mrs. Patton knew everybodys secrets, but she told them judiciously if at all. She chattered all day to you as a sparrow twitters, and you did not tire of her; and Kate and I were never more agreeably entertained than when she told us of old times and of Kates ancestors and their contemporaries; for her memory was wonderful, and she had either seen everything that had happened in Deephaven for a long time, or had received the particulars from reliable witnesses. She had known much trouble; her husband had been but small satisfaction to her, and it was not to be wondered at if she looked upon all proposed marriages with compassion. She was always early at church, and she wore the same bonnet that she had when Kate was a child; it was such a well-preserved, proper black straw bonnet, with discreet bows of ribbon, and a useful lace veil to protect it from the weather.

She showed us into the best room the first time we went to see her. It was the plainest little room, and very dull, and there was an exact sufficiency about its furnishings. Yet there was a certain dignity about it; it was unmistakably a best room, and not a place where one might make a litter or carry ones every-day work. You felt at once that somebody valued the prim old-fashioned chairs, and the two half-moon tables, and the thin carpet, which must have needed anxious stretching every spring to make it come to the edge of the floor. There were some mourning-pieces by way of decoration, inscribed with the names of Mrs. Pattons departed friends, — two worked in crewel to the memory of her father and mother, and two paper memorials, with the woman weeping under the willow at the side of a monument. They were all brown with age; and there was a sampler beside, worked by Judith Beckett, aged ten, and all five were framed in slender black frames and hung very high on the walls. There was a rocking-chair which looked as if it felt too grand for use, and considered itself imposing. It tilted far back on its rockers, and was bent forward at the top to make ones head uncomfortable. It need not have troubled itself; nobody would ever wish to sit there. It was such a big rocking-chair, and Mrs. Patton was proud of it; always generously urging her guests to enjoy its comfort, which was imaginary with her, as she was so short that she could hardly have climbed into it without assistance.

Mrs. Patton was a little ceremonious at first, but soon recovered herself and told us a great deal which we were glad to hear. I asked her once if she had not always lived at Deephaven. Here and beyond East Parish, said she. Mr. Patton, — that was my husband, — he owned a good farm there when I married him, but I come back here again after he died; place was all mortgaged. I never got a cent, and I was poorer than when I started. I worked harder n ever I did before or since to keep things together, but t wasnt any kind o use. Your mother knows all about it, Miss Kate, — as if we might not be willing to believe it on her authority. I come back here a widow and destitute, and I tell you the world looked fair to me when I left this house first to go over there. Dont you run no risks, youre better off as you be, dears. But land sakes alive, he didnt mean no hurt! and he set everything by me when he was himself. I dont make no scruples of speaking about it, everybody knows how it was, but I did go through with everything. I never knew what the day would bring forth, said the widow, as if this were the first time she had had a chance to tell her sorrows to a sympathizing audience. She did not seem to mind talking about the troubles of her married life any more than a soldier minds telling the story of his campaigns, and dwells with pride on the worst battle of all.

Her favorite subject always was Miss Brandon, and after a pause she said that she hoped we were finding everything right in the house; she had meant to take up the carpet in the best spare room, but it didnt seem to need it; it was taken up the year before, and the room had not been used since, there was not a mite of dust under it last time. And Kate assured her, with an appearance of great wisdom, that she did not think it could be necessary at all.

I come home and had a good cry yesterday after I was over to see you, said Mrs. Patton, and I could not help wondering if she really could cry, for she looked so perfectly dried up, so dry that she might rustle in the wind. Your aunt had been failin so long that just after she died it was a relief, but Ive got sos to forget all about that, and I miss her as she used to be; it seemed as if you had stepped into her place, and you look some as she used to when she was young.

You must miss her, said Kate, and I know how much she used to depend upon you. You were very kind to her.

I sat up with her the night she died, said the widow, with mournful satisfaction. I have lived neighbor to her all my life except the thirteen years I was married, and there wasnt a week I wasnt over to the great house except I was off to a distance taking care of the sick. When she got to be feeble she always wanted me to tend to the cleaning and to see to putting the canopies and curtains on the bedsteads, and she wouldnt trust nobody but me to handle some of the best china. I used to say, Miss Katharine, why dont you have some young folks come and stop with you? Theres Mis Lancasters daughter a growing up; but she didnt seem to care for nobody but your mother. You wouldnt believe what a hand she used to be for company in her younger days. Surprisin how folks alters. When I first reclect her much she was as straight as an arrow, and she used to go to Boston visiting and come home with the top of the fashion. She always did dress elegant. It used to be gay here, and she was always going down to the Lorimers or the Carews to tea, and they coming here. Her sister was married; she was a good deal older; but some of her brothers were at home. There was your grandfather and Mr. Henry. I dont think she ever got it over, — his disappearing so. There were lots of folks then thats dead and gone, and they used to have their card-parties, and old Capn Manning — hes dead and gone — used to have em all to play whist every fortnight, sometimes three or four tables, and they always had cake and wine handed round, or the capn made some punch, likes not, with oranges in it, and lemons; he knew how! He was a bachelor to the end of his days, the old capn was, but he used to entertain real handsome. I reclect one night they was a playin after the wine was brought in, and he upset his glass all over Miss Martha Lorimers invisible-green watered silk, and spoilt the better part of two breadths. She sent right over for me early the next morning to see if I knew of anything to take out the spots, but I didnt, though I can take grease out o most any material. We tried clear alcohol, and saleratus-water, and hartshorn, and pouring water through, and heating of it, and when we got through it was worse than when we started. She felt dreadful bad about it, and at last she says, Judith, we wont work over it any more, but if you ll give me a day some time or nother, well rip it up and make a quilt of it. I see that quilt last time I was in Miss Rebeccas north chamber. Miss Martha was her aunt; you never saw her; she was dead and gone before your day. It was a silk old Capn Peter Lorimer, her brother, who left em his money, brought home from sea, and she had worn it for best and second best eleven year. It looked as good as new, and she never would have ripped it up if she could have matched it. I said it seemed to be a shame, but it was a curis figure. Capn Manning fetched her one to pay for it the next time he went to Boston. She didnt want to take it, but he wouldnt take no for an answer; he was free-handed, the capn was. I helped em make it long of Mary Ann Simms the dressmaker, — shes dead and gone too, — the time it was made. It was brown, and a beautiful-looking piece, but it wore shiny, and she made a double-gown of it before she died.

Mrs. Patton brought Kate and me some delicious old-fashioned cake with much spice in it, and told us it was made by old Mrs. Chantrey Brandons receipt which she got in England, that it would keep a year, and she always kept a loaf by her, now that she could afford it; she supposed we knew Miss Katharine had named her in her will long before she was sick. It has put me beyond fear of want, said Mrs. Patton. I wont deny that I used to think it would go hard with me when I got so old I couldnt earn my living. You see I never laid up but a little, and its hard for a woman who comes of respectable folks to be a pauper in her last days; but your aunt, Miss Kate, she thought of it too, and Im sure Im thankful to be so comfortable, and to stay in my house, which I couldnt have done, likes not. Miss Rebecca Lorimer said to me after I got news of the will, Why, Mis Patton, you dont suppose your friends would ever have let you want! And I says, My friends are kind, — the Lord bless em! — but I feel better to be able to do for myself than to be beholden.

After this long call we went down to the post-office, and coming home stopped for a while in the old burying-ground, which we had noticed the day before; and we sat for the first time on the great stone in the wall, in the shade of a maple-tree, where we so often waited afterward for the stage to come with the mail, or rested on our way home from a walk. It was a comfortable perch; we used to read our letters there, I remember.

I must tell you a little about the Deephaven burying-ground, for its interest was inexhaustible, and I do not know how much time we may have spent in reading the long epitaphs on the grave-stones and trying to puzzle out the inscriptions, which were often so old and worn that we could only trace a letter here and there. It was a neglected corner of the world, and there were straggling sumachs and acacias scattered about the enclosure, while a row of fine old elms marked the boundary of two sides. The grass was long and tangled, and most of the stones leaned one way or the other, and some had fallen flat. There were a few handsome old family monuments clustered in one corner, among which the one that marked Miss Brandons grave looked so new and fresh that it seemed inappropriate. It should have been dingy to begin with, like the rest, said Kate one day; but I think it will make itself look like its neighbors as soon as possible.

There were many stones which were sacred to the memory of men who had been lost at sea, almost always giving the name of the departed ship, which was so kept in remembrance; and one felt as much interest in the ship Starlight, supposed to have foundered off the Cape of Good Hope, as in the poor fellow who had the ill luck to be one of her crew. There were dozens of such inscriptions, and there were other stones perpetuating the fame of Honourable gentlemen who had been members of His Majestys Council, or surveyors of His Majestys Woods, or Kings Officers of Customs for the town of Deephaven. Some of the epitaphs were beautiful, showing that tenderness for the friends who had died, that longing to do them justice, to fully acknowledge their virtues and dearness, which is so touching, and so unmistakable even under the stiff, quaint expressions and formal words which were thought suitable to be chiselled on the stones, so soon to be looked at carelessly by the tearless eyes of strangers. We often used to notice names, and learn their history from the old people whom we knew, and in this way we heard many stories which we never shall forget. It is wonderful, the romance and tragedy and adventure which one may find in a quiet old-fashioned country town, though to heartily enjoy the every-day life one must care to study life and character, and must find pleasure in thought and observation of simple things, and have an instinctive, delicious interest in what to other eyes is unflavored dulness.

To go back to Mrs. Patton; on our way home, after our first call upon her, we stopped to speak to Mrs. Dockum, who mentioned that she had seen us going in to the Widow Jims.

Willin woman, said Mrs. Dockum, always been respected; got an uncommon facility o speech. I never saw such a hand to talk, but then she has something to say, which aint the case with everybody. Good neighbor, does according to her means always. Dreadful tough time of it with her husband, shifless and drunk all his time. Noticed that dent in the side of her forehead, I spose? Thats where he liked to have killed her; slung a stone bottle at her.

What! said Kate and I, very much shocked.

She dont like to have it inquired about; but she and I were sitting up with Manda Damer one night, and she gave me the particulars. I knew he did it, for she had a fit o sickness afterward. Had sliced cucumbers for breakfast that morning; he was very partial to them, and he wanted some vinegar. Happened to be two bottles in the cellar-way; were just alike, and one of em was vinegar and the other had sperrit in it at haying-time. He takes up the wrong one and pours on quick, and out come the hayseed and flies, and he give the bottle a sling, and it hit her there where you see the scar; might put the end of your finger into the dent. He said he meant to break the bottle agin the door, but it went slant-wise, sort of. I don know, Im sure (meditatively). She said he was good-natured; it was early in the mornin, and he hadnt had time to get upset; but he had a high temper naturally, and so much drink hadnt made it much better. She had good prospects when she married him. Six-foot-two and red cheeks and straight as a Noroway pine; had a good property from his father, and his mother come of a good family, but he died in debt; drank like a fish. Yes, twas a shame, nice woman; good consistent church-member; always been respected; useful among the sick.


Deephaven Society
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IT WAS CURIOUS to notice, in this quaint little fishing-village by the sea, how clearly the gradations of society were defined. The place prided itself most upon having been long ago the residence of one Governor Chantrey, who was a rich shipowner and East India merchant, and whose fame and magnificence were almost fabulous. It was a never-ceasing regret that his house should have burned down after he died, and there is no doubt that if it were still standing it would rival any ruin of the Old World.

The elderly people, though laying claim to no slight degree of present consequence, modestly ignored it, and spoke with pride of the grand way in which life was carried on by their ancestors, the Deephaven families of old times. I think Kate and I were assured at least a hundred times that Governor Chantrey kept a valet, and his wife, Lady Chantrey, kept a maid, and that the governor had an uncle in England who was a baronet; and I believe this must have been why our friends felt so deep an interest in the affairs of the English nobility: they no doubt felt themselves entitled to seats near the throne itself. There were formerly five families who kept their coaches in Deephaven; there were balls at the governors, and regal entertainments at other of the grand mansions; there is not a really distinguished person in the country who will not prove to have been directly or indirectly connected with Deephaven. We were shown the cellar of the Chantrey house, and the terraces, and a few clumps of lilacs, and the grand rows of elms. There are still two of the governors warehouses left, but his ruined wharves are fast disappearing, and are almost deserted, except by small barefooted boys who sit on the edges to fish for sea-perch when the tide comes in. There is an imposing monument in the burying-ground to the great man and his amiable consort. I am sure that if there were any surviving relatives of the governor they would receive in Deephaven far more deference than is consistent with the principles of a republican government; but the family became extinct long since, and I have heard, though it is not a subject that one may speak of lightly, that the sons were unworthy their noble descent and came to inglorious ends.

There were still remaining a few representatives of the old families, who were treated with much reverence by the rest of the townspeople, although they were, like the conies of Scripture, a feeble folk.

Deephaven is utterly out of fashion. It never recovered from the effects of the embargo of 1807, and a sand-bar has been steadily filling in the mouth of the harbor. Though the fishing gives what occupation there is for the inhabitants of the place, it is by no means sufficient to draw recruits from abroad. But nobody in Deephaven cares for excitement, and if some one once in a while has the low taste to prefer a more active life, he is obliged to go elsewhere in search of it, and is spoken of afterward with kind pity. I well remember the Widow Moses said to me, in speaking of a certain misguided nephew of hers, I never could see what could a sot him out to leave so many privileges and go way off to Lynn, with all them children too. Why, they lived here no more than a cables length from the meetin-house!

There were two schooners owned in town, and Bijah Mauley and Jo Sands owned a trawl. There were some schooners and a small brig slowly going to pieces by the wharves, and indeed all Deephaven looked more or less out of repair. All along shore one might see dories and wherries and whale-boats, which had been left to die a lingering death. There is something piteous to me in the sight of an old boat. If one I had used much and cared for were past its usefulness, I should say good by to it, and have it towed out to sea and sunk; it never should be left to fall to pieces above high-water mark.

Even the commonest fishermen felt a satisfaction, and seemed to realize their privilege, in being residents of Deephaven; but among the nobility and gentry there lingered a fierce pride in their family and town records, and a hardly concealed contempt and pity for people who were obliged to live in other parts of the world. There were acknowledged to be a few disadvantages, — such as living nearly a dozen miles from the railway, — but, as Miss Honora Carew said, the tone of Deephaven society had always been very high, and it was very nice that there had never been any manufacturing element introduced. She could not feel too grateful, herself, that there was no disagreeable foreign population.

But, said Kate one day, wouldnt you like to have some pleasant new people brought into town?

Certainly, my dear, said Miss Honora, rather doubtfully; I have always been public-spirited; but then, we always have guests in summer, and I am growing old. I should not care to enlarge my acquaintance to any great extent. Miss Honora and Mrs. Dent had lived gay lives in their younger days, and were interested and connected with the outside world more than any of our Deephaven friends; but they were quite contented to stay in their own house, with their books and letters and knitting, and they carefully read Littell and the new magazine, as they called the Atlantic.

The Carews were very intimate with the minister and his sister, and there were one or two others who belonged to this set. There was Mr. Joshua Dorsey, who wore his hair in a queue, was very deaf, and carried a ponderous cane which had belonged to his venerated father, — a much taller man than he. He was polite to Kate and me, but we never knew him much. He went to play whist with the Carews every Monday evening, and commonly went out fishing once a week. He had begun the practice of law, but he had lost his hearing, and at the same time his lady-love had inconsiderately fallen in love with somebody else; after which he retired from active business life. He had a fine library, which he invited us to examine. He had many new books, but they looked shockingly overdressed, in their fresher bindings, beside the old brown volumes of essays and sermons, and lighter works in many-volume editions.

A prominent link in society was Widow Tully, who had been the much-respected housekeeper of old Captain Manning for forty years. When he died he left her the use of his house and family pew, besides an annuity. The existence of Mr. Tully seemed to be a myth. During the first of his widows residence in town she had been much affected when obliged to speak of him, and always represented herself as having seen better days and as being highly connected. But she was apt to be ungrammatical when excited, and there was a whispered tradition that she used to keep a toll-bridge in a town in Connecticut; though the mystery of her previous state of existence will probably never be solved. She wore mourning for the captain which would have befitted his widow, and patronized the townspeople conspicuously, while she herself was treated with much condescension by the Carews and Lorimers. She occupied, on the whole, much the same position that Mrs. Betty Barker did in Cranford. And, indeed, Kate and I were often reminded of that estimable town. We heard that Kates aunt, Miss Brandon, had never been appreciative of Mrs. Tullys merits, and that since her death the others had received Mrs. Tully into their society rather more.

It seemed as if all the clocks in Deephaven, and all the people with them, had stopped years ago, and the people had been doing over and over what they had been busy about during the last week of their unambitious progress. Their clothes had lasted wonderfully well, and they had no need to earn money when there was so little chance to spend it; indeed, there were several families who seemed to have no more visible means of support than a balloon. There were no young people whom we knew, though a number used to come to church on Sunday from the inland farms, or the country, as we learned to say. There were children among the fishermens families at the shore, but a few years will see Deephaven possessed by two classes instead of the time-honored three.

As for our first Sunday at church, it must be in vain to ask you to imagine our delight when we heard the tuning of a bass-viol in the gallery just before service. We pressed each others hands most tenderly, looked up at the singers seats, and then trusted ourselves to look at each other. It was more than we had hoped for. There were also a violin and sometimes a flute, and a choir of men and women singers, though the congregation were expected to join in the psalm-singing. The first hymn was

The Lord our God is full of might, The winds obey his will,

to the tune of St. Anns. It was all so delightfully old-fashioned; our pew was a square pew, and was by an open window looking seaward. We also had a view of the entire congregation, and as we were somewhat early, we watched the people come in, with great interest. The Deephaven aristocracy came with stately step up the aisle; this was all the chance there was for displaying their unquestioned dignity in public.

Many of the people drove to church in wagons that were low and old and creaky, with worn buffalo-robes over the seat, and some hay tucked underneath for the sleepy, undecided old horse. Some of the younger farmers and their wives had high, shiny wagons, with tall horsewhips, — which they sometimes brought into church, — and they drove up to the steps with a consciousness of being conspicuous and enviable. They had a bashful look when they came in, and for a few minutes after they took their seats they evidently felt that all eyes were fixed upon them; but after a little while they were quite at their ease, and looked critically at the new arrivals.

The old folks interested us most. Do you notice how many more old women there are than old men? whispered Kate to me. And we wondered if the husbands and brothers had been drowned, and if it must not be sad to look at the blue, sunshiny sea beyond the marshes, if the far-away white sails reminded them of some ships that had never sailed home into Deephaven harbor, or of fishing-boats that had never come back to land.

The girls and young men adorned themselves in what they believed to be the latest fashion, but the elderly women were usually relics of old times in manner and dress. They wore to church thin, soft silk gowns that must have been brought from over the seas years upon years before, and wide collars fastened with mourning-pins holding a lock of hair. They had big black bonnets, some of them with stiff capes, such as Kate and I had not seen before since our childhood. They treasured large rusty lace veils of scraggly pattern, and wore sometimes, on pleasant Sundays, white China-crape shawls with attenuated fringes; and there were two or three of these shawls in the congregation which had been dyed black, and gave an aspect of meekness and general unworthiness to the aged wearer, they clung and drooped about the figure in such a hopeless way. We used to notice often the most interesting scarfs, without which no Deephaven woman considered herself in full dress. Sometimes there were red India scarfs in spite of its being hot weather; but our favorite ones were long strips of silk, embroidered along the edges and at the ends with dismal-colored floss in odd patterns. I think there must have been a fashion once, in Deephaven, of working these scarfs, and I should not be surprised to find that it was many years before the fashion of working samplers came about. Our friends always wore black mitts on warm Sundays, and many of them carried neat little bags of various designs on their arms, containing a precisely folded pocket-handkerchief, and a frugal lunch of caraway seeds or red and white peppermints. I should like you to see, with your own eyes, Widow Ware and Miss Experence Hull, two old sisters whose personal appearance we delighted in, and whom we saw feebly approaching down the street this first Sunday morning under the shadow of the two last members of an otherwise extinct race of parasols.

There were two or three old men who sat near us. They were sailors, — there is something unmistakable about a sailor, — and they had a curiously ancient, uncanny look, as if they might have belonged to the crew of the Mayflower, or even have cruised about with the Northmen in the times of Harold Harfager and his comrades. They had been blown about by so many winter winds, so browned by summer suns, and wet by salt spray, that their hands and faces looked like leather, with a few deep folds instead of wrinkles. They had pale blue eyes, very keen and quick; their hair looked like the fine sea-weed which clings to the kelp-roots and mussel-shells in little locks. These friends of ours sat solemnly at the heads of their pews and looked unflinchingly at the minister, when they were not dozing, and they sang with voices like the howl of the wind, with an occasional deep note or two.

Have you never seen faces that seemed old-fashioned? Many of the people in Deephaven church looked as if they must be — if not supernaturally old — exact copies of their remote ancestors. I wonder if it is not possible that the features and expression may be almost perfectly reproduced. These faces were not modern American faces, but belonged rather to the days of the early settlement of the country, the old colonial times. We often heard quaint words and expressions which we never had known anywhere else but in old books. There was a great deal of sea-lingo in use; indeed, we learned a great deal ourselves, unconsciously, and used it afterward to the great amusement of our friends; but there were also many peculiar provincialisms, and among the people who lived on the lonely farms inland we often noticed words we had seen in Chaucer, and studied out at school in our English literature class. Everything in Deephaven was more or less influenced by the sea; the minister spoke oftenest of Peter and his fishermen companions, and prayed most earnestly every Sunday morning for those who go down to the sea in ships. He made frequent allusions and drew numberless illustrations of a similar kind for his sermons, and indeed I am in doubt whether, if the Bible had been written wholly in inland countries, it would have been much valued in Deephaven.

The singing was very droll, for there was a majority of old voices, which had seen their best days long before, and the bass-viol was excessively noticeable, and apt to be a little ahead of the time the singers kept, while the violin lingered after. Somewhere on the other side of the church we heard an acute voice which rose high above all the rest of the congregation, sharp as a needle, and slightly cracked, with a limitless supply of breath. It rose and fell gallantly, and clung long to the high notes of Dundee. It was like the wail of the banshee, which sounds clear to the fated hearer above all other noises. We afterward became acquainted with the owner of this voice, and were surprised to find her a meek widow, who was like a thin black beetle in her pathetic cypress veil and big black bonnet. She looked as if she had forgotten who she was, and spoke with an apologetic whine; but we heard she had a temper as high as her voice, and as much to be dreaded as the equinoctial gale.

Near the church was the parsonage, where Mr. Lorimer lived, and the old Lorimer house not far beyond was occupied by Miss Rebecca Lorimer. Some stranger might ask the question why the minister and his sister did not live together, but you would have understood it at once after you had lived for a little while in town. They were very fond of each other, and the minister dined with Miss Rebecca on Sundays, and she passed the day with him on Wednesdays, and they ruled their separate households with decision and dignity. I think Mr. Lorimers house showed no signs of being without a mistress, any more than his sisters betrayed the want of a masters care and authority.

The Carews were very kind friends of ours, and had been Miss Brandons best friends. We heard that there had always been a coolness between Miss Brandon and Miss Lorimer, and that, though they exchanged visits and were always polite, there was a chill in the politeness, and one would never have suspected them of admiring each other at all. We had the whole history of the trouble, which dated back scores of years, from Miss Honora Carew, but we always took pains to appear ignorant of the feud, and I think Miss Lorimer was satisfied that it was best not to refer to it, and to let bygones be bygones. It would not have been true Deephaven courtesy to prejudice Kate against her grand-aunt, and Miss Rebecca cherished her dislike in silence, which gave us a most grand respect for her, since we knew she thought herself in the right; though I think it never had come to an open quarrel between these majestic aristocrats.

Miss Honora Carew and Mr. Dick and their elder sister, Mrs. Dent, had a charmingly sedate and quiet home in the old Carew house. Mrs. Dent was ill a great deal while we were there, but she must have been a very brilliant woman, and was not at all dull when we knew her. She had outlived her husband and her children, and she had, several years before our summer there, given up her own home, which was in the city, and had come back to Deephaven. Miss Honora — dear Miss Honora! — had been one of the brightest, happiest girls, and had lost none of her brightness and happiness by growing old. She had lost none of her fondness for society, though she was so contented in quiet Deephaven, and I think she enjoyed Kates and my stories of our pleasures as much as we did hers of old times. We used to go to see her almost every day. Mr. Dick, as they called their brother, had once been a merchant in the East Indies, and there were quantities of curiosities and most beautiful china which he had brought and sent home, which gave the house a character of its own. He had been very rich and had lost some of his money, and then he came home and was still considered to possess princely wealth by his neighbors. He had a great fondness for reading and study, which had not been lost sight of during his business life, and he spent most of his time in his library. He and Mr. Lorimer had their differences of opinion about certain points of theology, and this made them much fonder of each others society, and gave them a great deal of pleasure; for after every series of arguments, each was sure that he had vanquished the other, or there were alternate victories and defeats which made life vastly interesting and important.

Miss Carew and Mrs. Dent had a great treasury of old brocades and laces and ornaments, which they showed us one day, and told us stories of the wearers, or, if they were their own, there were always some reminiscences which they liked to talk over with each other and with us. I never shall forget the first evening we took tea with them; it impressed us very much, and yet nothing wonderful happened. Tea was handed round by an old-fashioned maid, and afterward we sat talking in the twilight, looking out at the garden. It was such a delight to have tea served in this way. I wonder that the fashion has been almost forgotten. Kate and I took much pleasure in choosing our tea-poys; hers had a mandarin parading on the top, and mine a flight of birds and a pagoda; and we often used them afterward, for Miss Honora asked us to come to tea whenever we liked. A stupid, common country town some one dared to call Deephaven in a letter once, and how bitterly we resented it! That was a house where one might find the best society, and the most charming manners and good-breeding, and if I were asked to tell you what I mean by the word lady, I should ask you to go, if it were possible, to call upon Miss Honora Carew.

After a while the elder sister said, My dears, we always have prayers at nine, for I have to go up stairs early nowadays. And then the servants came in, and she read solemnly the King of glory Psalm, which I have always liked best, and then Mr. Dick read the church prayers, the form of prayer to be used in families. We stayed later to talk with Miss Honora after we had said good night to Mrs. Dent. And we told each other, as we went home in the moonlight down the quiet street, how much we had enjoyed the evening, for somehow the house and the people had nothing to do with the present, or the hurry of modern life. I have never heard that psalm since without its bringing back that summer night in Deephaven, the beautiful quaint old room, and Kate and I feeling so young and worldly, by contrast, the flickering, shaded light of the candles, the old book, and the voices that said Amen.

There were several other fine old houses in Deephaven beside this and the Brandon house, though that was rather the most imposing. There were two or three which had not been kept in repair, and were deserted, and of course they were said to be haunted, and we were told of their ghosts, and why they walked, and when. From some of the local superstitions Kate and I have vainly endeavored ever since to shake ourselves free. There was a most heathenish fear of doing certain things on Friday, and there were countless signs in which we still have confidence. When the moon is very bright and other people grow sentimental, we only remember that it is a fine night to catch hake.


The Captains
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I SHOULD CONSIDER my account of Deephaven society incomplete if I did not tell you something of the ancient mariners, who may be found every pleasant morning sunning themselves like turtles on one of the wharves. Sometimes there was a considerable group of them, but the less constant members of the club were older than the rest, and the epidemics of rheumatism in town were sadly frequent. We found that it was etiquette to call them each captain, but I think some of the Deephaven men took the title by brevet upon arriving at a proper age.

They sat close together because so many of them were deaf, and when we were lucky enough to overhear the conversation, it seemed to concern their adventures at sea, or the freight carried out by the Sea Duck, the Ocean Rover, or some other Deephaven ship, — the particulars of the voyage and its disasters and successes being as familiar as the wanderings of the children of Israel to an old parson. There were sometimes violent altercations when the captains differed as to the tonnage of some craft that had been a prey to the winds and waves, dry-rot, or barnacles fifty years before. The old fellows puffed away at little black pipes with short stems, and otherwise consumed tobacco in fabulous quantities. It is needless to say that they gave an immense deal of attention to the weather. We used to wish we could join this agreeable company, but we found that the appearance of an outsider caused a disapproving silence, and that the meeting was evidently not to be interfered with. Once we were impertinent enough to hide ourselves for a while just round the corner of the warehouse, but we were afraid or ashamed to try it again, though the conversation was inconceivably edifying. Captain Isaac Horn, the eldest and wisest of all, was discoursing upon some cloth he had purchased once in Bristol, which the shopkeeper delayed sending until just as they were ready to weigh anchor.

I happened to take a look at that cloth, said the captain, in a loud droning voice, and as quick as I got sight of it, I spoke onpleasant of that swindling English fellow, and the crew, they stood back. I was dreadful high-tempered in them days, mind ye; and I had the gig manned. We was out in the stream, just ready to sail. T was no use waiting any longer for the wind to change, and we was going north-about. I went ashore, and when I walks into his shop ye never see a creatur so wilted. Ye see the miserble sculpin thought Id never stop to open the goods, an it was a chance I did, mind ye! Lor, says he, grinning and turning the color of a biled lobster, I sposed ye were a standing out to sea by this time. No, says I, and Ive got my men out here on the quay a landing that cloth o yourn, and if you dont send just what I bought and paid for down there to go back in the gig within fifteen minutes, Ill take ye by the collar and drop ye into the dock. I was twice the size of him, mind ye, and master strong. Dont ye like it? says he, edging round; Ill change it for ye, then. Terble perlite he was. Like it? says I, it looks as if it were built of dogs hair and divils wool, kicked together by spiders; and its coarser than Irish frieze; three threads to an armful, says I.

This was evidently one of the captains favorite stories, for we heard an approving grumble from the audience.

In the course of a walk inland we made a new acquaintance, Captain Lant, whom we had noticed at church, and who sometimes joined the company on the wharf. We had been walking through the woods, and coming out to his fields we went on to the house for some water. There was no one at home but the captain, who told us cheerfully that he should be pleased to serve us, though his women-folks had gone off to a funeral, the other side of the Pint. He brought out a pitcherful of milk, and after we had drunk some, we all sat down together in the shade. The captain brought an old flag-bottomed chair from the woodhouse, and sat down facing Kate and me, with an air of certainty that he was going to hear something new and make some desirable new acquaintances, and also that he could tell something it would be worth our while to hear. He looked more and more like a well-to-do old English sparrow, and chippered faster and faster.

Queer ye should know Im a sailor so quick; why, Ive been a-farming it this twenty years; have to go down to the shore and take a days fishing every hands turn, though, to keep the old hulk clear of barnacles. There! I do wish I lived nigher the shore, where I could see the folks I know, and talk about whats been a-goin on. You dont know anything about it, you dont; but its tryin to a man to be called old Capn Lant, and, so to speak, be forgot when theres anything stirring, and be called granther by clumsy creaturs goin on fifty and sixty, who cant do no more work to-day than I can; an then the women-folks keeps a-tellin me to be keerful and not fall, and as how Im too old to go out fishing; and when they want to be soft-spoken, they say as how they dont see as I fail, and how wonderful I keep my hearin. I never did want to farm it, but she always took it to heart when I was off on a vyge, and this farm and some considerble means beside come to her from her brother, and they all sot to and give me no peace of mind till I sold out my share of the Ann Eliza and come ashore for good. I did keep an eighth of the Pactolus, and I was ships husband for a long spell, but she never was heard from on her last voyage to Singapore. I was the lonesomest man, when I first come ashore, that ever you see. Well, you are master hands to walk, if you come way up from the Brandon house. I wish the women was at home. Know Miss Brandon? Why, yes; and I remember all her brothers and sisters, and her father and mother. I can see em now coming into meeting, proud as Lucifer and straight as a mast, every one of em. Miss Katharine, she always had her butter from this very farm. Some of the folks used to go down every Saturday, and my wife, shes been in the house a hundred times, I spose. So you are Hathaway Brandons grand-daughter? (to Kate); why, he and I have been out fishing together manys the time, — he and Chantrey, his next younger brother. Henry, he was a disappintment; he went to furrin parts and turned out a Catholic priest, I spose youve heard? I never was so set agin Mr. Henry as some folks was. He was the pleasantest spoken of the whole on em. You do look like the Brandons; you really favor em considerble. Well, Im pleased to see ye, Im sure.

We asked him many questions about the old people, and found he knew all the family histories and told them with great satisfaction. We found he had his pet stories, and it must have been gratifying to have an entirely new and fresh audience. He was adroit in leading the conversation around to a point where the stories would come in appropriately, and we helped him as much as possible. In a small neighborhood all the people know each others stories and experiences by heart, and I have no doubt the old captain had been snubbed many times on beginning a favorite anecdote. There was a story which he told us that first day, which he assured us was strictly true, and it is certainly a remarkable instance of the influence of one mind upon another at a distance. It seems to me worth preserving, at any rate; and as we heard it from the old man, with his solemn voice and serious expression and quaint gestures, it was singularly impressive.

When I was a youngster, said Captain Lant, I was an orphan, and I was bound out to old Mr. Peletiah Daws folks, over on the Ridge Road. It was in the time of the last war, and he had a nephew, Ben Dighton, a dreadful high-strung, wild fellow, who had gone off on a privateer. The old man, he set everything by Ben; he would disoblige his own boys any day to please him. This was in his latter days, and he used to have spells of wandering and being out of his head; and he used to call for Ben and talk sort of foolish about him, till they would tell him to stop. Ben never did a stroke of work for him, either, but he was a handsome fellow, and had a way with him when he was good-natured. One night old Peletiah had been very bad all day and was getting quieted down, and it was after supper; we sat round in the kitchen, and he lay in the bedroom opening out. There were some pitch-knots blazing, and the light shone in on the bed, and all of a sudden something made me look up and look in; and there was the old man setting up straight, with his eyes shining at me like a cats. Stop em! says he; stop em! and his two sons run in then to catch hold of him, for they thought he was beginning with one of his wild spells; but he fell back on the bed and began to cry like a baby. O, dear me, says he, theyve hung him, — hung him right up to the yard-arm! O, they oughtnt to have done it; cut him down quick! he didnt think; he means well, Ben does; he was hasty. O my God, I cant bear to see him swing round by the neck! Its poor Ben hung up to the yard-arm. Let me alone, I say! Andrew and Moses, they were holding him with all their might, and they were both hearty men, but he most got away from them once or twice, and he screeched and howled like a mad creatur, and then he would cry again like a child. He was worn out after a while and lay back quiet, and said over and over, Poor Ben! and hung at the yard-arm; and he told the neighbors next day, but nobody noticed him much, and he seemed to forget it as his mind come back. All that summer he was miserble, and towards cold weather he failed right along, though he had been a master strong man in his day, and his timbers held together well. Along late in the fall he had taken to his bed, and one day there came to the house a fellow named Sim Decker, a reckless fellow he was too, who had gone out in the same ship with Ben. He pulled a long face when he came in, and said he had brought bad news. They had been taken prisoner and carried into port and put in jail, and Ben Dighton had got a fever there and died.

You lie! says the old man from the bedroom, speaking as loud and ferce as ever you heard. They hung him to the yard-arm!

Dont mind him, says Andrew; hes wandering-like, and he had a bad dream along back in the spring; I sposed hed forgotten it. But the Decker fellow he turned pale, and kept talking crooked while he listened to old Peletiah a-scolding to himself. He answered the questions the women-folks asked him, — they took on a good deal, — but pretty soon he got up and winked to me and Andrew, and we went out in the yard. He began to swear, and then says he, When did the old man have his dream? Andrew couldnt remember, but I knew it was the night before he sold the gray colt, and that was the 24th of April.

Well, says Sim Decker, on the twenty-third day of April Ben Dighton was hung to the yard-arm, and I see em do it, Lord help him! I didnt mean to tell the women, and I sposed youd never know, for Im all the one of the ships company youre ever likely to see. We were taken prisoner, and Ben was mad as fire, and they were scared of him and chained him to the deck; and while he was sulking there, a little parrot of a midshipman come up and grinned at him, and snapped his fingers in his face; and Ben lifted his hands with the heavy irons and sprung at him like a tiger, and the boy dropped dead as a stone; and they put the bight of a rope round Bens neck and slung him right up to the yard-arm, and there he swung back and forth until as soon as we dared one of us clim up and cut the rope and let him go over the ships side; and they put us in irons for that, curse em! How did that old man in there know, and he bedridden here, nigh upon three thousand miles off? says he. But I guess there wasnt any of us could tell him, said Captain Lant in conclusion. Its something I never could account for, but its true as truth. Ive known more such cases; some folks laughs at me for believing em,— the capns yarns, they calls em, — but if youll notice, everybodys got some yarn of that kind they do believe, if they wont believe yours. And theres a good deal happens in the world thats mysterous. Now there was Widder Oliver Pinkham, over to the Pint, told me with her own lips that she— But just here we saw the captains expression alter suddenly, and looked around to see a wagon coming up the lane. We immediately said we must go home, for it was growing late, but asked permission to come again and hear the Widow Oliver Pinkham story. We stopped, however, to see the women-folks, and afterward became so intimate with them that we were invited to spend the afternoon and take tea, which invitation we accepted with great pride. We went out fishing, also, with the captain and Danny, of whom I will tell you presently. I often think of Captain Lant in the winter, for he told Kate once that he felt master old in winter to what he did in summer. He likes reading, fortunately, and we had a letter from him, not long ago, acknowledging the receipt of some books of travel by land and water which we had luckily thought to send him. He gave the latitude and longitude of Deephaven at the beginning of his letter, and signed himself, Respectfully yours with esteem, Jacob Lant (condemned as unseaworthy).


Danny
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DEEPHAVEN SEEMED MORE like one of the lazy little English seaside towns than any other. It was not in the least American. There was no excitement about anything; there were no manufactories; nobody seemed in the least hurry. The only foreigners were a few stranded sailors. I do not know when a house or a new building of any kind had been built; the men were farmers, or went outward in boats, or inward in fish-wagons, or sometimes mackerel and halibut fishing in schooners for the city markets. Sometimes a schooner came to one of the wharves to load with hay or firewood; but Deephaven used to be a town of note, rich and busy, as its forsaken warehouses show.

We knew almost all the fisher-people at the shore, even old Dinnett, who lived an apparently desolate life by himself in a hut and was reputed to have been a bloodthirsty pirate in his youth. He was consequently feared by all the children, and for misdemeanors in his latter days avoided generally. Kate talked with him awhile one day on the shore, and made him come up with her for a bandage for his hand which she saw he had hurt badly; and the next morning he brought us a new lobster apiece, — fishermen mean that a thing is only not salted when they say it is fresh. We happened to be in the hall, and received him ourselves, and gave him a great piece of tobacco and (unintentionally) the means of drinking our health. Bless your pretty hearts! said he; may ye be happy, and live long, and get good husbands, and if they aint good to you may they die from you!

None of our friends were more interesting than the fishermen. The fish-houses, which might be called the business centre of the town, were at a little distance from the old warehouses, farther down the harbor shore, and were ready to fall down in despair. There were some fishermen who lived near by, but most of them were also farmers in a small way, and lived in the village or farther inland. From our eastern windows we could see the moorings, and we always liked to watch the boats go out or come straying in, one after the other, ripping and skimming under the square little sails; and we often went down to the fish-houses to see what kind of a catch there had been.

I should have imagined that the sea would become very commonplace to men whose business was carried on in boats, and who had spent night after night and day after day from their boyhood on the water; but that is a mistake. They have an awe of the sea and of its mysteries, and of what it hides away from us. They are childish in their wonder at any strange creature which they find. If they have not seen the sea-serpent, they believe, I am sure, that other people have, and when a great shark or black-fish or sword-fish was taken and brought in shore, everybody went to see it, and we talked about it, and how brave its conqueror was, and what a fight there had been, for a long time afterward.

I said that we liked to see the boats go out, but I must not give you the impression that we saw them often, for they weighed anchor at an early hour in the morning. I remember once there was a light fog over the sea, lifting fast, as the sun was coming up, and the brownish sails disappeared in the mist, while voices could still be heard for some minutes after the men were hidden from sight. This gave one a curious feeling, but afterward, when the sun had risen, everything looked much the same as usual; the fog had gone, and the dories and even the larger boats were distant specks on the sparkling sea.

One afternoon we made a new acquaintance in this wise. We went down to the shore to see if we could hire a conveyance to the lighthouse the next morning. We often went out early in one of the fishing-boats, and after we had stayed as long as we pleased, Mr. Kew would bring us home. It was quiet enough that day, for not a single boat had come in, and there were no men to be seen along-shore. There was a solemn company of lobster-coops or cages which had been brought in to be mended. They always amused Kate. She said they seemed to her like droll old women telling each other secrets. These were scattered about in different attitudes, and looked more confidential than usual.

Just as we were going away we happened to see a man at work in one of the sheds. He was the fisherman whom we knew least of all; an odd-looking, silent sort of man, more sunburnt and weather-beaten than any of the others. We had learned to know him by the bright red flannel shirt he always wore, and besides, he was lame; some one told us he had had a bad fall once, on board ship. Kate and I had always wished we could find a chance to talk with him. He looked up at us pleasantly, and when we nodded and smiled, he said Good day in a gruff, hearty voice, and went on with his work, cleaning mackerel.

Do you mind our watching you? asked Kate.

No, maam! said the fisherman emphatically. So there we stood.

Those fish-houses were curious places, so different from any other kind of workshop. In this there was a seine, or part of one, festooned among the cross-beams overhead, and there were snarled fishing-lines, and barrows to carry fish in, like wheelbarrows without wheels; there were the queer round lobster-nets, and kits of salt mackerel, tubs of bait, and piles of clams; and some queer bones, and parts of remarkable fish, and lobster-claws of surprising size fastened on the walls for ornament. There was a pile of rubbish down at the end; I dare say it was all useful, however, — there is such mystery about the business.

Kate and I were never tired of hearing of the fish that come at different times of the year, and go away again, like the birds; or of the actions of the dog-fish, which the longshore-men hate so bitterly; and then there are such curious legends and traditions, of which almost all fishermen have a store.

I think mackerel are the prettiest fish that swim, said I presently.

So do I, miss, said the man, not to say but Ive seen more fancy-looking fish down in southern waters, bright as any flower you ever see; but a mackerel, holding up one admiringly, why, theyre so clean-built and trig-looking! Put a cod alongside, and he looks as lumbering as an old-fashioned Dutch brig aside a yacht.

Those are good-looking fish, but they ant made much account of, continued our friend, as he pushed aside the mackerel and took another tub. Theyre hake, I spose you know. But I forgot, — I cant stop to bother with them now. And he pulled forward a barrow full of small fish, flat and hard, with pointed, bony heads.

Those are porgies, arent they? asked Kate.

Yes, said the man, an Im going to sliver them for the trawls.

We knew what the trawls were, and supposed that the porgies were to be used for bait; and we soon found out what slivering meant, by seeing him take them by the head and cut a slice from first one side and then the other in such a way that the pieces looked not unlike smaller fish.

It seems to me, said I, that fishermen always have sharper knives than other people.

Yes, we do like a sharp knife in our trade; and then we are mostly strong-handed.

He was throwing the porgies heads and backbones — all that was left of them after slivering — in a heap, and now several cats walked in as if they felt at home, and began a hearty lunch. What a troop of pussies there is round here, said I; I wonder what will become of them in the winter, — though, to be sure, the fishing goes on just the same.

The better part of them dont get through the cold weather, said Danny. Two or three of the old ones have been here for years, and are as much belonging to Deephaven as the meetin-house; but the rest of them ant to be depended on. Youll miss the young ones by the dozen, come spring. I dont know myself but they move inland in the fall of the year; theyre knowing enough, if thats all!

Kate and I stood in the wide doorway, arm in arm, looking sometimes at the queer fisherman and the porgies, and sometimes out to sea. It was low tide; the wind had risen a little, and the heavy salt air blew toward us from the wet brown ledges in the rocky harbor. The sea was bright blue, and the sun was shining. Two gulls were swinging lazily to and fro; there was a flock of sand-pipers down by the waters edge, in a great hurry, as usual.

Presently the fisherman spoke again, beginning with an odd laugh: I was scared last winter! Jack Scudder and me, we were up in the Capn Manning storehouse hunting for a half-barl of salt the skipper said was there. It was an awful blustering kind of day, with a thin icy rain blowing from all points at once; sea roaring as if it wished it could come ashore and put a stop to everything. Bad days at sea, them are; rigging all froze up. As I was saying, we were hunting for a half-barl of salt, and I laid hold of a barl that had something heavy in the bottom, and tilted it up, and my eye! there was a stir and a scratch and a squeal, and out went some kind of a creatur, and I jumped back, not looking for anything live, but I see in a minute it was a cat; and perhaps you think it is a big story, but there were eight more in there, hived in together to keep warm. I card em up some new fish that night; they seemed short of provisions. We hadnt been out fishing as much as common, and they hadnt dared to be round the fish-houses much, for a fellow who came in on a coaster had a dog, and he used to chase em. Hard chance they had, and lots of em died, I guess; but there seem to be some survivin relatives, an alays just so hungry! I used to feed them some when I was ashore. I think likely youve heard that a cat will fetch you bad luck; but I dont knows that made much difference to me. I kind of like to keep on the right side of em, too; if ever I have a bad dream theres sure to be a cat in it; but I was brought up to be clever to dumb beasts, an I guess its my natur. Except fish, said Danny after a minutes thought; but then it never seems like they had feelins like creaturs that live ashore. And we all laughed heartily and felt well acquainted.

I spose you misses will laugh if I tell ye I kept a kitty once myself. This was said rather shyly, and there was evidently a story, so we were much interested, and Kate said, Please tell us about it; was it at sea?

Yes, it was at sea; leastways, on a coaster. I got her in a singlar kind of way: it was one afternoon we were lying alongside Charlestown Bridge, and I heard a young cat screeching real pitiful; and after I looked all round, I see her in the water clutching on to the pier of the bridge, and some little divils of boys were heaving rocks down at her. I got into the schooners tag-boat quick, I tell ye, and pushed off for her, n she let go just as I got there, n I guess you never saw a more miserble-looking creatur than I fished out of the water. Cold weather it was. Her leg was hurt, and her eye, and I thought first Id drop her overboard again, and then I didnt, and I took her aboard the schooner and put her by the stove. I thought she might as well die where it was warm. She eat a little mite of chowder before night, but she was very slim; but next morning, when I went to see if she was dead, she fell to licking my finger, and she did purr away like a dolphin. One of her eyes was out, where a stone had took her, and she never got any use of it, but she used to look at you so clever with the other, and she got well of her lame foot after a while. I got to be terble fond of her. She was just the knowingest thing you ever saw, and she used to sleep alongside of me in my bunk, and like as not she would go on deck with me when it was my watch. I was coasting then for a year and eight months, and I kept her all the time. We used to be in harbor considerble, and about eight oclock in the forenoon I used to drop a line and catch her a couple of cunners. Now, it is curus that she used to know when I was fishing for her. She would pounce on them fish and carry them off and growl, and she knew when I got a bite, — shed watch the line; but when we were mackereling she never give us any trouble. She would never lift a paw to touch any of our fish. She didnt have the thieving ways common to most cats. She used to set round on deck in fair weather, and when the wind blew she alays kept herself below. Sometimes when we were in port she would go ashore awhile, and fetch back a bird or a mouse, but she wouldnt eat it till she come and showed it to me. She never wanted to stop long ashore, though I never shut her up; I always give her her liberty. I got a good deal of joking about her from the fellows, but she was a sight of company. I don know as I ever had anything like me as much as she did. Not to say as I ever had much of any trouble with anybody, ashore or afloat. Im a still kind of fellow, for all I look so rough.

But then, I hant had a home, what I call a home, since I was going on nine year old.

How has that happened? asked Kate.

Well, mother, she died, and I was bound out to a man in the tanning trade, and I hated him, and I hated the trade; and when I was a little bigger I ran away, and Ive followed the sea ever since. I wasnt much use to him, I guess; leastways, he never took the trouble to hunt me up.

About the best place I ever was in was a hospital. It was in foreign parts. Ye see Im crippled some? I fell from the topsail yard to the deck, and I struck my shoulder, and broke my leg, and banged myself all up. It was to a nuns hospital where they took me. All of the nuns were Catholics, and they wore big white things on their heads. I dont suppose you ever saw any. Have you? Well, now, thats queer! When I was first there I was scared of them; they were real ladies, and I wasnt used to being in a house, any way. One of them, that took care of me most of the time, why, she would even set up half the night with me, and I couldnt begin to tell you how good-natured she was, an shed look real sorry too. I used to be ugly, I ached so, along in the first of my being there, but I spoke of it when I was coming away, and she said it was all right. She used to feed me, that lady did; and there were some days I couldnt lift my head, and she would rise it on her arm. She give me a little mite of a book, when I come away. Im not much of a hand at reading, but I always kept it on account of her. She was so pleased when I got sos to set up in a chair and look out of the window. She wasnt much of a hand to talk English. I did feel bad to come away from there; I most wished I could be sick a while longer. I never said much of anything either, and I dont know but she thought it was queer, but I am a dreadful clumsy man to say anything, and I got flustered. I dont knows I mind telling you; I was most a-crying. I used to think Id lay by some money and ship for there and carry her something real pretty. But I dont rank able-bodied seaman like I used, and its as much as I can do to get a berth on a coaster; I suppose I might go as cook. I liked to have died with my hurt at that hospital, but when I was getting well it made me think of when I was a mite of a chap to home before mother died, to be laying there in a clean bed with somebody to do for me. Guess you think Im a good hand to spin long yarns; somehow it comes easy to talk to-day.

What became of your cat? asked Kate, after a pause, during which our friend sliced away at the porgies.

I never rightfully knew; it was in Salem harbor, and a windy night. I was on deck considerble, for the schooner pitched lively, and once or twice she dragged her anchor. I never saw the kitty after she eat her supper. I remember I gave her some milk, — I used to buy her a pint once in a while for a treat; I dont know but she might have gone off on a cake of ice, but it did seem as if she had too much sense for that. Most likely she missed her footing, and fell overboard in the dark. She was marked real pretty, black and white, and kep herself just as clean! She knew as well as could be when foul weather was coming; she would bother round and act queer; but when the sun was out she would sit round on deck as pleased as a queen. There! I feel bad sometimes when I think of her, and I never went into Salem since without hoping that I should see her. I dont know but if I was a-going to begin my life over again, Id settle down ashore and have a snug little house and farm it. But I guess I shall do better at fishing. Give me a trig-built topsail schooner painted up nice, with a stripe on her, and clean sails, and a fresh wind with the sun a-shining, and I feel first-rate.

Do you believe that codfish swallow stones before a storm? asked Kate. I had been thinking about the lonely fisherman in a sentimental way, and so irrelevant a question shocked me. I saw he felt slightly embarrassed at having talked about his affairs so much, Kate told me afterward, and I thought we should leave him feeling more at his ease if we talked about fish for a while. And sure enough he did seem relieved, and gave us his opinion about the codfish at once, adding that he never cared much for cod any way; folks up country bought em a good deal, he heard. Give him a haddock right out of the water for his dinner!

I never can remember, said Kate, whether it is cod or haddock that have a black stripe along their sides—

O, those are haddock, said I; they say that the Devil caught a haddock once, and it slipped through his fingers and got scorched; so all the haddock had the same mark afterward.

Well, now, how did you know that old story? said Danny, laughing heartily; ye mustnt believe all the old stories ye hear, mind ye!

O, no, said we.

Hullo! Theres Jim Toggersons boat close in shore. She sets low in the water, so hes done well. He and Skipper Scudder have been out deep-sea fishing since yesterday.

Our friend pushed the porgies back into a corner, stuck his knife into a beam, and we hurried down to the shore. Kate and I sat on the pebbles, and he went out to the moorings in a dirty dory to help unload the fish.

We afterward saw a great deal of Danny, as all the men called him. But though Kate and I tried our best and used our utmost skill and tact to make him tell us more about himself, he never did. But perhaps there was nothing more to be told.

The day we left Deephaven we went down to the shore to say good by to him and to some other friends, and he said, Goin, are ye? Well, Im sorry; yeve treated me first-rate; the Lord bless ye! and then was so much mortified at the way he had said farewell that he turned and fled round the corner of the fish-house.


Captain Sands
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OLD CAPTAIN SANDS was one of the most prominent citizens of Deephaven, and a very good friend of Kates and mine. We often met him, and grew much interested in him before we knew him well. He had a reputation in town for being peculiar and somewhat visionary; but every one seemed to like him, and at last one morning, when we happened to be on our way to the wharves, we stopped at the door of an old warehouse which we had never seen opened before. Captain Sands sat just inside, smoking his pipe, and we said good morning, and asked him if he did not think there was a fog coming in by and by. We had thought a little of going out to the lighthouse. The capn rose slowly, and came out so that he could see farther round to the east. Theres some scud coming in aready, said he. None to speak of yet, I dont knows you can see it, — yes, youre right; theres a heavy bank of fog lyin off, but it wont be in under two or three hours yet, unless the wind backs round more and freshens up. Werent thinking of going out, were ye?

A little, said Kate, but we had nearly given it up. We are getting to be very weather-wise, and we pride ourselves on being quick at seeing fogs. At which the capn smiled and said we were considerble young to know much about weather, but it looked well that we took some interest in it; most young people were fools about weather, and would just as soon set off to go anywhere right under the edge of a thunder-shower. Come in and set down, wont ye? he added; it aint much of a place; Ive got a lot of old stuff stowed away here that the women-folks dont want up to the house. Im a great hand for keeping things. And he looked round fondly at the contents of the wide low room. I come down here once in a while and let in the sun, and sometimes I want to hunt up something or nother; kind of stow-away place, ye see. And then he laughed apologetically, rubbing his hands together, and looking out to sea again as if he wished to appear unconcerned; yet we saw that he wondered if we thought it ridiculous for a man of his age to have treasured up so much trumpery in that cobwebby place. There were some whole oars and the sail of his boat and two or three killicks and painters, not to forget a heap of worn-out oars and sails in one corner and a sailors hammock slung across the beam overhead, and there were some sailors chests and the capstan of a ship and innumerable boxes which all seemed to be stuffed full, besides no end of things lying on the floor and packed away on shelves and hanging to rusty big-headed nails in the wall. I saw some great lumps of coral, and large, rough shells, a great hornets nest, and a monstrous lobster-shell. The capn had cobbled and tied up some remarkable old chairs for the accommodation of himself and his friends.

What a nice place! said Kate in a frank, delighted way which could not have failed to be gratifying.

Well, no, said the capn, with his slow smile, it aint what youd rightly call nice, as I know of: it aint never been cleared out all at once since I began putting in. Theres nothing thats worth anything, either, to anybody but me. Wife, shes said to me a hundred times, Why dont you overhaul them old things and burn em? Shes alays at me about letting the property, as if it were a corner-lot in Broadway. Thats all women-folks know about business! And here the captain caught himself tripping, and looked uneasy for a minute. I suppose I might have let it for a fish-house, but its most too far from the shore to be handy — and — well — there are some things here that I set a good deal by.

Isnt that a sword-fishs sword in that piece of wood? Kate asked presently; and was answered that it was found broken off as we saw it, in the hull of a wreck that went ashore on Blue Pint when the captain was a young man, and he had sawed it out and kept it ever since, — fifty-nine years. Of course we went closer to look at it, and we both felt a great sympathy for this friend of ours, because we have the same fashion of keeping worthless treasures, and we understood perfectly how dear such things may be.

Do you mind if we look round a little? I asked doubtfully, for I knew how I should hate having strangers look over my own treasury. But Captain Sands looked pleased at our interest, and said cheerfully that we might overhaul as much as we chose. Kate discovered first an old battered wooden figure-head of a ship, — a womans head with long curly hair falling over the shoulders. The paint was almost gone, and the dust covered most of what was left: still there was a wonderful spirit and grace, and a wild, weird beauty which attracted us exceedingly; but the captain could only tell us that it had belonged to the wreck of a Danish brig which had been driven on the reef where the lighthouse stands now, and his father had found this on the long sands a day or two afterward. That was a dreadful storm, said the captain. Ive heard the old folks tell about it; it was when I was only a year or two old. There were three merchantmen wrecked within five miles of Deephaven. This one was all stove to splinters, and they used to say she had treasure aboard. When I was small I used to have a great idea of going out there to the rocks at low water and trying to find some gold, but I never made out no great. And he smiled indulgently at the thought of his youthful dream.

Kate, said I, do you see what beauties these Turks-head knots are? We had been taking a course of first lessons in knots from Danny, and had followed by learning some charmingly intricate ones from Captain Lant, the stranded mariner who lived on a farm two miles or so inland. Kate came over to look at the Turks-heads, which were at either end of the rope handles of a little dark-blue chest.

Captain Sands turned in his chair and nodded approval. Thats a neat piece of work, and it was a first-rate seaman who did it; hes dead and gone years ago, poor young fellow; an I-talian he was, who sailed on the Ranger three or four long voyages. He fell from the mast-head on the voyage home from Callao. Capn Manning and old Mr. Lorimer, they owned the Ranger, and when she come into port and they got the news they took it as much to heart as if hed been some relation. He was smart as a whip, and had a way with him, and the pleasantest kind of a voice; you couldnt help liking him. They found out that he had a mother alive in Port Mahon, and they sent his pay and some money he had in the bank at Riverport out to her by a ship that was going to the Mediterranean. He had some clothes in his chest, and they sold those and sent her the money, — all but some trinkets they supposed he was keeping for her; I reclect he used to speak considerble about his mother. I shipped one vyge with him before the mast, before I went out mate of the Daylight. I happened to be in port the time the Ranger got in, an I see this chist lying round in Capn Mannings storehouse, and I offered to give him what it was worth; but we was good friends, and he told me take it if I wanted it, it was no use to him, and Ive kept it ever since.

There are some of his traps in it now, I believe; ye can look. And we took off some tangled cod-lines and opened the chest. There was only a round wooden box in the till, and in some idle hour at sea the young sailor had carved his initials and an anchor and the date on the cover. We found some sail-needles and a palm in this kit, as the sailors call it, and a little string of buttons with some needles and yarn and thread in a neat little bag, which perhaps his mother had made for him when he started off on his first voyage. Besides these things there was only a fanciful little broken buckle, green and gilt, which he might have picked up in some foreign street, and his protection-paper carefully folded, wherein he was certified as being a citizen of the United States, with dark complexion and dark hair.

He was one of the pleasantest fellows that ever I shipped with, said the captain, with a gruff tenderness in his voice. Always willin to do his work himself, and likes not when the other fellows up the rigging were cold, or ugly about something or nother, hed say something that would set them all laughing, and somehow it made you good-natured to see him round. He was brought up a Catholic, I spose; anyway, he had some beads, and sometimes they would joke him about em on board ship, but he would blaze up in a minute, ugly as a tiger. I never saw him mad about anything else, though he wouldnt stand it if anybody tried to crowd him. He fell from the main-to-gallant yard to the deck, and was dead when they picked him up. They were off the Bermudas. I suppose he lost his balance, but I never could see how; he was sure-footed, and as quick as a cat. They said they saw him try to catch at the stay, but there was a heavy sea running, and the ship rolled just sos to let him through between the rigging, and he struck the deck like a stone. I dont knows that chest has been opened these ten years, — I declare it carries me back to look at those poor little traps of his. Well, its the way of the world; we think were somebody, and we have our day, but it isnt long afore were forgotten.

The captain reached over for the paper, and taking out a clumsy pair of steel-bowed spectacles, read it through carefully. Ill warrant he took good care of this, said he. He was an I-talian, and no more of an American citizen than a Chinese; I wonder he hadnt called himself John Jones, thats the name most of the foreigners used to take when they got their papers. I remember once I was sick with a fever in Chelsea Hospital, and one morning they came bringing in the mate of a Portugee brig on a stretcher, and the surgeon asked what his name was. John Jones, says he. O, say something else, says the surgeon; weve got five John Joneses here aready, and its getting to be no name at all. Sailors are great hands for false names; they have a trick of using them when they have any money to leave ashore, for fear their shipmates will go and draw it out. I suppose there are thousands of dollars unclaimed in New York banks, where men have left it charged to their false names; then they get lost at sea or something, and never go to get it, and nobody knows whose it is. Theyre curious folks, take em altogether, sailors is; specially these foreign fellows that wander about from ship to ship. Theyre getting to be a dreadful low set, too, of late years. Its the last thing Id want a boy of mine to do, — ship before the mast with one of these mixed crews. Its a dogs life, anyway, and the risks and the chances against you are awful. Its a good while before you can lay up anything, unless you are part owner. I saw all the pints a good deal plainer after I quit followin the sea myself, though Ive always been more or less into navigation until this last war come on. I know when I was ships husband of the Polly and Susan there was a young man went out capn of her, — her last voyage, and she never was heard from. He had a wife and two or three little children, and for all he was so smart, they would have been about the same as beggars, if I hadnt happened to have his life insured the day I was having the papers made out for the ship. I happened to think of it. Five thousand dollars there was, and I sent it to the widow along with his primage. She hadnt expected nothing, or next to nothing, and she was pleased, I tell ye.

I think it was very kind in you to think of that, Captain Sands, said Kate. And the old man said, flushing a little, Well, Im not so smart as some of the men who started when I did, and some of em went ahead of me, but some of em didnt, after all. Ive tried to be honest, and to do just about as nigh right as I could, and you know theres an old sayin that a cripple in the right road will beat a racer in the wrong.


The Circus at Denby

[image: img22.jpg]

KATE AND I looked forward to a certain Saturday with as much eagerness as if we had been little school-boys, for on that day we were to go to a circus at Denby, a town perhaps eight miles inland. There had not been a circus so near Deephaven for a long time, and nobody had dared to believe the first rumor of it, until two dashing young men had deigned to come themselves to put up the big posters on the end of Bijah Mauleys barn. All the boys in town came as soon as possible to see these amazing pictures, and some were wretched in their secret hearts at the thought that they might not see the show itself. Tommy Dockum was more interested than any one else, and mentioned the subject so frequently one day when he went blackberrying with us, that we grew enthusiastic, and told each other what fun it would be to go, for everybody would be there, and it would be the greatest loss to us if we were absent. I thought I had lost my childish fondness for circuses, but it came back redoubled; and Kate may contradict me if she chooses, but I am sure she never looked forward to the Easter Oratorio with half the pleasure she did to this caravan, as most of the people called it.

We felt that it was a great pity that any of the boys and girls should be left lamenting at home, and finding that there were some of our acquaintances and Tommys who saw no chance of going, we engaged Jo Sands and Leander Dockum to carry them to Denby in two fish-wagons, with boards laid across for the extra seats. We saw them join the straggling train of carriages which had begun to go through the village from all along shore, soon after daylight, and they started on their journey shouting and carousing, with their pockets crammed with early apples and other provisions. We thought it would have been fun enough to see the people go by, for we had had no idea until then how many inhabitants that country held.

We had asked Mrs. Kew to go with us; but she was half an hour later than she had promised, for, since there was no wind, she could not come ashore in the sail-boat, and Mr. Kew had had to row her in in the dory. We saw the boat at last nearly in shore, and drove down to meet it: even the horse seemed to realize what a great day it was, and showed a disposition to friskiness, evidently as surprising to himself as to us.

Mrs. Kew was funnier that day than we had ever known her, which is saying a great deal, and we should not have had half so good a time if she had not been with us; although she lived in the lighthouse, and had no chance to see passing, which a woman prizes so highly in the country, she had a wonderful memory for faces, and could tell us the names of all Deephaveners and of most of the people we met outside its limits. She looked impressed and solemn as she hurried up from the waters edge, giving Mr. Kew some parting charges over her shoulder as he pushed off the boat to go back; but after we had convinced her that the delay had not troubled us, she seemed more cheerful. It was evident that she felt the importance of the occasion, and that she was pleased at our having chosen her for company. She threw back her veil entirely, sat very straight, and took immense pains to bow to every acquaintance whom she met. She wore her best Sunday clothes, and her manner was formal for the first few minutes; it was evident that she felt we were meeting under unusual circumstances, and that, although we had often met before on the friendliest terms, our having asked her to make this excursion in public required a different sort of behavior at her hands, and a due amount of ceremony and propriety. But this state of things did not last long, as she soon made a remark at which Kate and I laughed so heartily in lighthouse-acquaintance fashion, that she unbent, and gave her whole mind to enjoying herself.

When we came by the store where the post-office was kept we saw a small knot of people gathered round the door, and stopped to see what had happened. There was a forlorn horse standing near, with his harness tied up with fuzzy ends of rope, and the wagon was cobbled together with pieces of board; the whole craft looked as if it might be wrecked with the least jar. In the wagon were four or five stupid-looking boys and girls, one of whom was crying softly. Their father was sick, some one told us. He was took faint, but he is coming to all right; they have give him something to take: their name is Craper, and they live way over beyond the Ridge, on Stone Hill. They were goin over to Denby to the circus, and the man was calclating to get doctored, but I d knows he can get so fur; hes powerful slim-looking to me. Kate and I went to see if we could be of any use, and when we went into the store we saw the man leaning back in his chair, looking ghastly pale, and as if he were far gone in consumption. Kate spoke to him, and he said he was better; he had felt bad all the way along, but he hadnt given up. He was pitiful, poor fellow, with his evident attempt at dressing up. He had the bushiest, dustiest red hair and whiskers, which made the pallor of his face still more striking, and his illness had thinned and paled his rough, clumsy hands. I thought what a hard piece of work it must have been for him to start for the circus that morning, and how kind-hearted he must be to have made such an effort for his childrens pleasure. As we went out they stared at us gloomily. The shadow of their disappointment touched and chilled our pleasure.

Somebody had turned the horse so that he was heading toward home, and by his actions he showed that he was the only one of the party who was glad. We were so sorry for the children; perhaps it had promised to be the happiest day of their lives, and now they must go back to their uninteresting home without having seen the great show.

I am so sorry you are disappointed, said Kate, as we were wondering how the man who had followed us could ever climb into the wagon.

Heh? said he, blankly, as if he did not know what her words meant. What fool has been a turning o this horse? he asked a man who was looking on.

Why, which way be ye goin?

To the circus, said Mr. Craper, with decision, where dye spose? Thats where I started for, anyways. And he climbed in and glanced round to count the children, struck the horse with the willow switch, and they started off briskly, while everybody laughed. Kate and I joined Mrs. Kew, who had enjoyed the scene.

Well, there! said she, I wonder the folks in the old North burying-ground aint a-rising up to go to Denby to that caravan!

We reached Denby at noon; it was an uninteresting town which had grown up around some mills. There was a great commotion in the streets, and it was evident that we had lost much in not having seen the procession. There was a great deal of business going on in the shops, and there were two or three hand-organs at large, near one of which we stopped awhile to listen, just after we had met Leander and given the horse into his charge. Mrs. Kew finished her shopping as soon as possible, and we hurried toward the great tents, where all the flags were flying. I think I have not told you that we were to have the benefit of seeing a menagerie in addition to the circus, and you may be sure we went faithfully round to see everything that the cages held.

I cannot truthfully say that it was a good show; it was somewhat dreary, now that I think of it quietly and without excitement. The creatures looked tired, and as if they had been on the road for a great many years. The animals were all old, and there was a shabby great elephant whose look of general discouragement went to my heart, for it seemed as if he were miserably conscious of a misspent life. He stood dejected and motionless at one side of the tent, and it was hard to believe that there was a spark of vitality left in him. A great number of the people had never seen an elephant before, and we heard a thin little old man, who stood near us, say delightedly, Theres the old creatur, and no mistake, Ann Liza. I wanted to see him most of anything. My sakes alive, aint he big!

And Ann Liza, who was stout and sleepy-looking, droned out, Ye-es, theres considerble of him; but he looks as if he aint got no animation.

Kate and I turned away and laughed, while Mrs. Kew said confidentially, as the couple moved away, She neednt be a reflectin on the poor beast. Thats Mis Seth Tanner, and there isnt a woman in Deephaven nor East Parish to be named the same day with her for laziness. Im glad she didnt catch sight of me; shed have talked about nothing for a fortnight.

There was a picture of a huge snake in Deephaven, and I was just wondering where he could be, or if there ever had been one, when we heard a boy ask the same question of the man whose thankless task it was to stir up the lions with a stick to make them roar. The snakes dead, he answered good-naturedly. Didnt you have to dig an awful long grave for him? asked the boy; but the man said he reckoned they curled him up some, and smiled as he turned to his lions, who looked as if they needed a tonic. Everybody lingered longest before the monkeys, who seemed to be the only lively creatures in the whole collection; and finally we made our way into the other tent, and perched ourselves on a high seat, from whence we had a capital view of the audience and the ring, and could see the people come in. Mrs. Kew was on the lookout for acquaintances, and her spirits as well as our own seemed to rise higher and higher. She was on the alert, moving her head this way and that to catch sight of people, giving us a running commentary in the mean time. It was very pleasant to see a person so happy as Mrs. Kew was that day, and I dare say in speaking of the occasion she would say the same thing of Kate and me, — for it was such a good time! We bought some peanuts, without which no circus seems complete, and we listened to the conversations which were being carried on around us while we were waiting for the performance to begin. There were two old farmers whom we had noticed occasionally in Deephaven; one was telling the other, with great confusion of pronouns, about a big pig which had lately been killed. John did feel dreadful disappointed at having to kill now, we heard him say, bein as he had calclated to kill along near Thanksgivin time; there was goin to be a new moon then, and he expected to get seventy-five or a hundred pound more on to him. But he didnt seem to gain, and me and Bijah both told him hed be better to kill now, while everything was favorble, and if he set out to wait something might happen to him, and then Ive always held that you cant get no hog only just so fur, and for my part I dont like these great overgrown creaturs. I like well enough to see a hog thatll weigh six hunderd, just for the beauty ont, but for my eatin give me one thatll just rise three. Bijahs accurate, and he says he is goin to weigh risin five hundred and fifty. I shall stop, as I go home, to Johns wifes brothers and see if theyve got the particulars yet; John was goin to get the scales this morning. I guess likely considerble manyll gather there to-morrow after meeting. John didnt calclate to cut up till Monday.

I guess likely I ll stop in to-morrow, said the other man; I like to see a hansome hog. Chester White, you said? Consider them best, dont ye? But this question never was answered, for the greater part of the circus company in gorgeous trappings came parading in.

The circus was like all other circuses, except that it was shabbier than most, and the performers seemed to have less heart in it than usual. They did their best, and went through with their parts conscientiously, but they looked as if they never had had a good time in their lives. The audience was hilarious, and cheered and laughed at the tired clown until he looked as if he thought his speeches might possibly be funny, after all. We were so glad we had pleased the poor thing; and when he sang a song our satisfaction was still greater, and so he sang it all over again. Perhaps he had been associating with people who were used to circuses. The afternoon was hot, and the boys with Japanese fans and trays of lemonade did a remarkable business for so late in the season; the brass band on the other side of the tent shrieked its very best, and all the young men of the region had brought their girls, and some of these countless pairs of country lovers we watched a great deal, as they kept company with more or less depth of satisfaction in each other. We had a grand chance to see the fashions, and there were many old people and a great number of little children, and some families had evidently locked their house door behind them, since they had brought both the dog and the baby.

Doesnt it seem as if you were a child again? Kate asked me. I am sure this is just the same as the first circus I ever saw. It grows more and more familiar, and it puzzles me to think they should not have altered in the least while I have changed so much, and have even had time to grow up. You dont know how it is making me remember other things of which I have not thought for years. I was seven years old when I went that first time. Uncle Jack invited me. I had a new parasol, and he laughed because I would hold it over my shoulder when the sun was in my face. He took me into the side-shows and bought me everything I asked for, on the way home, and we did not get home until twilight. The rest of the family had dined at four oclock and gone out for a long drive, and it was such fun to have our dinner by ourselves. I sat at the head of the table in mammas place, and when Bridget came down and insisted that I must go to bed, Uncle Jack came softly up stairs and sat by the window, smoking and telling me stories. He ran and hid in the closet when we heard mamma coming up, and when she found him out by the cigar-smoke, and made believe scold him, I thought she was in earnest, and begged him off. Yes; and I remember that Bridget sat in the next room, making her new dress so she could wear it to church next day. I thought it was a beautiful dress, and besought mamma to have one like it. It was bright green with yellow spots all over it, said Kate. Ah, poor Uncle Jack! he was so good to me! We were always telling stories of what we would do when I was grown up. He died in Canton the next year, and I cried myself ill; but for a long time I thought he might not be dead, after all, and might come home any day. He used to seem so old to me, and he really was just out of college and not so old as I am now. That day at the circus he had a pink rosebud in his buttonhole, and — ah! when have I ever thought of this before! — a woman sat before us who had a stiff little cape on her bonnet like a shelf, and I carefully put peanuts round the edge of it, and when she moved her head they would fall. I thought it was the best fun in the world, and I wished Uncle Jack to ride the donkey; I was sure he could keep on, because his horse had capered about with him one day on Beacon Street, and I thought him a perfect rider, since nothing had happened to him then.

I remember, said Mrs. Kew, presently, that just before I was married he took me over to Wareham Corners to a caravan. My sister Hannah and the young man who was keeping company with her went too. I havent been to one since till to-day, and it does carry me back sames it does you, Miss Kate. It doesnt seem more than five years ago, and what would I have thought if I had known he and I were going to keep a lighthouse and be contented there, whats more, and sometimes not get ashore for a fortnight; settled, gray-headed old folks! We were gay enough in those days. I know old Miss Sabrina Smith warned me that Id better think twice before I took up with Tom Kew, for he was a light-minded young man. I speak o that to him in the winter-time, when he sets reading the almanac half asleep and Im knitting, and the winds a howling and the waves coming ashore on those rocks as if they wished they could put out the light and blow down the lighthouse. We were reflected on a good deal for going to that caravan; some of the old folks didnt think it was improvin — Well, I should think that man was a trying to break his neck!

Coming out of the great tent was disagreeable enough, and we seemed to have chosen the worst time, for the crowd pushed fiercely, though I suppose nobody was in the least hurry, and we were all severely jammed, while from somewhere underneath came the wails of a deserted dog. We had not meant to see the side-shows, and went carelessly past two or three tents; but when we came in sight of the picture of the Kentucky giantess, we noticed that Mrs. Kew looked at it wistfully, and we immediately asked if she cared anything about going to see the wonder, whereupon she confessed that she never heard of such a thing as a womans weighing six hundred and fifty pounds, so we all three went in. There were only two or three persons inside the tent, beside a little boy who played the hand-organ.

The Kentucky giantess sat in two chairs on a platform, and there was a large cage of monkeys just beyond, toward which Kate and I went at once. Why, she isnt more than two thirds as big as the picture, said Mrs. Kew, in a regretful whisper; but I guess shes big enough; doesnt she look discouraged, poor creatur? Kate and I felt ashamed of ourselves for being there. No matter if she had consented to be carried round for a show, it must have been horrible to be stared at and joked about day after day; and we gravely looked at the monkeys, and in a few minutes turned to see if Mrs. Kew were not ready to come away, when to our surprise we saw that she was talking to the giantess with great interest, and we went nearer.

I thought your face looked natural the minute I set foot inside the door, said Mrs. Kew; but youve — altered some since I saw you, and I couldnt place you till I heard you speak. Why, you used to be spare; I am amazed, Marilly! Where are your folks?

I dont wonder you are surprised, said the giantess. I was a good ways from this when you knew me, wasnt I? But father he run through with every cent he had before he died, and he took to drink and it killed him after a while, and then I begun to grow worse and worse, till I couldnt do nothing to earn a dollar, and everybody was a coming to see me, till at last I used to ask em ten cents apiece, and I scratched along somehow till this man came round and heard of me, and he offered me my keep and good pay to go along with him. He had another giantess before me, but she had begun to fall away considerble, so he paid her off and let her go. This other giantess was an awful expense to him, she was such an eater; now I dont have no great of an appetite, — this was said plaintively,— and hes raised my pay since Ive been with him because we did so well. I took up with his offer because I was nothing but a drag and never will be. Im as comfortable as I can be, but its a pretty hard business. My oldest boy is able to do for himself, but hes married this last year, and his wife dont want me. I dont knows I blame her either. It would be something like if I had a daughter now; but there, Im getting to like travelling first-rate; it gives anybody a good deal to think of.

I was asking the folks about you when I was up home the early part of the summer, said Mrs. Kew, but all they knew was that you were living out in New York State. Have you been living in Kentucky long? I saw it on the picture outside.

No, said the giantess, that was a picture the man bought cheap from another show that broke up last year. It says six hundred and fifty pounds, but I dont weigh more than four hundred. I havent been weighed for some time past. Between you and me I dont weigh so much as that, but you mustnt mention it, for it would spoil my reputation, and might hender my getting another engagement. And then the poor giantess lost her professional look and tone as she said, I believe Id rather die than grow any bigger. I do lose heart sometimes, and wish I was a smart woman and could keep house. Id be smarter than ever I was when I had the chance; I tell you that! Is Tom along with you?

No. I came with these young ladies, Miss Lancaster and Miss Denis, who are stopping over to Deephaven for the summer. Kate and I turned as we heard this introduction; we were standing close by, and I am proud to say that I never saw Kate treat any one more politely than she did that absurd, pitiful creature with the gilt crown and many bracelets. It was not that she said much, but there was such an exquisite courtesy in her manner, and an apparent unconsciousness of there being anything in the least surprising or uncommon about the giantess.

Just then a party of people came in, and Mrs. Kew said good by reluctantly. It has done me sights of good to see you, said our new acquaintance; I was feeling down-hearted just before you came in. Im pleased to see somebody that remembers me as I used to be. And they shook hands in a way that meant a great deal, and when Kate and I said good afternoon the giantess looked at us gratefully, and said, Im very much obliged to you for coming in, young ladies.

Walk in! walk in! the man was shouting as we came away. Walk in and see the wonder of the world, ladies and gentlemen, — the largest woman ever seen in America, — the great Kentucky giantess!

Wouldnt you have liked to stay longer? Kate asked Mrs. Kew as we came down the street. But she answered that it would be no satisfaction; the people were coming in, and she would have no chance to talk. I never knew her very well; she is younger than I, and she used to go to meeting where I did, but she lived five or six miles from our house. Shes had a hard time of it, according to her account, said Mrs. Kew. She used to be a dreadful flighty, high-tempered girl, but shes lost that now, I can see by her eyes. I was running over in my mind to see if there was anything I could do for her, but I dont know as there is. She said the man who hired her was kind. I guess your treating her so polite did her as much good as anything. She used to be real ambitious. I had it on my tongues end to ask her if she couldnt get a few days leave and come out to stop with me, but I thought just in time that shed sink the dory in a minute. There! seeing her has took away all the fun, said Mrs. Kew ruefully; and we were all dismal for a while, but at last, after we were fairly started for home, we began to be merry again.

We passed the Craper family whom we had seen at the store in the morning; the children looked as stupid as ever, but the father, I am sorry to say, had been tempted to drink more whiskey than was good for him. He had a bright flush on his cheeks, and he was flourishing his whip, and hoarsely singing some meaningless tune. Poor creature! said I, I should think this days pleasuring would kill him. Now, wouldnt you think so? said Mrs. Kew, sympathizingly; but the truth is, you couldnt kill one of those Crapers if you pounded him in a mortar.

We had a pleasant drive home, and we kept Mrs. Kew to supper, and afterward went down to the shore to see her set sail for home. Mr. Kew had come in some time before, and had been waiting for the moon to rise. Mrs. Kew told us that she should have enough to think of for a year, she had enjoyed the day so much; and we stood on the pebbles watching the boat out of the harbor, and wishing ourselves on board, it was such a beautiful evening.



We went to another show that summer, the memory of which will never fade. It is somewhat impertinent to call it a show, and public entertainment is equally inappropriate, though we certainly were entertained. It had been raining for two or three days; the Deephavenites spoke of it as a spell of weather. Just after tea, one Thursday evening, Kate and I went down to the post-office. When we opened the great hall door, the salt air was delicious, but we found the town apparently wet through and discouraged; and though it had almost stopped raining just then, there was a Scotch mist, like a snow-storm with the chill taken off, and the Chantrey elms dripped hurriedly, and creaked occasionally in the east-wind.

There will not be a capn on the wharves for a week after this, said I to Kate; only think of the cases of rheumatism!

We stopped for a few minutes at the Carews, who were as much surprised to see us as if we had been mermaids out of the sea, and begged us to give ourselves something warm to drink, and to change our boots the moment we got home. Then we went on to the post-office. Kate went in, but stopped, as she came out with our letters, to read a written notice securely fastened to the grocery door by four large carpet-tacks with wide leathers round their necks.

Dear, said she, exultantly, theres going to be a lecture to-night in the church, — a free lecture on the Elements of True Manhood. Wouldnt you like to go? And we went.

We were fifteen minutes later than the time appointed, and were sorry to find that the audience was almost imperceptible. The dampness had affected the antiquated lamps so that those on the walls and on the front of the gallery were the dimmest lights I ever saw, and sent their feeble rays through a small space the edges of which were clearly defined. There were two rather more energetic lights on the table near the pulpit, where the lecturer sat, and as we were in the rear of the church, we could see the yellow fog between ourselves and him. There were fourteen persons in the audience, and we were all huddled together in a cowardly way in the pews nearest the door: three old men, four women, and four children, besides ourselves and the sexton, a deaf little old man with a wooden leg.

The children whispered noisily, and soon, to our surprise, the lecturer rose and began. He bowed, and treated us with beautiful deference, and read his dreary lecture with enthusiasm. I wish I could say, for his sake, that it was interesting; but I cannot tell a lie, and it was so long! He went on and on, until it seemed as if I had been there ever since I was a little girl. Kate and I did not dare to look at each other, and in my desperation at feeling her quiver with laughter, I moved to the other end of the pew, knocking over a big hymn-book on the way, which attracted so much attention that I have seldom felt more embarrassed in my life. Kates great dog rose several times to shake himself and yawn loudly, and then lie down again despairingly.

You would have thought the man was addressing an enthusiastic Young Mens Christian Association. He exhorted with fervor upon our duties as citizens and as voters, and told us a great deal about George Washington and Benjamin Franklin, whom he urged us to choose as our examples. He waited for applause after each of his outbursts of eloquence, and presently went on again, in no wise disconcerted at the silence, and as if he were sure that he would fetch us next time. The rain began to fall again heavily, and the wind wailed around the meeting-house. If the lecture had been upon any other subject it would not have been so hard for Kate and me to keep sober faces; but it was directed entirely toward young men, and there was not a young man there.

The children in front of us mildly scuffled with each other at one time, until the one at the end of the pew dropped a marble, which struck the floor and rolled with a frightful noise down the edge of the aisle where there was no carpet. The congregation instinctively started up to look after it, but we recollected ourselves and leaned back again in our places, while the awed children, after keeping unnaturally quiet, fell asleep, and tumbled against each other helplessly. After a time the man sat down and wiped his forehead, looking well satisfied; and when we were wondering whether we might with propriety come away, he rose again, and said it was a free lecture, and he thanked us for our kind patronage on that inclement night; but in other places which he had visited there had been a contribution taken up for the cause. It would, perhaps, do no harm, — would the sexton — But the sexton could not have heard the sound of a cannon at that distance, and slumbered on. Neither Kate nor I had any money, except a twenty-dollar bill in my purse, and some coppers in the pocket of her water-proof cloak which she assured me she was prepared to give; but we saw no signs of the sextons waking, and as one of the women kindly went forward to wake the children, we all rose and came away.

After we had made as much fun and laughed as long as we pleased that night, we became suddenly conscious of the pitiful side of it all; and being anxious that every one should have the highest opinion of Deephaven, we sent Tom Dockum early in the morning with an anonymous note to the lecturer, whom he found without much trouble; but afterward we were disturbed at hearing that he was going to repeat his lecture that evening, — the wind having gone round to the northwest, — and I have no doubt there were a good many women able to be out, and that he harvested enough ten-cent pieces to pay his expenses without our help; though he had particularly told us it was for the cause, the evening before, and that ought to have been a consolation.


Cunner-Fishing
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ONE OF THE chief pleasures in Deephaven was our housekeeping. Going to market was apt to use up a whole morning, especially if we went to the fish-houses. We depended somewhat upon supplies from Boston, but sometimes we used to chase a butcher who took a drive in his old canvas-topped cart when he felt like it, and as for fish, there were always enough to be caught, even if we could not buy any. Our acquaintances would often ask if we had anything for dinner that day, and would kindly suggest that somebody had been boiling lobsters, or that a boat had just come in with some nice mackerel, or that somebody over on the Ridge was calculating to kill a lamb, and we had better speak for a quarter in good season. I am afraid we were looked upon as being in danger of becoming epicures, which we certainly are not, and we undoubtedly roused a great deal of interest because we used to eat mushrooms, which grew in the suburbs of the town in wild luxuriance.

One morning Maggie told us that there was nothing in the house for dinner, and, taking an early start, we went at once down to the store to ask if the butcher had been seen, but finding that he had gone out deep-sea fishing for two days, and that when he came back he had planned to kill a veal, we left word for a sufficient piece of the doomed animal to be set apart for our family, and strolled down to the shore to see if we could find some mackerel; but there was not a fisherman in sight, and after going to all the fish-houses we concluded that we had better provide for ourselves. We had not brought our own lines, but we knew where Danny kept his, and after finding a basket of suitable size, and taking some clams from Dannys bait-tub, we went over to the hull of an old schooner which was going to pieces alongside one of the ruined wharves. We looked down the hatchway into the hold, and could see the flounders and sculpin swimming about lazily, and once in a while a little pollock scooted down among them impertinently and then disappeared. There is that same big flounder that we saw day before yesterday, said I. I know him because one of his fins is half gone. I dont believe he can get out, for the hole in the side of the schooner isnt very wide, and it is higher up than flounders ever swim. Perhaps he came in when he was young, and was too lazy to go out until he was so large he couldnt. Flounders always look so lazy, and as if they thought a great deal of themselves.

I hope they will think enough of themselves to keep away from my hook this morning, said Kate, philosophically, and the sculpin too. I am going to fish for cunners alone, and keep my line short. And she perched herself on the quarter, baited her hook carefully, and threw it over, with a clam-shell to call attention. I went to the rail at the side, and we were presently much encouraged by pulling up two small cunners, and felt that our prospects for dinner were excellent. Then I unhappily caught so large a sculpin that it was like pulling up an open umbrella, and after I had thrown him into the hold to keep company with the flounder, our usual good luck seemed to desert us. It was one of the days when, in spite of twitching the line and using all the tricks we could think of, the cunners would either eat our bait or keep away altogether. Kate at last said we must starve unless we could catch the big flounder, and asked me to drop my hook down the hatchway; but it seemed almost too bad to destroy his innocent happiness. Just then we heard the noise of oars, and to our delight saw Capn Sands in his dory just beyond the next wharf. Any luck? said he. Spose ye dont care anything about going out this morning?

We are not amusing ourselves; we are trying to catch some fish for dinner, said Kate. Could you wait out by the red buoy while we get a few more, and then should you be back by noon, or are you going for a longer voyage, Captain Sands?

I was going out to Black Rock for cunners myself, said the capn. I should be pleased to take ye, if yed like to go. So we wound up our lines, and took our basket and clams and went round to meet the boat. I felt like rowing, and took the oars while Kate was mending her sinker and the capn was busy with a snarled line.

Its pretty hot, said he, presently, but I see a breeze coming in, and the clouds seem to be thickening; I guess we shall have it cooler long towards noon. It looked last night as if we were going to have foul weather, but the scud seemed to blow off, and it was as pretty a morning as ever I see. A growing moon chaws up the clouds, my granther used to say. He was as knowing about the weather as anybody I ever come across; most always hit it just about right. Some folks lay all the weather to the moon, accordin to where she quarters, and when shes in perigee were going to have this kind of weather, and when shes in apogee shes got to do so and so for sartain; but granther he used to laugh at all them things. He said it never made no kind of difference, and he went by the looks of the clouds and the feel of the air, and he thought folks couldnt make no kind of rules that held good, that had to do with the moon. Well, he did use to depend on the moon some; everybody knows we arent so likely to have foul weather in a growing moon as we be when shes waning. But some folks I could name, they cant do nothing without having the moons opinion on it. When I went my second voyage afore the mast we was in port ten days at Cadiz, and the ship she needed salting dreadful. The mate kept telling the captain how low the salt was in her, and we was going a long voyage from there, but no, he wouldnt have her salted nohow, because it was the wane of the moon. He was an amazing set kind of man, the capn was, and would have his own way on sea or shore. The mate was his own brother, and they used to fight like a cat and dog; they owned most of the ship between em. I was slushing the mizzen-mast, and heard em a disputin about the salt. The capn was a first-rate seaman and died rich, but he was dreadful notional. I know one time we were a lyin out in the stream all ready to weigh anchor, and everything was in trim, the men were up in the rigging and a fresh breeze going out, just what wed been waiting for, and the word was passed to take in sail and make everything fast. The men swore, and everybody said the capn had had some kind of a warning. But that night it began to blow, and I tell you afore morning we were glad enough we were in harbor. The old Victor she dragged her anchor, and the fore-togallant sail and ryal got loose somehow and was blown out of the bolt-ropes. Most of the canvas and rigging was old, but we had first-rate weather after that, and didnt bend near all the new sail we had aboard, though the capn was most afraid wed come short when we left Boston. That was most sixty year ago, said the captain, reflectively. How time does slip away! You young folks havent any idea. She was a first-rate ship, the old Victor was, though I suppose she wouldnt cut much of a dash now longside of some of the new clippers.

There used to be some strange-looking crafts in those days; there was the old brig Hannah. They used to say she would sail backwards as fast as forwards, and she was so square in the bows, they used to call her the sugar-box. She was master old, the Hannah was, and there wasnt a port from here to New Orleans where she wasnt known; she used to carry a master cargo for her size, more than some ships that ranked two hundred and fifty ton, and she was put down for two hundred. She used to make good voyages, the Hannah did, and then there was the Pactolus; she was just about such another, — you would have laughed to see her. She sailed out of this port for a good many years. Capn Wall he told me that if he had her before the wind with a cargo of cotton, she would make a middling good run, but load her deep with salt, and you might as well try to sail a stick of oak timber with a handkerchief. She was a stout-built ship: I shouldnt wonder if her timbers were afloat somewhere yet; she was sold to some parties out in San Francisco. There! everythings changed from what it was when I used to follow the sea. I wonder sometimes if the sailors have as queer works aboard ship as they used. Bless ye! Deephaven used to be a different place to what it is now; there was hardly a day in the year that you didnt hear the shipwrights hammers, and there was always something going on at the wharves. You would see the folks from up country comin in with their loads of oak knees and plank, and logs o rock-maple for keels when there was snow on the ground in winter-time, and the big sticks of timber-pine for masts would come crawling along the road with their three and four yoke of oxen all frosted up, the sleds creaking and the snow growling and the men flapping their arms to keep warm, and hallooing as if there want nothin else goin on in the world except to get them masts to the ship-yard. Bless ye! two o them teams together would stretch from here most up to the Widow Jims place, — no such timber-pines nowadays.

I suppose the sailors are very jolly together sometimes, said Kate, meditatively, with the least flicker of a smile at me. The captain did not answer for a minute, as he was battling with an obstinate snarl in his line; but when he had found the right loop he said, Ive had the best times and the hardest times of my life at sea, thats certain! I was just thinking it over when you spoke. Ill tell you some stories one day or nother thatll please you. Land! youve no idea what tricks some of those wild fellows will be up to. Now, saying they fetch home a cargo of wines and they want a drink; theyve got a trick so they can get it. Saying its champagne, theyll fetch up a basket, and how do you suppose theyll get into it?

Of course we didnt know.

Well, every basket will be counted, and theyre fastened up particular, so they can tell in a minute if theyve been tampered with; and neither must you draw the corks if you could get the basket open. I suppose ye may have seen champagne, how its all wired and waxed. Now, they take a clean tub, them fellows do, and just shake the basket and jounce it up and down till they break the bottles and let the wine drain out; then they take it down in the hold and put it back with the rest, and when the cargo is delivered theres only one or two whole bottles in that basket, and theres a dreadful fuss about its being stowed so foolish. The captain told this with an air of great satisfaction, but we did not show the least suspicion that he might have assisted at some such festivity.

Then they have a way of breaking into a cask. It wont do to start the bung, and it wont do to bore a hole where it can be seen, but theyre up to that: they slip back one of the end hoops and bore two holes underneath it, one for the air to go in and one for the liquor to come out, and after they get all out they want they put in some spigots and cut them down close to the stave, knock back the hoop again, and there ye are, all trig.

I never should have thought of it, said Kate, admiringly.

There isnt nothing, Capn Sands went on, thatll hender some masters from cheating the owners a little. Get them off in a foreign port, and theres nobody to watch, and they most of them have a feeling that they aint getting full pay, and theyll charge things to the ship that she never seen nor heard of. There were two shipmasters that sailed out of Salem. I heard one of em tell the story. They had both come into port from Liverpool nigh the same time, and one of em, he was dressed up in a handsome suit of clothes, and the other looked kind of poverty-struck. Where did you get them clothes? says he. Why, to Liverpool, says the other; you dont mean to say you come away without none, cheap as cloth was there? Why, yes, says the other capn,— I cant afford to wear such clothes as those be, and I dont see how you can, either. Charge em to the ship, bless ye; the owners expect it.

So the next vyge the poor capn he had a nice rig for himself made to the best tailors in Bristol, and charged it, say ten pounds, in the ships account; and when he came home the ships husband he was looking over the papers, and Whats this? says he, how come the ship to run up a tailors bill? Why, thems mine, says the capn, very meaching. I understood that there wouldnt be no objection made. Well, you made a mistake, says the other, laughing; guess Id better scratch this out. And it wasnt long before the capn met the one who had put him up to doing it, and he give him a blowing up for getting him into such a fix. Land sakes alive! says he, were you fool enough to set it down in the account? Why, I put mine in, so many bolts of Russia duck.

Captain Sands seemed to enjoy this reminiscence, and to our satisfaction, in a few minutes, after he had offered to take the oars, he went on to tell us another story.

Why, as for cheating, theres plenty of that all over the world. The first vyge I went into Havana as master of the Deerhound, she had never been in the port before and had to be measured and recorded, and then pay her tonnage duties every time she went into port there afterward, according to what she was registered on the custom-house books. The inspector he come aboard, and he went below and looked round, and he measured her between decks; but he never offered to set down any figgers, and when we came back into the cabin, says he, Yes — yes — good ship! you put one bloon front of this eye, so! says he, an I not see with him; and you put one more doubloon front of other eye, and how you think I see at all what figger you write? So I took his book and I set down her measurements and made her out twenty ton short, and he took his doubloons and shoved em into his pocket. There, it isnt what you call straight dealing, but everybody done it that dared, and youd eat up all the profits of a vyge and the owners would just as soon youd try a little up-country air, if you paid all those dues according to law. Tonnage was dreadful high and wharfage too, in some ports, and theyd get your last cent some way or nother if ye werent sharp.

Old Capn Carew, uncle to them ye see to meeting, did a smart thing in the time of the embargo. Folks got tired of it, and it was dreadful hard times; ships rotting at the wharves, and Deephaven never was quite the same afterward, though the old place held out for a good while before she let go as ye see her now. Youd a had a hard grip ont when I was a young man to make me believe it would ever be so dull here. Well, Capn Carew he bought an old brig that was lying over by East Parish, and he began fitting her up and loading her for the West Indies, and the farmers theyd come in there by night from all round the country, to sell salt-fish and lumber and potatoes, and glad enough they were, I tell ye. The rigging was put in order, and it wasnt long before she was ready to sail, and it was all kept mighty quiet. She lay up to an old wharf in a cove where she wouldnt be much noticed, and they took care not to paint her any or to attract any attention.

One day Capn Carew was over in Riverport dining out with some gentlemen, and the revenue officer sat next to him, and by and by says he, Why wont ye take a ride with me this afternoon? Ive had warning that theres a brig loading for the West Indies over beyond Deephaven somewheres, and Im going over to seize her. And he laughed to himself as if he expected fun, and something in his pocket beside. Well, the first minute that Capn Carew dared, after dinner, he slipped out, and he hired the swiftest horse in Riverport and rode for dear life, and told the folks who were in the secret, and some who werent, what was the matter, and every soul turned to and helped finish loading her and getting the rigging ready and the water aboard; but just as they were leaving the cove — the wind was blowing just right — along came the revenue officer with two or three men, and they come off in a boat and boarded her as important as could be.

Wont ye step into the cabin, gentlemen, and take a glass o wine? says Capn Carew, very polite; and the wind came in fresher, — something like a squall for a few minutes, — and the men had the sails spread before you could say Jack Robison, and before those fellows knew what they were about the old brig was a standing out to sea, and the folks on the wharves cheered and yelled. The Capn gave the officers a good scare and offered em a free passage to the West Indies, and finally they said they wouldnt report at headquarters if hed let em go ashore; so he told the sailors to lower their boat about two miles off Deephaven, and they pulled ashore meek enough. Capn Carew had a first-rate run, and made a lot of money, so I have heard it said. Bless ye! every shipmaster would have done just the same if he had dared, and everybody was glad when they heard about it. Dreadful foolish piece of business that embargo was!

Now I declare, said Captain Sands, after he had finished this narrative, here Im a telling stories and youre doin all the work. Youll pull a boat ahead of anybody, if you keep on. Tom Kew was a-praisin up both of you to me the other day: says he, They dont put on no airs, but I tell ye they can pull a boat well, and swim like fish, says he. There now, if youll give me the oars Ill put the dory just where I want her, and you can be getting your lines ready. I know a place here where its always tolerble fishing, and I guess well get something.

Kate and I cracked our clams on the gunwale of the boat, and cut them into nice little bits for bait with a piece of the shell, and by the time the captain had thrown out the killick we were ready to begin, and found the fishing much more exciting than it had been at the wharf.

I dont know as I ever see em bite faster, said the old sailor, presently; guess its because they like the folks thats fishing. Well, Im pleased. I thought Id let Bijah take some along to Denby in the cart to-morrow if I got more than I could use at home. I didnt calclate on having such a lively crew aboard. I spose ye wouldnt care about going out a little further by and by to see if we cant get two or three haddock? And we answered that we should like nothing better.

It was growing cloudy, and was much cooler, — the perfection of a day for fishing, — and we sat there diligently pulling in cunners, and talking a little once in a while. The tide was nearly out, and Black Rock looked almost large enough to be called an island. The sea was smooth and the low waves broke lazily among the seaweed-covered ledges, while our boat swayed about on the water, lifting and falling gently as the waves went in shore. We were not a very long way from the lighthouse, and once we could see Mrs. Kews big white apron as she stood in the doorway for a few minutes. There was no noise except the plash of the low-tide waves and the occasional flutter of a fish in the bottom of the dory. Kate and I always killed our fish at once by a rap on the head, for it certainly saved the poor creatures much discomfort, and ourselves as well, and it made it easier to take them off the hook than if they were flopping about and making us aware of our cruelty.

Suddenly the captain wound up his line and said he thought wed better be going in, and Kate and I looked at him with surprise. It is only half past ten, said I, looking at my watch. Dont hurry in on our account, added Kate, persuasively, for we were having a very good time.

I guess we wont mind about the haddock. Ive got a feelin wed better go ashore. And he looked up into the sky and turned to see the west. I knew there was something the matter; theres going to be a shower. And we looked behind us to see a bank of heavy clouds coming over fast. I wish we had two pair of oars, said Captain Sands. Im afraid we shall get caught.

You neednt mind us, said Kate. We arent in the least afraid of our clothes, and we dont get cold when were wet; we have made sure of that.

Well, Im glad to hear that, said the capn. Women-folks are apt to be dreadful scared of a wetting; but Id just as lief not get wet myself. I had a twinge of rheumatism yesterday. I guess well get ashore fast enough. No. I feel well enough to-day, but you can row if you want to, and Ill take the oars the last part of the way.

When we reached the moorings the clouds were black, and the thunder rattled and boomed over the sea, while heavy spatters of rain were already falling. We did not go to the wharves, but stopped down the shore at the fish-houses, the nearer place of shelter. You just select some of those cunners, said the captain, who was beginning to be a little out of breath, and then you can run right up and get under cover, and Ill put a bit of old sail over the rest of the fish to keep the fresh water off. By the time the boat touched the shore and we had pulled it up on the pebbles, the rain had begun in good earnest. Luckily there was a barrow lying near, and we loaded that in a hurry, and just then the captain caught sight of a well-known red shirt in an open door, and shouted, Halloa, Danny! lend us a hand with these fish, for were nigh on to being shipwrecked. And then we ran up to the fish-house and waited awhile, though we stood in the doorway watching the lightning, and there were so many leaks in the roof that we might almost as well have been out of doors. It was one of Dannys quietest days, and he silently beheaded hake, only winking at us once very gravely at something our other companion said.

There! said Captain Sands, folks may say what they have a mind to; I didnt see that shower coming up, and I know as well as I want to that my wife did, and impressed it on my mind. Our house sets high, and she watches the sky and is alays a worrying when I go out fishing for fear somethings going to happen to me, specially sence Ive got to be along in years.

This was just what Kate and I wished to hear, for we had been told that Captain Sands had most decided opinions on dreams and other mysteries, and could tell some stories which were considered incredible by even a Deephaven audience, to whom the marvellous was of every-day occurrence.

Then it has happened before? asked Kate. I wondered why you started so suddenly to come in.

Happened! said the captain. Bless ye, yes! Ill tell you my views about these pints one o those days. Ive thought a good deal about em by spells. Not that I can explain em, nor anybody else, but its no use to laugh at em as some folks do. Capn Lant — you know Capn Lant? — he and I have talked it over considerble, and he says to me, Everybodys got some story of the kind they will believe in spite of everything, and yet they wont believe yourn.

The shower seemed to be over now, and we felt compelled to go home, as the captain did not go on with his remarks. I hope he did not see Dannys wink. Skipper Scudder, who was Dannys friend and partner, came up just then and asked us if we knew what the sign was when the sun came out through the rain. I said that I had always heard it would rain again next day. O no, said Skipper Scudder, the Devil is whipping his wife.

After dinner Kate and I went for a walk through some pine woods which were beautiful after the rain; the mosses and lichens which had been dried up were all freshened and blooming out in the dampness. The smell of the wet pitch-pines was unusually sweet, and we wandered about for an hour or two there, to find some ferns we wanted, and then walked over toward East Parish, and home by the long beach late in the afternoon. We came as far as the boat-landing, meaning to go home through the lane, but to our delight we saw Captain Sands sitting alone on an old overturned whaleboat, whittling busily at a piece of dried kelp. Good evenin, said our friend, cheerfully. And we explained that we had taken a long walk and thought we would rest awhile before we went home to supper. Kate perched herself on the boat, and I sat down on a ships knee which lay on the pebbles.

Didnt get any hurt from being out in the shower, I hope?

No, indeed, laughed Kate, and we had such a good time. I hope you wont mind taking us out again some time.

Bless ye! no, said the captain. My girl Loisa, she thats Mis Winslow over to Riverport, used to go out with me a good deal, and it seemed natural to have you aboard. I missed Loisa after she got married, for she was alays ready to go anywhere long of father. Shes had slim health of late years. I tell em shes been too much shut up out of the fresh air and sun. When she was young her mother never could prvail on her to set in the house stiddy and sew, and she used to have great misgivins that Loisa never was going to be capable. How about those fish you caught this morning? good, were they? Mis Sands had dinner on the stocks when I got home, and she said she wouldnt fry any til supper-time; but I calclated to have em this noon. I like em best right out o the water. Little more and we should have got them wet. Thats one of my whims; I cant bear to let fish get rained on.

O Captain Sands! said I, there being a convenient pause, you were speaking of your wife just now; did you ask her if she saw the shower?

First thing she spoke of when I got into the house. There, says she, I was afraid you wouldnt see the rain coming in time, and I had my heart in my mouth when it began to thunder. I thought youd get soaked through, and be laid up for a fortnight, says she. I guess a summer shower wont hurt an old sailor like me, says I. And the captain reached for another piece of his kelp-stalk, and whittled away more busily than ever. Kate took out her knife and also began to cut kelp, and I threw pebbles in the hope of hitting a spider which sat complacently on a stone not far away, and when he suddenly vanished there was nothing for me to do but to whittle kelp also.

Do you suppose, said Kate, that Mrs. Sands really made you know about that shower?

The captain put on his most serious look, coughed slowly, and moved himself a few inches nearer us, along the boat. I think he fully understood the importance and solemnity of the subject. It aint for us to say what we do know or dont, for theres nothing sartain, but I made up my mind long ago that theres something about these pints thats mysterous. My wife and me will be sitting there to home and there wont be no word between us for an hour, and then of a sudden well speak up about the same thing. Now the way I view it, she either puts it into my head or I into hers. Ive spoke up lots of times about something, when I didnt know what I was going to say when I began, and shell say she was just thinking of that. Like as not you have noticed it sometimes? There was something my mind was dwellin on yesterday, and she come right out with it, and Id a good deal rather she hadnt, said the captain, ruefully. I didnt want to rake it all over agin, Im sure. And then he recollected himself, and was silent, which his audience must confess to have regretted for a moment.

I used to think a good deal about such things when I was younger, and Im free to say I took more stock in dreams and such like than I do now. I reclect old Parson Lorimer — this Parson Lorimers father who was settled here first — spoke to me once about it, and said it was a tempting of Providence, and that we hadnt no right to pry into secrets. I know I had a dream-book then that I picked up in a shop in Bristol once when I was there on the Ranger, and all the young folks were beset to get sight of it. I see what fools it made of folks, bothering their heads about such things, and I pretty much let them go: all this stuff about spirit-rappings is enough to make a man crazy. You dont get no good by it. I come across a paper once with a lot of letters in it from sperits, and I cast my eye over em, and I says to myself, Well, I always was given to understand that when we come to a futur state we was goin to have more wisdom than we can get afore; but them letters hadnt any more sense to em, nor so much, as a man could write here without schooling, and I should think that if the letters be all straight, if the folks who wrote em had any kind of ambition theyd want to be movin back here again. But as for one persons having something to do with another any distance off, why, thats another thing; there aint any nonsense about that. I know its true jest as well as I want to, said the capn, warming up. Ill tell ye how I was led to make up my mind about it. One time I waked a man up out of a sound sleep looking at him, and it set me to thinking. First, there wasnt any noise, and then agin there wasnt any touch so he could feel it, and I says to myself, Why couldnt I ha done it the width of two rooms as well as one, and why couldnt I ha done it with my back turned? It couldnt have been the looking so much as the thinking. And then I card it further, and I says, Why aint a mile as good as a yard? and its the thinking that does it, says I, and weve got some faculty or other that we dont know much about. Weve got some way of sending our thought like a bullet goes out of a gun and it hits. We dont know nothing except what we see. And some folks is scared, and some more thinks it is all nonsense and laughs. But theres something we havent got the hang of. It makes me think o them little black polliwogs that turns into frogs in the fresh-water puddles in the mash. Theres a time before their tails drop off and their legs have sprouted out, when they dont get any use o their legs, and I dare say theyre in their way considerble; but after they get to be frogs they find out what theyre for without no kind of trouble. I guess we shall turn these faclties to account some time or nother. Seems to me, though, that we might depend on em now more than we do.

The captain was under full sail on what we had heard was his pet subject, and it was a great satisfaction to listen to what he had to say. It loses a great deal in being written, for the old sailors voice and gestures and thorough earnestness all carried no little persuasion. And it was impossible not to be sure that he knew more than people usually do about these mysteries in which he delighted.

Now, how can you account for this? said he. I remember not more than ten years ago my sons wife was stopping at our house, and she had left her child at home while she come away for a rest. And after she had been there two or three days, one morning she was sitting in the kitchen long o the folks, and all of a sudden she jumped out of her chair and ran into the bedroom, and next minute she come out laughing, and looking kind of scared. I could ha taken my oath, says she,that I heard Katy cryin out mother, says she, just as if she was hurt. I heard it so plain that before I stopped to think it seemed as if she were right in the next room. Im afeard something has happened. But the folks laughed, and said she must ha heard one of the lambs. No, it wasnt, says she, it was Katy. And sure enough, just after dinner a young man who lived neighbor to her come riding into the yard post-haste to get her to go home, for the baby had pulled some hot water over on to herself and was nigh scalded to death and cryin for her mother every minute. Now, whos going to explain that? It wasnt any common hearing that heard that childs cryin fifteen miles. And I can tell you another thing that happened among my own folks. There was an own cousin of mine married to a man by the name of John Hathorn. He was trading up to Parsonsfield, and business run down, so he wound up there, and thought hed make a new start. He moved down to Denby, and while he was getting under way, he left his family up to the old place, and at the time I speak of, was going to move em down in about a fortnight.

One morning his wife was fidgeting round, and finally she came down stairs with her bonnet and shawl on, and said somebody must put the horse right into the wagon and take her down to Denby. Why, what for, mother? they says. Dont stop to talk, says she; your father is sick, and wants me. Its been a worrying me since before day, and I cant stand it no longer. And the short of the story is that she kept hurrying em faster and faster, and then she got hold of the reins herself, and when they got within five miles of the place the horse fell dead, and she was nigh about crazy, and they took another horse at a farm-house on the road. It was the spring of the year, and the going was dreadful, and when they got to the house John Hathorn had just died, and he had been calling for his wife up to most the last breath he drew. He had been taken sick sudden the day before, but the folks knew it was bad travelling, and that she was a feeble woman to come near thirty miles, and they had no idee he was so bad off. Im telling you the living truth, said Captain Sands, with an emphatic shake of his head. Theres more folks than me can tell about it, and if you were goin to keel-haul me next minute, and hang me to the yard-arm afterward, I couldnt say it different. I was up to Parsonsfield to the funeral; it was just after I quit following the sea. I never saw a woman so broke down as she was. John was a nice man; stiddy and pleasant-spoken and straightforrard and kind to his folks. He belonged to the Odd Fellows, and they all marched to the funeral. There was a good deal of respect shown him, I tell ye.

There is another story Id like to have ye hear, if its so that you aint beat out hearing me talk. When I get going I slip along as easy as a schooner wing-and-wing afore the wind.

This happened to my own father, but I never heard him say much about it; never could get him to talk it over to any length, best I could do. But granther, his father, told me about it nigh upon fifty times, first and last, and always the same way. Granther lived to be old, and there was ten or a dozen years after his wife died that he lived year and year about with Uncle Tobiass folks and our folks. Uncle Tobias lived over on the Ridge. I got home from my first vyge as mate of the Daylight just in time for his funeral. I was disappinted to find the old man was gone. Id fetched him some first-rate tobacco, for he was a great hand to smoke, and I was calclatin on his being pleased: old folks like to be thought of, and then he set more by me than by the other boys. I know I used to be sorry for him when I was a little fellow. My fathers second wife she was a well-meaning woman, but an awful driver with her work, and she was always making of him feel he wasnt no use. I do know as she meant to, either. He never said nothing, and he was always just so pleasant, and he was fond of his book, and used to set round reading, and tried to keep himself out of the way just as much as he could. There was one winter when I was small that I had the scarlet-fever, and was very slim for a long time afterward, and I used to keep along o granther, and he would tell me stories. Hed been a sailor, — it runs in our blood to foller the sea, — and hed been wrecked two or three times and been taken by the Algerine pirates. You remind me to tell you some time about that; and I wonder if you ever heard about old Citizen Leigh, that used to be about here when I was a boy. He was taken by the Algerines once, sames granther, and they was dreadful ferce just then, and they sent him home to get the ransom money for the crew; but it was a monstrous price they asked, and the owners wouldnt give it to him, and they sposed likely the men was dead by that time, any way. Old Citizen Leigh he went crazy, and used to go about the streets with a bundle of papers in his hands year in and year out. Ive seen him a good many times. Granther used to tell me how he escaped. Ill remember it for ye some day if youll put me in mind.

I got to be mate when I was twenty, and I was as strong a fellow as you could scare up, and darin! — why, it makes my blood run cold when I think of the reckless things I used to do. I was off at sea after I was fifteen year old, and there wasnt anybody so glad to see me as granther when I came home. I expect he used to be lonesome after I went off, but then his mind failed him quite a while before he died. Father was clever to him, and hed get him anything he spoke about; but he wasnt a man to set round and talk, and he never took notice himself when granther was out of tobacco, so sometimes it would be a day or two. I know better how he used to feel now that Im getting to be along in years myself, and likely to be some care to the folks before long. I never could bear to see old folks neglected; nice old men and women who have worked hard in their day and been useful and willin. Ive seen em many a time when they couldnt help knowing that the folks would a little rather theyd be in heaven, and a good respectable headstone put up for em in the burying-ground.

Well, now, Im sure Ive forgot what I was going to tell you. O, yes; about grandmother dreaming about father when he come home from sea. Well, to go back to the first of it, granther never was rugged; he had ship-fever when he was a young man, and though he lived to be so old, he never could work hard and never got forehanded; and Aunt Hannah Starbird over at East Parish took my sister to fetch up, because she was named for her, and Melinda and Tobias stayed at home with the old folks, and my father went to live with an uncle over in Riverport, whom he was named for. He was in the West India trade and was well-off, and he had no children, so they expected he would do well by father. He was dreadful high-tempered. Ive heard say he had the worst temper that was ever raised in Deephaven.

One day he set father to putting some cherries into a barl of rum, and went off down to his wharf to see to the loading of a vessel, and afore he come back father found hed got hold of the wrong barl, and had spilt a barl of the best Holland gin; he tried to get the cherries out, but that wasnt any use, and he was dreadful afraid of Uncle Matthew, and he run away, and never was heard of from that time out. They supposed hed run away to sea, as he had a leaning that way, but nobody ever knew for certain; and his mother she most mourned herself to death. Granther told me that it got so at last that if they could only know for sure that he was dead it was all they would ask. But it went on four years, and granther got used to it some; though grandmother never would give up. And one morning early, before day, she waked him up, and says she, Were going to hear from Matthew. Get up quick and go down to the store! Nonsense, says he. Ive seen him, says grandmother, and hes coming home. He looks older, but just the same other ways, and hes got long hair, like a horses mane, all down over his shoulders. Well, let the dead rest, says granther; youve thought about the boy till your head is turned. I tell you I saw Matthew himself, says she, and I want you to go right down to see if there isnt a letter. And she kept at him till he saddled the horse, and he got down to the store before it was opened in the morning, and he had to wait round, and when the man came over to unlock it he was most ashamed to tell what his errand was, for he had been so many times, and everybody supposed the boy was dead. When he asked for a letter, the man said there was none there, and asked if he was expecting any particular one. He didnt get many letters, I spose; all his folks lived about here, and people didnt write any to speak of in those days. Granther said he thought he wouldnt make such a fool of himself again, but he didnt say anything, and he waited round awhile, talking to one and another who came up, and by and by says the store-keeper, who was reading a newspaper that had just come, Heres some news for you, Sands, I do believe! There are three vessels come into Boston harbor that have been out whaling and sealing in the South Seas for three or four years, and your son Matthews name is down on the list of the crew. I tell ye, says granther, I took that paper, and I got on my horse and put for home, and your grandmother she hailed me, and she said, Youve heard, havent you? before I told her a word.

Granther he got his breakfast and started right off for Boston, and got there early the second day, and went right down on the wharves. Somebody lent him a boat, and he went out to where there were two sealers laying off riding at anchor, and he asked a sailor if Matthew was aboard. Ay, ay, says the sailor, hes down below. And he sung out for him, and when he come up out of the hold his hair was long, down over his shoulders like a horses mane, just as his mother saw it in the dream. Granther he didnt know what to say, — it scared him, — and he asked how it happened; and father told how theyd been off sealing in the South Seas, and he and another man had lived alone on an island for months, and the whole crew had grown wild in their ways of living, being off so long, and for one thing had gone without caps and let their hair grow. The rest of the men had been ashore and got fixed up smart, but he had been busy, and had put it off till that morning; he was just going ashore then. Father was all struck up when he heard about the dream, and said his mind had been dwellin on his mother and going home, and he come down to let her see him just as he was and she said it was the same way he looked in the dream. He never would have his hair cut — father wouldnt — and wore it in a queue. I remember seeing him with it when I was a boy; but his second wife didnt like the looks of it, and she come up behind him one day and cut it off with the scissors. He was terrible worked up about it. I never see father so mad as he was that day. Now this is just as true as the Bible, said Captain Sands. I havent put a word to it, and granther alays told a story just as it was. That woman saw her son; but if you ask me what kind of eyesight it was, I cant tell you, nor nobody else.

Later that evening Kate and I drifted into a long talk about the captains stories and these mysterious powers of which we know so little. It was somewhat chilly in the house, and we had kindled a fire in the fireplace, which at first made a blaze which lighted the old room royally, and then quieted down into red coals and lazy puffs of smoke. We had carried the lights away, and sat with our feet on the fender, and Kates great dog was lying between us on the rug. I remember that evening so well; we could see the stars through the window plainer and plainer as the fire went down, and we could hear the noise of the sea.

Do you remember in the old myth of Demeter and Persephone, Kate asked me, where Demeter takes care of the child and gives it ambrosia and hides it in fire, because she loves it and wishes to make it immortal, and to give it eternal youth; and then the mother finds it out and cries in terror to hinder her, and the goddess angrily throws the child down and rushes away? And he had to share the common destiny of mankind, though he always had some wonderful inscrutable grace and wisdom, because a goddess had loved him and held him in her arms. I always thought that part of the story beautiful where Demeter throws off her disguise and is no longer an old woman, and the great house is filled with brightness like lightning, and she rushes out through the halls with her yellow hair waving over her shoulders, and the people would give anything to bring her back again, and to undo their mistake. I knew it almost all by heart once, said Kate, and I am always finding a new meaning in it. I was just thinking that it may be that we all have given to us more or less of another nature, as the child had whom Demeter wished to make like the gods. I believe old Captain Sands is right, and we have these instincts which defy all our wisdom and for which we never can frame any laws. We may laugh at them, but we are always meeting them, and one cannot help knowing that it has been the same through all history. They are powers which are imperfectly developed in this life, but one cannot help the thought that the mystery of this world may be the commonplace of the next.

I wonder, said I, why it is that one hears so much more of such things from simple country people. They believe in dreams, and they have a kind of fetichism, and believe so heartily in supernatural causes. I suppose nothing could shake Mrs. Pattons faith in warnings. There is no end of absurdity in it, and yet there is one side of such lives for which one cannot help having reverence; they live so much nearer to nature than people who are in cities, and there is a soberness about country people oftentimes that one cannot help noticing. I wonder if they are unconsciously awed by the strength and purpose in the world about them, and the mysterious creative power which is at work with them on their familiar farms. In their simple life they take their instincts for truths, and perhaps they are not always so far wrong as we imagine. Because they are so instinctive and unreasoning they may have a more complete sympathy with Nature, and may hear her voices when wiser ears are deaf. They have much in common, after all, with the plants which grow up out of the ground and the wild creatures which depend upon their instincts wholly.

I think, said Kate, that the more one lives out of doors the more personality there seems to be in what we call inanimate things. The strength of the hills and the voice of the waves are no longer only grand poetical sentences, but an expression of something real, and more and more one finds God himself in the world, and believes that we may read the thoughts that He writes for us in the book of Nature. And after this we were silent for a while, and in the mean time it grew very late, and we watched the fire until there were only a few sparks left in the ashes. The stars faded away and the moon came up out of the sea, and we barred the great hall door and went up stairs to bed. The lighthouse lamp burned steadily, and it was the only light that had not been blown out in all Deephaven.


Mrs. Bonny
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I AM SURE that Kate Lancaster and I must have spent by far the greater part of the summer out of doors. We often made long expeditions out into the suburbs of Deephaven, sometimes being gone all day, and sometimes taking a long afternoon stroll and coming home early in the evening hungry as hunters and laden with treasure, whether we had been through the pine woods inland or alongshore, whether we had met old friends or made some desirable new acquaintances. We had a fashion of calling at the farm-houses, and by the end of the season we knew as many people as if we had lived in Deephaven all our days. We used to ask for a drink of water; this was our unfailing introduction, and afterward there were many interesting subjects which one could introduce, and we could always give the latest news at the shore. It was amusing to see the curiosity which we aroused. Many of the people came into Deephaven only on special occasions, and I must confess that at first we were often naughty enough to wait until we had been severely cross-questioned before we gave a definite account of ourselves. Kate was very clever at making unsatisfactory answers when she cared to do so. We did not understand, for some time, with what a keen sense of enjoyment many of those people made the acquaintance of an entirely new person who cordially gave the full particulars about herself; but we soon learned to call this by another name than impertinence.

I think there were no points of interest in that region which we did not visit with conscientious faithfulness. There were cliffs and pebble-beaches, the long sands and the short sands; there were Black Rock and Roaring Rock, High Point and East Point, and Spouting Rock; we went to see where a ship had been driven ashore in the night, all hands being lost and not a piece of her left larger than an axe-handle; we visited the spot where a ship had come ashore in the fog, and had been left high and dry on the edge of the marsh when the tide went out; we saw where the brig Methuselah had been wrecked, and the shore had been golden with her cargo of lemons and oranges, which one might carry away by the wherryful.

Inland there were not many noted localities, but we used to enjoy the woods, and our explorations among the farms, immensely. To the westward the land was better and the people well-to-do; but we went oftenest toward the hills and among the poorer people. The land was uneven and full of ledges, and the people worked hard for their living, at most laying aside only a few dollars each year. Some of the more enterprising young people went away to work in shops and factories; but the custom was by no means universal, and the people had a hungry, discouraged look. It is all very well to say that they knew nothing better, that it was the only life of which they knew anything; there was too often a look of disappointment in their faces, and sooner or later we heard or guessed many stories: that this young man had wished for an education, but there had been no money to spare for books or schooling; and that one had meant to learn a trade, but there must be some one to help his father with the farm-work, and there was no money to hire a man to work in his place if he went away. The older people had a hard look, as if they had always to be on the alert and must fight for their place in the world. One could only forgive and pity their petty sharpness, which showed itself in trifling bargains, when one understood how much a single dollar seemed where dollars came so rarely. We used to pity the young girls so much. It was plain that those who knew how much easier and pleasanter our lives were could not help envying us.

There was a high hill half a dozen miles from Deephaven which was known in its region as the mountain. It was the highest land anywhere near us, and having been told that there was a fine view from the top, one day we went there, with Tommy Dockum for escort. We overtook Mr. Lorimer, the minister, on his way to make parochial calls upon some members of his parish who lived far from church, and to our delight he proposed to go with us instead. It was a great satisfaction to have him for a guide, for he knew both the country and the people more intimately than any one else. It was a long climb to the top of the hill, but not a hard one. The sky was clear, and there was a fresh wind, though we had left none at all at the sea-level. After lunch, Kate and I spread our shawls over a fine cushion of mountain-cranberry, and had a long talk with Mr. Lorimer about ancient and modern Deephaven. He always seemed as much pleased with our enthusiasm for the town as if it had been a personal favor and compliment to himself. I remember how far we could see, that day, and how we looked toward the far-away blue mountains, and then out over the ocean. Deephaven looked insignificant from that height and distance, and indeed the country seemed to be mostly covered with the pointed tops of pines and spruces, and there were long tracts of maple and beech woods with their coloring of lighter, fresher green.

Suppose we go down, now, said Mr. Lorimer, long before Kate and I had meant to propose such a thing; and our feeling was that of dismay. I should like to take you to make a call with me. Did you ever hear of old Mrs. Bonny?

No, said we, and cheerfully gathered our wraps and baskets; and when Tommy finally came panting up the hill after we had begun to think that our shoutings and whistling were useless, we sent him down to the horses, and went down ourselves by another path. It led us a long distance through a grove of young beeches; the last years whitish leaves lay thick on the ground, and the new leaves made so close a roof overhead that the light was strangely purple, as if it had come through a great church window of stained glass. After this we went through some hemlock growth, where, on the lower branches, the pale green of the new shoots and the dark green of the old made an exquisite contrast each to the other. Finally we came out at Mrs. Bonnys. Mr. Lorimer had told us something about her on the way down, saying in the first place that she was one of the queerest characters he knew. Her husband used to be a charcoal-burner and basket-maker, and she used to sell butter and berries and eggs, and choke-pears preserved in molasses. She always came down to Deephaven on a little black horse, with her goods in baskets and bags which were fastened to the saddle in a mysterious way. She had the reputation of not being a neat housekeeper, and none of the wise women of the town would touch her butter especially, so it was always a joke when she coaxed a new resident or a strange shipmaster into buying her wares; but the old woman always managed to jog home without the freight she had brought. She must be very old, now, said Mr. Lorimer; I have not seen her in a long time. It cannot be possible that her horse is still alive! And we all laughed when we saw Mrs. Bonnys steed at a little distance, for the shaggy old creature was covered with mud, pine-needles, and dead leaves, with half the last years burdock-burs in all Deephaven snarled into his mane and tail and sprinkled over his fur, which looked nearly as long as a buffalos. He had hurt his leg, and his kind mistress had tied it up with a piece of faded red calico and an end of ragged rope. He gave us a civil neigh, and looked at us curiously. Then an impertinent little yellow-and-white dog, with one ear standing up straight and the other drooping over, began to bark with all his might; but he retreated when he saw Kates great dog, who was walking solemnly by her side and did not deign to notice him. Just now Mrs. Bonny appeared at the door of the house, shading her eyes with her hand, to see who was coming. Landy! said she, if it aint old Parson Lorimer! And who be these with ye?

This is Miss Kate Lancaster of Boston, Miss Katharine Brandons niece, and her friend Miss Denis.

Pleased to see ye, said the old woman; walk in and lay off your things. And we followed her into the house. I wish you could have seen her: she wore a mans coat, cut off so that it made an odd short jacket, and a pair of mens boots much the worse for wear; also, some short skirts, beside two or three aprons, the inner one being a dress-apron, as she took off the outer ones and threw them into a corner; and on her head was a tight cap, with strings to tie under her chin. I thought it was a nightcap, and that she had forgotten to take it off, and dreaded her mortification if she should suddenly become conscious of it; but I need not have troubled myself, for while we were with her she pulled it on and tied it tighter, as if she considered it ornamental.

There were only two rooms in the house; we went into the kitchen, which was occupied by a flock of hens and one turkey. The latter was evidently undergoing a course of medical treatment behind the stove, and was allowed to stay with us, while the hens were remorselessly hustled out with a hemlock broom. They all congregated on the doorstep, apparently wishing to hear everything that was said.

Ben up on the mountain? asked our hostess. Real sightly place. Goin to be a master lot o rosbries; get any down to the shore sence I quit comin?

O yes, said Mr. Lorimer, but we miss seeing you.

I spose so, said Mrs. Bonny, smoothing her apron complacently; but Im getting old, and I tell em Im goin to take my comfort; sence he died, I dont put myself out no great; Ive got money enough to keep me longs I live. Becketts folks goes down often, and I sends by them for what store stuff I want.

How are you now? asked the minister; I think I heard you were ill in the spring.

Stirrin, Im obliged to ye. I wasnt laid up long, and I was sos I could get about most of the time. Ive got the best bitters ye ever see, good for the spring of the year. Spose yer sister, Miss Lorimer, wouldnt like some? she used to be weakly lookin. But her brother refused the offer, saying that she had not been so well for many years.

Do you often get out to church nowadays, Mrs. Bonny? I believe Mr. Reid preaches in the school-house sometimes, down by the great ledge; doesnt he?

Well, yes, he does; but I dont know as I get much of any good. Parson Reid, hes a worthy creatur, but he never seems to have nothin to say about foreordination and them pints. Old Parson Padelford was the man! I used to set under his preachin a good deal; I had an aunt living down to East Parish. Hed get worked up, and hed shut up the Bible and preach the hair off your head, long at the end of the sermon. Couldnt understand more nor a quarter part what he said, said Mrs. Bonny, admiringly. Well, we were a-speaking about the meeting over to the ledge; I dont knows I like them people any to speak of. They had a great revival over there in the fall, and one Sunday I thoughts how Id go; and when I got there, who should be a-prayin but old Ben Patey, — he always lays out to get converted, — and he kep it up diligent till I couldnt stand it no longer; and by and by says he, Ive been a wanderer; and I up and says, Yes, you have, Ill back ye up on that, Ben; yeve wandered around my wood-lot and spoilt half the likely young oaks and ashes Ive got, a-stealing your basket-stuff. And the folks laughed out loud, and up he got and cleared. Hes an awful old thief, and hes no idea of being anything else. I want a-goin to set there and hear him makin blieve to the Lord. If anybodys heart is in it, I aint a-goin to hender em; Im a professor, and I aint ashamed of it, week-days nor Sundays neither. I cant bear to see folks so pious to meeting, and cheat yer eye-teeth out Monday morning. Well, there! we aint none of us perfect; even old Parson Moody was round-shouldered, they say.

You were speaking of the Becketts just now, said Mr. Lorimer (after we had stopped laughing, and Mrs. Bonny had settled her big steel-bowed spectacles, and sat looking at him with an expression of extreme wisdom. One might have ventured to call her peart, I think). How do they get on? I am seldom in this region nowadays, since Mr. Reid has taken it under his charge.

They get along, somehow or nother, replied Mrs. Bonny; theyve got the best farm this side of the ledge, but theyre dreadful lazy and shiftless, them young folks. Old Mis Hate-evil Beckett was tellin me the other day — she that was Samanthy Barnes, you know — that one of the boys got fighting, the other side of the mountain, and come home with his nose broke and a piece o one ear bit off. I forget which ear it was. Their mother is a real clever, willin woman, and she takes it to heart, but its no use for her to say anything. Mis Hate-evil Beckett, says she, It does make my man feel dreadful to see his brothers folks carry on so. But there, says I, Mis Beckett, its just such things as we read of; Scriptur is fulfilled: In the larter days there shall be disobedient children.

This application of the text was too much for us, but Mrs. Bonny looked serious, and we did not like to laugh. Two or three of the exiled fowls had crept slyly in, dodging underneath our chairs, and had perched themselves behind the stove. They were long-legged, half-grown creatures, and just at this minute one rash young rooster made a manful attempt to crow. Do tell! said his mistress, who rose in great wrath, you neednt be so forth-putting, as I knows on! After this we were urged to stay and have some supper. Mrs. Bonny assured us she could pick a likely young hen in no time, fry her with a bit of pork, and get us up a good meat tea; but we had to disappoint her, as we had some distance to walk to the house where we had left our horses, and a long drive home.

Kate asked if she would be kind enough to lend us a tumbler (for ours was in the basket, which was given into Tommys charge). We were thirsty, and would like to go back to the spring and get some water.

Yes, dear, said Mrs. Bonny, Ive got a glass, if its sos I can find it. And she pulled a chair under the little cupboard over the fireplace, mounted it, and opened the door. Several things fell out at her, and after taking a careful survey she went in, head and shoulders, until I thought that she would disappear altogether; but soon she came back, and reaching in took out one treasure after another, putting them on the mantel-piece or dropping them on the floor. There were some bunches of dried herbs, a tin horn, a lump of tallow in a broken plate, a newspaper, and an old boot, with a number of turkey-wings tied together, several bottles, and a steel trap, and finally, such a tumbler! which she produced with triumph, before stepping down. She poured out of it on the table a mixture of old buttons and squash-seeds, beside a lump of beeswax which she said she had lost, and now pocketed with satisfaction. She wiped the tumbler on her apron and handed it to Kate, but we were not so thirsty as we had been, though we thanked her and went down to the spring, coming back as soon as possible, for we could not lose a bit of the conversation.

There was a beautiful view from the doorstep, and we stopped a minute there. Real sightly, aint it? said Mrs. Bonny. But you ought to be here and look across the woods some morning just at sun-up. Why, the sky is all yaller and red, and them low lands topped with fog! Yes, its nice weather, good growin weather, this week. Corn and all the rest of the trade looks first-rate. I call it a forrard season. Its just such weather as we read of, aint it?

I dont remember where, just at this moment, said Mr. Lorimer.

Why, in the almanac, bless ye! said she, with a tone of pity in her grum voice; could it be possible he didnt know, — the Deephaven minister!

We asked her to come and see us. She said she had always thought shed get a chance some time to see Miss Katharine Brandons house. She should be pleased to call, and she didnt know but she should be down to the shore before very long. She was shamed to look so shifless that day, but she had some good clothes in a chist in the bedroom, and a boughten bonnet with a good cypress veil, which she had when he died. She calculated they would do, though they might be old-fashioned, some. She seemed greatly pleased at Mr. Lorimers having taken the trouble to come to see her. All those people had a great reverence for the minister. We were urged to come again in rosbry time, which was near at hand, and she gave us messages for some of her old customers and acquaintances. I believe some of those old creaturs will never die, said she; why, theyre getting to be terble old, aint they, Mr. Lorimer? There! yeve done me a sight of good, and I wish I could ha found the Bible, to hear ye read a Psalm. When Mr. Lorimer shook hands with her, at leaving, she made him a most reverential courtesy. He was the greatest man she knew; and once during the call, when he was speaking of serious things in his simple, earnest way, she had so devout a look, and seemed so interested, that Kate and I, and Mr. Lorimer himself, caught a new, fresh meaning in the familiar words he spoke.

Living there in the lonely clearing, deep in the woods and far from any neighbor, she knew all the herbs and trees and the harmless wild creatures who lived among them, by heart; and she had an amazing store of tradition and superstition, which made her so entertaining to us that we went to see her many times before we came away in the autumn. We went with her to find some pitcher-plants, one day, and it was wonderful how much she knew about the woods, what keen observation she had. There was something so wild and unconventional about Mrs. Bonny that it was like taking an afternoon walk with a good-natured Indian. We used to carry her offerings of tobacco, for she was a great smoker, and advised us to try it, if ever we should be troubled with nerves, or narves, as she pronounced the name of that affliction.


In Shadow
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SOON AFTER WE went to Deephaven we took a long drive one day with Mr. Dockum, the kindest and silentest of men. He had the care of the Brandon property, and had some business at that time connected with a large tract of pasture-land perhaps ten miles from town. We had heard of the coast-road which led to it, how rocky and how rough and wild it was, and when Kate heard by chance that Mr. Dockum meant to go that way, she asked if we might go with him. He said he would much rather take us than go sole alone, but he should be away until late and we must take our dinner, which we did not mind doing at all.

After we were three or four miles from Deephaven the country looked very different. The shore was so rocky that there were almost no places where a boat could put in, so there were no fishermen in the region, and the farms were scattered wide apart; the land was so poor that even the trees looked hungry. At the end of our drive we left the horse at a lonely little farm-house close by the sea. Mr. Dockum was to walk a long way inland through the woods with a man whom he had come to meet, and he told us if we followed the shore westward a mile or two we should find some very high rocks, for which he knew we had a great liking. It was a delightful day to spend out of doors; there was an occasional whiff of east-wind. Seeing us seemed to be a perfect godsend to the people whose nearest neighbors lived far out of sight. We had a long talk with them before we went for our walk. The house was close by the water by a narrow cove, around which the rocks were low, but farther down the shore the land rose more and more, and at last we stood at the edge of the highest rocks of all and looked far down at the sea, dashing its white spray high over the ledges that quiet day. What could it be in winter when there was a storm and the great waves came thundering in?

After we had explored the shore to our hearts content and were tired, we rested for a while in the shadow of some gnarled pitch-pines which stood close together, as near the sea as they dared. They looked like a band of outlaws; they were such wild-looking trees. They seemed very old, and as if their savage fights with the winter winds had made them hard-hearted. And yet the little wild-flowers and the thin green grass-blades were growing fearlessly close around their feet; and there were some comfortable birds-nests in safe corners of their rough branches.

When we went back to the house at the cove we had to wait some time for Mr. Dockum. We succeeded in making friends with the children, and gave them some candy and the rest of our lunch, which luckily had been even more abundant than usual. They looked thin and pitiful, but even in that lonely place, where they so seldom saw a stranger or even a neighbor, they showed that there was an evident effort to make them look like other children, and they were neatly dressed, though there could be no mistake about their being very poor. One forlorn little soul, with honest gray eyes and a sweet, shy smile, showed us a string of beads which she wore round her neck; there were perhaps two dozen of them, blue and white, on a bit of twine, and they were the dearest things in all her world. When we came away we were so glad that we could give the man more than he asked us for taking care of the horse, and his thanks touched us.

I hope ye may never know what it is to earn every dollar as hard as I have. I never earned any money as easy as this before. I dont feel as if I ought to take it. Ive done the best I could, said the man, with the tears coming into his eyes, and a huskiness in his voice. Ive done the best I could, and Im willin and my woman is, but everything seems to have been agin us; we never seem to get forehanded. It looks sometimes as if the Lord had forgot us, but my woman she never wants me to say that; she says He aint, and that we might be worse off, — but I don know. I havent had my health; thats hendered me most. Im a boat-builder by trade, but the businesss all run down; folks buys em second-hand nowadays, and you cant make nothing. I cant stand it to foller deep-sea fishing, and — well, you see what my lands wuth. But my oldest boy, hes getting ahead. He pushed off this spring, and he works in a box-shop to Boston; a cousin o his mothers got him the chance. He sent me ten dollars a spell ago and his mother a shawl. I dont see how he done it, but hes smart!

This seemed to be the only bright spot in their lives, and we admired the shawl and sat down in the house awhile with the mother, who seemed kind and patient and tired, and to have great delight in talking about what one should wear. Kate and I thought and spoke often of these people afterward, and when one day we met the man in Deephaven we sent some things to the children and his wife, and begged him to come to the house whenever he came to town; but we never saw him again, and though we made many plans for going again to the cove, we never did. At one time the road was reported impassable, and we put off our second excursion for this reason and others until just before we left Deephaven, late in October.

We knew the coast-road would be bad after the fall rains, and we found that Leander, the eldest of the Dockum boys, had some errand that way, so he went with us. We enjoyed the drive that morning in spite of the rough road. The air was warm, and sweet with the smell of bayberry-bushes and pitch-pines and the delicious saltness of the sea, which was not far from us all the way. It was a perfect autumn day. Sometimes we crossed pebble beaches, and then went farther inland, through woods and up and down steep little hills; over shaky bridges which crossed narrow salt creeks in the marsh-lands. There was a little excitement about the drive, and an exhilaration in the air, and we laughed at jokes forgotten the next minute, and sang, and were jolly enough. Leander, who had never happened to see us in exactly this hilarious state of mind before, seemed surprised and interested, and became unusually talkative, telling us a great many edifying particulars about the people whose houses we passed, and who owned every wood-lot along the road. Do you see that house over on the pint? he asked. An old fellow lives there thats part lost his mind. He had a son who was drowned off Cod Rock fishing, much as twenty-five years ago, and hes worn a deep path out to the end of the pint where he goes out every hands turn o the day to see if he cant see the boat coming in. And Leander looked round to see if we were not amused, and seemed puzzled because we didnt laugh. Happily, his next story was funny.

We saw a sleepy little owl on the dead branch of a pine-tree; we saw a rabbit cross the road and disappear in a clump of juniper, and squirrels run up and down trees and along the stone-walls with acorns in their mouths. We passed straggling thickets of the upland sumach, leafless, and holding high their ungainly spikes of red berries; there were sturdy barberry-bushes along the lonely wayside, their unpicked fruit hanging in brilliant clusters. The blueberry-bushes made patches of dull red along the hillsides. The ferns were whitish-gray and brown at the edges of the woods, and the asters and golden-rods which had lately looked so gay in the open fields stood now in faded, frost-bitten companies. There were busy flocks of birds flitting from field to field, ready to start on their journey southward.

When we reached the house, to our surprise there was no one in sight and the place looked deserted. We left the wagon, and while Leander went toward the barn, which stood at a little distance, Kate and I went to the house and knocked. I opened the door a little way and said Hallo! but nobody answered. The people could not have moved away, for there were some chairs standing outside the door, and as I looked in I saw the bunches of herbs hanging up, and a trace of corn, and the furniture was all there. It was a great disappointment, for we had counted upon seeing the children again. Leander said there was nobody at the barn, and that they must have gone to a funeral; he couldnt think of anything else.

Just now we saw some people coming up the road, and we thought at first that they were the man and his wife coming back; but they proved to be strangers, and we eagerly asked what had become of the family.

Theyre dead, both on em. His wife she died about nine weeks ago last Sunday, and he died day before yesterday. Funerals going to be this afternoon. Thought ye were some of her folks from up country, when we were coming along, said the man.

Guess they wont come nigh, said the woman, scornfully; fraid theyd have to help provide for the children. I was half-sister to him, and Ive got to take the two least ones.

Did you say he was going to be buried this afternoon? asked Kate, slowly. We were both more startled than I can tell.

Yes, said the man, who seemed much better-natured than his wife. She appeared like a person whose only aim in life was to have things over with. Yes, were going to bury at two oclock. They had a master sight of trouble, first and last.

Leander had said nothing all this time. He had known the man, and had expected to spend the day with him and to get him to go on two miles farther to help bargain for a dory. He asked, in a disappointed way, what had carried him off so sudden.

Drink, said the woman, relentlessly. He aint been good for nothing sence his wife died: she was took with a fever along in the first of August. Id ha got up from it!

Now dont be hard on the dead, Marthy, said her husband. I guess they done the best they could. They werent shifless, you know; they never had no health; t was against wind and tide with em all the time. And Kate asked, Did you say he was your brother?

Yes. I was half-sister to him, said the woman, promptly, with perfect unconsciousness of Kates meaning.

And what will become of those poor children?

Ive got the two youngest over to my place to take care on, and the two next them has been put out to some folks over to the cove. I dare say likes not theyll be sent back.

Theyre clever childn, I guess, said the man, who spoke as if this were the first time he had dared take their part. Dont be hash, Marthy! Who knows but they may do for us when we get to be old? And then she turned and looked at him with utter contempt. I cant stand it to hear men-folks talking on what they dont know nothing about, said she. The ways of Providence is dreadful mysterous, she went on with a whine, instead of the sharp tone of voice which we had heard before. Weve had a hard row, and weve just got our own children off our hands and able to do for themselves, and now here are these to be fetched up.

But perhaps theyll be a help to you; they seem to be good little things, said Kate. I saw them in the summer, and they seemed to be pleasant children, and it is dreadfully hard for them to be left alone. Its not their fault, you know. We brought over something for them; will you be kind enough to take the basket when you go home?

Thank ye, Im sure, said the aunt, relenting slightly. You can speak to my man about it, and hell give it to somebody thats going by. Ive got to walk in the procession. Theyll be obliged, Im sure. I spose youre the young ladies that come here right after the Fourth o July, aint you? I should be pleased to have you call and see the childn if youre over this way again. I heard em talk about you last time I was over. Wont ye step into the house and see him? He looks real natural, she added. But we said, No, thank you.

Leander told us he believed he wouldnt bother about the dory that day, and he should be there at the house whenever we were ready. He evidently considered it a piece of good luck that he had happened to arrive in time for the funeral. We spoke to the man about the things we had brought for the children, which seemed to delight him, poor soul, and we felt sure he would be kind to them. His wife shouted to him from a window of the house that hed better not loiter round, or they wouldnt be half ready when the folks began to come, and we said good by to him and went away.

It was a beautiful morning, and we walked slowly along the shore to the high rocks and the pitch-pine trees which we had seen before; the air was deliciously fresh, and one could take long deep breaths of it. The tide was coming in, and the spray dashed higher and higher. We climbed about the rocks and went down in some of the deep cold clefts into which the sun could seldom shine. We gathered some wild-flowers; bits of pimpernel and one or two sprigs of fringed gentian which had bloomed late in a sheltered place, and a pale little bouquet of asters. We sat for a long time looking off to sea, and we could talk or think of almost nothing beside what we had seen and heard at the farm-house. We said how much we should like to go to that funeral, and we even made up our minds to go back in season, but we gave up the idea: we had no right there, and it would seem as if we were merely curious, and we were afraid our presence would make the people ill at ease, the minister especially. It would be an intrusion.

We spoke of the children, and tried to think what could be done for them: we were afraid they would be told so many times that it was lucky they did not have to go to the poor-house, and yet we could not help pitying the hard-worked, discouraged woman whom we had seen, in spite of her bitterness. Poor soul! she looked like a person to whom nobody had ever been very kind, and for whom life had no pleasures: its sunshine had never been warm enough to thaw the ice at her heart.

We remembered how we knocked at the door and called loudly, but there had been no answer, and we wondered how we should have felt if we had gone farther into the room and had found the dead man in his coffin, all alone in the house. We thought of our first visit, and what he had said to us, and we wished we had come again sooner, for we might have helped them so much more if we had only known.

What a pitiful ending it is, said Kate. Do you realize that the family is broken up, and the children are to be half strangers to each other? Did you not notice that they seemed very fond of each other when we saw them in the summer? There was not half the roughness and apparent carelessness of one another which one so often sees in the country. Theirs was such a little world; one can understand how, when the mans wife died, he was bewildered and discouraged, utterly at a loss. The thoughts of winter, and of the little children, and of the struggles he had already come through against poverty and disappointment were terrible thoughts; and like a boat adrift at sea, the waves of his misery brought him in against the rocks, and his simple life was wrecked.

I suppose his grandest hopes and wishes would have been realized in a good farm and a thousand or two dollars in safe keeping, said I. Do you remember that merry little song in As You Like It?

Who doth ambition shun And loves to live i the sun, Seeking the food he eats, And pleased with what he gets;

and

Here shall he see No enemy But winter and rough weather.

That is all he lived for, his literal daily bread. I suppose what would be prosperity to him would be miserably insufficient for some other people. I wonder how we can help being conscious, in the midst of our comforts and pleasures, of the lives which are being starved to death in more ways than one.

I suppose one thinks more about these things as one grows older, said Kate, thoughtfully. How seldom life in this world seems to be a success! Among rich or poor only here and there one touches satisfaction, though the one who seems to have made an utter failure may really be the greatest conqueror. And, Helen, I find that I understand better and better how unsatisfactory, how purposeless and disastrous, any life must be which is not a Christian life! It is like being always in the dark, and wandering one knows not where, if one is not learning more and more what it is to have a friendship with God.

By the middle of the afternoon the sky had grown cloudy, and a wind seemed to be coming in off the sea, and we unwillingly decided that we must go home. We supposed that the funeral would be all over with, but found we had been mistaken when we reached the cove. We seated ourselves on a rock near the water; just beside us was the old boat, with its killick and painter stretched ashore, where its owner had left it.

There were several men standing around the door of the house, looking solemn and important, and by and by one of them came over to us, and we found out a little more of the sad story. We liked this man, there was so much pity in his face and voice. He was a real willin, honest man, Andrew was, said our new friend, but he used to be sickly, and seemed to have no luck, though for a year or two he got along some better. When his wife died he was sore afflicted, and couldnt get over it, and he didnt know what to do or what was going to become of em with winter comin on, and — well — I mays well tell ye; he took to drink and it killed him right off. I come over two or three times and made some gruel and fixed him ups wells I could, and the little gals done the best they could, but he faded right out, and didnt know anything the last time I see him, and he died Sunday mornin, when the tide begun to ebb. I always set a good deal by Andrew; we used to play together down to the great cove; thats where he was raised, and my folks lived there too. Ive got one o the little gals. I always knowed him and his wife.

Just now we heard the people in the house singing China, the Deephaven funeral hymn, and the tune suited well that day, with its wailing rise and fall; it was strangely plaintive. Then the funeral exercises were over, and the man with whom we had just been speaking led to the door a horse and rickety wagon, from which the seat had been taken, and when the coffin had been put in he led the horse down the road a little way, and we watched the mourners come out of the house two by two. We heard some one scold in a whisper because the wagon was twice as far off as it need have been. They evidently had a rigid funeral etiquette, and felt it important that everything should be carried out according to rule. We saw a forlorn-looking kitten, with a bit of faded braid round its neck, run across the road in terror and presently appear again on the stone-wall, where she sat looking at the people. We saw the dead mans eldest son, of whom he had told us in the summer with such pride. He had shown his respect for his father as best he could, by a black band on his hat and a pair of black cotton gloves a world too large for him. He looked so sad, and cried bitterly as he stood alone at the head of the people. His aunt was next, with a handkerchief at her eyes, fully equal to the proprieties of the occasion, though I fear her grief was not so heartfelt as her husbands, who dried his eyes on his coat-sleeve again and again. There were perhaps twenty of the mourners, and there was much whispering among those who walked last. The minister and some others fell into line, and the procession went slowly down the slope; a strange shadow had fallen over everything. It was like a November day, for the air felt cold and bleak. There were some great sea-fowl high in the air, fighting their way toward the sea against the wind, and giving now and then a wild, far-off ringing cry. We could hear the dull sound of the sea, and at a little distance from the land the waves were leaping high, and breaking in white foam over the isolated ledges.

The rest of the people began to walk or drive away, but Kate and I stood watching the funeral as it crept along the narrow, crooked road. We had never seen what the people called walking funerals until we came to Deephaven, and there was something piteous about this; the mourners looked so few, and we could hear the rattle of the wagon-wheels. Hes gone, aint he? said some one near us. That was it, — gone.

Before the people had entered the house, there had been, I am sure, an indifferent, business-like look, but when they came out, all that was changed; their faces were awed by the presence of death, and the indifference had given place to uncertainty. Their neighbor was immeasurably their superior now. Living, he had been a failure by their own low standards; but now, if he could come back, he would know secrets, and be wise beyond anything they could imagine, and who could know the riches of which he might have come into possession?

To Kate and me there came a sudden consciousness of the mystery and inevitableness of death; it was not fear, thank God! but a thought of how certain it was that some day it would be a mystery to us no longer. And there was a thought, too, of the limitation of this present life; we were waiting there, in company with the people, the great sea, and the rocks and fields themselves, on this side the boundary. We knew just then how close to this familiar, every-day world might be the other, which at times before had seemed so far away, out of reach of even our thoughts, beyond the distant stars.

We stayed awhile longer, until the little black funeral had crawled out of sight; until we had seen the last funeral guest go away and the door had been shut and fastened with a queer old padlock and some links of rusty chain. The door fitted loosely, and the man gave it a vindictive shake, as if he thought that the poor house had somehow been to blame, and that after a long desperate struggle for life under its roof and among the stony fields the family must go away defeated. It is not likely that any one else will ever go to live there. The man to whom the farm was mortgaged will add the few forlorn acres to his pasture-land, and the thistles which the man who is dead had fought so many years will march in next summer and take unmolested possession.

I think to-day of that fireless, empty, forsaken house, where the winter sun shines in and creeps slowly along the floor; the bitter cold is in and around the house, and the snow has sifted in at every crack; outside it is untrodden by any living creatures footstep. The wind blows and rushes and shakes the loose window-sashes in their frames, while the padlock knocks — knocks against the door.


Miss Chauncey
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THE DEEPHAVEN PEOPLE used to say sometimes complacently, that certain things or certain people were as dull as East Parish. Kate and I grew curious to see that part of the world which was considered duller than Deephaven itself; and as upon inquiry we found that it was not out of reach, one day we went there.

It was like Deephaven, only on a smaller scale. The village — though it is a question whether that is not an exaggerated term to apply — had evidently seen better days. It was on the bank of a river, and perhaps half a mile from the sea. There were a few old buildings there, some with mossy roofs and a great deal of yellow lichen on the sides of the walls next the sea; a few newer houses, belonging to fishermen; some dilapidated fish-houses; and a row of fish-flakes. Every house seemed to have a lane of its own, and all faced different ways except two fish-houses, which stood amiably side by side. There was a church, which we had been told was the oldest in the region. Through the windows we saw the high pulpit and sounding-board, and finally found the keys at a house near by; so we went in and looked around at our leisure. A rusty foot-stove stood in one of the old square pews, and in the gallery there was a majestic bass-viol with all its strings snapped but the largest, which gave out a doleful sound when we touched it.

After we left the church we walked along the road a little way, and came in sight of a fine old house which had apparently fallen into ruin years before. The front entrance was a fine specimen of old-fashioned workmanship, with its columns and carvings, and the fence had been a grand affair in its day, though now it could scarcely stand alone. The long range of out-buildings were falling piece by piece; one shed had been blown down entirely by a late high wind. The large windows had many panes of glass, and the great chimneys were built of the bright red bricks which used to be brought from over-seas in the days of the colonies. We noticed the gnarled lilacs in the yard, the wrinkled cinnamon-roses, and a flourishing company of French pinks, or bouncing Bets, as Kate called them.

Suppose we go in, said I; the door is open a little way. There surely must be some stories about its being haunted. We will ask Miss Honora. And we climbed over the boards which were put up like pasture-bars across the wide front gateway.

We shall certainly meet a ghost, said Kate.

Just as we stood on the steps the door was pulled wide open; we started back, and, well-grown young women as we are, we have confessed since that our first impulse was to run away. On the threshold there stood a stately old woman who looked surprised at first sight of us, then quickly recovered herself and stood waiting for us to speak. She was dressed in a rusty black satin gown, with scant, short skirt and huge sleeves; on her head was a great black bonnet with a high crown and a close brim, which came far out over her face. What is your pleasure? said she; and we felt like two awkward children. Kate partially recovered her wits, and asked which was the nearer way to Deephaven.

There is but one road, past the church and over the hill. It cannot be missed. And she bowed gravely, when we thanked her and begged her pardon, we hardly knew why, and came away.

We looked back to see her still standing in the doorway. Who in the world can she be? said Kate. And we wondered and puzzled and talked over the ghost until we saw Miss Honora Carew, who told us that it was Miss Sally Chauncey.

Indeed, I know her, poor old soul! said Miss Honora; she has such a sad history. She is the last survivor of one of the most aristocratic old colonial families. The Chaunceys were of great renown until early in the present century, and then their fortunes changed. They had always been rich and well-educated, and I suppose nobody ever had a gayer, happier time than Miss Sally did in her girlhood, for they entertained a great deal of company and lived in fine style; but her father was unfortunate in business, and at last was utterly ruined at the time of the embargo; then he became partially insane, and died after many years of poverty. I have often heard a tradition that a sailor to whom he had broken a promise had cursed him, and that none of the family had died in their beds or had any good luck since. The East Parish people seem to believe in it, and it is certainly strange what terrible sorrow has come to the Chaunceys. One of Miss Sallys brothers, a fine young officer in the navy who was at home on leave, asked her one day if she could get on without him, and she said yes, thinking he meant to go back to sea; but in a few minutes she heard the noise of a pistol in his room, and hurried in to find him lying dead on the floor. Then there was another brother who was insane, and who became so violent that he was chained for years in one of the upper chambers, a dangerous prisoner. I have heard his horrid cries myself, when I was a young girl, said Miss Honora, with a shiver.

Miss Sally is insane, and has been for many years, and this seems to me the saddest part of the story. When she first lost her reason she was sent to a hospital, for there was no one who could take care of her. The mania was so acute that no one had the slightest thought that she would recover or even live long. Her guardian sold the furniture and pictures and china, almost everything but clothing, to pay the bills at the hospital, until the house was fairly empty; and then one spring day, I remember it well, she came home in her right mind, and, without a thought of what was awaiting her, ran eagerly into her home. It was a terrible shock, and she never has recovered from it, though after a long illness her insanity took a mild form, and she has always been perfectly harmless. She has been alone many years, and no one can persuade her to leave the old house, where she seems to be contented, and does not realize her troubles; though she lives mostly in the past, and has little idea of the present, except in her house affairs, which seem pitiful to me, for I remember the housekeeping of the Chaunceys when I was a child. I have always been to see her, and she usually knows me, though I have been but seldom of late years. She is several years older than I. The town makes her an allowance every year, and she has some friends who take care that she does not suffer, though her wants are few. She is an elegant woman still, and some day, if you like, I will give you something to carry to her, and a message, if I can think of one, and you must go to make her a call. I hope she will happen to be talkative, for I am sure you would enjoy her. For many years she did not like to see strangers, but some one has told me lately that she seems to be pleased if people go to see her.

You may be sure it was not many days before Kate and I claimed the basket and the message, and went again to East Parish. We boldly lifted the great brass knocker, and were dismayed because nobody answered. While we waited, a girl came up the walk and said that Miss Sally lived up stairs, and she would speak to her if we liked. Sometimes she dont have sense enough to know what the knocker means, we were told. There was evidently no romance about Miss Sally to our new acquaintance.

Do you think, said I, that we might go in and look around the lower rooms? Perhaps she will refuse to see us.

Yes, indeed, said the girl; only run the minute I speak; youll have time enough, for she walks slow and is a little deaf.

So we went into the great hall with its wide staircase and handsome cornices and panelling, and then into the large parlor on the right, and through it to a smaller room looking out on the garden, which sloped down to the river. Both rooms had fine carved mantels, with Dutch-tiled fireplaces, and in the cornices we saw the fastenings where pictures had hung, — old portraits, perhaps. And what had become of them? The girl did not know: the house had been the same ever since she could remember, only it would all fall through into the cellar soon. But the old lady was proud as Lucifer, and wouldnt hear of moving out.

The floor in the room toward the river was so broken that it was not safe, and we came back through the hall and opened the door at the foot of the stairs. Guess you wont want to stop long there, said the girl. Three old hens and a rooster marched toward us with great solemnity when we looked in. The cobwebs hung in the room, as they often do in old barns, in long, gray festoons; the lilacs outside grew close against the two windows where the shutters were not drawn, and the light in the room was greenish and dim.

Then we took our places on the threshold, and the girl went up stairs and announced us to Miss Sally, and in a few minutes we heard her come along the hall.

Sophia, said she, where are the gentry waiting? And just then she came in sight round the turn of the staircase. She wore the same great black bonnet and satin gown, and looked more old-fashioned and ghostly than before. She was not tall, but very erect, in spite of her great age, and her eyes seemed to look through you in an uncanny way. She slowly descended the stairs and came toward us with a courteous greeting, and when we had introduced ourselves as Miss Carews friends she gave us each her hand in a most cordial way and said she was pleased to see us. She bowed us into the parlor and brought us two rickety, straight-backed chairs, which, with an old table, were all the furniture there was in the room. Sit ye down, said she, herself taking a place in the window-seat. I have seen few more elegant women than Miss Chauncey. Thoroughly at her ease, she had the manner of a lady of the olden times, using the quaint fashion of speech which she had been taught in her girlhood. The long words and ceremonious phrases suited her extremely well. Her hands were delicately shaped, and she folded them in her lap, as no doubt she had learned to do at boarding-school so many years before. She asked Kate and me if we knew any young ladies at that school in Boston, saying that most of her intimate friends had left when she did, but some of the younger ones were there still.

She asked for the Carews and Mr. Lorimer, and when Kate told her that she was Miss Brandons niece, and asked if she had not known her, she said, Certainly, my dear; we were intimate friends at one time, but I have seen her little of late.

Do you not know that she is dead? asked Kate.

Ah, they say every one is dead, nowadays. I do not comprehend the silly idea! said the old lady, impatiently. It is an excuse, I suppose. She could come to see me if she chose, but she was always a ceremonious body, and I go abroad but seldom now; so perhaps she waits my visit. I will not speak uncourteously, and you must remember me to her kindly.

Then she asked us about other old people in Deephaven, and about families in Boston whom she had known in her early days. I think every one of whom she spoke was dead, but we assured her that they were all well and prosperous, and we hoped we told the truth. She asked about the love-affairs of men and women who had died old and gray-headed within our remembrance; and finally she said we must pardon her for these tiresome questions, but it was so rarely she saw any one direct from Boston, of whom she could inquire concerning these old friends and relatives of her family.

Something happened after this which touched us both inexpressibly: she sat for some time watching Kate with a bewildered look, which at last faded away, a smile coming in its place. I think you are like my mother, she said; did any one ever say to you that you are like my mother? Will you let me see your forehead? Yes; and your hair is only a little darker. Kate had risen when Miss Chauncey did, and they stood side by side. There was a tone in the old ladys voice which brought the tears to my eyes. She stood there some minutes looking at Kate. I wonder what her thoughts were. There was a kinship, it seemed to me, not of blood, only that they both were of the same stamp and rank: Miss Chauncey of the old generation and Kate Lancaster of the new. Miss Chauncey turned to me, saying, Look up at the portrait and you will see the likeness too, I think. But when she turned and saw the bare wainscoting of the room, she looked puzzled, and the bright flash which had lighted up her face was gone in an instant, and she sat down again in the window-seat; but we were glad that she had forgotten. Presently she said, Pardon me, but I forget your question.

Miss Carew had told us to ask her about her school-days, as she nearly always spoke of that time to her; and, to our delight, Miss Sally told us a long story about her friends and about her coming-out party, when boat-loads of gay young guests came down from Riverport, and all the gentry from Deephaven. The band from the fort played for the dancing, the garden was lighted, the card-tables were in this room, and a grand supper was served. She also remembered what some of her friends wore, and her own dress was a silver-gray brocade with rosebuds of three colors. She told us how she watched the boats go off up river in the middle of the summer night; how sweet the music sounded; how bright the moonlight was; how she wished we had been there at her party.

I cant believe I am an old woman. It seems only yesterday, said she, thoughtfully. And then she lost the idea, and talked about Kates great-grandmother, whom she had known, and asked us how she had been this summer.

She asked us if we would like to go up stairs where she had a fire, and we eagerly accepted, though we were not in the least cold. Ah, what a sorry place it was! She had gathered together some few pieces of her old furniture, which half filled one fine room, and here she lived. There was a tall, handsome chest of drawers, which I should have liked much to ransack. Miss Carew had told us that Miss Chauncey had large claims against the government, dating back sixty or seventy years, but nobody could ever find the papers; and I felt sure that they must be hidden away in some secret drawer. The brass handles and trimmings were blackened, and the wood looked like ebony. I wanted to climb up and look into the upper part of this antique piece of furniture, and it seemed to me I could at once put my hand on a package of papers relating to the embargo.

On a stand near the window was an old Bible, fairly worn out with constant use. Miss Chauncey was religious; in fact, it was the only subject about which she was perfectly sane. We saw almost nothing of her insanity that day, though afterward she was different. There were days when her mind seemed clear; but sometimes she was silent, and often she would confuse Kate with Miss Brandon, and talk to her of long-forgotten plans and people. She would rarely speak of anything more than a minute or two, and then would drift into an entirely foreign subject.

She urged us that afternoon to stay to luncheon with her; she said she could not offer us dinner, but she would give us tea and biscuit, and no doubt we should find something in Miss Carews basket, as she was always kind in remembering her fancies. Miss Honora had told us to decline, if she asked us to stay; but I should have liked to see her sit at the head of her table, and to be a guest at such a lunch-party.

Poor creature! it was a blessed thing that her shattered reason made her unconscious of the change in her fortunes, and incapable of comparing the end of her life with its beginning. To herself she was still Miss Chauncey, a gentlewoman of high family, possessed of unusual worldly advantages. The remembrance of her cruel trials and sorrows had faded from her mind. She had no idea of the poverty of her surroundings when she paced back and forth, with stately steps, on the ruined terraces of her garden; the ranks of lilies and the conserve-roses were still in bloom for her, and the box-borders were as trimly kept as ever; and when she pointed out to us the distant steeples of Riverport, it was plain to see that it was still the Riverport of her girlhood. If the boat-landing at the foot of the garden had long ago dropped into the river and gone out with the tide; if the maids and men who used to do her bidding were all out of hearing; if there had been no dinner company that day and no guests were expected for the evening, — what did it matter? The twilight had closed around her gradually, and she was alone in her house, but she did not heed the ruin of it or the absence of her friends. On the morrow, life would again go on.

We always used to ask her to read the Bible to us, after Mr. Lorimer had told us how grand and beautiful it was to listen to her. I shall never hear some of the Psalms or some chapters of Isaiah again without being reminded of her; and I remember just now, as I write, one summer afternoon when Kate and I had lingered later than usual, and we sat in the upper room looking out on the river and the shore beyond, where the light had begun to grow golden as the day drew near sunset. Miss Sally had opened the great book at random and read slowly, In my Fathers house are many mansions; and then, looking off for a moment at a leaf which had drifted into the window-recess, she repeated it: In my Fathers house are many mansions; if it were not so, I would have told you. Then she went on slowly to the end of the chapter, and with her hands clasped together on the Bible she fell into a reverie, and the tears came into our eyes as we watched her look of perfect content. Through all her clouded years the promises of God had been her only certainty.

Miss Chauncey died early in the winter after we left Deephaven, and one day when I was visiting Kate in Boston Mr. Lorimer came to see us, and told us about her.

It seems that after much persuasion she was induced to go to spend the winter with a neighbor, her house having become uninhabitable, and she was, beside, too feeble to live alone. But her fondness for her old home was too strong, and one day she stole away from the people who took care of her, and crept in through the cellar, where she had to wade through half-frozen water, and then went up stairs, where she seated herself at a front window and called joyfully to the people who went by, asking them to come in to see her, as she had got home again. After this she was very ill, and one day, when she was half delirious, they missed her, and found her at last sitting on her hall stairway, which she was too feeble to climb. She lived but a short time afterwards, and in her last days her mind seemed perfectly clear. She said over and over again how good God had always been to her, and she was gentle, and unwilling to be a trouble to those who had the care of her.

Mr. Lorimer spoke of her simple goodness, and told us that though she had no other sense of time, and hardly knew if it were summer or winter, she was always sure when Sunday came, and always came to church when he preached at East Parish, her greatest pleasure seeming to be to give money, if there was a contribution. She may be a lesson to us, added the old minister, reverently; for, though bewildered in mind, bereft of riches and friends and all that makes this world dear to many of us, she was still steadfast in her simple faith, and was never heard to complain of any of the burdens which God had given her.


Last Days in Deephaven
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WHEN THE SUMMER was ended it was no sorrow to us, for we were even more fond of Deephaven in the glorious autumn weather than we had ever been before. Mr. Lancaster was abroad longer than he had intended to be at first, and it was late in the season before we left. We were both ready to postpone going back to town as late as possible; but at last it was time for my friend to re-establish the Boston housekeeping, and to take up the city life again. I must admit we half dreaded it: we were surprised to find how little we cared for it, and how well one can get on without many things which are thought indispensable.

For the last fortnight we were in the house a good deal, because the weather was wet and dreary. At one time there was a magnificent storm, and we went every day along the shore in the wind and rain for a mile or two to see the furious great breakers come plunging in against the rocks. I never had seen such a wild, stormy sea as that; the rage of it was awful, and the whole harbor was white with foam. The wind had blown northeast steadily for days, and it seemed to me that the sea never could be quiet and smooth and blue again, with soft white clouds sailing over it in the sky. It was a treacherous sea; it was wicked; it had all the trembling land in its power, if it only dared to send its great waves far ashore. All night long the breakers roared, and the wind howled in the chimneys, and in the morning we always looked fearfully across the surf and the tossing gray water to see if the lighthouse were standing firm on its rock. It was so slender a thing to hold its own in such a wide and monstrous sea. But the sun came out at last, and not many days afterward we went out with Danny and Skipper Scudder to say good by to Mrs. Kew. I have been some voyages at sea, but I never was so danced about in a little boat as I was that day. There was nothing to fear with so careful a crew, and we only enjoyed the roughness as we went out and in, though it took much manoeuvring to land us at the island.

It was very sad work to us — saying good by to our friends, and we tried to make believe that we should spend the next summer in Deephaven, and we meant at any rate to go down for a visit. We were glad when the people said they should miss us, and that they hoped we should not forget them and the old place. It touched us to find that they cared so much for us, and we said over and over again how happy we had been, and that it was such a satisfactory summer. Kate laughingly proposed one evening, as we sat talking by the fire and were particularly contented, that we should copy the Ladies of Llangollen, and remove ourselves from society and its distractions.

I have thought often, lately, said my friend, what a good time they must have had, and I feel a sympathy and friendliness for them which I never felt before. We could have guests when we chose, as we have had this summer, and we could study and grow very wise, and what could be pleasanter? But I wonder if we should grow very lazy if we stayed here all the year round; village life is not stimulating, and there would not be much to do in winter, — though I do not believe that need be true; one may be busy and useful in any place.

I suppose if we really belonged in Deephaven we should think it a hard fate, and not enjoy it half so much as we have this summer, said I. Our idea of happiness would be making long visits in Boston; and we should be heart-broken when we had to come away and leave our lunch-parties, and symphony concerts, and calls, and fairs, the reading-club and the childrens hospital. We should think the people uncongenial and behind the times, and that the Ridge road was stupid and the long sands desolate; while we remembered what delightful walks we had taken out Beacon Street to the three roads, and over the Cambridge Bridge. Perhaps we should even be ashamed of the dear old church for being so out of fashion. We should have the blues dreadfully, and think there was no society here, and wonder why we had to live in such a town.

What a gloomy picture! said Kate, laughing. Do you know that I have understood something lately better than I ever did before, — it is that success and happiness are not things of chance with us, but of choice. I can see how we might so easily have had a dull summer here. Of course it is our own fault if the events of our lives are hindrances; it is we who make them bad or good. Sometimes it is a conscious choice, but oftener unconscious. I suppose we educate ourselves for taking the best of life or the worst, do not you?

Dear old Deephaven! said Kate, gently, after we had been silent a little while. It makes me think of one of its own old ladies, with its clinging to the old fashions and its respect for what used to be respectable when it was young. I cannot make fun of what was once dear to somebody, and which realized somebodys ideas of beauty or fitness. I dont dispute the usefulness of a new, bustling, manufacturing town with its progressive ideas; but there is a simple dignity in a town like Deephaven, as if it tried to be loyal to the traditions of its ancestors. It quietly accepts its altered circumstances, if it has seen better days, and has no harsh feelings toward the places which have drawn away its business, but it lives on, making its old houses and boats and clothes last as long as possible.

I think one cannot help, said I, having a different affection for an old place like Deephaven from that which one may have for a newer town. Here — though there are no exciting historical associations and none of the veneration which one has for the very old cities and towns abroad — it is impossible not to remember how many people have walked the streets and lived in the houses. I was thinking to-day how many girls might have grown up in this house, and that their places have been ours; we have inherited their pleasures, and perhaps have carried on work which they began. We sit in somebodys favorite chair and look out of the windows at the sea, and have our wishes and our hopes and plans just as they did before us. Something of them still lingers where their lives were spent. We are often reminded of our friends who have died; why are we not reminded as surely of strangers in such a house as this, — finding some trace of the lives which were lived among the sights we see and the things we handle, as the incense of many masses lingers in some old cathedral, and one catches the spirit of longing and prayer where so many heavy hearts have brought their burdens and have gone away comforted?

When I first came here, said Kate, it used to seem very sad to me to find Aunt Katharines little trinkets lying about the house. I have often thought of what you have just said. I heard Mrs. Patton say the other day that there is no pocket in a shroud, and of course it is better that we should carry nothing out of this world. Yet I cant help wishing that it were possible to keep some of my worldly goods always. There are one or two books of mine and some little things which I have had a long time, and of which I have grown very fond. It makes me so sorry to think of their being neglected and lost. I cannot believe I shall forget these earthly treasures when I am in heaven, and I wonder if I shall not miss them. Isnt it strange to think of not reading ones Bible any more? I suppose this is a very low view of heaven, dont you? And we both smiled.

I think the next dwellers in this house ought to find a decided atmosphere of contentment, said I. Have you ever thought that it took us some time to make it your house instead of Miss Brandons? It used to seem to me that it was still under her management, that she was its mistress; but now it belongs to you, and if I were ever to come back without you I should find you here.



It is bewildering to know that this is the last chapter, and that it must not be long. I remember so many of our pleasures of which I have hardly said a word. There were our guests, of whom I have told you nothing, and of whom there was so much to say. Of course we asked my Aunt Mary to visit us, and Miss Margaret Tennant, and many of our girlfriends. All the people we know who have yachts made the port of Deephaven if they were cruising in the neighboring waters. Once a most cheerful party of Kates cousins and some other young people whom we knew very well came to visit us in this way, and the yacht was kept in the harbor a week or more, while we were all as gay as bobolinks and went frisking about the country, and kept late hours in the sober old Brandon house. My Aunt Mary, who was with us, and Kates aunt, Mrs. Thorniford, who knew the Carews, and was commander of the yacht-party, tried to keep us in order, and to make us ornaments to Deephaven society instead of reproaches and stumbling-blocks. Kates younger brothers were with us, waiting until it was time for them to go back to college, and I think there never had been such picnics in Deephaven before, and I fear there never will be again.

We are fond of reading, and we meant to do a great deal of it, as every one does who goes away for the summer; but I must confess that our grand plans were not well carried out. Our German dictionaries were on the table in the west parlor until the sight of them mortified us, and finally, to avoid their silent reproach, I put them in the closet, with the excuse that it would be as easy to get them there, and they would be out of the way. We used to have the magazines sent us from town; you would have smiled at the box of books which we carried to Deephaven, and indeed we sent two or three times for others; but I do not remember that we ever carried out that course of study which we had planned with so much interest. We were out of doors so much that there was often little time for anything else.

Kate said one day that she did not care, in reading, to be always making new acquaintances, but to be seeing more of old ones; and I think it is a very wise idea. We each have our pet books; Kate carries with her a much-worn copy of Mr. Rutherfords Children, which has been her delight ever since she can remember. Sibyl and Chryssa are dear old friends, though I suppose now it is not merely what Kate reads, but what she associates with the story. I am not often separated from Jean Ingelows Stories told to a Child, that charmingly wise and pleasant little book. It is always new, like Kates favorite. It is very hard to make a list of the books one likes best, but I remember that we had The Village on the Cliff, and Henry Esmond, and Tom Brown at Rugby, with his more serious ancestor, Sir Thomas Browne. I am sure we had Fenelon, for we always have that; and there was Pet Marjorie, and Rab, and Annals of a Parish, and The Life of the Reverend Sydney Smith; beside Miss Tytlers Days of Yore, and The Holy and Profane State, by Thomas Fuller, from which Kate gets so much entertainment and profit. We read Mr. Emersons essays together, out of doors, and some stories which had been our dear friends at school, like Leslie Goldthwaite. There was a very good library in the house, and we both like old books, so we enjoyed that. And we used to read the Spectator, and many old-fashioned stories and essays and sermons, with much more pleasure because they had such quaint old brown leather bindings. You will not doubt that we had some cherished volumes of poetry, or that we used to read them aloud to each other when we sat in our favorite corner of the rocks at the shore, or were in the pine woods of an afternoon.

We used to go out to tea, and do a great deal of social visiting, which was very pleasant. Dinner-parties were not in fashion, though it was a great attention to be asked to spend the day, which courtesy we used to delight in extending to our friends; and we entertained company in that way often. When we first went out we were somewhat interesting on account of our clothes, which were of later pattern than had been adopted generally in Deephaven. We used to take great pleasure in arraying ourselves on high days and holidays, since when we went wandering on shore, or out sailing or rowing, we did not always dress as befitted our position in the town. Fish-scales and blackberry-briers so soon disfigure ones clothes.

We became in the course of time learned in all manner of longshore lore, and even profitably employed ourselves one morning in going clam-digging with old Ben Horn, a most fascinating ancient mariner. We both grew so well and brown and strong, and Kate and I did not get tired of each other at all, which I think was wonderful, for few friendships would bear such a test. We were together always, and alone together a great deal; and we became wonderfully well acquainted. We are such good friends that we often were silent for a long time, when mere acquaintances would have felt compelled to talk and try to entertain each other.

Before we left the leaves had fallen off all the trees except the oaks, which make in cold weather one of the dreariest sounds one ever hears: a shivering rustle, which makes one pity the tree and imagine it shelterless and forlorn. The sea had looked rough and cold for many days, and the old house itself had grown chilly, — all the world seemed waiting for the snow to come. There was nobody loitering on the wharves, and when we went down the street we walked fast, arm in arm, to keep warm. The houses were shut up as close as possible, and the old sailors did not seem cheery any longer; they looked forlorn, and it was not a pleasant prospect to be so long weather-bound in port. If they ventured out, they put on ancient great-coats, with huge flaps to the pockets and large horn buttons, and they looked contemptuously at the vane, which always pointed to the north or east. It felt like winter, and the captains rolled more than ever as they walked, as if they were on deck in a heavy sea. The rheumatism claimed many victims, and there was one day, it must be confessed, when a biting, icy fog was blown in-shore, that Kate and I were willing to admit that we could be as comfortable in town, and it was almost time for sealskin jackets.

In the front yards we saw the flower-beds black with frost, except a few brave pansies which had kept green and had bloomed under the tall china-aster stalks, and one day we picked some of these little flowers to put between the leaves of a book and take away with us. I think we loved Deephaven all the more in those last days, with a bit of compassion in our tenderness for the dear old town which had so little to amuse it. So long a winter was coming, but we thought with a sigh how pleasant it would be in the spring.

You would have smiled at the treasures we brought away with us. We had become so fond of even our fishing-lines; and this very day you may see in Kates room two great bunches of Deephaven cat-o-nine-tails. They were much in our way on the journey home, but we clung affectionately to these last sheaves of our harvest.

The morning we came away our friends were all looking out from door or window to see us go by, and after we had passed the last house and there was no need to smile any longer, we were very dismal. The sun was shining again bright and warm as if the Indian summer were beginning, and we wished that it had been a rainy day.

The thought of Deephaven will always bring to us our long quiet summer days, and reading aloud on the rocks by the sea, the fresh salt air, and the glory of the sunsets; the wail of the Sunday psalm-singing at church, the yellow lichen that grew over the trees, the houses, and the stone-walls; our boating and wanderings ashore; our importance as members of society, and how kind every one was to us both. By and by the Deephaven warehouses will fall and be used for firewood by the fisher-people, and the wharves will be worn away by the tides. The few old gentlefolks who still linger will be dead then; and I wonder if some day Kate Lancaster and I will go down to Deephaven for the sake of old times, and read the epitaphs in the burying-ground, look out to sea, and talk quietly about the girls who were so happy there one summer long before. I should like to walk along the beach at sunset, and watch the color of the marshes and the sea change as the light of the sky goes out. It would make the old days come back vividly. We should see the roofs and chimneys of the village, and the great Chantrey elms look black against the sky. A little later the marsh fog would show faintly white, and we should feel it deliciously cold and wet against our hands and faces; when we looked up there would be a star; the crickets would chirp loudly; perhaps some late sea-birds would fly inland. Turning, we should see the lighthouse lamp shine out over the water, and the great sea would move and speak to us lazily in its idle, high-tide sleep.


A Country Doctor (1884)
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Jewetts second novel, A Country Doctor was first published in 1884 by Houghton, Mifflin and Company. The Jewett family had been residents of New England for generations and there was nothing as vital to Jewetts writing as location and the depiction of rural life. She would became a well-regarded author of American literary regionalism and despite visits to Boston to see friends, she always returned to her small home town of South Berwick, which was so inspiring to her writing. Significantly for the development of her work, Jewett was also the daughter of a medical practitioner, who specialised in treating women and children and she would frequently accompany him on his house calls to see patients.

Of course, it was her fathers profession that inspired A Country Doctor and Jewett managed to combine her love and admiration for her father and rural life with her interest in exploring the role of women in society. The novel centres on Nan Prince, an orphan, who comes under the guardianship of a kind local physician, Dr Leslie. Nan wishes to study medicine at school, but she is soon confronted by the fact that her ambition to be a doctor is deemed to be outrageous and incompatible with the life of a dutiful and devoted wife. When Nan falls in love with a young man, George Gerry, she is aware that she must choose whether to become his wife or pursue her dream of becoming a doctor. Jewett emphasises that by wanting to become a doctor, Nan is following her nature and that a desire in women to devote their life to a profession is as natural as a longing for domestic life.
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I. THE LAST MILE
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IT HAD BEEN one of the warm and almost sultry days which sometimes come in November; a maligned month, which is really an epitome of the other eleven, or a sort of index to the whole years changes of storm and sunshine. The afternoon was like spring, the air was soft and damp, and the buds of the willows had been beguiled into swelling a little, so that there was a bloom over them, and the grass looked as if it had been growing green of late instead of fading steadily. It seemed like a reprieve from the doom of winter, or from even November itself.

The dense and early darkness which usually follows such unseasonable mildness had already begun to cut short the pleasures of this spring-like day, when a young woman, who carried a child in her arms, turned from a main road of Oldfields into a foot-path which led southward across the fields and pastures. She seemed sure of her way, and kept the path without difficulty, though a stranger might easily have lost it here and there, where it led among the patches of sweet-fern or bayberry bushes, or through shadowy tracts of small white-pines. She stopped sometimes to rest, and walked more and more wearily, with increasing effort; but she kept on her way desperately, as if it would not do to arrive much later at the place which she was seeking. The child seemed to be asleep; it looked too heavy for so slight a woman to carry.

The path led after a while to a more open country, there was a low hill to be climbed, and at its top the slender figure stopped and seemed to be panting for breath. A follower might have noticed that it bent its head over the childs for a moment as it stood, dark against the darkening sky. There had formerly been a defense against the Indians on this hill, which in the daytime commanded a fine view of the surrounding country, and the low earthworks or foundations of the garrison were still plainly to be seen. The woman seated herself on the sunken wall in spite of the dampness and increasing chill, still holding the child, and rocking to and fro like one in despair. The child waked and began to whine and cry a little in that strange, lonely place, and after a few minutes, perhaps to quiet it, they went on their way. Near the foot of the hill was a brook, swollen by the autumn rains; it made a loud noise in the quiet pasture, as if it were crying out against a wrong or some sad memory. The woman went toward it at first, following a slight ridge which was all that remained of a covered path which had led down from the garrison to the spring below at the brookside. If she had meant to quench her thirst here, she changed her mind, and suddenly turned to the right, following the brook a short distance, and then going straight toward the river itself and the high uplands, which by daylight were smooth pastures with here and there a tangled apple-tree or the grassy cellar of a long vanished farm-house.

It was night now; it was too late in the year for the chirp of any insects; the moving air, which could hardly be called wind, swept over in slow waves, and a few dry leaves rustled on an old hawthorn tree which grew beside the hollow where a house had been, and a low sound came from the river. The whole country side seemed asleep in the darkness, but the lonely woman felt no lack of companionship; it was well suited to her own mood that the world slept and said nothing to her, — it seemed as if she were the only creature alive.

A little this side of the river shore there was an old burial place, a primitive spot enough, where the graves were only marked by rough stones, and the short, sheep-cropped grass was spread over departed generations of the farmers and their wives and children. By day it was in sight of the pine woods and the moving water, and nothing hid it from the great sky overhead, but now it was like a prison walled about by the barriers of night. However eagerly the woman had hurried to this place, and with what purpose she may have sought the river bank, when she recognized her surroundings she stopped for a moment, swaying and irresolute. No, no! sighed the child plaintively, and she shuddered, and started forward; then, as her feet stumbled among the graves, she turned and fled. It no longer seemed solitary, but as if a legion of ghosts which had been wandering under cover of the dark had discovered this intruder, and were chasing her and flocking around her and oppressing her from every side. And as she caught sight of a light in a far-away farmhouse window, a light which had been shining after her all the way down to the river, she tried to hurry toward it. The unnatural strength of terror urged her on; she retraced her steps like some pursued animal; she remembered, one after another, the fearful stories she had known of that ancient neighborhood; the child cried, but she could not answer it. She fell again and again, and at last all her strength seemed to fail her, her feet refused to carry her farther and she crept painfully, a few yards at a time, slowly along the ground. The fear of her superhuman enemies had forsaken her, and her only desire was to reach the light that shone from the looming shadow of the house.

At last she was close to it; at last she gave one great sigh, and the child fell from her grasp; at last she clutched the edge of the worn doorstep with both hands, and lay still.


II. THE FARM-HOUSE KITCHEN
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INDOORS THERE WAS a cheerful company; the mildness of the evening had enticed two neighbors of Mrs. Thacher, the mistress of the house, into taking their walks abroad, and so, with their heads well protected by large gingham handkerchiefs, they had stepped along the road and up the lane to spend a social hour or two. John Thacher, their old neighbors son, was known to be away serving on a jury in the county town, and they thought it likely that his mother would enjoy company. Their own houses stood side by side. Mrs. Jacob Dyer and Mrs. Martin Dyer were their names, and excellent women they were. Their husbands were twin-brothers, curiously alike and amazingly fond of each other, though either would have scorned to make any special outward demonstration of it. They were spending the evening together in brother Martins house, and were talking over the purchase of a bit of woodland, and the profit of clearing it, when their wives had left them without any apology to visit Mrs. Thacher, as we have already seen.

This was the nearest house and only a quarter of a mile away, and when they opened the door they had found Mrs. Thacher spinning.

I must own up, I am glad to see you moren common, she said. I dont feel scary at being left sole alone; it aint that, but I have been getting through with a lonesome spell of another kind. John, he does as well as a man can, but here I be, — here I be, — and the good woman could say no more, while her guests understood readily enough the sorrow that had found no words.

I suppose you havent got no news from Adline? asked Mrs. Martin bluntly. We was speaking of her as we come along, and saying it seemed to be a pity she shouldnt feel it was best to come back this winter and help you through; only one daughter, and left alone as you be, with the bad spells you are liable to in winter time — but there, it aint her way — her ambitions aint what they should be, thats all I can say.

If shed got a gift for anything special, now, continued Mrs. Jake, we should feel it was different and want her to have a chance, but shes just like other folks for all she felt so much above farming. I dont see as she can do better than come back to the old place, or leastways to the village, and fetch up the little gal to be some use. She might dressmake or do millinery work; she always had a pretty taste, and t would be better than roving. I spose t would hurt her pride, — but Mrs. Thacher flushed at this, and Mrs. Martin came to the rescue.

Youll think were reglar Jobs comforters, cried the good soul hastily, but there, Mis Thacher, you know we feel as if she was our own. There aint nothing I wouldnt do for Adline, sick or well, and I declare I believe shell pull through yet and make a piece of luck thatll set us all to work praising of her. Shes like to marry again for all I can see, with her good looks. Folks always has their joys and calamities as they go through the world.

Mrs. Thacher shook her head two or three times with a dismal expression, and made no answer. She had pushed back the droning wool-wheel which she had been using, and had taken her knitting from the shelf by the clock and seated herself contentedly, while Mrs. Jake and Mrs. Martin had each produced a blue yarn stocking from a capacious pocket, and the shining steel needles were presently all clicking together. One knitter after another would sheathe the spare needle under her apron strings, while they asked each others advice from time to time about the propriety of narrerin or whether it were not best to widden according to the progress their respective stockings had made. Mrs. Thacher had lighted an extra candle, and replenished the fire, for the air was chillier since the sun went down. They were all sure of a coming change of weather, and counted various signs, Mrs. Thachers lowness of spirits among the number, while all three described various minor maladies from which they had suffered during the day, and of which the unseasonable weather was guilty.

I cant get over the feeling that we are watchin with somebody, said Mrs. Martin after a while, moved by some strange impulse and looking over her shoulder, at which remark Mrs. Thacher glanced up anxiously. Something has been hanging over me all day, said she simply, and at this the needles clicked faster than ever.

Weve been taking rather a low range, suggested Mrs. Jake. We shall get to telling over ghost stories if we dont look out, and I for one shall be scat to go home. By the way, I suppose you have heard about old Billy Dows experience night afore last, Mis Thacher?

John being away, I aint had nobody to fetch me the news these few days past, said the hostess. Why whats happened to Billy now?

The two women looked at each other: He was getting himself home as best he could, — he owned up to having made a lively evenin of it, — and I expect he was wandering all over the road and didnt know nothin except that he was pinted towards home, an he stepped off from the high bank this side o Dunnells, and rolled down, over and over; and when he come to there was a great white creatur a-standin over him, and he thought t was a ghost. T was higher up on the bank than him, and it kind of moved along down s if t was coming right on to him, and he got on to his knees and begun to say his Ten Commandments fasts he could rattle em out. He got em mixed up, and when the boys heard his teeth a-chattering, they began to laugh and he up an cleared. Dunnells boys had been down the road a piece and was just coming home, an t was their old white hoss that had got out of the barn, it bein such a mild night, an was wandering off. They said to Billy thatt want everybody could lay a ghost so quick as he could, and they didnt spose he had the means so handy.

The three friends laughed, but Mrs. Thachers face quickly lost its smile and took back its worried look. She evidently was in no mood for joking. Poor Billy! said she, he was called the smartest boy in school; I reclect that one of the teachers urged his folks to let him go to college; but t want no use; they hadnt the money and couldnt get it, and t want in him to work his way as some do. Hes got a master head for figurs. Folks used to get him to post books you know, — but hes past that now. Good-natured creatur as ever stept; but he always was afeard of the dark,— seems s if I could see him there a-repentin and the old white hoss shakin his head, — and she laughed again, but quickly stopped herself and looked over her shoulder at the window.

Would ye like the curtain drawed? asked Mrs. Jake. But Mrs. Thacher shook her head silently, while the gray cat climbed up into her lap and laid down in a round ball to sleep.

Shes a proper cosset, aint she? inquired Mrs. Martin approvingly, while Mrs. Jake asked about the candles, which gave a clear light. Be they the last you run? she inquired, but was answered to the contrary, and a brisk conversation followed upon the proper proportions of tallow and bayberry wax, and the dangers of the new-fangled oils which the village shop-keepers were attempting to introduce. Sperm oil was growing more and more dear in price and worthless in quality, and the old-fashioned lamps were reported to be past their usefulness.

I must own I set most by good candle light, said Mrs. Martin. T is no expense to speak of where you raise the taller, and its cheerful and bright in winter time. In old times when the houses were draftier they was troublesome about flickering, candles was; but land! think how comfortable we live now to what we used to! Stoves is such a convenience; the fires so much handier. Housekeepin dont begin to be the trial it was once.

I must say I like old-fashioned cookin better than oven cookin, observed Mrs. Jake. Seems to mes if the taste of things was all drawed up chimbly. Be you going to do much for Thanksgivin, Mis Thacher? I spose not; and moved by a sudden kind impulse, she added, Why cant you and John jine with our folks? t wouldnt put us out, and twill be lonesome for ye.

T wont be no lonesomer than last year was, nor the year before, and Mrs. Thachers face quivered a little as she rose and took one of the candles, and opened the trap door that covered the cellar stairs. Now dont ye go to makin yourself work, cried the guests. No, dont! we aint needin nothin; we was late about supper. But their hostess stepped carefully down and disappeared for a few minutes, while the cat hovered anxiously at the edge of the black pit.

I forgot to ask ye if yed have some cider? a sepulchral voice asked presently; but I dont know nows I can get at it. I told John I shouldnt want any whilst he was away, and so he aint got the spiggit in yet, to which Mrs. Jake and Mrs. Martin both replied that they were no hands for that drink, unless t was a drop right from the press, or a taste o good hard cider towards the spring of the year; and Mrs. Thacher soon returned with some slices of cake in a plate and some apples held in her apron. One of her neighbors took the candle as she reached up to put it on the floor, and when the trap door was closed again all three drew up to the table and had a little feast. The cake was of a kind peculiar to its maker, who prided herself upon never being without it; and there was some trick of her hand or a secret ingredient which was withheld when she responded with apparent cheerfulness to requests for its recipe. As for the apples, they were grown upon an old tree, one of whose limbs had been grafted with some unknown variety of fruit so long ago that the history was forgotten; only that an English gardener, many years before, had brought some cuttings from the old country, and one of them had somehow come into the possession of John Thachers grandfather when grafted fruit was a thing to be treasured and jealously guarded. It had been told that when the elder Thacher had given away cuttings he had always stolen to the orchards in the night afterward and ruined them. However, when the family had grown more generous in later years it had seemed to be without avail, for, on their neighbors trees or their own, the English apples had proved worthless. Whether it were some favoring quality in that spot of soil or in the sturdy old native tree itself, the rich golden apples had grown there, year after year, in perfection, but nowhere else.

There aint no such apples as these, to my mind, said Mrs. Martin, as she polished a large one with her apron and held it up to the light, and Mrs. Jake murmured assent, having already taken a sufficient first bite.

Theres only one little bough that bears any great, said Mrs. Thacher, but its come to that once before, and another branch has shot up and been likely as if it was a young tree.

The good souls sat comfortably in their splint-bottomed, straight-backed chairs, and enjoyed this mild attempt at a festival. Mrs. Thacher even grew cheerful and responsive, for her guests seemed so light-hearted and free from care that the sunshine of their presence warmed her own chilled and fearful heart. They embarked upon a wide sea of neighborhood gossip and parish opinions, and at last some one happened to speak again of Thanksgiving, which at once turned the tide of conversation, and it seemed to ebb suddenly, while the gray, dreary look once more overspread Mrs. Thachers face.

I dont see why you wont keep with our folks this year; you and John, once more suggested Mrs. Martin. T aint wuth while to be making yourselves dismal here to home; the dayll be lonesome for you at best, and you shall have whatever weve got and welcome.

T wont be lonesomer this year than it was last, nor the year before that, and weve stood it somehow or nother, answered Mrs. Thacher for the second time, while she rose to put more wood in the stove. Seems to me t is growing cold; I felt a draught acrost my shoulders. These nights is dreadful chill; you feel the damp right through your bones. I never saw it darker than t was last evenin. I thought it seemed kind o stived up here in the kitchen, and I opened the door and looked out, and I declare I couldnt see my hand before me.

It always kind of scares me these black nights, said Mrs. Jake Dyer. I expect something to clutch at me every minute, and I feel as if some sort of a creatur was travelin right behind me when I am out door in the dark. It makes it bad havin a wanin moon just now when the fogs hangs so low. It alays seems to me as if t was darker when she rises late towards mornin than when shes gone altogether. I do know whyt is.

I reclect once, Mrs. Thacher resumed, when Adline was a baby and John was just turned four year old, their father had gone down river in the packet, and I was expectin on him home at supper time, but he didnt come; t was late in the fall, and a black night as I ever see. Adline was taken with something like croup, and I had an end o candle in the candlestick that I lighted, and t want long afore it was burnt down, and I went down cellar to the box where I kep em, and if you will believe it, the rats had got to it, and there wasnt a week o one left. I was near out anyway. We didnt have this cook-stove then, and I callated I could make up a good lively blaze, so I come up full o scold as I could be, and then I found Id burnt up all my dry wood. You see, I thought certain hed be home and I was tendin to the childn, but I started to go out o the door and found it had come on to rain hard, and I said to myself I wouldnt go out to the woodpile and get my clothes all damp, count o Adline, and the candle end would last a spell longer, and hed be home by that time. I hadnt a least o suspicion but what he was dallying round up to the Corners, long o the rest o the men, bein t was Saturday night, and I was some put out about it, for he knew the baby was sick, and I hadnt nobody with me. I set down and waited, but he never come, and it rained hard as I ever see it, and I left his supper standin right in the floor, and then I begun to be distressed for fear somethin had happened to Danl, and I set to work and cried, and the candle end give a flare and went out, and by n by the fire begun to get low and I took the childn and went to bed to keep warm; t was an awful cold night, considerin t was such a heavy rain, and there I laid awake and thought I heard things steppin about the room, and it seemed to me as if t was a week long before mornin come, and as if Id got to be an old woman. I did go through with everything that night. T was that time Danl broke his leg, you know; they was takin a deck load of oak knees down by the packet, and one on em rolled down from the top of the pile and struck him just below the knee. He was poling, for there want a breath o wind, and he always felt certain there was somethin mysterious about it. Hed had a good deal worse knocks than that seemed to be, as only left a black and blue spot, and he said he never see a deck load o timber piled securer. He had some queer notions about the doins o sperits, Danl had; his old Aunt Parser was to blame for it. She lived with his fathers folks, and used to fill him and the rest o the childn with all sorts o ghost stories and stuff. I used to tell him shed a ben hung for a witch if shed lived in them old Salem days. He always used to be tellin what everything was the sign of, when we was first married, till I laughed him out of it. It made me kind of notional. Theres too much now we cant make sense of without addin to it out o our own heads.

Mrs. Jake and Mrs. Martin were quite familiar with the story of the night when there were no candles and Mr. Thacher had broken his leg, having been present themselves early in the morning afterward, but they had listened with none the less interest. These country neighbors knew their friends affairs as well as they did their own, but such an audience is never impatient. The repetitions of the best stories are signal events, for ordinary circumstances do not inspire them. Affairs must rise to a certain level before a narration of some great crisis is suggested, and exactly as a city audience is well contented with hearing the plays of Shakespeare over and over again, so each man and woman of experience is permitted to deploy their well-known but always interesting stories upon the rustic stage.

I must say I cant a-bear to hear anything about ghosts after sundown, observed Mrs. Jake, who was at times somewhat troubled by what she and her friends designated as narves. Day-times I dont believe in em less its something creepy moren common, but after dark it scares me to pieces. I do know but I shall be afeared to go home, and she laughed uneasily. There! when I get through with this needle I believe I wont knit no more. The back o my neck is all numb.

Dont talk o goin home yet awhile, said the hostess, looking up quickly as if she hated the thought of being left alone again. T is just on the edge of the evenin; the nights is so long now we think its bedtime half an hour after weve got lit up. T was a good lift havin you step over to-night. I was really a-dreadin to set here by myself, and for some minutes nobody spoke and the needles clicked faster than ever. Suddenly there was a strange sound outside the door, and they stared at each other in terror and held their breath, but nobody stirred. This was no familiar footstep; presently they heard a strange little cry, and still they feared to look, or to know what was waiting outside. Then Mrs. Thacher took a candle in her hand, and, still hesitating, asked once, Who is there? and, hearing no answer, slowly opened the door.


III. AT JAKE AND MARTINS
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IN THE MEAN time, the evening had been much enjoyed by the brothers who were spending it together in Martin Dyers kitchen. The houses stood side by side, but Mr. Jacob Dyers youngest daughter, the only one now left at home, was receiving a visit from her lover, or, as the family expressed it, the young man who was keeping company with her, and her father, mindful of his own youth, had kindly withdrawn. Martins children were already established in homes of their own, with the exception of one daughter who was at work in one of the cotton factories at Lowell in company with several of her acquaintances. It has already been said that Jake and Martin liked nobodys company so well as their own. Their wives had a time-honored joke about being comparatively unnecessary to their respective partners, and indeed the two men had a curiously dependent feeling toward each other. It was the close sympathy which twins sometimes have each to each, and had become a byword among all their acquaintances. They were seldom individualized in any way, and neither was able to distinguish himself, apparently, for one always heard of the family as Jake and Martins folks, and of their possessions, from least to greatest, as belonging to both brothers. The only time they had ever been separated was once in their early youth, when Jake had been fired with a desire to go to sea; but he deserted the coastwise schooner in the first port and came home, because he could not bear it any longer without his brother. Martin had no turn for seafaring, so Jake remained ashore and patiently made a farmer of himself for loves sake, and in spite of a great thirst for adventure that had never ceased to fever his blood. It was astonishing how much they found to say to each other when one considers that their experiences were almost constantly the same; but nothing contented them better than an uninterrupted evening spent in each others society, and as they hoed corn or dug potatoes, or mowed, or as they drove to the Corners, sitting stiffly upright in the old-fashioned thorough-braced wagon, they were always to be seen talking as if it were the first meeting after a long separation. But, having taken these quiet times for the discussion of all possible and impossible problems, they were men of fixed opinions, and were ready at a moments warning to render exact decisions. They were not fond of society as a rule; they found little occasion for much talk with their neighbors, but used as few words as possible. Nobody was more respected than the brothers. It was often said of them that their word was their bond, and as they passed from youth to middle age, and in these days were growing to look like elderly men, they were free from shame or reproach, though not from much good-natured joking and friendly fun. Their farm had been owned in the family since the settlement of the country, and the house which Martin occupied was very old. Jakes had been built for him when he was married, from timber cut in their own woodlands, and after thirty years of wear it looked scarcely newer than its companion. And when it is explained that they had married sisters, because, as people said, they even went courting together, it will be easy to see that they had found life more harmonious than most people do. Sometimes the wife of one brother would complain that her sister enjoyed undue advantages and profits from the estate, but there was rarely any disagreement, and Mrs. Jake was mistress of the turkeys and Mrs. Martin held sway over the hens, while they divided the spoils amiably at Thanksgiving time when the geese were sold. If it were a bad year for turkeys, and the tender young were chilled in the wet grass, while the hens flourished steadily the season through, Mrs. Jakes spirits drooped and she became envious of the good fortune which flaunted itself before her eyes, but on the whole, they suffered and enjoyed together, and found no fault with their destinies. The two wives, though the affection between them was of an ordinary sort, were apt to form a league against the brothers, and this prevented a more troublesome rivalry which might have existed between the households.



Jake and Martin were particularly enjoying the evening. Some accident had befallen the cooking-stove, which the brothers had never more than half approved, it being one of the early patterns, and a poor exchange for the ancient methods of cookery in the wide fireplace. The women had had a natural desire to be equal with their neighbors, and knew better than their husbands did the difference this useful invention had made in their every-day work. However, this one night the conservative brothers could take a mild revenge; and when their wives were well on their way to Mrs. Thachers they had assured each other that, if the plaguey thing were to be carried to the Corners in the morning to be exchanged or repaired, it would be as well to have it in readiness, and had quickly taken down its pipes and lifted it as if it were a feather to the neighboring woodshed. Then they hastily pried away a fireboard which closed the great fireplace, and looked smilingly upon the crane and its pothooks and the familiar iron dogs which had been imprisoned there in darkness for many months. They brought in the materials for an old-fashioned fire, backlog, forestick, and crowsticks, and presently seated themselves before a crackling blaze. Martin brought a tall, brown pitcher of cider from the cellar and set two mugs beside it on the small table, and for some little time they enjoyed themselves in silence, after which Jake remarked that he didnt know but theyd got full enough of a fire for such a mild night, but he wished his own stove and the new one too could be dropped into the river for good and all.

They put the jug of cider between the andirons, and then, moved by a common impulse, drew their chairs a little farther from the mounting flames, before they quenched their thirst from the mugs.

I call that pretty cider, said Martin; tis young yet, but it has got some weight aready, and tis smooth. Theres a sight o difference between good upland fruit and the sposhy apples that grows in wet ground. An I take it that the barl has an influence: some barls kind of wilt cider and some smarten it up, and keep it hearty. Lord! what stuff some folks are willin to set before ye! taint wuth the name o cider, nor no better than the rensins of a vinegar cask.

And then theres weather too, agreed Mr. Jacob Dyer, had ought to be took into consideration. Git your apples just in the right time — not too early to taste o the tree, nor too late to taste o the ground, and just in the snap o time as to ripeness, on a good sharp day with the sun a-shining; have em into the press and what comes out is cider. I think if weve had any fault in years past, t was puttin off makin a little too late. But I dont see as this could be beat. I dont knows you feel like a pipe, but I believe Ill light up, and thereupon a good portion of black-looking tobacco was cut and made fine in each of the hard left hands, and presently the clay pipes were touched off with a live coal, and great clouds of smoke might have been seen to disappear under the edge of the fire-place, drawn quickly up the chimney by the draft of the blazing fire.

Jacob pushed back his chair another foot or two, and Martin soon followed, mentioning that it was getting hot, but it was well to keep out the damp.

What set the women out to go traipsin up to Thachers folks? inquired Jacob, holding his cider mug with one hand and drumming it with the finger ends of the other.

I had an idee that they wanted to find out if anything had been heard about Adlines getting home for Thanksgiving, answered Martin, turning to look shrewdly at his brother. Women folks does suffer if theres anything goin on they cant find out about. Liza said she was going to invite Mis Thacher and John to eat a piece o our big turkey, but she didnt spose theyd want to leave. Curis about Adline, aint it? I expected when her husband died shed be right back here with what shed got; at any rate, till shed raised the child to some size. Thered be no expense here to what shed have elsewhere, and heres her maam beginnin to age. She cant do what she used to, John was tellin of me; and I dont doubt t as worn upon her moren folks thinks.

I dont lay no great belief that Johnll get home from court, said Jacob Dyer. They say that courts goin to set till Christmas maybe; theres an awful string o cases on the docket. Oh, t was you told me, want it? Most like theyll let up for a couple o days for Thanksgivin, but John mightnt thinkt was wuth his while to travel here and back again less he had something to do before winter shets down. Perhaps theyll prevail upon the old lady, I wish they would, Im sure; but an only daughter forsakin her so, twas most too bad of Adline. She alays had dreadful high notions when she want no moren a baby; and, good conscience, how she liked to rig up when she first used to come back from Lowell! Better ha put her money out to interest.

I believe in young folks makin all they can o theirselves, announced Martin, puffing hard at his pipe and drawing a little farther still from the fireplace, because the scorching red coals had begun to drop beneath the forestick. Ive give my childn the best push forrard I could, an youve done the same. Adline had a dreadful cravin to be somethin moren common; but it dont look as if she was goin to make out any great. Twas unfortunate her losin of her husband, but I spose youve heard hints that they want none too equal-minded. Shed a done better to have worked on a while to Lowell and got forehanded, and then married some likely young fellow and settled down here, or to the Corners if she didnt want to farm it. There was Jim Hall used to be hanging round, and shed been full as well off to-day if shed took him, too. T aint no use for folks to marry one thats of another kind and belongs different. Its like two fiddles that plays different tunes, — you cant make nothin ont, no matter if both on ems trying their best, less one on em beats the other down entirely and has all the say, and ginerally t is the worst one does it. Adlines husband want nothin to boast of from all we can gather, but they didnt think alike about nothin. She could a done well with him if thered been more of her. I dont marvel his folks felt bad: Adline didnt act right by em.

Nor they by her, said the twin brother. I tell ye Adline would have done em credit if shed been let. I seem to think howt was with her; when she was there to work in the shop she thought t would be smart to marry him and then shed be a lady for good and all. And all there was of it, she found his folks felt put out and hurt, and instead of pleasing em up and doing the best she could, she didnt know no better than to aggravate em. She was wrong there, but I hold to it that if theyd pleased her up a little and done well by her, shed ha bloomed out, and fell right in with their ways. Shes got outward ambitions enough, but I view it she was all a part of his foolishness to them; I dare say they give her the blame o the whole ont. Adline ought to had the sense to see they had some right on their side. Folks say he was the smartest fellow in his class to college.

Good King Agrippy! how hot it does git, said Jake rising indignantly, as if the fire alone were to blame. I must shove back the cider again or t will bile over, spite of everything. But t is called unwholesome to get a house full o damp in the fall o the year; t will freeze an thaw in the walls all winter. I must git me a new pipe if we go to the Corners to-morrow. I spose Ive told ye of a pipe a man had aboard the schooner that time I went to sea?

Martin gave a little grumble of assent.

Twas made o some sort o whitish stuff like clay, but twant shaped like none else I ever see and it had a silver trimmin round it; twas very light to handle and it drawed most excellent. I alays kind o expected he may have stole it; he was a hard lookin customer, a Dutchman or from some o them parts o the earth. I wish while I was about it Id gone one trip more.

Was it you was tellin me that Adline was to work again in Lowell? I shouldnt think her husbands folks would want the child to be fetched up there in them boardin houses — 

Belike they dont, responded Jacob, but when they get Adline to come round to their ways o thinkin now, after whats been and gone, theyll have cause to thank themselves. Shes just like her gret grandsir Thacher; you can see shes made out o the same stuff. You might ha burnt him to the stake, and hed stick to it he liked it bettern hanging and alays meant to die that way. Theres an awful bad streak in them Thachers, an you know it as well as I do. I expect therell be bad and good Thachers to the end o time. Im glad for the old ladys sake that John aint one o the drinkin ones. Adlinell give no favors to her husbands folks, nor take none. Theres plenty o wrongs to both sides, but as I view it, the longer hed lived the worse t would been for him. She was a well made, pretty lookin girl, but I tell ye t was like setting a laylock bush to grow beside an ellum tree, and expecting of em to keep together. They want mates. Hed had a different fetchin up, and he was different, and I want surprised when I come to see how things had turned out, — I believe I shall have to set the door open a half a minute, t is gettin dreadful — but there was a sudden flurry outside, and the sound of heavy footsteps, the bark of the startled cur, who was growing very old and a little deaf, and Mrs. Martin burst into the room and sank into the nearest chair, to gather a little breath before she could tell her errand. For Gods sake whats happened? cried the men.

They presented a picture of mingled comfort and misery at which Mrs. Martin would have first laughed and then scolded at any other time. The two honest red faces were well back toward the farther side of the room from the fire, which still held its own; it was growing toward low tide in the cider jug and its attendant mugs, and the pipes were lying idle. The mistress of the old farm-house did not fail to notice that high treason had been committed during her short absence, but she made no comment upon the fireplace nor on anything else, and gasped as soon as she could that one of the men must go right up to the Corners for the doctor and hurry back with him, fort was a case of life and death.

Mis Thacher? Was it a shock? asked the brothers in sorrowful haste, while Mrs. Martin told the sad little story of Adelines having come from nobody knew where, wet and forlorn, carrying her child in her arms. She looked as if she were in the last stages of a decline. She had fallen just at the doorstep and they had brought her in, believing that she was dead. But while theres life, theres hope, said Mrs. Martin, and Ill go back with you if youll harness up. Jacob must stop to look after this gret fire or twill burn the house down, and this was the punishment which befell Jacob, since nothing else would have kept him from also journeying toward the Thacher house.



A little later the bewildered horse had been fully wakened and harnessed; Jacobs daughter and her lover had come eagerly out to hear what had happened; Mrs. Martin had somehow found a chance amidst all the confusion to ascend to her garret in quest of some useful remedies in the shape of herbs, and then she and her husband set forth on their benevolent errands. Martin was very apt to look on the dark side of things, and it was a curious fact that while the two sisters were like the brothers, one being inclined to despondency and one to enthusiasm, the balance was well kept by each of the men having chosen his opposite in temperament. Accordingly, while Martin heaved a great sigh from time to time and groaned softly, Pore gal — pore gal! his partner was brimful of zealous eagerness to return to the scene of distress and sorrow which she had lately left. Next to the doctor himself, she was the authority on all medical subjects for that neighborhood, and it was some time since her skill had been needed.

Does the young one seem likely? asked Martin with solemn curiosity.

Furs I could see, answered his wife promptly, but nobody took no great notice of it. Pore Adline catched hold of it with such a grip as she was comin to that we couldnt git it away from her and had to fetchem in both to once. Come urge the beast along, Martin, Ill give ye the particlars to-morrow, I do knows Adlines livin now. We got her right to beds I told you, and I set right off considerin that I could git over the ground fastest of any. Mis Thacher of course wouldnt leave and Janes heavier than I be. Martins smile was happily concealed by the darkness; his wife and her sister had both grown stout steadily as they grew older, but each insisted upon the others greater magnitude and consequent incapacity for quick movement. A casual observer would not have been persuaded that there was a pounds weight of difference between them.

Martin Dyer meekly suggested that perhaps hed better go in a minute to see if there was anything Mis Thacher needed, but Eliza, his wife, promptly said that she didnt want anything but the doctor as quick as she could get him, and disappeared up the short lane while the wagon rattled away up the road. The white mist from the river clung close to the earth, and it was impossible to see even the fences near at hand, though overhead there were a few dim stars. The air had grown somewhat softer, yet there was a sharp chill in it, and the ground was wet and sticky under foot. There were lights in the bedroom and in the kitchen of the Thacher house, but suddenly the bedroom candle flickered away and the window was darkened. Mrs. Martins heart gave a quick throb, perhaps Adeline had already died. It might have been a short-sighted piece of business that she had gone home for her husband.


IV. LIFE AND DEATH
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THE SICK WOMAN had refused to stay in the bedroom after she had come to her senses. She had insisted that she could not breathe, and that she was cold and must go back to the kitchen. Her mother and Mrs. Jake had wrapped her in blankets and drawn the high-backed wooden rocking chair close to the stove, and here she was just established when Mrs. Martin opened the outer door. Any one of less reliable nerves would have betrayed the shock which the sight of such desperate illness must have given. The pallor, the suffering, the desperate agony of the eyes, were far worse than the calmness of death, but Mrs. Martin spoke cheerfully, and even when her sister whispered that their patient had been attacked by a hæmorrhage, she manifested no concern.

How long has this ben a-goin on, Adline? Why didnt you come home before and get doctored up? Youre all run down. Mrs. Thacher looked frightened when this questioning began, but turned her face toward her daughter, eager to hear the answer.

Ive been sick off and on all summer, said the young woman, as if it were almost impossible to make the effort of speaking. See if the babys covered up warm, will you, Aunt Liza?

Yes, dear, said the kind-hearted woman, the tears starting to her eyes at the sound of the familiar affectionate fashion of speech which Adeline had used in her childhood. Dont you worry one mite; were going to take care of you and the little gal too; and then nobody spoke, while the only sound was the difficult breathing of the poor creature by the fire. She seemed like one dying, there was so little life left in her after her piteous homeward journey. The mother watched her eagerly with a mingled feeling of despair and comfort; it was terrible to have a child return in such sad plight, but it was a blessing to have her safe at home, and to be able to minister to her wants while life lasted.

They all listened eagerly for the sound of wheels, but it seemed a long time before Martin Dyer returned with the doctor. He had been met just as he was coming in from the other direction, and the two men had only paused while the tired horse was made comfortable, and a sleepy boy dispatched with the medicine for which he had long been waiting. The doctors housekeeper had besought him to wait long enough to eat the supper which she had kept waiting, but he laughed at her and shook his head gravely, as if he already understood that there should be no delay. When he was fairly inside the Thacher kitchen, the benefaction of his presence was felt by every one. It was most touching to see the patients face lose its worried look, and grow quiet and comfortable as if here were some one on whom she could entirely depend. The doctors greeting was an every-day cheerful response to the womens welcome, and he stood for a minute warming his hands at the fire as if he had come upon a commonplace errand. There was something singularly self-reliant and composed about him; one felt that he was the wielder of great powers over the enemies, disease and pain, and that his brave hazel eyes showed a rare thoughtfulness and foresight. The rough driving coat which he had thrown off revealed a slender figure with the bowed shoulders of an untiring scholar. His head was finely set and scholarly, and there was that about him which gave certainty, not only of his sagacity and skill, but of his true manhood, his mastery of himself. Not only in this farm-house kitchen, but wherever one might place him, he instinctively took command, while from his great knowledge of human nature he could understand and help many of his patients whose ailments were not wholly physical. He seemed to read at a glance the shame and sorrow of the young woman who had fled to the home of her childhood, dying and worse than defeated, from the battle-field of life. And in this first moment he recognized with dismay the effects of that passion for strong drink which had been the curse of more than one of her ancestors. Even the pallor and the purifying influence of her mortal illness could not disguise these unmistakable signs.

You cant do me any good, doctor, she whispered. I shouldnt have let you come if it had been only that. I dont care how soon I am out of this world. But I want you should look after my little girl, and the poor soul watched the physicians face with keen anxiety as if she feared to see a shadow of unwillingness, but none came.

I will do the best I can, and he still held her wrist, apparently thinking more of the fluttering pulse than of what poor Adeline was saying.

That was what made me willing to come back, she continued, you dont know how close I came to not doing it either. John will be good to her, but she will need somebody that knows the world better by and by. I wonder if you couldnt show me how to make out a paper giving you the right over her till she is of age? She must stay here with mother, long as she wants her. Tis what I wish I had kept sense enough to do; life hasnt been all play to me; and the tears began to roll quickly down the poor creatures thin cheeks. The only thing I care about is leaving the baby well placed, and I want her to have a good chance to grow up a useful woman. And most of all to keep her out of their hands, I mean her fathers folks. I hate em, and he cared more for em than he did for me, long at the last of it.... I could tell you stories! — 

But not to-night, Addy, said the doctor gravely, as if he were speaking to a child. We must put you to bed and to sleep, and you can talk about all these troublesome things in the morning. You shall see about the papers too, if you think best. Be a good girl now, and let your mother help you to bed. For the resolute spirit had summoned the few poor fragments of vitality that were left, and the sick woman was growing more and more excited. You may have all the pillows you wish for, and sit up in bed if you like, but you mustnt stay here any longer, and he gathered her in his arms and quickly carried her to the next room. She made no resistance, and took the medicine which Mrs. Martin brought, without a word. There was a blazing fire now in the bedroom fire-place, and, as she lay still, her face took on a satisfied, rested look. Her mother sat beside her, tearful, and yet contented and glad to have her near, and the others whispered together in the kitchen. It might have been the last night of a long illness instead of the sudden, startling entrance of sorrow in human shape. No, said the doctor, she cannot last much longer with such a cough as that, Mrs. Dyer. She has almost reached the end of it. I only hope that she will go quickly.

And sure enough; whether the fatal illness had run its natural course, or whether the excitement and the forced strength of the evening before had exhausted the small portion of strength that was left, when the late dawn lighted again those who watched, it found them sleeping, and one was never to wake again in the world she had found so disappointing to her ambitions, and so untrue to its fancied promises.



The doctor had promised to return early, but it was hardly daylight before there was another visitor in advance of him. Old Mrs. Meeker, a neighbor whom nobody liked, but whose favor everybody for some reason or other was anxious to keep, came knocking at the door, and was let in somewhat reluctantly by Mrs. Jake, who was just preparing to go home in order to send one or both the brothers to the village and to acquaint John Thacher with the sad news of his sisters death. He was older than Adeline, and a silent man, already growing to be elderly in his appearance. The women had told themselves and each other that he would take this sorrow very hard, and Mrs. Thacher had said sorrowfully that she must hide her daughters poor worn clothes, since it would break Johns heart to know she had come home so beggarly. The shock of so much trouble was stunning the mother; she did not understand yet, she kept telling the kind friends who sorrowed with her, as she busied herself with the preparations for the funeral. It dont seem as if twas Addy, she said over and over again, but I feel safe about her now, to what I did, and Mrs. Jake and Mrs. Martin, good helpful souls and brimful of compassion, went to and fro with their usual diligence almost as if this were nothing out of the common course of events.

Mrs. Meeker had heard the wagon go by and had caught the sound of the doctors voice, her house being close by the road, and she had also watched the unusual lights. It was annoying to the Dyers to have to answer questions, and to be called upon to grieve outwardly just then, and it seemed disloyal to the dead woman in the next room to enter upon any discussion of her affairs. But presently the little child, whom nobody had thought of except to see that she still slept, waked and got down from the old settle where she had spent the night, and walked with unsteady short footsteps toward her grandmother, who caught her quickly and held her fast in her arms. The little thing looked puzzled, and frowned, and seemed for a moment unhappy, and then the sunshine of her good nature drove away the clouds and she clapped her hands and laughed aloud, while Mrs. Meeker began to cry again at the sight of this unconscious orphan.

Im sure Im glad she can laugh, said Mrs. Martin. Shell find enough to cry about later on; I foresee shell be a great deal o company to you, Mis Thacher.

Though t aint every one that has the strength to fetch up a child after they reach your years, said Mrs. Meeker, mournfully. Its anxious work, but I dont doubt strength will be given you. I spose likely her fathers folks will do a good deal for her, — and the three women looked at each other, but neither took it upon herself to answer.

All that day the neighbors and acquaintances came and went in the lane that led to the farm-house. The brothers Jake and Martin made journeys to and from the village. At night John Thacher came home from court with as little to say as ever, but, as everybody observed, looking years older. Young Mrs. Princes return and sudden death were the only subjects worth talking about in all the country side, and the doctor had to run the usual gauntlet of questions from all his outlying patients and their families. Old Mrs. Thacher looked pale and excited, and insisted upon seeing every one who came to the house, with evident intention to play her part in this strange drama with exactness and courtesy. A funeral in the country is always an era in a familys life; events date from it and centre in it. There are so few circumstances that have in the least a public nature that these conspicuous days receive all the more attention.

But while death seems far more astonishing and unnatural in a city, where the great tide of life rises and falls with little apparent regard to the sinking wrecks, in the country it is not so. The neighbors themselves are those who dig the grave and carry the dead, whom they or their friends have made ready, to the last resting-place. With all nature looking on, — the leaves that must fall, and the grass of the field that must wither and be gone when the wind passes over, — living closer to life and in plainer sight of death, they have a different sense of the mysteries of existence. They pay homage to Death rather than to the dead; they gather from the lonely farms by scores because there is a funeral, and not because their friend is dead; and the day of Adeline Princes burial, the marvelous circumstances, with which the whole town was already familiar, brought a great company together to follow her on her last journey.

The day was warm and the sunshine fell caressingly over the pastures as if it were trying to call back the flowers. By afternoon there was a tinge of greenness on the slopes and under the gnarled apple-trees, that had been lost for days before, and the distant hills and mountains, which could be seen in a circle from the high land where the Thacher farmhouse stood, were dim and blue through the Indian summer haze. The old men who came to the funeral wore their faded winter overcoats and clumsy caps all ready to be pulled down over their ears if the wind should change; and their wives were also warmly wrapped, with great shawls over their rounded, hard-worked shoulders; yet they took the best warmth and pleasantness into their hearts, and watched the sad proceedings of the afternoon with deepest interest. The doctor came hurrying toward home just as the long procession was going down the pasture, and he saw it crossing a low hill; a dark and slender column with here and there a child walking beside one of the elder mourners. The bearers went first with the bier; the track was uneven, and the procession was lost to sight now and then behind the slopes. It was forever a mystery; these people might have been a company of Druid worshipers, or of strange northern priests and their people, and the doctor checked his impatient horse as he watched the retreating figures at their simple ceremony. He could not help thinking what strange ways this child of the old farm had followed, and what a quiet ending it was to her wandering life. And I have promised to look after the little girl, he said to himself as he drove away up the road.

It was a long walk for the elderly people from the house near the main highway to the little burying-ground. In the earliest days of the farm the dwelling-place was nearer the river, which was then the chief thoroughfare; and those of the family who had died then were buried on the level bit of upland ground high above the river itself. There was a wide outlook over the country, and the young pine trees that fringed the shore sang in the south wind, while some great birds swung to and fro overhead, watching the water and the strange company of people who had come so slowly over the land. A flock of sheep had ventured to the nearest hillock of the next pasture, and stood there fearfully, with upraised heads, as if they looked for danger.

John Thacher had brought his sisters child all the way in his arms, and she had clapped her hands and laughed aloud and tried to talk a great deal with the few words she had learned to say. She was very gay in her baby fashion; she was amused with the little crowd so long as it did not trouble her. She fretted only when the grave, kind man, for whom she had instantly felt a great affection, stayed too long by that deep hole in the ground and wept as he saw a strange thing that the people had carried all the way, put down into it out of sight. When he walked on again, she laughed and played; but after they had reached the empty gray house, which somehow looked that day as if it were a mourner also, she shrank from all the strangers, and seemed dismayed and perplexed, and called her mother eagerly again and again. This touched many a heart. The dead woman had been more or less unfamiliar of late years to all of them; and there were few who had really grieved for her until her little child had reminded them of its own loneliness and loss.

That night, after the house was still, John Thacher wrote to acquaint Miss Prince, of Dunport, with his sisters death and to say that it was her wish that the child should remain with them during its minority. They should formally appoint the guardian whom she had selected; they would do their best by the little girl. And when Mrs. Thacher asked if he had blamed Miss Prince, he replied that he had left that to her own conscience.

In the answer which was quickly returned, there was a plea for the custody of the child, her mothers and her own namesake, but this was indignantly refused. There was no love lost between the town and the country household, and for many years all intercourse was at an end. Before twelve months were past, John Thacher himself was carried down to the pasture burying-ground, and his old mother and the little child were left to comfort and take care of each other as best they could in the lonely farm-house.


V. A SUNDAY VISIT
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IN THE GRAY house on the hill, one spring went by and another, and it seemed to the busy doctor only a few months from the night he first saw his ward before she was old enough to come soberly to church with her grandmother. He had always seen her from time to time, for he had often been called to the farm or to the Dyers and had watched her at play. Once she had stopped him as he drove by to give him a little handful of blue violets, and this had gone straight to his heart, for he had been made too great a bugbear to most children to look for any favor at their hands. He always liked to see her come into church on Sundays, her steps growing quicker and surer as her good grandmothers became more feeble. The doctor was a lonely man in spite of his many friends, and he found himself watching for the little brown face that, half-way across the old meeting-house, would turn round to look for him more than once during the service. At first there was only the top of little Nan Princes prim best bonnet or hood to be seen, unless it was when she stood up in prayer-time, but soon the bright eyes rose like stars above the horizon of the pew railing, and next there was the whole well-poised little head, and the tall child was possessed by a sense of propriety, and only ventured one or two discreet glances at her old friend.

The office of guardian was not one of great tasks or of many duties, though the childs aunt had insisted upon making an allowance for her of a hundred dollars a year, and this was duly acknowledged and placed to its owners credit in the savings bank of the next town. Her grandmother Thacher always refused to spend it, saying proudly that she had never been beholden to Miss Prince and she never meant to be, and while she lived the aunt and niece should be kept apart. She would not say that her daughter had never been at fault, but it was through the Princes all the trouble of her life had come.

Dr. Leslie was mindful of his responsibilities, and knew more of his ward than was ever suspected. He was eager that the best district school teacher who could be found should be procured for the Thacher and Dyer neighborhood, and in many ways he took pains that the little girl should have all good things that were possible. He only laughed when her grandmother complained that Nan would not be driven to school, much less persuaded, and that she was playing in the brook, or scampering over the pastures when she should be doing other things. Mrs. Thacher, perhaps unconsciously, had looked for some trace of the fathers good breeding and gentlefolk fashions, but this was not a child who took kindly to needlework and pretty clothes. She was fearlessly friendly with every one; she did not seem confused even when the minister came to make his yearly parochial visitation, and as for the doctor, he might have been her own age, for all humility she thought it necessary to show in the presence of this chief among her elders and betters. Old Mrs. Thacher gave little pulls at her granddaughters sleeves when she kept turning to see the doctor in sermon-time, but she never knew how glad he was, or how willingly he smiled when he felt the childs eyes watching him as a dogs might have done, forcing him to forget the preaching altogether and to attend to this dumb request for sympathy. One blessed day Dr. Leslie had waited in the church porch and gravely taken the childs hand as she came out; and said that he should like to take her home with him; he was going to the lower part of the town late in the afternoon and would leave her then at the farm-house.

I was going to ask you for something for her shoulder, said Grandmother Thacher, much pleased, shell tell you about it, it was a fall she had out of an apple-tree, — and Nan looked up with not a little apprehension, but presently tucked her small hand inside the doctors and was more than ready to go with him. I thought she looked a little pale, the doctor said, to which Mrs. Thacher answered that it was a merciful Providence who had kept the child from breaking her neck, and then, being at the foot of the church steps, they separated. It had been a great trial to the good woman to give up the afternoon service, but she was growing old, as she told herself often in those days, and felt, as she certainly looked, greatly older than her years.

I feel as if Anna was sure of one good friend, whether I stay with her or not, said the grandmother sorrowfully, as she drove toward home that Sunday noon with Jacob Dyer and his wife. I never saw the doctor so taken with a child before. Twas a pity he had to lose his own, and his wife too; how many years ago was it? I should think hed be lonesome, though to be sure he isnt in the house much. Marilla Thomas keeps his house as clean as a button and she has been a good stand-by for him, but it always seemed sort o homesick there ever since the day I was to his wifes funeral. She made an awful sight o friends considering she was so little while in the place. Well Im glad I let Nanny wear her best dress; I set out not to, it looked so much like rain.

Whatever Marilla Thomass other failings might have been, she certainly was kind that day to the doctors little guest. It would have been a hard-hearted person indeed who did not enter somewhat into the spirit of the childs delight. In spite of its being the first time she had ever sat at any table but her grandmothers, she was not awkward or uncomfortable, and was so hungry that she gave pleasure to her entertainers in that way if no other. The doctor leaned back in his chair and waited while the second portion of pudding slowly disappeared, though Marilla could have told that he usually did not give half time enough to his dinner and was off like an arrow the first possible minute. Before he took his often interrupted afternoon nap, he inquired for the damaged shoulder and requested a detailed account of the accident; and presently they were both laughing heartily at Nans disaster, for she owned that she had chased and treed a stray young squirrel, and that a mossy branch of one of the old apple-trees in the straggling orchard had failed to bear even so light a weight as hers. Nan had come to the ground because she would not loose her hold of the squirrel, though he had slipped through her hands after all as she carried him towards home. The guest was proud to become a patient, especially as the only remedy that was offered was a very comfortable handful of sugar-plums. Nan had never owned so many at once, and in a transport of gratitude and affection she lifted her face to kiss so dear a benefactor.

Her eyes looked up into his, and her simple nature was so unconscious of the true dangers and perils of this world, that his very heart was touched with compassion, and he leagued himself with the childs good angel to defend her against her enemies.

And Nan took fast hold of the doctors hand as they went to the study. This was the only room in the house which she had seen before; and was so much larger and pleasanter than any she knew elsewhere that she took great delight in it. It was a rough place now, the doctor thought, but always very comfortable, and he laid himself down on the great sofa with a book in his hand, though after a few minutes he grew sleepy and only opened his eyes once to see that Nan was perched in the largest chair with her small hands folded, and her feet very far from the floor. You may run out to see Marilla, or go about the house anywhere you like; or there are some picture-papers on the table, the doctor said drowsily, and the visitor slipped down from her throne and went softly away.

She had thought the study a very noble room until she had seen the dining-room, but now she wished for another look at the pictures there and the queer clock, and the strange, grand things on the sideboard. The old-fashioned comfort of the house was perfect splendor to the child, and she went about on tiptoe up stairs and down, looking in at the open doors, while she lingered wistfully before the closed ones. She wondered at the great bedsteads with their high posts and dimity hangings, and at the carpets, and the worthy Marilla watched her for a moment as she stood on the threshold of the doctors own room. The childs quick ear caught the rustle of the housekeepers Sunday gown; she whispered with shining eyes that she thought the house was beautiful. Did Marilla live here all the time?

Bless you, yes! replied Marilla, not without pride, though she added that nobody knew what a sight of care it was.

I suppose yr aunt in Dunport lives a good deal better than this; but the child only looked puzzled and did not answer, while the housekeeper hurried away to the afternoon meeting, for which the bell was already tolling.

The doctor slept on in the shaded study, and after Nan had grown tired of walking softly about the house, she found her way into the garden. After all, there was nothing better than being out of doors, and the apple-trees seemed most familiar and friendly, though she pitied them for being placed so near each other. She discovered a bench under a trellis where a grape-vine and a clematis were tangled together, and here she sat down to spend a little time before the doctor should call her. She wished she could stay longer than that one short afternoon; perhaps some time or other the doctor would invite her again. But what could Marilla have meant about her aunt? She had no aunts except Mrs. Jake and Mrs. Martin; Marilla must well know that their houses were not like Dr. Leslies; and little Nan built herself a fine castle in Spain, of which this unknown aunt was queen. Certainly her grandmother had now and then let fall a word about your fathers folks — by and by they might come to see her!

The grape leaves were waving about in the warm wind, and they made a flickering light and shade upon the ground. The clematis was in bloom, and its soft white plumes fringed the archway of the lattice work. As the child looked down the garden walk it seemed very long and very beautiful to her. Her grandmothers flower-garden had been constantly encroached upon by the turf which surrounded it, until the snowberry bush, the London pride, the tiger-lilies, and the crimson phlox were like a besieged garrison.

Nan had already found plenty of wild flowers in the world; there were no entertainments provided for her except those the fields and pastures kindly spread before her admiring eyes. Old Mrs. Thacher had been brought up to consider the hard work of this life, and though she had taken her share of enjoyment as she went along, it was of a somewhat grim and sober sort. She believed that a certain amount of friskiness was as necessary to young human beings as it is to colts, but later both must be harnessed and made to work. As for pleasure itself she had little notion of that. She liked fair weather, and certain flowers were to her the decorations of certain useful plants, but if she had known that her grand-daughter could lie down beside the anemones and watch them move in the wind and nod their heads, and afterward look up into the blue sky to watch the great gulls above the river, or the sparrows flying low, or the crows who went higher, Mrs. Thacher would have understood almost nothing of such delights, and thought it a very idle way of spending ones time.

But as Nan sat in the old summer-house in the doctors garden, she thought of many things that she must remember to tell her grandmother about this delightful day. The bees were humming in the vines, and as she looked down the wide garden-walk it seemed like the broad aisle in church, and the congregation of plants and bushes all looked at her as if she were in the pulpit. The church itself was not far away, and the windows were open, and sometimes Nan could hear the preachers voice, and by and by the people began to sing, and she rose solemnly, as if it were her own parishioners in the garden who lifted up their voices. A cheerful robin began a loud solo in one of Dr. Leslies cherry-trees, and the little girl laughed aloud in her make-believe meeting-house, and then the gate was opened and shut, and the doctor himself appeared, strolling along, and smiling as he came.

He was looking to the right and left at his flowers and trees, and once he stopped and took out his pocket knife to trim a straying branch of honeysuckle, which had wilted and died. When he came to the summer-house, he found his guest sitting there demurely with her hands folded in her lap. She had gathered some little sprigs of box and a few blossoms of periwinkle and late lilies of the valley, and they lay on the bench beside her. So you did not go to church with Marilla? the doctor said. I dare say one sermon a day is enough for so small a person as you. For Nans part, no sermon at all would have caused little sorrow, though she liked the excitement of the Sunday drive to the village. She only smiled when the doctor spoke, and gave a little sigh of satisfaction a minute afterward when he seated himself beside her.

We must be off presently, he told her. I have a long drive to take before night. I would let you go with me, but I am afraid I should keep you too long past your bedtime.

The little girl looked in his kind face appealingly; she could not bear to have the day come to an end. The doctor spoke to her as if she were grown up and understood everything, and this pleased her. It is very hard to be constantly reminded that one is a child, as if it were a crime against society. Dr. Leslie, unlike many others, did not like children because they were children; he now and then made friends with one, just as he added now and then to his narrow circle of grown friends. He felt a certain responsibility for this little girl, and congratulated himself upon feeling an instinctive fondness for her. The good old minister had said only that morning that love is the great motive power, that it is always easy to do things for those whom we love and wish to please, and for this reason we are taught to pray for love to God, and so conquer the difficulty of holiness. But I must do my duty by her at any rate, the doctor told himself. I am afraid I have forgotten the child somewhat in past years, and she is a bright little creature.

Have you been taking good care of yourself? he added aloud. I was very tired, for I was out twice in the night taking care of sick people. But you must come to see me again some day. I dare say you and Marilla have made friends with each other. Now we must go, I suppose, and Nan Prince, still silent, — for the pleasure of this time was almost too great, — took hold of the doctors outstretched hand, and they went slowly up the garden walk together. As they drove slowly down the street they met the people who were coming from church, and the child sat up very straight in the old gig, with her feet on the doctors medicine-box, and was sure that everybody must be envying her. She thought it was more pleasant than ever that afternoon, as they passed through the open country outside the village; the fields and the trees were marvelously green, and the distant river was shining in the sun. Nan looked anxiously for the gray farmhouse for two or three minutes before they came in sight of it, but at last it showed itself, standing firm on the hillside. It seemed a long time since she had left home in the morning, but this beautiful day was to be one of the landmarks of her memory. Life had suddenly grown much larger, and her familiar horizon had vanished and she discovered a great distance stretching far beyond the old limits. She went gravely into the familiar kitchen, holding fast the bits of box and the periwinkle flowers, quite ready to answer her grandmothers questions, though she was only too certain that it would be impossible to tell any one the whole dear story of that June Sunday.

A little later, as Marilla came sedately home, she noticed in the driveway some fresh hoofmarks which pointed toward the street, and quickly assured herself that they could not have been made very long before. I wonder what the two of em have been doing all the afternoon? she said to herself. Shes a little lady, that child is; and its a burnin shame she should be left to run wild. I never set so much by her mothers looks as some did, but growin things has blooms as much as they have roots and prickles — and even them Thachers will flower out once in a while.


VI. IN SUMMER WEATHER
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ONE MORNING DR. Leslie remembered an old patient whom he liked to go to see now and then, perhaps more from the courtesy and friendliness of the thing than from any hope of giving professional assistance. The old sailor, Captain Finch, had long before been condemned as unseaworthy, having suffered for many years from the effects of a bad fall on shipboard. He was a cheerful and wise person, and the doctor was much attached to him, besides knowing that he had borne his imprisonment with great patience, for his life on one of the most secluded farms of the region, surrounded by his wifes kinsfolk, who were all landsmen, could hardly be called anything else. The doctor had once made a voyage to Fayal and from thence to England in a sailing-vessel, having been somewhat delicate in health in his younger days, and this made him a more intelligent listener to the captains stories than was often available.

Dr. Leslie had brought his case of medicines from mere force of habit, but by way of special prescription he had taken also a generous handful of his best cigars, and wrapped them somewhat clumsily in one of the large sheets of letter-paper which lay on his study table near by. Also he had stopped before the old sideboard in the carefully darkened dining-room, and taken a bottle of wine from one of its cupboards. This will do him more good than anything, poor old fellow, he told himself, with a sudden warmth in his own heart and a feeling of grateful pleasure because he had thought of doing the kindness.

Marilla called eagerly from the kitchen window to ask where he was going, putting her hand out hastily to part the morning-glory vines, which had climbed their strings and twisted their stems together until they shut out the world from their planters sight. But the doctor only answered that he should be back at dinner time, and settled himself comfortably in his carriage, smiling as he thought of Marillas displeasure. She seldom allowed a secret to escape her, if she were once fairly on the scent of it, though she grumbled now, and told herself that she only cared to know for the sake of the people who might come, or to provide against the accident of his being among the missing in case of sudden need. She found life more interesting when there was even a small mystery to be puzzled over. It was impossible for Dr. Leslie to resist teasing his faithful hand-maiden once in a while, but he did it with proper gravity and respect, and their friendship was cemented by these sober jokes rather than torn apart.

The horse knew as well as his master that nothing of particular importance was in hand, and however well he always caught the spirit of the occasion when there was need for hurry, he now jogged along the road, going slowly where the trees cast a pleasant shade, and paying more attention to the flies than to anything else. The doctor seemed to be in deep thought, and old Major understood that no notice was to be taken of constant slight touches of the whip which his master held carelessly. It had been hot, dusty weather until the day and night before, when heavy showers had fallen; the country was looking fresh, and the fields and trees were washed clean at last from the white dust that had powdered them and given the farms a barren and discouraged look.

They had come in sight of Mrs. Thachers house on its high hillside, and were just passing the abode of Mrs. Meeker, which was close by the roadside in the low land. This was a small, weather-beaten dwelling, and the pink and red hollyhocks showed themselves in fine array against its gray walls. Its mistresss prosaic nature had one most redeeming quality in her love for flowers and her gift in making them grow, and the doctor forgave her many things for the sake of the bright little garden in the midst of the sandy lands which surrounded her garden with their unshaded barrenness. The road that crossed these was hot in summer and swept by bitter winds in winter. It was like a bit of desert dropped by mistake among the green farms and spring-fed forests that covered the rest of the river uplands.

No sentinel was ever more steadfast to his duty in time of war and disorder than Mrs. Meeker, as she sat by the front window, from which she could see some distance either way along the crooked road. She was often absent from her own house to render assistance of one sort or another among her neighbors, but if she were at home it was impossible for man, woman, or child to go by without her challenge or careful inspection. She made couriers of her neighbors, and sent these errand men and women along the country roads or to the village almost daily. She was well posted in the news from both the village and the country side, and however much her acquaintances scolded about her, they found it impossible to resist the fascination of her conversation, and few declined to share in the banquet of gossip which she was always ready to spread. She was quick witted, and possessed of many resources and much cleverness of a certain sort; but it must be confessed that she had done mischief in her day, having been the murderer of more than one neighbors peace of mind and the assailant of many a reputation. But if she were a dangerous inmate of ones household, few were so attractive or entertaining for the space of an afternoon visit, and it was usually said, when she was seen approaching, that she would be sure to have something to tell. Out in the country, where so many people can see nothing new from one weeks end to the other, it is, after all, a great pleasure to have the latest particulars brought to ones door, as a townsmans newspaper is.

Mrs. Meeker knew better than to stop Dr. Leslie if he were going anywhere in a hurry; she had been taught this lesson years ago; but when she saw him journeying in such a leisurely way some instinct assured her of safety, and she came out of her door like a Jack-in-the-box, while old Major, only too ready for a halt, stood still in spite of a desperate twitch of the reins, which had as much effect as pulling at a fish-hook which has made fast to an anchor. Mrs. Meeker feigned a great excitement.

I wont keep you but a moment, she said, but I want to hear what you think about Mis Thachers chances.

Mrs. Thachers? repeated the doctor, wonderingly.

Shes doing well, isnt she? I dont suppose that she will ever be a young woman again.

I dont know why, but I took it for granted that you was goin there, explained Mrs. Meeker, humbly. She has seemed to me as if she was failing all summer. I was up there last night, and I never said so to her, but she had aged dreadfully. I wonder if its likely shes had a light shock? Sometimes the fust ones kind o hidden; comes by night or somethin, and folks dont know till they begins to feel the damage of it.

She hasnt looked very well of late, said the doctor. For once in his life he was willing to have a friendly talk, Mrs. Meeker thought, and she proceeded to make the most of her opportunity.

I think the care of that girl of Adlines has been too much for her all along, she announced, shes wild as a hawk, and a perfect torment. One day shell come strollin in and beseechin me for a bunch o flowers, and the next shell be here after dark scarin me out o my seven senses. She rigged a tick-tack here the other night against the window, and my heart was in my mouth. I thought twas a warnin much as ever I thought anything in my life; the night before my mother died twas in that same room and against that same winder there came two or three raps, and my sister Drew and me we looked at each other, and turned cold all over, and mother set right up in bed the next night and looked at that winder and then laid back dead. I was all sole alone the other evenin, — Wednesday it was, — and when I heard them raps I mustered up, and went and put my head out o the door, and I couldnt see nothing, and when I went back, knock — knock, it begun again, and I went to the door and harked. I hoped I should hear somebody or nother comin along the road, and then I heard somethin a ruslin amongst the sunflowers and hollyhocks, and then there was a titterin, and come to find out twas that young one. I chased her up the road till my wind give out, and I had to go and set on the stone wall, and come to. She wont go to bed till shes a mind to. One night I was up there this spring, and she never come in until after nine oclock, a dark night, too; and the pore old lady was in distress, and thought shed got into the river. I says to myself there want no such good news. She told how shed ben up into Jake an Martins oaks, trying to catch a little screech owl. She belongs with wild creaturs, I do believe, — just the same natur. Shed better be kept to school, stead o growin up this way; but she keeps the rest o the young ones all in a brile, and this last teacher wouldnt have her there at all. Shed toll off half the school into the pasture at recess time, and none of em would get back for half an hour.

Whats a tick-tack? I dont remember, asked the doctor, who had been smiling now and then at this complaint.

They tie a nail to the end of a string, and run it over a bent pin stuck in the sash, and then they get out o sight and pull, and it clacks against the winder, dont ye see? Aint it surprisin how them devils tricks gets handed down from gineration to gineration, while so much thats good is forgot, lamented Mrs. Meeker, but the doctor looked much amused.

Shes a bright child, he said, and not over strong. I dont believe in keeping young folks shut up in the schoolhouses all summer long.

Mrs. Meeker sniffed disapprovingly. Shes tougher than ellum roots. I believe you cant kill them peakèd-looking young ones. Shell run like a fox all day long and live to see us all buried. I can put up with her pranks; t is of pore old Mis Thacher Im thinkin. Shes had trouble enough without adding on this young scape-gallows. You had better fetch her up to be a doctor, Mrs. Meeker smilingly continued, I was up there yisterday, and one of the young turkeys had come hoppin and quawkin round the doorsteps with its leg broke, and shed caught it and fixed it off with a splint before you could say Jack Robison. She told how it was the way youd done to Jim Finch that fell from the hay-rigging and broke his arm over to Jake an Martins, haying time.

I remember she was standing close by, watching everything I did, said the doctor, his face shining with interest and pleasure. I shall have to carry her about for clerk. Her father studied medicine you know. It is the most amazing thing how people inherit — but he did not finish his sentence and pulled the reins so quickly that the wise horse knew there was no excuse for not moving forward.

Mrs. Meeker had hoped for a longer interview. Stop as you come back, wont you? she asked. Im goin to pick you some of the handsomest poppies I ever raised. I got the seed from my sister-in-laws cousin, she that was Miry Gregg, and they do beat everything. They wilt so that it aint no use to pick em now, unless you was calclatin to come home by the other road. Theres nobody sick about here, is there? to which the doctor returned a shake of the head and the information that he should be returning that way about noon. As he drove up the hill he assured himself with great satisfaction that he believed he hadnt told anything that morning which would be repeated all over town before night, while his hostess returned to her house quite dissatisfied with the interview, though she hoped for better fortune on Dr. Leslies return.

For his part, he drove on slowly past the Thacher farmhouse, looking carefully about him, and sending a special glance up the lane in search of the invalid turkey. I should like to see how she managed it, he told himself half aloud. If she shows a gift for such things Ill take pains to teach her a lesson or two by and by when she is older.... Come Major, dont go to sleep on the road! and in a few minutes the wagon was out of sight, if the reader had stood in the Thacher lane, instead of following the good man farther on his errand of mercy and good fellowship.



At that time in the morning most housekeepers were busy in their kitchens, but Mrs. Thacher came to stand in her doorway, and shaded her forehead and eyes with her hand from the bright sunlight, as she looked intently across the pastures toward the river. She seemed anxious and glanced to and fro across the fields, and presently she turned quickly at the sound of a footstep, and saw her young grand-daughter coming from the other direction round the corner of the house. The child was wet and a little pale, though she evidently had been running.

What have you been doin now? asked the old lady fretfully. I wont have you gettin up in the mornin before I am awake and stealin out of the house. I think you are drowned in the river or have broken your neck fallin out of a tree. Here it is after ten oclock. Ive a mind to send you to bed, Nanny; who got you out of the water, for in it youve been sure enough?

I got out myself, said the little girl. It was deep, though, and she began to cry, and when she tried to cover her eyes with her already well-soaked little apron, she felt quite broken-hearted and unnerved, and sat down dismally on the doorstep.

Come in, and put on a dry dress, said her grandmother, not unkindly; that is, if theres anything but your Sunday one fit to be seen. Ive told you often enough not to go playin in the river, and Ive wanted you more than common to go out to Jake and Martins to borrow me a little cinnamon. Youre a real trial this summer. I believe the bigger you are the worse you are. Now just say what youve been about. I declare I shall have to go and have a talk with the doctor, and hell scold you well. Im gettin old and I cant keep after you; you ought to consider me some. Youll think of it when you see me laying dead, what a misery youve ben. No schoolin worth namin; grumbled Mrs. Thacher, as she stepped heavily to and fro in the kitchen, and the little girl disappeared within the bed-room. In a few minutes, however, her unusual depression was driven away by the comfort of dry garments, and she announced triumphantly that she had found a whole flock of young wild ducks, and that she had made a raft and chased them about up and down the river, until the raft had proved unseaworthy, and she had fallen through into the water. Later in the day somebody came from the Jake and Martin homesteads to say that there must be no more pulling down of the ends of the pasture fences. The nails had easily let go their hold of the old boards, and a stone had served our heroine for a useful shipwrights hammer, but the young cattle had strayed through these broken barriers and might have done great damage if they had been discovered a little later, — having quickly hied themselves to a piece of carefully cultivated land. The Jake and Martin families regarded Nan with a mixture of dread and affection. She was bringing a new element into their prosaic lives, and her pranks afforded them a bit of news almost daily. Her imagination was apt to busy itself in inventing tales of her unknown aunt, with which she entertained a grandchild of Martin Dyer, a little girl of nearly her own age. It seemed possible to Nan that any day a carriage drawn by a pair of prancing black horses might be seen turning up the lane, and that a lovely lady might alight and claim her as her only niece. Why this event had not already taken place the child never troubled herself to think, but ever since Marilla had spoken of this aunts existence, the dreams of her had been growing longer and more charming, until she seemed fit for a queen, and her unseen house a palace. Nans playmate took pleasure in repeating these glowing accounts to her family, and many were the head-shakings and evil forebodings over the untruthfulness of the heroine of this story. Little Susan Dyers only aunt, who was well known to her, lived as other people did in a comparatively plain and humble house, and it was not to be wondered at that she objected to hearing continually of an aunt of such splendid fashion. And yet Nan tried over and over again to be in some degree worthy of the relationship. She must not be too unfit to enter upon more brilliant surroundings whenever the time should come, — she took care that her pet chickens and her one doll should have high-sounding names, such as would seem proper to the aunt, and, more than this, she took a careful survey of the house whenever she was coming home from school or from play, lest she might come upon her distinguished relative unawares. She had asked her grandmother more than once to tell her about this mysterious kinswoman, but Mrs. Thacher proved strangely uncommunicative, fearing if she answered one easy question it might involve others that were more difficult.

The good woman grew more and more anxious to fulfil her duty to this troublesome young housemate; the child was strangely dear and companionable in spite of her frequent naughtiness. It seemed, too, as if she could do whatever she undertook, and as if she had a power which made her able to use and unite the best traits of her ancestors, the strong capabilities which had been illy balanced or allowed to run to waste in others. It might be said that the materials for a fine specimen of humanity accumulate through several generations, until a child appears who is the heir of all the family wit and attractiveness and common sense, just as one person may inherit the worldly wealth of his ancestry.


VII. FOR THE YEARS TO COME
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LATE ONE SUMMER afternoon Dr. Leslie was waked from an unusually long after-dinner nap by Marillas footsteps along the hall. She remained standing in the doorway, looking at him for a provoking length of time, and finally sneezed in her most obtrusive and violent manner. At this he sat up quickly and demanded to be told what was the matter, adding that he had been out half the night before, which was no news to the faithful housekeeper.

There, Im sure I didnt mean to wake you up, she said, with an apparent lack of self-reproach. I never can tell whether you are asleep or only kind of drowsin. There was a boy here just now from old Mis Cunninghams over on the bilin spring road. They want you to come over quick as convenient. She dont know nothin, the boy said.

Never did, grumbled the doctor. Ill go, toward night, but I cant do her any good.

An Mis Thacher is out here waitin too, but she says if youre busy shell go along to the stores and stop as she comes back. She looks to me as if she was breakin up, confided Marilla in a lower tone.

Tell her Im ready now, answered the doctor in a more cordial tone, and though he said half to himself and half to Marilla that here was another person who expected him to cure old age, he spoke compassionately, and as if his heart were heavy with the thought of human sorrow and suffering. But he greeted Mrs. Thacher most cheerfully, and joked about Marillas fear of a fly, as he threw open the blinds of the study window which was best shaded from the sun.

Mrs. Thacher did indeed look changed, and the physicians quick eyes took note of it, and, as he gathered up some letters and newspapers which had been strewn about just after dinner, he said kindly that he hoped she had no need of a doctor. It was plain that the occasion seemed an uncommon one to her. She wore her best clothes, which would not have been necessary for one of her usual business trips to the village, and it seemed to be difficult for her to begin her story. Dr. Leslie, taking a purely professional view of the case, began to consider what form of tonic would be most suitable, whether she had come to ask for one or not.

I want to have a good talk with you about the little gell; Nanny, you know; she said at last, and the doctor nodded, and, explaining that there seemed to be a good deal of draught through the room, crossed the floor and gently shut the door which opened into the hall. He smiled a little as he did it, having heard the long breath outside which was the not unfamiliar signal of Marillas presence. If she were curious, she was a discreet keeper of secrets, and the doctor had more than once indulged her in her sinful listening by way of friendliness and reward. But this subject promised to concern his own affairs too closely, and he became wary of the presence of another pair of ears. He was naturally a man of uncommon reserve, and most loyal in keeping his patients secrets. If clergymen knew their congregations as well as physicians do, the sermons would be often more closely related to the parish needs. It was difficult for the world to understand why, when Dr. Leslie was anything but prone to gossip, Marilla should have been possessed of such a wealth of knowledge of her neighbors affairs. Strange to say this wealth was for her own miserly pleasure and not to be distributed, and while she often proclaimed with exasperating triumph that she had known for months some truth just discovered by others, she was regarded by her acquaintances as if she were a dictionary written in some foreign language; immensely valuable, but of no practical use to themselves. It was sometimes difficult not to make an attempt to borrow from her store of news, but nothing delighted her more than to be so approached, and to present impenetrable barriers of discretion to the enemy.

How is Nanny getting on? the doctor asked. She looks stronger than she did a year ago.

Dear me, shes wild as ever, answered Mrs. Thacher, trying to smile; but Ive been distressed about her lately, night and day. I thought perhaps I might see you going by. Shes gettin to be a great girl, doctor, and I aint fit to cope with her. I find my strengths a-goin, and Im old before my time; all my folks was rugged and sound long past my age, but Ive had my troubles — you dont need I should tell you that! Poor Adline always give me a feelin as if I was a hen that has hatched ducks. I never knew exactly how to do for her, she seemed to see everything so different, and Lord only knows how I worry about her; and alays did, thinkin if Id seen clearer how to do my duty her life might have come out sort of better. And its the same with little Anna; not that shes so prone to evil as some; shes a lovin-hearted child if ever one was born, but shes a piece o mischief; and it may come from her fathers folks and their ways o livin, but shes made o different stuff, and I aint fit to make answer for her, or for fetchin of her up. I come to ask if you wont kindly advise whats best for her. I do knows anythings got to be done for a good spell yet. I mind what you say about lettin her run and git strong, and I dont check her. Only it seemed to me that you might want to speak about her sometimes and not do it for fear o wronging my judgment. I declare I havent no judgment about whats reasonable for her, and youre her guardeen, and theres the money her fathers sister has sent her; t would burn my fingers to touch a cent of it, but by and by if you think she ought to have schoolin or anything else you must just say so.

I think nothing better could have been done for the child than you have done, said Dr. Leslie warmly. Dont worry yourself, my good friend. As for books, she will take to them of her own accord quite soon enough, and in such weather as this I think one day in the fields is worth five in the school-house. Ill do the best I can for her.

Mrs. Thachers errand had not yet been told, though she fumbled in her pocket and walked to the open window to look for the neighbors wagon by which she was to find conveyance home, before she ventured to say anything more. I dont knows my timell come for some years yet, she said at length, falteringly, but I have had it borne in upon my mind a good many ways this summer that I aint going to stay here a gret while. Ive been troubled considerable by the same complaints that carried my mother off, and Im built just like her. I dont feel no concern for myself, but its goin to leave the child without anybody of her own to look to. Theres plenty will befriend her just so long as shes got means, and the old farm will sell for something besides what shes got already, but that aint everything, and I cant seem to make up my mind to havin of her boarded about. If t was so your wife had lived I should know what Id go down on my knees to her to do, but I cant ask it of you to be burdened with a young child a-growin up.

The doctor listened patiently, though just before this he had risen and begun to fill a small bottle at the closet shelves, which were stocked close to their perilous edges with various drugs. Without turning to look at his patient he said, I wish you would take five or six drops of this three times a day, and let me see you again within a week or two. And while the troubled woman turned to look at him with half-surprise, he added, Dont give yourself another thought about little Nan. If anything should happen to you, I shall be glad to bring her here, and to take care of her as if she were my own. I always have liked her, and it will be as good for me as for her. I would not promise it for any other child, but if you had not spoken to-day, I should have found a way to arrange with you the first chance that came. But Im getting to be an old fellow myself, he laughed. I suppose if I get through first you will be friendly to Marilla? and Mrs. Thacher let a faint sunbeam of a smile shine out from the depths of the handkerchief with which she was trying to stop a great shower of tears. Marilla was not without her little vanities, and being thought youthful was one of the chief desires of her heart.

So Mrs. Thacher went away lighter hearted than she came. She asked the price of the vial of medicine, and was answered that they would talk about that another time; then there was a little sober joking about certain patients who never paid their doctors bills at all because of a superstition that they would immediately require his aid again. Dr. Leslie stood in his study doorway and watched her drive down the street with Martin Dyer. It seemed to him only a year or two since both the man and woman had been strong and vigorous; now they both looked shrunken, and there was a wornness and feebleness about the bodies which had done such good service. Come and go, said the doctor to himself, one generation after another. Getting old! all the good old-fashioned people on the farms: I never shall care so much to be at the beck and call of their grandchildren, but I must mend up these old folks and do the best I can for them as long as they stay; theyre good friends to me. Dear me, how it used to fret me when I was younger to hear them always talking about old Doctor Wayland and what he used to do; and here I am the old doctor myself! And then he went down the gravel walk toward the stable with a quick, firm step, which many a younger man might have envied, to ask for a horse. You may saddle him, he directed. I am only going to old Mrs. Cunninghams, and it is a cool afternoon.

Dr. Leslie had ridden less and less every year of his practice; but, for some reason best known to himself, he went down the village street at a mad pace. Indeed, almost everybody who saw him felt that it was important to go to the next house to ask if it were known for what accident or desperate emergency he had been called away.


VIII. A GREAT CHANGE
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UNTIL THE AUTUMN of this year, life had seemed to flow in one steady, unchanging current. The thought had not entered little Nan Princes head that changes might be in store for her, for, ever since she could remember, the events of life had followed each other quietly, and except for the differences in every-day work and play, caused by the succession of the seasons, she was not called upon to accommodate herself to new conditions. It was a gentle change at first: as the days grew shorter and the house and cellar were being made ready for winter, her grandmother seemed to have much more to do than usual, and Nan must stay at home to help. She was growing older at any rate; she knew how to help better than she used; she was anxious to show her grandmother how well she could work, and as the river side and the windy pastures grew less hospitable, she did not notice that she was no longer encouraged to go out to play for hours together to amuse herself as best she might, and at any rate keep out of the way. It seemed natural enough now that she should stay in the house, and be entrusted with some regular part of the business of keeping it. For some time Mrs. Thacher had kept but one cow, and early in November, after a good offer for old Brindle had been accepted, it was announced to Nans surprise that the young cow which was to be Brindles successor need not be bought until spring; she would be a great care in winter time, and Nan was to bring a quart of milk a day from Jake and Martins. This did not seem an unpleasant duty while the mild weather lasted; if there came a rainy day, one of the kind neighbors would leave the little pail on his way to the village before the young messenger had started out.

Nan could not exactly understand at last why Mrs. Jake and Mrs. Martin always asked about her grandmother every morning with so much interest and curiosity, or why they came oftener and oftener to help with the heavy work. Mrs. Thacher had never before minded her occasional illnesses so much, and some time passed before Nans inexperienced eyes and fearless young heart understood that the whole atmosphere which overhung the landscape of her life had somehow changed, that another winter approached full of mystery and strangeness and discomfort of mind, and at last a great storm was almost ready to break into the shelter and comfort of her simple life. Poor Nan! She could not think what it all meant. She was asked many a distressing question, and openly pitied, and heard her future discussed, as if her world might come to an end any day. The doctor had visited her grandmother from time to time, but always while she was at school, until vacation came, and poor Mrs. Thacher grew too feeble to enter into even a part of the usual business of the farmhouse.

One morning, as Nan was coming back from the Dyer farm with the milk, she met Mrs. Meeker in the highway. This neighbor and our heroine were rarely on good terms with each other, since Nan had usually laid herself under some serious charge of wrong-doing, and had come to believe that she would be disapproved in any event, and so might enjoy life as she chose, and revel in harmless malice.

The child could not have told why she shrank from meeting her enemy so much more than usual, and tried to discover some refuge or chance for escape; but, as it was an open bit of the road, and a straight way to the lane, she could have no excuse for scrambling over the stone wall and cutting short the distance. However, her second thought scorned the idea of running away in such cowardly fashion, and not having any recent misdemeanor on her conscience, she went forward unflinchingly.

Mrs. Meekers tone was not one of complaint, but of pity, and insinuating friendliness. Hows your grandma to-day? she asked, and Nan, with an unsympathetic answer of About the same, stepped bravely forward, resenting with all her young soul the discovery that Mrs. Meeker had turned and was walking alongside.

Shes been a good, kind grandma to you, haint she? said this unwelcome companion, and when Nan had returned a wondering but almost inaudible assent, she continued, Shell be a great loss to you, I can tell you. Youll never find nobody to do for you like her. There, you wont realize nothing about it till youve got oldern you be now; but the timell come when — and her sharp voice faltered; for Nan had turned to look full in her face, had stopped still in the frozen road, dropped the pail unconsciously and given a little cry, and in another moment was running as a chased wild creature does toward the refuge of its nest. The doctors horse was fastened at the head of the lane, and Nan knew at last, what any one in the neighborhood could have told her many days before, that her grandmother was going to die. Mrs. Meeker stared after her with a grieved sense of the abrupt ending of the coveted interview, then she recovered her self-possession, and, picking up the forsaken pail, stepped lightly over the ruts and frozen puddles, following Nan eagerly in the hope of witnessing more of such extraordinary behavior, and with the design of offering her services as watcher or nurse in these last hours. At any rate the pail and the milk, which had not been spilt, could not be left in the road.



So the first chapter of the childs life was ended in the early winter weather. There was a new unsheltered grave on the slope above the river, the farm-house door was shut and locked, and the light was out in the kitchen window. It had been a landmark to those who were used to driving along the road by night, and there were sincere mourners for the kindly woman who had kept a simple faith and uprightness all through her long life of trouble and disappointment. Nan and the cat had gone to live in the village, and both, being young, had taken the change with serenity; though at first a piteous sorrow had been waked in the childs heart, a keen and dreadful fear of the future. The past seemed so secure and pleasant, as she looked back, and now she was in the power of a fateful future which had begun with something like a whirlwind that had swept over her, leaving nothing unchanged. It seemed to her that this was to be incessant, and that being grown up was to be at the mercy of sorrow and uncertainty. She was pale and quiet during her last days in the old home, answering questions and obeying directions mechanically; but usually sitting in the least visited part of the kitchen, watching the neighbors as they examined her grandmothers possessions, and properly disposed of the contents of the house. Sometimes a spark flew from her sad and angry eyes, but she made no trouble, and seemed dull and indifferent. Late in the evening Dr. Leslie carried her home with him through the first heavy snow-storm of the year, and between the excitement of being covered from the fast-falling flakes, and so making a journey in the dark, and of keeping hold of the basket which contained the enraged kitten, the grief at leaving home was not dwelt upon.

When she had been unwound from one of the doctors great cloaks, and her eyes had grown used to the bright light in the dining-room, and Marilla had said that supper had been waiting half an hour, and she did not know how she should get along with a black cat, and then bustled about talking much faster than usual, because the sight of the lonely child had made her ready to cry, Nan began to feel comforted. It seemed a great while ago that she had cried at her grandmothers funeral. If this were the future it was certainly very welcome and already very dear, and the time of distress was like a night of bad dreams between two pleasant days.



It will easily be understood that no great change was made in Dr. Leslies house. The doctor himself and Marilla were both well settled in their habits, and while they cordially made room for the little girl who was to be the third member of the household, her coming made little difference to either of her elders. There was a great deal of illness that winter, and the doctor was more than commonly busy; Nan was sent to school, and discovered the delight of reading one stormy day when her guardian had given her leave to stay at home, and she had found his own old copy of Robinson Crusoe looking most friendly and inviting in a corner of one of the study shelves. As for school, she had never liked it, and the village school gave her far greater misery than the weather-beaten building at the cross-roads ever had done. She had known many of the village children by sight, from seeing them in church, but she did not number many friends among them, even after the winter was nearly gone and the days began to grow brighter and less cold, and the out-of-door games were a source of great merriment in the playground. Nans ideas of life were quite unlike those held by these new acquaintances, and she could not gain the least interest in most of the other children, though she grew fond of one boy who was a famous rover and fisherman, and after one of the elder girls had read a composition which fired our heroines imagination, she worshiped this superior being from a suitable distance, and was her willing adorer and slave. The composition was upon The Moon, and when the author proclaimed the fact that this was the same moon which had looked down upon Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob, little Nans eyes had opened wide with reverence and awe, and she opened the doors of her heart and soul to lofty thought and high imagination. The big girl, who sat in the back seat and glibly recited amazing lessons in history, and did sums which entirely covered the one small blackboard, was not unmindful of Nans admiration, and stolidly accepted and munched the offerings of cracked nuts, or of the treasured English apples which had been brought from the farm and kept like a squirrels hoard in an archway of the cellar by themselves. Nan cherished an idea of going back to the farm to live by herself as soon as she grew a little older, and she indulged in pleasing day-dreams of a most charming life there, with frequent entertainments for her friends, at which the author of the information about the moon would be the favored guest, and Nan herself, in a most childish and provincial fashion, the reigning queen. What did these new town-acquaintances know of the strawberries which grew in the bit of meadow, or the great high-bush blackberries by one of the pasture walls, and what would their pleasure be when they were taken down the river some moonlight night and caught sight of a fire blazing on a distant bank, and went nearer to find a sumptuous feast which Nan herself had arranged? She had been told that her aunt — that mysterious and beneficent aunt — had already sent her money which was lying idle in the bank until she should need to spend it, and her imaginary riches increased week by week, while her horizon of future happiness constantly grew wider.

The other children were not unwilling at first to enter upon an inquisitive friendship with the new-comer; but Marilla was so uncongenial to the noisy visitors, and so fastidious in the matter of snowy and muddy shoes, that she was soon avoided. Nan herself was a teachable child and gave little trouble, and Marilla sometimes congratulated herself because she had reserved the violent objections which had occurred to her mind when the doctor had announced, just before Mrs. Thachers death, that his ward would henceforth find a home in his house.

Marilla usually sat in the dining-room in the evening, though she was apt to visit the study occasionally, knitting in hand, to give her opinions, or to acquaint herself with various events of which she thought the doctor would be likely to have knowledge. Sometimes in the colder winter nights, she drew a convenient light-stand close beside the kitchen stove and refused to wander far from such comfortable warmth. Now that she had Nans busy feet to cover, there was less danger than ever that she should be left without knitting-work, and she deeply enjoyed the childs company, since Nan could give innocent answers to many questions which could never be put to elder members of the Dyer and Thacher neighborhood. Mrs. Meeker was apt to be discussed with great freedom, and Nan told long stories about her own childish experiences, which were listened to and encouraged, and matched with others even longer and more circumstantial by Marilla. The doctor, who was always reading when he could find a quiet hour for himself, often smiled as he heard the steady sound of voices from the wide kitchen, and he more than once took a few careful steps into the dining-room, and stood there shaking with laughter at the character of the conversation. Nan, though eager to learn, and curious about many things in life and nature, at first found her school lessons difficult, and sometimes came appealingly to him for assistance, when circumstances had made a temporary ending of her total indifference to getting the lessons at all. For this and other reasons she sometimes sought the study, and drew a small chair beside the doctors large one before the blazing fire of the black birch logs; and then Marilla in her turn would venture upon the neutral ground between study and kitchen, and smile with satisfaction at the cheerful companionship of the tired man and the idle little girl who had already found her way to his lonely heart. Nan had come to another home; there was no question about what should be done with her and for her, but she was made free of the silent old house, and went on growing taller, and growing dearer, and growing happier day by day. Whatever the future might bring, she would be sure to look back with love and longing to the first summer of her village life, when, seeing that she looked pale and drooping, the doctor, to her intense gratification, took her away from school. Presently, instead of having a ride out into the country as an occasional favor, she might be seen every day by the doctors side, as if he could not make his morning rounds without her; and in and out of the farm-houses she went, following him like a little dog, or, as Marilla scornfully expressed it, a briar at his heels; sitting soberly by when he dealt his medicines and gave advice, listening to his wise and merry talk with some, and his helpful advice and consolation to others of the country people. Many of these acquaintances treated Nan with great kindness; she half belonged to them, and was deeply interesting for the sake of her other ties of blood and bonds of fortune, while she took their courtesy with thankfulness, and their lack of notice with composure. If there were a shiny apple offered she was glad, but if not, she did not miss it, since her chief delight was in being the doctors assistant and attendant, and her eyes were always watching for chances when she might be of use. And one day, coming out from a bedroom, the doctor discovered, to his amusement, that her quick and careful fingers had folded the papers of some powders which he had left unfolded on the table. As they drove home together in the bright noon sunshine, he said, as if the question were asked for the sake of joking a little, What are you going to do when you grow up, Nan? to which she answered gravely, as if it were the one great question of her life, I should like best to be a doctor. Strangely enough there flitted through the doctors mind a remembrance of the day when he had talked with Mrs. Meeker, and had looked up the lane to see the unlucky turkey whose leg had been put into splints. He had wished more than once that he had taken pains to see how the child had managed it; but old Mrs. Thacher had reported the case to have been at least partially successful.

Nan had stolen a look at her companion after the answer had been given, but had been pleased and comforted to find that he was not laughing at her, and at once began a lively picture of becoming famous in her chosen profession, and the valued partner of Dr. Leslie, whose skill everybody praised so heartily. He should not go out at night, and she would help him so much that he would wonder how he ever had been able to manage his wide-spread practice alone. It was a matter of no concern to her that Marilla had laughed when she had been told of Nans intentions, and had spoken disrespectfully of women doctors; and the childs heart was full of pride and hope. The doctor stopped his horse suddenly to show Nan some flowers which grew at the roadside, some brilliant cardinals, and she climbed quickly down to gather them. There was an unwritten law that they should keep watch, one to the right hand, and the other to the left, and such treasures of blossoms or wild fruit seldom escaped Nans vision. Now she felt as if she had been wrong to let her thoughts go wandering, and her cheeks were almost as bright as the scarlet flowers themselves, as she clambered back to the wagon seat. But the doctor was in deep thought, and had nothing more to say for the next mile or two. It had become like a bad-case day suddenly and without apparent reason; but Nan had no suspicion that she was the patient in charge whose welfare seemed to the doctor to be dependent upon his own decisions.


IX. AT DR. LESLIES
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THAT EVENING DR. Leslie made signs that he was not to be interrupted, and even shut the study doors, to which precaution he seldom resorted. He was evidently disturbed when an hour later a vigorous knocking was heard at the seldom-used front entrance, and Marilla ushered in with anything but triumph an elderly gentleman who had been his college classmate. Marillas countenance wore a forbidding expression, and as she withdrew she took pains to shut the door between the hall and dining-room with considerable violence. It was almost never closed under ordinary circumstances, but the faithful housekeeper was impelled to express her wrath in some way, and this was the first that offered itself. Nan was sitting peacefully in the kitchen playing with her black cat and telling herself stories no doubt, and was quite unprepared for Marillas change of temper. The bell for the Friday evening prayer-meeting was tolling its last strokes and it was Marillas habit to attend that service. She was apt to be kept closely at home, it must be acknowledged, and this was one of her few social indulgences. Since Nan had joined the family and proved that she could be trusted with a message, she had been left in charge of the house during this coveted hour on Friday evenings.

Marilla had descended from her room arrayed for church going, but now her bonnet was pulled off as if that were the prime offender, and when the child looked wonderingly around the kitchen, she saw the bread-box brought out from the closet and put down very hard on a table, while Marilla began directly afterward to rattle at the stove.

Id like to say to some folks that we dont keep hotel, grumbled the good woman, I wish to my heart Id stepped right out o the front door and gone straight to meetin and left them there beholdin of me. Course he hasnt had no supper, nor dinner neither likes not, and if men are ever going to drop down on a family unexpected its always Friday night when everythings eat up that ever was in the house. I spose, after I bake double quantities to-morrow mornin, hell be drivin off before noon-time, and treasure it up that we never have nothin decent to set before folks. Anna, youve got to stir yourself and help, while I get the fire started up; lay one o them big dinner napkins over the red cloth, and set a plate an a tea-cup, for as for laying the whole table over again, I wont and I shant. Theres water to cart upstairs and the bed-room to open, but Heaven be thanked I was up there dustin to-day, and if ever you set a mug of flowers into one o the spare-rooms again and leave it there a week or ten days to spile, Ill speak about it to the doctor. Now you step out o my way like a good girl. I dont know whether you or the cats the worst for gettin before me when Im in a drive. Ill set him out somethin to eat, and then Im goin to meetin if the skies fall.

Nan meekly obeyed directions, and with a sense of guilt concerning the deserted posies went to hover about the study door after the plates were arranged, instead of braving further the stormy atmosphere of the kitchen. Marillas lamp had shone in so that there had been light enough in the dining-room, but the study was quite dark except where there was one spark at the end of the doctors half-finished cigar, which was alternately dim and bright like the revolving lantern of a lighthouse.

At that moment the smoker rose, and with his most considerate and conciliatory tone asked Marilla for the study lamp, but Nan heard, and ran on tiptoe and presently brought it in from the kitchen, holding it carefully with both hands and walking slowly. She apparently had no thought beyond her errand, but she was brimful of eagerness to see the unexpected guest; for guests were by no means frequent, and since she had really become aware of a great outside world beyond the boundaries of Oldfields she welcomed the sight of any messengers.

Dr. Leslie hastily pushed away some books from the lamps place; and noticing that his visitor looked at Nan with surprise, quickly explained that this little girl had come to take care of him, and bade Nan speak to Dr. Ferris. Whereupon her bravery was sorely tried, but not overcome, and afterward she sat down in her own little chair, quite prepared to be hospitable. As she heard a sound of water being poured into a pitcher in the best room upstairs, she was ready to laugh if there had been anybody to laugh with, and presently Marilla appeared at the door with the announcement that there was some tea waiting in the dining-room, after which and before anybody had thought of moving, the side gate clacked resolutely, and Marilla, looking more prim and unruffled than usual, sped forth to the enjoyment of her Friday evening privileges.

Nan followed the gentlemen to the dining-room not knowing whether she were wanted or not, but feeling quite assured when it was ascertained that neither sugar nor teaspoons had been provided. The little feast looked somewhat meagre, and the doctor spoke irreverently of his housekeeper and proceeded to abstract a jar of her best strawberry jam from the convenient store-closet, and to collect other articles of food which seemed to him to be inviting, however inappropriate to the occasion. The guest would have none of the jam, but Dr. Leslie cut a slice of the loaf of bread for himself and one for Nan, though it had already waned beyond its last quarter, and nobody knew what would happen if there were no toast at breakfast time. Marilla would never know what a waste of jam was spread upon these slices either, but she was a miser only with the best preserves, and so our friends reveled in their stolen pleasure, and were as merry together as heart could wish.

Nan thought it very strange when she found that the doctor and his guest had been at school together, for the stranger seemed so old and worn. They were talking about other classmates at first, and she sat still to listen, until the hour of Marillas return drew near and Dr. Leslie prudently returned to his own uninvaded apartment. Nan was told, to her sorrow, that it was past her bed-time and as she stopped to say good-night, candle in hand, a few moments afterward, the doctor stooped to kiss her with unusual tenderness, and a little later, when she was safe in her small bedroom and under the coverlet which was Marillas glory, having been knit the winter before in an intricate pattern, she almost shook with fear at the sound of its makers vengeful footsteps in the lower room. It is to be hoped that the influence of the meeting had been very good, and that one of its attendants had come home equal to great demands upon her fortitude and patience. Nan could not help wishing she had thought to put away the jam, and she wondered how Marilla would treat them all in the morning. But, to do that worthy woman justice, she was mild and considerate, and outdid herself in the breakfast that was set forth in the guests honor, and Dr. Ferris thought he could do no less than to add to his morning greeting the question why she was not growing old like the rest of them, which, though not answered, was pleasantly received.

The host and guest talked very late the night before, and told each other many things. Dr. Leslie had somewhat unwillingly undertaken the country practice which had grown dearer to him with every year, but there were family reasons why he had decided to stay in Oldfields for a few months at least, and though it was not long before he was left alone, not only by the father and mother whose only child he was, but by his wife and child, he felt less and less inclination to break the old ties and transplant himself to some more prominent position of the medical world. The leisure he often had at certain seasons of the year was spent in the studies which always delighted him, and little by little he gained great repute among his professional brethren. He was a scholar and a thinker in other than medical philosophies, and most persons who knew anything of him thought it a pity that he should be burying himself alive, as they were pleased to term his devotion to his provincial life. His rare excursions to the cities gave more pleasure to other men than to himself, however, in these later years, and he laughingly proclaimed himself to be growing rusty and behind the times to Dr. Ferris, who smiled indulgently, and did not take the trouble to contradict so untrue and preposterous an assertion.

If one man had been a stayer at home; a vegetable nature, as Dr. Leslie had gone on to say, which has no power to change its locality or to better itself by choosing another and more adequate or stimulating soil; the other had developed the opposite extreme of character, being by nature a rover. From the medical school he had entered at once upon the duties of a naval appointment, and after he had become impatient of its routine of practice and its check upon his freedom, he had gone, always with some sufficient and useful object, to one far country after another. Lately he had spent an unusual number of consecutive months in Japan, which was still unfamiliar even to most professional travelers, and he had come back to America enthusiastic and full of plans for many enterprises which his shrewd, but not very persistent brain had conceived. The two old friends were delighted to see each other, but they took this long-deferred meeting as calmly as if they were always next-door neighbors. It was a most interesting thing that while they led such different lives and took such apparently antagonistic routes of progression, they were pretty sure to arrive at the same conclusion, though it might appear otherwise to a listener who knew them both slightly.

And who is the little girl? asked Dr. Ferris, who had refused his entertainers cigars and produced a pipe from one pocket, after having drawn a handful of curious small jade figures from another and pushed them along the edge of the study table, without comment, for his friend to look at. Some of them were so finely carved that they looked like a heap of grotesque insects struggling together as they lay there, but though Dr. Leslies eyes brightened as he glanced at them, he gave no other sign of interest at that time, and answered his guests question instead.

She is a ward of mine, he said; she was left quite alone by the death of her grandmother some months ago, and so I brought her here.

It isnt often that I forget a face, said Dr. Ferris, but I have been trying to think what association I can possibly have with that child. I remember at last; she looks like a young assistant surgeon who was on the old frigate Fortune with me just before I left the service. I dont think he was from this part of the country though; I never heard what became of him.

I dare say it was her father; I believe he made a voyage or two, said Dr. Leslie, much interested. Do you know anything more about him? you always remember everything, Ferris.

Yes, answered the guest, slowly puffing away at his pipe. Yes, he was a very bright fellow, with a great gift at doctoring, but he was willful, full of queer twists and fancies, the marry in haste and repent at his leisure sort of young man.

Exactly what he did, I suppose, interrupted the host. Only his leisure was fortunately postponed to the next world, for the most part; he died very young.

I used to think it a great pity that he had not settled himself ashore in a good city practice, continued Dr. Ferris. He had a great knack at pleasing people and making friends, and he was always spoiling for want of work. I was ready enough to shirk my part of that, you may be sure, but if you start with a reasonably healthy set of men, crew and officers, and keep good discipline, and have no accidents on the voyage, an old-fashioned ship-masters kit of numbered doses is as good as anything on board a man-of-war in time of peace. You have mild cases that result from over-heating or over-eating, and sometimes a damaged finger to dress, or a tooth to pull. I used to tell young Prince that it was a pity one of the men wouldnt let himself be chopped to pieces and fitted together again to give us a little amusement.

Thats the name, announced Nans guardian with great satisfaction. This is a very small world; we are all within hail of each other. I dare say when we get to Heaven there will not be a stranger to make friends with.

I could give you more wonderful proofs of that than you would be likely to believe, responded the surgeon. But tell me how you happened to have anything to do with the child; did Prince wander into this neighborhood?

Not exactly, but he fell in love with a young girl who was brought up on one of the farms just out of the village. She was a strange character, a handsome creature, with a touch of foolish ambition, and soon grew impatient of the routine of home life. I believe that she went away at first to work in one of the factories in Lowell, and afterward she drifted to Dunport, where young Princes people lived, and I dare say it was when he came home from that very voyage you knew of that he saw her and married her. She worked in a dressmakers shop, and worked very well too, but she had offended his sister to begin with, one day when she was finding fault with some work that had been done for her, and so there was no end of trouble, and the young man had a great battle at home, and the more he was fought the less inclined he was to yield, and at last off he went to be married, and never came home again until he died. It was a wretched story; he only lived two years, and they went from one place to another, and finally the end came in some Western town. He had not been happy with his wife, and they quarreled from time to time, and he asked to be brought back to Dunport and buried. This child was only a baby, and the Princes begged her mother to give her up, and used every means to try to make friends, and to do what was right. But I have always thought there was blame on both sides. At any rate the wife was insolent and unruly, and went flinging out of the house as soon as the funeral was over. I dont know what became of them for a while, but it always seemed to me as if poor Adeline must have had a touch of insanity, which faded away as consumption developed itself. Her mothers people were a fine, honest race, self-reliant and energetic, but there is a very bad streak on the other side. I have heard that she was seen begging somewhere, but I am not sure that it is true; at any rate she would neither come here to her own home nor listen to any plea from her husbands family, and at last came back to the farm one night like a ghost, carrying the child in her arms across the fields; all in rags and tatters, both of them. She confessed to me that she had meant to drown herself and little Nan together. I could never understand why she went down so fast. I know that she had been drinking. Some people might say that it was the scorn of her husbands relatives, but that is all nonsense, and I have no doubt she and the young man might have done very well if this hadnt spoiled all their chances at the outset. She was quite unbalanced and a strange, wild creature, very handsome in her girlhood, but morally undeveloped. It was impossible not to have a liking for her. I remember her when she was a baby.

And yet people talk about the prosaic New England life! exclaimed Dr. Ferris. I wonder where I could match such a story as that, though I dare say that you know a dozen others. I tell you, Leslie, that for intense, self-centred, smouldering volcanoes of humanity, New England cannot be matched the world over. Its like the regions in Iceland that are full of geysers. I dont know whether it is the inheritance from those people who broke away from the old countries, and who ought to be matched to tremendous circumstances of life, but now and then there comes an amazingly explosive and uncontrollable temperament that goes all to pieces from its own conservation and accumulation of force. By and by you will have all blown up, — you quiet descendants of the Pilgrims and Puritans, and have let off your superfluous wickedness like blizzards; and when the blizzards of each family have spent themselves you will grow dull and sober, and all on a level, and be free from the troubles of a transition state. Now, youre neither a new country nor an old one. You ought to see something of the older civilizations to understand what peace of mind is. Unless some importation of explosive material from the westward stirs them up, one century is made the pattern for the next. But it is perfectly wonderful what this climate does for people who come to it, — a south of Ireland fellow, for instance, who has let himself be rained on and then waited for the sun to dry him again, and has grubbed a little in a bit of ground, just enough to hint to it that it had better be making a crop of potatoes for him. I always expect to see the gorse and daisies growing on the old peoples heads to match the cabins. But they come over here and forget their idleness, and in a week or two the east winds are making them work, and thrashing them if they are slow, worse than any slave-driver who ever cracked his whip-lash. I wonder how you stand it; I do, indeed! I cant take an afternoon nap or have my coffee in bed of a morning without thinking I must put into port at the next church to be preached at.

Dr. Leslie laughed a little and shook his head gently. Its very well for you to talk, Ferris, he said, since you have done more work than any man I know. And I find this neighborhood entirely placid; one bit of news will last us a fortnight. I dare say Marilla will let everybody know that you have come to town, and have explained why she was ten minutes late, even to the minister.

How about the little girl herself? asked the guest presently; she seems well combined, and likely, as they used to say when I was a boy.

Dr. Leslie resumed the subject willingly: So far as I can see, she has the good qualities of all her ancestors without the bad ones. Her mothers mother was an old fashioned country woman of the best stock. Of course she resented what she believed to be her daughters wrongs, and refused to have anything to do with her son-in-laws family, and kept the child as carefully as possible from any knowledge of them. Little Nan was not strong at first, but I insisted that she should be allowed to run free out of doors. It seems to me that up to seven or eight years of age children are simply bundles of inheritances, and I can see the traits of one ancestor after another; but a little later than the usual time she began to assert her own individuality, and has grown capitally well in mind and body ever since. There is an amusing trace of the provincial self-reliance and self-respect and farmer-like dignity, added to a quick instinct, and tact and ready courtesy, which must have come from the other side of her ancestry. She is more a child of the soil than any country child I know, and yet she would not put a city household to shame. She has seen nothing of the world of course, but you can see she isnt like the usual village school-girl. There is one thing quite remarkable. I believe she has grown up as naturally as a plant grows, not having been clipped back or forced in any unnatural direction. If ever a human being were untrammeled and left alone to see what will come of it, it is this child. And I will own I am very much interested to see what will appear later.

The navy surgeons eyes twinkled at this enthusiasm, but he asked soberly what seemed to be our heroines bent, so far as could be discovered, and laughed outright when he was gravely told that it was a medical bent; a surprising understanding of things pertaining to that most delightful profession.

But you surely dont mean to let her risk her happiness in following that career? Dr. Ferris inquired with feigned anxiety for his answer. You surely arent going to sacrifice that innocent creature to a theory! I know its a theory; last time I was here, you could think of nothing but hypnotism or else the action of belladonna in congestion and inflammation of the brain; and he left his very comfortable chair suddenly, with a burst of laughter, and began to walk up and down the room. She has no relatives to protect her, and I consider it a shocking case of a guardians inhumanity. Grown up naturally indeed! I dont doubt that you supplied her with Bells Anatomy for a picture-book and made her say over the names of the eight little bones of her wrist, instead of This little pig went to market.

I only hope that youll live to grow up yourself, Ferris, said his entertainer, youll certainly be an ornament to your generation. What a boy you are! I should think you would feel as old as Methuselah by this time, after having rattled from one place to the next all these years. Dont you begin to get tired?

No, I dont believe I do, replied Dr. Ferris, lending himself to this new turn of the conversation, but not half satisfied with the number of his jokes. I used to be afraid I should, and so I tried to see everything I could of the world before my enthusiasm began to cool. And as for rattling to the next place, as you say, you show yourself to be no traveler by nature, or you wouldnt speak so slightingly. It is extremely dangerous to make long halts. I could cry with homesickness at the thought of the towns I have spent more than a month in; they are like the people one knows; if you see them once, you go away satisfied, and you can bring them to mind afterward, and think how they looked or just where it was you met them, — out of doors or at the club. But if you live with those people, and get fond of them, and have a thousand things to remember, you get more pain than pleasure out of it when you go away. And one cant be everywhere at once, so if youre going to care for things tremendously, you had better stay in one town altogether. No, give me a week or two, and then Ive something calling me to the next place; somebody to talk with or a book to see, and off I go. Yet, Ive done a good bit of work in my day after all. Did you see that paper of mine in the Lancet about some experiments I made when I was last in India with those tree-growing jugglers? and I worked out some curious things about the mathematics of music on this last voyage home! Why, I thought it would tear my heart in two when I came away. I should have grown to look like the people, and you might have happened to find a likeness of me on a tea plate after another year or two. I made all my plans one day to stay another winter, and next day at eleven oclock I was steaming down the harbor. But there was a poor young lad I had taken a liking for, an English boy, who was badly off after an accident and needed somebody to look after him. I thought the best thing I could do was to bring him home. Are you going to fit your ward for general practice or for a specialty?

I dont know; thatll be for the young person herself to decide, said Dr. Leslie good-humoredly. But shes showing a real talent for medical matters. It is quite unconscious for the most part, but I find that she understands a good deal already, and she sat here all the afternoon last week with one of my old medical dictionaries. I couldnt help looking over her shoulder as I went by, and she was reading about fevers, if you please, as if it were a story-book. I didnt think it was worth while to tell her we understood things better nowadays, and didnt think it best to bleed as much as old Dr. Rush recommended.

Youre like a hen with one chicken, Leslie, said the friend, still pacing to and fro. But seriously, I like your notion of her having come to this of her own accord. Most of us are grown in the shapes that society and family preference and prejudice fasten us into, and dont find out until we are well toward middle life that we should have done a great deal better at something else. Our vocations are likely enough to be illy chosen, since few persons are fit to choose them for us, and we are at the most unreasonable stage of life when we choose them for ourselves. And what the Lord made some people for, nobody ever can understand; some of us are for use and more are for waste, like the flowers. I am in such a hurry to know what the next world is like that I can hardly wait to get to it. Good heavens! we live here in our familiar fashion, going at a jog-trot pace round our little circles, with only a friend or two to speak with who understand us, and a pipe and a jack-knife and a few books and some old clothes, and please ourselves by thinking we know the universe! Not a soul of us can tell what it is that sends word to our little fingers to move themselves back and forward.

Were sure of two things at any rate, said Dr. Leslie, love to God and love to man. And though I have lived here all my days, I have learned some truths just as well as if I had gone about with you, or even been to the next world and come back. I have seen too many lives go to pieces, and too many dissatisfied faces, and I have heard too many sorrowful confessions from these country death-beds I have watched beside, one after another, for twenty or thirty years. And if I can help one good child to work with nature and not against it, and to follow the lines marked out for her, and she turns out useful and intelligent, and keeps off the rocks of mistaking her duty, I shall be more than glad. I dont care whether its a mans work or a womans work; if it is hers Im going to help her the very best way I can. I dont talk to her of course; shes much too young; but I watch her and mean to put the things in her way that she seems to reach out for and try to find. She is going to be very practical, for her hands can almost always work out her ideas already. I like to see her take hold of things, and I like to see her walk and the way she lifts her feet and puts them down again. I must say, Ferris, there is a great satisfaction in finding a human being once in a while that has some use of itself.

Youre right! said Dr. Ferris; but dont be disappointed when shes ten years older if she picks out a handsome young man and thinks there is nothing like housekeeping. Have you taken a look at my pocketful of heathen idols there yet? I dont think youve ever seen their mates.

The stayer at home smiled as if he understood his friends quiet bit of pleasantry, and reached for one of the treasures, but folded it in his hand without looking at it and seemed to be lost in meditation. The surgeon concluded that he had had enough exercise and laid himself down on the wide sofa at the end of the room, from whence he could watch his companions face. He clasped his hands under his head and looked eager and interested. He had grown to have something of the appearance of a foreigner, as people often do who have spent much time in eastern countries. The two friends were silent for some minutes, until an impatient voice roused Dr. Leslie from his reflections.

It always makes me covet my neighbors wits when I see you! announced the wanderer. If I settled myself into a respectable practice I should be obliged to march with the army of doctors who carry a great array of small weapons, and who find out what is the matter with their patients after all sorts of experiment and painstaking analysis, and comparing the results of their thermometers and microscopes with scientific books of reference. After I have done all that, you know, if I have had good luck I shall come to exactly what you can say before you have been with a sick man five minutes. You have the true gift for doctoring, you need no medical dictator, and whatever you study and whatever comes to you in the way of instruction simply ministers to your intuition. It grows to be a wonderful second-sight in such a man as you. I dont believe you investigate a case and treat it as a botanist does a strange flower, once a month. You know without telling yourself what the matter is, and what the special difference is, and the relative dangers of this case and one apparently just like it across the street, and you could do this before you were out of the hospitals. I remember you! and after a few vigorous puffs of smoke he went on; It is all very well for the rest of the men to be proud of their book learning, but they dont even try to follow nature, as Sydenham did, who followed no man. I believe such study takes one to more theory and scientific digest rather than to more skill. It is all very well to know how to draw maps when one gets lost on a dark night, or even to begin with astronomical calculations and come down to a chemical analysis of the mud you stand in, but hang me if I wouldnt rather have the instinct of a dog who can go straight home across a bit of strange country. A man has no right to be a doctor if he doesnt simply make everything bend to his work of getting sick people well, and of trying to remedy the failures of strength that come from misuse or inheritance or ignorance. The anatomists and the pathologists have their place, but we must look to the living to learn the laws of life, not to the dead. A wreck shows you where the reef is, perhaps, but not how to manage a ship in the offing. The men who make it their business to write the books and the men who make it their business to follow them arent the ones for successful practice.

Dr. Leslie smiled, and looked over his shoulder at his beloved library shelves, as if he wished to assure the useful volumes of his continued affection and respect, and said quietly, as if to beg the displeased surgeons patience with his brethren: They go on, poor fellows, studying the symptoms and never taking it in that the life power is at fault. I see more and more plainly that we ought to strengthen and balance the whole system, and aid nature to make the sick man well again. It is nature that does it after all, and diseases are oftener effects of illness than causes. But the young practitioners must follow the text-books a while until they have had enough experience to open their eyes to observe and have learned to think for themselves. I dont know which is worse; too much routine or no study at all. I was trying the other day to count up the different treatments of pneumonia that have been in fashion in our day; there must be seven or eight, and I am only afraid the next thing will be a sort of skepticism and contempt of remedies. Dr. Johnson said long ago that physicians were a class of men who put bodies of which they knew little into bodies of which they knew less, but certainly this isnt the fault of the medicines altogether; you and I know well enough they are often most stupidly used. If we blindly follow the medical dictators, as you call them, and spend our treatment on the effects instead of the causes, what success can we expect? We do want more suggestions from the men at work, but I suppose this is the same with every business. The practical medical men are the juries who settle all the theories of the hour, as they meet emergencies day after day.

The men who have the true gift for their work, said Dr. Ferris impatiently. I hadnt the conscience to go on myself, thats why I resigned, you know. I can talk about it, but I am not a good workman. But if there are going to be doctors in the next world, I wish I might be lucky enough to be equal to such a heavenly business. You thought I didnt care enough about the profession to go on, but it wasnt so. Do push your little girl ahead if she has the real fitness. I suppose it is a part of your endowment that you can distinguish the capacities and tendencies of health as well as illness; and theres one thing certain, the world cannot afford to do without the workmen who are masters of their business by divine right.

Dr. Leslie was looking at the jade-stone gods. I suppose the poor fellows who chipped out these treasures of yours may have thought they were really putting a visible piece of Heaven within their neighbors reach, he said. We cant get used to the fact that whatever truly belongs to the next world is not visible in this, and that there is idol-making and worshiping forever going on. When we let ourselves forget to educate our faith and our spiritual intellects, and lose sight of our relation and dependence upon the highest informing strength, we are trying to move our machinery by some inferior motive power. We worship our tools and beg success of them instead of remembering that we are all apprentices to the great Master of our own and every mans craft. It is the great ideas of our work that we need, and the laws of its truths. We shall be more intelligent by and by about making the best of ourselves; our possibilities are infinitely beyond what most people even dream. Spiritual laziness and physical laziness together keep us just this side of sound sleep most of the time. Perhaps you think it is a proper season for one at least?

Dear me, no! said Dr. Ferris, who was evidently quite wide awake. Do you remember how well Buckle says that the feminine intellect is the higher, and that the great geniuses of the world have possessed it? The gift of intuition reaches directly towards the truth, and it is only reasoning by deduction that can take flight into the upper air of life and certainty. You remember what he says about that?

Yes, said Dr. Leslie. Yes, it isnt a thing one easily forgets. But I have long believed that the powers of Christ were but the higher powers of our common humanity. We recognize them dimly now and then, but few of us dare to say so yet. The world moves very slowly, doesnt it? If Christ were perfect man, He could hardly tell us to follow Him and be like Him, and yet know all the while that it was quite impossible, because a difference in his gifts made his character an unapproachable one to ours. We dont amount to anything, simply because we wont understand that we must receive the strength of Heaven into our souls; that it depends upon our degree of receptivity, and our using the added power that comes in that way; not in our taking our few tools, and our self-esteem and satisfaction with ourselves, and doing our little tricks like dancing dogs; proud because the other dogs can do one less than we, or only bark and walk about on their four legs. It is our souls that make our bodies worth anything, and the life of the soul doesnt come from its activity, or any performance of its own. Those things are only the results and the signs of life, not the causes of it.

Christ in us, the hope of glory, said the other doctor gravely, and Christs glory was his usefulness and gift for helping others; I believe theres less quackery in our profession than any other, but it is amazing how we bungle at it. I wonder how you will get on with your little girl? If people didnt have theories of life of their own, or wouldnt go exactly the wrong way, it would be easier to offer assistance; but where one person takes a right direction of his own accord, there are twenty who wander to and fro.

I may as well confess to you, he continued presently, that I have had a protégé myself, but I dont look for much future joy in watching the development of my plots. He has taken affairs into his own hands, and I dare say it is much better for him, for if I had caught him young enough, I should have wished him to run the gauntlet of all the professions, not to speak of the arts and sciences. He was a clever young fellow; I saw him married the day before I left England. His wife was the daughter of a curate, and he the younger son of a younger son, and it was a love affair worth two or three story-books. It came to be a question of money alone. I had known the boy the year before in Bombay and chanced to find him one day in the Marine Hospital at Nagasaki. We had been up into the interior together. He was recommended to me as a sort of secretary and assistant and knew more than I did about most things. When he caught sight of me he cried like a baby, and I sat down and heard what the trouble was, for I had let him go off with somebody who could give him a good salary, — a government man of position, and I thought poor Bob would be put in the way of something better. Dear me, the climate was killing him before my eyes, and I took passage for both of us on the next days steamer. When I got him home I turned my bank account into a cheque and tucked it into his pocket, and told him to marry his wife and settle down and be respectable and forget such a wandering old fellow as I.

The listener made a little sound of mingled admiration and disgust.

So youre the same piece of improvidence as ever! I wonder if you worked your passage over to Boston, or came as a stowaway? Well, Im glad to give you house-room, and, to tell the truth, I was wondering how I should get on to-morrow without somebody to help me in a piece of surgery. My neighbors are not very skillful, but theyre good men every one of them, unless its old Jackson, who knows no more about the practice of medicine than a turtle knows about the nearest fixed star. Ferris! I dont wonder at your giving away the last cent you had in the world, I only wonder that you had a cent to give. I hope the young man was grateful, thats all, only Im not sure I like his taking it.

He thought I had enough more, I dare say. He said so much I couldnt stand his nonsense. Hell use it better than I could, said the guest briefly. As I said, I couldnt bring him up; in the first place I havent the patience, and beside, it wouldnt be just to him. But you must let me know how you get on with your project; I shall make you a days visit once in six months.

Thatll be good luck, responded the cheerful host. Now that I am growing old I find I wish for company oftener; just the right man, you know, to come in for an hour or two late in the evening to have a cigar, and not say a word if he doesnt feel like it.

The two friends were very comfortable together; the successive cigars burnt themselves out slowly, and the light of the great lamp was bright in the room. Here and there a tinge of red shone out on the backs of the books that stood close together in the high cases. There was an old engraving or two, and in one corner a solemn bronze figure of Dante, thin and angular, as if he had risen from his coffin to take a last look at this world. Marilla had often spoken of him disrespectfully, and had suggested many other ornaments which might be brought to take his place, but the doctor had never acted upon her suggestions. From the corner of one book-case there hung a huge wasps nest, and over the mantel-shelf, which was only wide enough for some cigar boxes and a little clock and a few vials of medicines, was a rack where three or four riding whips and a curious silver bit and some long-stemmed pipes found unmolested quarters; and in one corner were some walking sticks and a fishing rod or two which had a very ancient unused look. There was a portrait of Dr. Leslies grandfather opposite the fire-place; a good-humored looking old gentleman who had been the most famous of the Oldfields ministers. The study-table was wide and long, but it was well covered with a miscellaneous array of its owners smaller possessions, and the quick-eyed visitor smiled as he caught sight of Nans new copy of Miss Edgeworths Parents Assistant lying open and face downward on the top of an instrument case.

Marilla did not hear the doctor and his guest tramp up to bed until very late at night, and though she had tried to keep awake she had been obliged to take a nap first and then wake up again to get the benefit of such an aggravating occasion. Im not going to fret myself trying to make one of my baked omelets in the morning, she assured herself, theyll keep breakfast waiting three quarters of an hour, and it would fall flat sures the world, and the doctors got to ride to all pints of the compass to-morrow, too.


X. ACROSS THE STREET
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IT WOULD BE difficult to say why the village of Oldfields should have been placed in the least attractive part of the township, if one were not somewhat familiar with the law of growth of country communities. The first settlers, being pious kindred of the Pilgrims, were mindful of the necessity of a meeting-house, and the place for it was chosen with reference to the convenience of most of the worshipers. Then the parson was given a parsonage and a tract of glebe land somewhere in the vicinity of his pulpit, and since this was the centre of social attraction, the blacksmith built his shop at the nearest cross-road. And when some enterprising citizen became possessed of an idea that there were traders enough toiling to and fro on the rough highways to the nearest larger village to make it worth his while to be an interceptor, the first step was taken toward a local centre of commerce, and the village was fairly begun. It had not yet reached a remarkable size, though there was a time-honored joke because an enthusiastic old woman had said once, when four or five houses and a new meeting-house were being built all in one summer, that she expected now that she might live to see Oldfields a seaport town. There had been a great excitement over the second meeting-house, to which the conservative faction had strongly objected, but, after the radicals had once gained the day, other innovations passed without public challenge. The old First Parish Church was very white and held aloft an imposing steeple, and strangers were always commiserated if they had to leave town without the opportunity of seeing its front by moonlight. Behind this, and beyond a green which had been the playground of many generations of boys and girls, was a long row of horse-sheds, where the farmers horses enjoyed such part of their Sunday rest as was permitted them after bringing heavy loads of rural parishioners to their public devotions. The Sunday church-going was by no means so carefully observed in these days as in former ones, when disinclination was anything but a received excuse. In Parson Leslies — the doctors grandfathers — day, it would have condemned a man or woman to the well-merited reproof of their acquaintances. And indeed most parishioners felt deprived of a great pleasure when, after a week of separation from society, of a routine of prosaic farm-work, they were prevented from seeing their friends parade into church, from hearing the psalm-singing and the sermon, and listening to the news afterward. It was like going to mass and going to the theatre and the opera, and making a round of short calls, and having an outing in ones own best clothes to see other peoples, all rolled into one; beside which, there was (and is) a superstitious expectation of good luck in the coming week if the religious obligations were carefully fulfilled. So many of the old ideas of the efficacy of ecclesiasticism still linger, most of them by no means unlawfully. The elder people of New England are as glad to have their clergyman visit them in their last days as if he granted them absolution and extreme unction. The old traditions survive in our instincts, although our present opinions have long since ticketed many thoughts and desires and customs as out of date and quite exploded.

We go so far in our vigorous observance of the first commandment, and our fear of worshiping strange gods, that sometimes we are in danger of forgetting that we must worship God himself. And worship is something different from a certain sort of constant church-going, or from even trying to be conformers and to keep our own laws and our neighbors.



Because an old-fashioned town like Oldfields grows so slowly and with such extreme deliberation, is the very reason it seems to have such a delightful completeness when it has entered fairly upon its maturity. It is possessed of kindred virtues to a winter pear, which may be unattractive during its preparatory stages, but which takes time to gather from the ground and from the air a pleasant and rewarding individuality and sweetness. The towns which are built in a hurry can be left in a hurry without a bit of regret, and if it is the fate or fortune of the elder villages to find themselves the foundation upon which modern manufacturing communities rear their thinly built houses and workshops, and their quickly disintegrating communities of people, the weaknesses of these are more glaring and hopeless in the contrast. The hurry to make money and do much work, and the ambition to do good work, war with each other, but, as Longfellow has said, the lie is the hurrying second-hand of the clock, and the truth the slower hand that waits and marks the hour. The New England that built itself houses a hundred years ago was far less oppressed by competition and by other questions with which the enormous increase of population is worrying its younger citizens. And the overgrown Oldfields that increase now, street by street, were built then a single steady sound-timbered house at a time, and all the neighbors watched them rise, and knew where the planks were sawn, and where the chimney bricks were burnt.

In these days when Anna Prince was young and had lately come to live in the doctors square house, with the three peaked windows in the roof, and the tall box borders and lilac bushes in its neat front yard, Oldfields was just beginning to wake from a fifty years architectural sleep, and rub its eyes, and see what was thought about a smart little house with a sharp gabled roof, and much scalloping of its edges, which a new store-keeper had seen fit to build. There was one long street which had plenty of room on either side for most of the houses, and where it divided, each side of the First Parish Church, it became the East road and the West road, and the rest of the dwellings strayed off somewhat undecidedly toward the world beyond. There were a good many poplars in the front yards, though their former proud ranks were broken in many places, so that surviving veterans stood on guard irregularly before the houses, where usually one or two members of the once busy households were also left alone. Many of the people who lived in the village had outlying land and were farmers of it, but beside the doctors there were some other households which the land supported indirectly, either through professions or because some kind ancestor had laid by enough money for his children and grandchildren. The ministers were both excellent men; but Dr. Leslie was the only man who looked far ahead or saw much or cared much for true success. In Titians great Venetian picture of the Presentation of the Virgin, while the little maiden goes soberly up the steps of the temple, in the busy crowd beneath only one man is possessed by the thought that something wonderful is happening, and lifts his head, forgetting the buyers and sellers and gossipers, as his eyes follow the sacred sight. Life goes on everywhere like that fragment of it in the picture, but while the man who knows more than his fellows can be found in every company, and sees the light which beckons him on to the higher meanings and better gifts, his place in society is not always such a comfortable and honored one as Dr. Leslies. What his friends were apt to call his notions were not of such aggressive nature that he was accused of outlawry, and he was apt to speak his mind uncontradicted and undisturbed. He cared little for the friction and attrition, indeed for the inspiration, which one is sure to have who lives among many people, and which are so dear and so helpful to most of us who fall into ruts if we are too much alone. He loved his friends and his books, though he understood both as few scholars can, and he cared little for social pleasure, though Oldfields was, like all places of its size and dignity, an epitome of the world. One or two people of each class and rank are as good as fifty, and, to use the saying of the doctors friend, old Captain Finch: Human nature is the same the world over.

Through the long years of his solitary life, and his busy days as a country practitioner, he had become less and less inclined to take much part in what feeble efforts the rest of the townspeople made to entertain themselves. He was more apt to loiter along the street, stopping here and there to talk with his neighbors at their gates or their front-yard gardening, and not infrequently asked some one who stood in need of such friendliness to take a drive with him out into the country. Nobody was grieved at remembering that he was a repository of many secrets; he was a friend who could be trusted always, though he was one who had been by no means slow to anger or unwilling at times to administer rebuke.



One Sunday afternoon, late in November, while the first snow-storm of the year was beginning, Dr. Leslie threw down a stout French medical work of high renown as if it had failed to fulfil its mission of being instructive first and interesting afterward. He rose from his chair and stood looking at the insulted volume as if he had a mind to apologize and try again, but kept his hands behind him after all. It was thinly dressed in fluttering paper covers, and was so thick and so lightly bound that it had a tendency to divide its material substance into parts, like the seventhlies and eighthlies of an old-fashioned sermon. Those fellows must be in league with the book-binders over here, grumbled the doctor. I must send word to that man in New York to have some sort of cover put on these things before they come down. Then he lifted the book again and poised it on one hand, looking at its irregular edges, and reflecting at length that it would be in much better condition if he had not given it a careless crushing in the corner of his carriage the day before. It had been sunshiny, pleasant weather, and he had taken Nan for a long drive in the Saturday half-holiday. He had decided, before starting, that she should manage the reins and he would think over one or two matters and read a while; it had been a great convenience lately that Nan understood the responsibility of a horse and carriage. He was finding her a more and more useful little companion. However, his studies and reflections had been postponed until some other time, for Nan had been very eager to talk about some of her lessons in which it seemed his duty to take an interest. The child seemed stronger and better that autumn than he had ever known her, and her mind had suddenly fastened itself upon certain of her studies. She seemed very quick and very accurate, the doctor thought, and the two traits do not always associate themselves.

He left the table and walked quickly to the west window, and, clasping his hands behind him, stood looking out into the front yard and the street beyond. The ground was already white and he gave a little sigh, for winter weather is rarely a source of happiness to a doctor, although this member of the profession was not made altogether sorrowful by it. He sometimes keenly enjoyed a hard tramp of a mile or two when the roads were so blocked and the snow so blinding that he left his horse in some sheltering barn on his way to an impatient sufferer.

A little way down the street on the other side was a house much like his own, with a row of tall hemlocks beside it, and a front fence higher and more imposing than his, with great posts at the gateway, which held slender urns aloft with funereal solemnity. The doctors eyesight was not far from perfect, and he looked earnestly at the windows of one of the lower rooms and saw a familiar sight enough; his neighbor Mrs. Grahams face in its accustomed quarter of the sash. Dr. Leslie half smiled as the thought struck him that she always sat so exactly in the same place that her white cap was to be seen through the same lower window-pane. Most people would have moved their chairs about until they wore holes in the floor, he told himself, and then remembered how many times he had gone to look over at his placid friend, in her favorite afternoon post of observation. He was strongly attached to her, and he reminded himself that she was growing old and that he must try to see her oftener. He valued her companionship, more because he knew it was always ready for him, than because he always availed himself of it, but the sense of mutual dependence made them very familiar to each other when they did meet and had time for a bit of quiet talk.

Dr. Leslie suddenly turned; he had watched long enough to make sure that Mrs. Graham was alone; her head had not moved for many minutes; and at first he was going out of the front door, from some instinct he would hardly have been willing to acknowledge, but he resolutely turned and went out to the dining-room, to tell Marilla, after his usual professional custom of giving notice of his whereabouts, that he was going to Mrs. Grahams. A prompt inquiry came from the kitchen to know if anything ailed her, to which the doctor returned a scornful negative and escaped through the side-door which gave entrance both to the study and the dining-room. There was the usual service at Marillas meeting-house, but she had not ventured out to attend it, giving the weather and a grumbling toothache for her reasons, though she concealed the fact that the faithless town milliner had disappointed her about finishing her winter bonnet. Marilla had begun life with certain opinions which she had never changed, though time and occasion had lessened the value of some of them. She liked to count herself among those who are persecuted for consciences sake, and was immensely fond of an argument and of having it known that she was a dissenter from the First Parish Church.

Mrs. Graham looked up with surprise from her book to see the doctor coming in from the street, and, being helplessly lame, sat still, and put out her hand to greet him, with a very pleased look on her face. Is there anything the matter with me? she asked. I have begun to think you dont care to associate with well people; you dont usually go to church in the afternoon either, so you havent taken refuge here because Mr. Talcot is ill. I must say that I missed hearing the bell; I shall lose myself altogether by the middle of the week. One must have some landmarks.

Marilla complained yesterday that she was all at sea because her apple pies gave out a day too soon. She put the bread to rise the wrong night, and everything went wrong about the sweeping. It has been a week of great domestic calamity with us, but Nan confided to me this morning that there was some trouble with our bonnet into the bargain. I had forgotten it was time for that, said the doctor, laughing. We always have a season of great anxiety and disaster until the bonnet question is settled. I keep out of the way as much as I can. Once I tried to be amusing, and said it was a pity the women did not follow their grandmothers fashion and make a good Leghorn structure last ten years and have no more trouble about it; but I was assured that there wasnt a milliner now living who could set such an arrangement going.

Marillas taste is not what one might call commonplace, said Mrs. Graham, with a smile. I think her summer head-covering was a little the most remarkable we have had yet. She dresses so decently otherwise, good soul!

It was astonishing, said the doctor gravely, as he stood before the fire thinking how pleasant the room looked; almost as familiar as his own study, with its heavy mahogany furniture and two old portraits and few quaint ornaments. Mrs. Grahams geraniums were all flourishing and green and even in bloom, unlike most treasures of their kind. There was a modern element in the room also, — some pretty cushions and other bits of embroidery; for Mrs. Graham had some grandchildren who were city born and bred, and who made little offerings to her from time to time. On the table near her and between the front windows were many new books and magazines, and though the two neighbors kept up a regular system of exchange, the doctor went nearer to see what might be found. There were a few minutes of silence, and he became conscious that Mrs. Graham was making up her mind to say something, but when she spoke it was only to ask if there were anything serious the matter with the minister.

Oh, no, said the doctor, hes a dyspeptic, nervous soul, too conscientious! and when the time arrives for the sacrifice of pigs, and his whole admiring parish vie with each other to offer spare-ribs on that shrine, it goes hard with the poor man.

This was worth hearing, but Mrs. Graham was a little sorry that she had let such a good chance go by for saying something that was near her heart, so presently she added, I am sorry that poor Marilla hasnt a better gift at personal decoration. It seems a pity to let her disfigure that pretty child with such structures in the way of head-gear. I was so glad when that abominable great summer hat was laid by for the season.

It was pretty bad, the doctor agreed, in a provokingly indifferent tone, whereupon Mrs. Grahams interest was rekindled, and saying to herself that the poor man did not know the danger and foolishness of such carelessness, she ventured another comment.

So much depends upon giving a childs taste the right direction.

Dr. Leslie had taken up a magazine, and seemed to have found something that pleased him, but he at once laid it down and glanced once or twice at his hostess, as if he hoped for future instructions. You see I dont know anything about it, and Nan doesnt think of her clothes at all, so far as I can tell, and so poor Marilla has to do the best she can, he said mildly.

Oh dear, yes, answered Mrs. Graham, not without impatience. But the childs appearance is of some importance, and since a dollar or two doesnt make any difference to you, she should be made to look like the little lady that she is. Dear old Mrs. Thacher would turn in her grave, for she certainly had a simple good taste that was better than this. Marilla became the easy prey of that foolish little woman who makes bonnets on the East road. She has done more to deprave the ideas of our townspeople than one would believe, and they tell you with such pleasure that she used to work in New York, as if that settled the question. It is a comfort to see old Sally Turner and Miss Betsy Milman go by in their decent dark silk bonnets that good Susan Martin made for them. If I could go out to-morrow I believe I would rather hunt for a very large velvet specimen of her work, which is somewhere upstairs in a big bandbox, than trust myself to these ignorant hands. It is a great misfortune to a town if it has been disappointed in its milliner. You are quite at her mercy, and, worse than all, liable to entire social misapprehension when you venture far from home.

So bonnets are not a question of free will and individual responsibility? asked the doctor soberly. I must say that I have wondered sometimes if the women do not draw lots for them. But what shall I do about the little girl? I am afraid I do her great injustice in trying to bring her up at all — it needs a womans eye.

Your eye is just as good as anybodys, responded Mrs. Graham quickly, lest the doctor should drift into sad thought about his young wife who had been so long dead and yet seemed always a nearer and dearer living presence to him. He was apt to say a word or two about her and not answer the next question which was put to him, and presently go silently away, — but to-day Mrs. Graham had important business in hand.

My daughter will be here next week, she observed, presently, and Im sure that she will do any shopping for you in Boston with great pleasure. We might forestall Marillas plans. You could easily say when you go home that you have spoken to me about it. I think it would be an excellent opportunity now, while the East Road establishment is in disfavor, and when the doctor smiled and nodded, his friend and hostess settled herself comfortably in her chair, and felt that she had gained a point.

The sunshine itself could hardly have made that south parlor look pleasanter. There was a log in the fire that was wet, and singing gently to itself, as if the sound of the summer rustlings and chirpings had somehow been stored away in its sap, and above it were some pieces of drier white birch, which were sending up a yellow conflagration to keep the marauding snow-flakes from coming down the chimney. The geraniums looked brighter than by daylight, and seemed to hold their leaves toward the fireplace as if they were hands; and were even leaning out a little way themselves and lifting their blossoms like torches, as if they were a reserve force, a little garrison of weaker soldiers who were also enemies of the cold. The gray twilight was gathering out of doors; the trees looked naked and defenceless, as one saw them through the windows. Mrs. Graham tapped the arms of her chair gently with the tips of her fingers, and in a few minutes the doctor closed the book he was looking over and announced that the days were growing very short. There was something singularly pleasant to both the friends in their quiet Sunday afternoon companionship.

You used to pay me a Sunday visit every week, said the old lady, pleased to find that her guest still lingered. I dont know why, but I always have a hope that you will find time to run over for half an hour. I said to myself yesterday that a figure of me in wax would do just as well as anything nowadays. I get up and dress myself, and make the journey downstairs, and sit here at the window and have my dinner and go through the same round day after day. If it werent for a certain amount of expense it incurs, and occupation to other people, I think it would be of very little use. However, there are some people still left who need me. Who is it says — Béranger perhaps — that to love benefits ones self, and to inspire love benefits others. I like to think that the children and grandchildren have the old place to think of and come back to. I can see that it is a great bond between them all, and that is very good. I begin to feel like a very old woman; it would be quite different, you know, if I were active and busy out of doors, and the bustling sort of person for which nature intended me. As it is, my mind is bustling enough for itself and its body both.

Well, said the doctor, laughing a little, what is it now?

The little girl, answered Mrs. Graham, gravely. I think it is quite time she knew something of society. Dont tell yourself that I am notional and frivolous; I know you have put a great deal of hope and faith and affection into that childs career. It would disappoint you dreadfully if she were not interesting and harmonious to people in general. It seems a familiar fact now that she should have come to live with you, that she should be growing up in your house; but the first thing we know she will be a young lady instead of an amusing child, and I think that you cannot help seeing that a great deal of responsibility belongs to you. She must be equipped and provisioned for the voyage of life; she must have some resources.

But I think she has more than most children.

Yes, yes, I dare say. She is a bright little creature, but her brightness begins to need new things to work upon. She does very well at school now, I hear, and she minds very well and is much less lawless than she used to be; but she is like a candle that refuses to burn, and is satisfied with admiring its candlestick. She is quite the queen of the village children in one way, and in another she is quite apart from them. I believe they envy her and look upon her as being of another sort, and yet count her out of half their plans and pleasures, and she runs home, not knowing whether to be pleased or hurt, and pulls down half a dozen of your books and sits proudly at the window. Her poor foolish mother had some gifts, but she went adrift very soon, and I should teach Nan her duty to her neighbor, and make her take in the idea that she owes something to the world beside following out her own most satisfying plans. When I was a young woman it was a most blessed discovery to me — though I was not any quicker at making it than other people, perhaps, — that, beside being happy myself and valuable to myself, I must fit myself into my place in society. We are seldom left to work alone, you know. No, not even you. I know too much about you to believe that. And it isnt enough that we are willing to talk about ourselves. We must learn to understand the subjects of the day that everybody talks about, and to make sure of a right to stand upon the highest common ground wherever we are. Society is a sort of close corporation, and we must know its watchwords, and keep an interest in its interests and affairs. I call a gentleman the man who, either by birth or by nature, belongs to the best society. There may be bad gentlemen and good gentlemen, but one must feel instinctively at home with a certain class, representatives of which are likely to be found everywhere.

And as for Nan, you will be disappointed if she does not understand a little later your own way of looking at things. She mustnt grow up full of whims and indifferences. I am too fond of you to look forward calmly to your being disappointed, and I do believe she will be a most lovely, daughterly, friendly girl, who will keep you from being lonely as you grow older, and be a great blessing in every way. Yet she has a strange history, and is in a strange position. I hope you will find a good school for her before very long.

This was said after a moments pause, and with considerable hesitation, and Mrs. Graham was grateful for the gathering darkness which sheltered her, and not a little surprised at the doctors answer.

I have been thinking of that, he said quickly, but it is a great puzzle at present and I am thankful to say, I think it is quite safe to wait a year or two yet. You and I live so much apart from society that we idealize it a good deal, though you are a stray-away bit of it. We too seldom see the ideal gentleman or lady; we have to be contented with keeping the ideal in our minds, it seems to me, and saying that this man is gentlemanly, and that woman ladylike. But I do believe in aiming at the best things, and turning this young creatures good instincts and uncommon powers into the proper channels instead of letting her become singular and self-centred because she does not know enough of people of her own sort.

Mrs. Graham gave a little sound of approval that did not stand for any word in particular: I wonder if her fathers people will ever make any claim to her? She said something about her aunt one day; I think it was to hear whatever I might answer. It seemed to me that the poor child had more pleasure in this unknown possession than was worth while; she appeared to think of her as a sort of fairy godmother who might descend in Oldfields at any moment.

I did not know she thought of her at all, announced the doctor, somewhat dismayed. She never has talked about her aunt to me. I dare say that she has been entertained with the whole miserable story.

Oh, no, answered Mrs. Graham, placidly. I dont think that is likely, but it is quite reasonable that the child should be aware of some part of it by this time. The Dyer neighbors are far from being reticent, good creatures, and they have little to remember that approaches the interest and excitement of that time. Do you know anything about Miss Prince nowadays? I have not heard anything of her in a long while.

She still sends the yearly remittance, which I acknowledge and put into the savings bank as I always have done. When Nan came to me I advised Miss Prince that I wished to assume all care of her and should be glad if she would give me entire right to the child, but she took no notice of the request. It really makes no practical difference. Only, and the doctor became much embarrassed, I must confess that I have a notion of letting her study medicine by and by if she shows a fitness for it.

Dear, dear! said the hostess, leaning forward so suddenly that she knocked two or three books from the corner of the table, and feeling very much excited. John Leslie, I cant believe it! but my dear man used to say you thought twice for everybody elses once. What can have decided you upon such a plan?

How happened the judge to say that? asked the doctor, trying to scoff, but not a little pleased. Im sure I cant tell you, Mrs. Graham, only the idea has grown of itself in my mind, as all right ideas do, and everything that I can see seems to favor it. You may think that it is too early to decide, but I see plainly that Nan is not the sort of girl who will be likely to marry. When a man or woman has that sort of self-dependence and unnatural self-reliance, it shows itself very early. I believe that it is a mistake for such a woman to marry. Nans feeling toward her boy-playmates is exactly the same as toward the girls she knows. You have only to look at the rest of the children together to see the difference; and if I make sure by and by, the law of her nature is that she must live alone and work alone, I shall help her to keep it instead of break it, by providing something else than the business of housekeeping and what is called a womans natural work, for her activity and capacity to spend itself upon.

But dont you think that a married life is happiest? urged the listener, a good deal shocked at such treason, yet somewhat persuaded by its truth.

Yes, said Dr. Leslie, sadly. Yes indeed, for most of us. We could say almost everything for that side, you and I; but a rule is sometimes very cruel for its exceptions; and there is a life now and then which is persuaded to put itself in irons by the force of custom and circumstances, and from the lack of bringing reason to bear upon the solving of the most important question of its existence. Of course I dont feel sure yet that I am right about Nan, but looking at her sad inheritance from her mother, and her good inheritances from other quarters, I cannot help feeling that she might be far more unhappy than to be made ready to take up my work here in Oldfields when I have to lay it down. She will need a good anchor now and then. Only this summer she had a bad day of it that made me feel at my wits end. She was angry with one of the children at school, and afterward with Marilla because she scolded her for not keeping better account of the family times and seasons, and ran away in the afternoon, if you please, and was not heard from until next morning at breakfast time. She went to the old place and wandered about the fields as she used, and crept into some shelter or other. I dare say that she climbed in at one of the windows of the house, though I could not make quite sure without asking more questions than I thought worth while. She came stealing in early in the morning, looking a little pale and wild, but she hasnt played such a prank since. I had a call to the next town and Marilla had evidently been awake all night. I got home early in the morning myself, and was told that it was supposed I had picked up Nan on the road and carried her with me, so the blame was all ready for my shoulders unless we had both happened to see the young culprit strolling in at the gate. I was glad she had punished herself, so that there was no need of my doing it, though I had a talk with her a day or two afterward, when we were both in our right minds. She is a good child enough.

I dare say, remarked Mrs. Graham drily, but it seems to me that neither of you took Marilla sufficiently into account. That must have been the evening that the poor soul went to nearly every house in town to ask if there were any stray company to tea. Some of us could not help wondering where the young person was finally discovered. She has a great fancy for the society of Miss Betsy Milman and Sally Turner at present, and I quite sympathize with her. I often look over there and see the end of their house with that one little square window in the very peak of it spying up the street, and wish I could pay them a visit myself and hear a bit of their wise gossip. I quite envy Nan her chance of going in and being half forgotten as she sits in one of their short chairs listening and watching. They used to be great friends of her grandmothers. Oh no; if I could go to see them they would insist upon my going into the best room, and we should all be quite uncomfortable. It is much better to sit here and think about them and hear their flat-irons creak away over the little boys jackets and trousers.

I must confess that I have my own clothes mended there to this day, said the doctor. Marilla says their mending is not what it used to be, too, but it is quite good enough. As for that little window, I hardly ever see it without remembering the day of your aunt Margarets funeral. I was only a boy and not deeply afflicted, but of course I had my place in the procession and was counted among the mourners, and as we passed the Milman place I saw the old ladys face up there just filling the four small panes. You know she was almost helpless, and how she had got up into the little garret I cannot imagine, but she was evidently determined to inspect the procession as it went down the burying-ground lane. It was a pity they did not cut the window beneath it in the lower room in her day. You know what an odd face she had; I suppose it was distorted by disease and out of all shape it ever knew; but I can see it now, framed in with its cap border and the window as if there were no more of her.

She really was the most curious old creature; it more than accounts for Mrs. Turners and Miss Betsys love for a piece of news, said Mrs. Graham, who was much amused. But I wish we understood the value of these old news-loving people. So much local history and tradition must die with every one of them if we take no pains to save it. I hope you are wise about getting hold of as much as possible. You doctors ought to be our historians, for you alone see the old country folks familiarly and can talk with them without restraint.

But we havent time to do any writing, the guest replied. That is why our books amount to so little for the most part. The active men, who are really to be depended upon as practitioners, are kept so busy that they are too tired to use the separate gift for writing, even if they possess it, which many do not. And the literary doctors, the medical scholars, are a different class, who have not had the experience which alone can make their advice reliable. I mean of course in practical matters, not anatomy and physiology. But we have to work our way and depend upon ourselves, we country doctors, to whom a consultation is more or less a downfall of pride. Whenever I hear that an old doctor is dead I sigh to think what treasures of wisdom are lost instead of being added to the general fund. That was one advantage of putting the young men with the elder practitioners; many valuable suggestions were handed down in that way.

I am very well contented with my doctor, said Mrs. Graham, with enthusiasm, at this first convenient opportunity. And it is very wise of you all to keep up our confidence in the face of such facts as these. You can hardly have the heart to scold any more about the malpractice of patients when we believe in you so humbly and so ignorantly. You are always safe though, for our consciences are usually smarting under the remembrance of some transgression which might have hindered you if it did not. Poor humanity, she added in a tone of compassion. It has to grope its way through a deal of darkness.

The doctor sighed, but he was uncommonly restful and comfortable in the large arm-chair before the fender. It was quite dark out of doors now, and the fire gave all the light that was in the room. Presently he roused himself a little to say Poor humanity, indeed! And I suppose nobody sees the failures and miseries as members of my profession do. There will be more and more sorrow and defeat as the population increases and competition with it. It seems to me that to excel in ones work becomes more and more a secondary motive; to do a great deal and be well paid for it ranks first. One feels the injury of such purposes even in Oldfields.

I cannot see that the world changes much. I often wish that I could, though surely not in this way, said the lame woman from her seat by the window, as the doctor rose to go away. I find my days piteously alike, and you do not know what a pleasure this talk has been. It satisfies my hungry mind and gives me a great deal to think of; you would not believe what an appetite I had. Oh, dont think I need any excuses, it is a great pleasure to see you drive in and out of the gate, and I like to see your lamp coming into the study, and to know that you are there and fond of me. But winter looked very long and life very short before you came in this afternoon. I suppose you have had enough of society for one day, so I shall not tell you what I mean to have for tea, but next Sunday night I shall expect you to come and bring your ward. Will you please ring, so that Martha will bring the lights? I should like to send Nan a nice letter to read which came yesterday from my little grand-daughter in Rome. I shall be so glad when they are all at home again. She is about Nans age, you know; I must see to it that they make friends with each other. Dont put me on a dusty top shelf again and forget me for five or six weeks, laughed the hostess, as her guest protested and lingered a minute still before he opened the door.

You wont say anything of my confidences? at which Mrs. Graham shakes her head with satisfactory gravity, though if Doctor Leslie had known she was inwardly much amused, and assured herself directly that she hoped to hear no more of such plans; how could he tell that the girl herself would agree to them, and whether Oldfields itself would favor Nan as his own successor and its medical adviser? But John Leslie was a wise, far-seeing man, with a great power of holding to his projects. He really must be kept to his promise of a weekly visit; she was of some use in the world after all, so long as these unprotected neighbors were in it, and at any rate she had gained her point about the poor childs clothes.

As for the doctor, he found the outer world much obscured by the storm, and hoped that nobody would need his services that night, as he went stumbling home though the damp and clogging snow underfoot. He felt a strange pleasure in the sight of a small, round head at the front study window between the glass and the curtain, and Nan came to open the door for him, while Marilla, whose unwonted Sunday afternoon leisure seemed to have been devoted to fragrant experiments in cookery, called in pleased tones from the dining-room that she had begun to be afraid he was going to stay out to supper. It was somehow much more homelike than it used to be, the doctor told himself, as he pushed his feet into the slippers which had been waiting before the fire until they were in danger of being scorched. And before Marilla had announced with considerable ceremony that tea was upon the table, he had assured himself that it had been a very pleasant hour or two at Mrs. Grahams, and it was the best thing in the world for both of them to see something of each other. For the little girls sake he must try to keep out of ruts, and must get hold of somebody outside his own little world.

But while he called himself an old fogy and other impolite names he was conscious of a grave and sweet desire to make the childs life a successful one, — to bring out what was in her own mind and capacity, and so to wisely educate her, to give her a place to work in, and wisdom to work with, so far as he could; for he knew better than most men that it is the people who can do nothing who find nothing to do, and the secret of happiness in this world is not only to be useful, but to be forever elevating ones uses. Some one must be intelligent for a child until it is ready to be intelligent for itself, and he told himself with new decision that he must be wise in his laws for Nan and make her keep them, else she never would be under the grace of any of her own.


XI. NEW OUTLOOKS
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DR. LESLIE HELD too securely the affection of his townspeople to be in danger of losing their regard or respect, yet he would have been half pained and half amused if he had known how foolishly his plans, which came in time to be his wards also, were smiled and frowned upon in the Oldfields houses. Conformity is the inspiration of much second-rate virtue. If we keep near a certain humble level of morality and achievement, our neighbors are willing to let us slip through life unchallenged. Those who anticipate the opinions and decisions of society must expect to be found guilty of many sins.

There was not one of the young village people so well known as the doctors little girl, who drove with him day by day, and with whom he kept such delightful and trustful companionship. If she had been asked in later years what had decided her to study not only her profession, but any profession, it would have been hard for her to answer anything beside the truth that the belief in it had grown with herself. There had been many reasons why it seemed unnecessary. There was every prospect that she would be rich enough to place her beyond the necessity of self-support. She could have found occupation in simply keeping the doctors house and being a cordial hostess in that home and a welcome guest in other peoples. She was already welcome everywhere in Oldfields, but in spite of this, which would have seemed to fill the hearts and lives of other girls, it seemed to her like a fragment of her life and duty; and when she had ordered her housekeeping and her social duties, there was a restless readiness for a more absorbing duty and industry; and, as the years went by, all her desire tended in one direction. The one thing she cared most to learn increased its attraction continually, and though one might think the purpose of her guardian had had its influence and moulded her character by its persistence, the truth was that the wise doctor simply followed as best he could the leadings of the young nature itself, and so the girl grew naturally year by year, reaching out half unconsciously for what belonged to her life and growth; being taught one thing more than all, that her duty must be followed eagerly and reverently in spite of the adverse reasons which tempted and sometimes baffled her. As she grew older she was to understand more clearly that indecision is but another name for cowardice and weakness; a habit of mind that quickly increases its power of hindrance. She had the faults that belonged to her character, but these were the faults of haste and rashness rather than the more hopeless ones of obstinacy or a lack of will and purpose.

The Sunday evening tea-drinking with Mrs. Graham, though somewhat formidable at first to our heroine, became quickly one of her dearest pleasures, and led to a fast friendship between the kind hostess and her young guest. Soon Nan gave herself eagerly to a plan of spending two or three evenings a week across the way for the purpose of reading aloud, sometimes from books she did not understand, but oftener from books of her own choice. It was supposed to be wholly a kindness on the young girls part, and Mrs. Graham allowed the excuse of a temporary ailment of her own strong and useful eyes to serve until neither she nor Nan had the least thought of giving up their pleasant habit of reading together. And to this willing listener Nan came in time with her youthful dreams and visions of future prosperities in life, so that presently Mrs. Graham knew many things which would have surprised the doctor, who on the other hand was the keeper of equally amazing and treasured confidences of another sort. It was a great pleasure to both these friends, but most especially to the elderly woman, that Nan seemed so entirely satisfied with their friendship. The busy doctor, who often had more than enough to think and worry about, sometimes could spare but little time to Nan for days together, but her other companion was always waiting for her, and the smile was always ready by way of greeting when the child looked eagerly up at the parlor window. What stories of past days and memories of youth and of long-dead friends belonging to the dear ladys own girlhood were poured into Nans delighted ears! She came in time to know Mrs. Grahams own immediate ancestors, and the various members of her family with their fates and fortunes, as if she were a contemporary, and was like another grandchild who was a neighbor and beloved crony, which real blessing none of the true grandchildren had ever been lucky enough to possess. She formed a welcome link with the outer world, did little Nan, and from being a cheerful errand-runner, came at last to paying friendly visits in the neighborhood to carry Mrs. Grahams messages and assurances. And from all these daily suggestions of courtesy and of good taste and high breeding, and helpful fellowship with good books, and the characters in their stories which were often more real and dear and treasured in her thoughts than her actual fellow townsfolk, Nan drew much pleasure and not a little wisdom; at any rate a direction for which she would all her life be thankful. It would have been surprising if her presence in the doctors house had not after some time made changes in it, but there was no great difference outwardly except that she gathered some trifling possessions which sometimes harmonized, and as often did not, with the household gods of the doctor and Marilla. There was a shy sort of intercourse between Nan and Mrs. Grahams grandchildren, but it was not very valuable to any of the young people at first, the country child being too old and full of experience to fellowship with the youngest, and too unversed in the familiar machinery of their social life to feel much kinship with the eldest.

It was during one of these early summer visits, and directly after a tea-party which Marilla had proudly projected on Nans account, that Dr. Leslie suddenly announced that he meant to go to Boston for a few days and should take Nan with him. This event had long been promised, but had seemed at length like the promise of happiness in a future world, reasonably certain, but a little vague and distant. It was a more important thing than anybody understood, for a dear and familiar chapter of life was ended when the expectant pair drove out of the village on their way to the far-off railway station, as another had been closed when the door of the Thacher farm-house had been shut and padlocked, and Nan had gone home one snowy night to live with the doctor. The weather at any rate was different now, for it was early June, the time when doctors can best give themselves a holiday; and though Dr. Leslie assured himself that he had little wish to take the journey, he felt it quite due to his ward that she should see a little more of the world, and happily due also to certain patients and his brother physicians that he should visit the instrument-makers shops, and some bookstores; in fact there were a good many important errands to which it was just as well to attend in person. But he watched Nans wide-open, delighted eyes, and observed her lack of surprise at strange sights, and her perfect readiness for the marvelous, with great amusement. He was touched and pleased because she cared most for what had concerned him; to be told where he lived and studied, and to see the places he had known best, roused most enthusiasm. An afternoon in a corner of the reading-room at the Athenæum library, in which he had spent delightful hours when he was a young man, seemed to please the young girl more than anything else. As he sat beside the table where he had gathered enough books and papers to last for many days, in his delight at taking up again his once familiar habit, Nan looked on with sympathetic eyes, or watched the squirrels in the trees of the quiet Granary Burying Ground, which seemed to her like a bit of country which the noisy city had caught and imprisoned. Now that she was fairly out in the world she felt a new, strange interest in her mysterious aunt, for it was this hitherto unknown space outside the borders of Oldfields to which her father and his people belonged. And as a charming old lady went by in a pretty carriage, the childs gaze followed her wistfully as she and the doctor were walking along the street. With a sudden blaze of imagination she had wished those pleasant eyes might have seen the likeness to her father, of which she had been sometimes told, and that the carriage had been hurried back, so that the long estrangement might be ended. It was a strange thing that, just afterward, Dr. Leslie had, with much dismay, caught sight of the true aunt; for Miss Anna Prince of Dunport had also seen fit to make one of her rare visits to Boston. She looked dignified and stately, but a little severe, as she went down the side street away from them. Nans quick eyes had noticed already the difference between the city people and the country folks, and would have even recognized a certain provincialism in her fathers sister. The doctor had only seen Miss Prince once many years before, but he had known her again with instinctive certainty, and Nan did not guess, though she was most grateful for it, why he reached for her hand, and held it fast as they walked together, just as he always used to do when she was a little girl. She was not yet fully grown, and she never suspected the sudden thrill of dread, and consciousness of the great battle of life which she must soon begin to fight, which all at once chilled the doctors heart. Its a cold world, a cold world, he had said to himself. Only one thing will help her through safely, and that is her usefulness. She shall never be either a thief or a beggar of the worlds favor if I can have my wish. And Nan, holding his hand with her warm, soft, childish one, looked up in his face, all unconscious that he thought with pity how unaware she was of the years to come, and of their difference to this sunshine holiday. And yet I never was so happy at her age as I am this summer, the doctor told himself by way of cheer.

They paid some visits together to Dr. Leslies much-neglected friends, and it was interesting to see how, for the childs sake, he resumed his place among these acquaintances to whom he had long been linked either personally in times past, or by family ties. He was sometimes reproached for his love of seclusion and cordially welcomed back to his old relations, but as often found it impossible to restore anything but a formal intercourse of a most temporary nature. The people for whom he cared most, all seemed attracted to his young ward, and he noted this with pleasure, though he had not recognized the fact that he had been, for the moment, basely uncertain whether his judgment of her worth would be confirmed. He laughed at the insinuation that he had made a hermit or an outlaw of himself; he would have been still more amused to hear one of his old friends say that this was the reason they had seen so little of him in late years, and that it was a shame that a man of his talent and many values to the world should be hiding his light under the Oldfields bushel, and all for the sake of bringing up this child. As for Nan, she had little to say, but kept her eyes and ears wide open, and behaved herself discreetly. She had ceased to belong only to the village she had left; in these days she became a citizen of the world at large. Her horizon had suddenly become larger, and she might have discovered more than one range of mountains which must be crossed as the years led her forward steadily, one by one.



There is nothing so interesting as to be able to watch the change and progress of the mental and moral nature, provided it grows eagerly and steadily. There must be periods of repose and hibernation like the winter of a plant, and in its springtime the living soul will both consciously and unconsciously reach out for new strength and new light. The leaves and flowers of action and achievement are only the signs of the vitality that works within.


XII. AGAINST THE WIND
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DURING THE NEXT few years, while Nan was growing up, Oldfields itself changed less than many country towns of its size. Though some faces might be missed or altered, Dr. Leslies household seemed much the same, and Mrs. Graham, a little thinner and older, but more patient and sweet and delightful than ever, sits at her parlor window and reads new books and old ones, and makes herself the centre of much love and happiness. She and the doctor have grown more and more friendly, and they watch the young girls development with great pride: they look forward to her vacations more than they would care to confess even to each other; and when she comes home eager and gay, she makes both these dear friends feel young again. When Nan is not there to keep him company, Dr. Leslie always drives, and has grown more careful about the comfort of his carriages, though he tells himself with great pleasure that he is really much more youthful in his feelings than he was twenty years before, and does not hesitate to say openly that he should have been an old fogy by this time if it had not been for the blessing of young companionship. When Nan is pleased to command, he is always ready to take long rides and the two saddles are brushed up, and they wonder why the bits are so tarnished, and she holds his horses bridle while he goes in to see his patients, and is ready with merry talk or serious questions when he reappears. And one dark night she listens from her window to the demand of a messenger, and softly creeps down stairs and is ready to take her place by his side, and drive him across the hills as if it were the best fun in the world, with the frightened country-boy clattering behind on his bare-backed steed. The moon rises late and they come home just before daybreak, and though the doctor tries to be stern as he says he cannot have such a piece of mischief happen again, he wonders how the girl knew that he had dreaded for once in his life the drive in the dark, and had felt a little less strong than usual.

Marilla still reigns in noble state. She has some time ago accepted a colleague after a preliminary show of resentment, and Nan has little by little infused a different spirit into the housekeeping; and when her friends come to pay visits in the vacations they find the old home a very charming place, and fall quite in love with both the doctor and Mrs. Graham before they go away. Marilla always kept the large east parlor for a sacred shrine of society, to be visited chiefly by herself as guardian priestess; but Nan has made it a pleasanter room than anybody ever imagined possible, and uses it with a freedom which appears to the old housekeeper to lack consideration and respect. Nan makes the most of her vacations, while the neighbors are all glad to see her come back, and some of them are much amused because in summer she still clings to her childish impatience at wearing any head covering, and no matter how much Marilla admires the hat which is decorously worn to church every Sunday morning, it is hardly seen again, except by chance, during the week, and the brown hair is sure to be faded a little before the summer sunshine is past. Nan goes about visiting when she feels inclined, and seems surprisingly unchanged as she seats herself in one of the smoke-browned Dyer kitchens, and listens eagerly to whatever information is offered, or answers cordially all sorts of questions, whether they concern her own experiences or the worlds in general. She has never yet seen her fathers sister, though she still thinks of her, and sometimes with a strange longing for an evidence of kind feeling and kinship which has never been shown. This has been chief among the vague sorrows of her girlhood. Yet once when her guardian had asked if she wished to make some attempt at intercourse or conciliation, he had been answered, with a scorn and decision worthy of grandmother Thacher herself, that it was for Miss Prince to make advances if she ever wished for either the respect or affection of her niece. But the young girl has clung with touching affection to the memory and association of her childhood, and again and again sought in every season of the year the old playgrounds and familiar corners of the farm, which she has grown fonder of as the months go by. The inherited attachment of generations seems to have been centred in her faithful heart.

It must be confessed that the summer which followed the close of her school-life was, for the most part, very unsatisfactory. Her school-days had been more than usually pleasant and rewarding, in spite of the sorrows and disappointments and unsolvable puzzles which are sure to trouble thoughtful girls of her age. But she had grown so used at last to living by rules and bells that she could not help feeling somewhat adrift without them. It had been so hard to put herself under restraint and discipline after her free life in Oldfields that it was equally hard for a while to find herself at liberty; though, this being her natural state, she welcomed it heartily at first, and was very thankful to be at home. It did not take long to discover that she had no longer the same desire for her childish occupations and amusements; they were only incidental now and pertained to certain moods, and could not again be made the chief purposes of her life. She hardly knew what to do with herself, and sometimes wondered what would become of her, and why she was alive at all, as she longed for some sufficient motive of existence to catch her up into its whirlwind. She was filled with energy and a great desire for usefulness, but it was not with her, as with many of her friends, that the natural instinct toward marriage, and the building and keeping of a sweet home-life, ruled all other plans and possibilities. Her best wishes and hopes led her away from all this, and however tenderly she sympathized in other peoples happiness, and recognized its inevitableness, for herself she avoided unconsciously all approach or danger of it. She was trying to climb by the help of some other train of experiences to whatever satisfaction and success were possible for her in this world. If she had been older and of a different nature, she might have been told that to climb up any other way toward a shelter from the fear of worthlessness, and mistake, and reproach, would be to prove herself in most peoples eyes a thief and a robber. But in these days she was not fit to reason much about her fate; she could only wait for the problems to make themselves understood, and for the whole influence of her character and of the preparatory years to shape and signify themselves into a simple chart and unmistakable command. And until the power was given to see life steadily and see it whole, she busied herself aimlessly with such details as were evidently her duty, and sometimes following the right road and often wandering from it in willful impatience, she stumbled along more or less unhappily. It seemed as if everybody had forgotten Nans gift and love for the great profession which was her childish delight and ambition. To be sure she had studied anatomy and physiology with eager devotion in the meagre text-books at school, though the other girls had grumbled angrily at the task. Long ago, when Nan had confided to her dearest cronies that she meant to be a doctor, they were hardly surprised that she should determine upon a career which they would have rejected for themselves. She was not of their mind, and they believed her capable of doing anything she undertook. Yet to most of them the possible and even probable marriage which was waiting somewhere in the future seemed to hover like a cloudy barrier over the realization of any such unnatural plans.

They assured themselves that their school-mate showed no sign of being the sort of girl who tried to be mannish and to forsake her natural vocation for a profession. She did not look strong-minded; besides she had no need to work for her living, this ward of a rich man, who was altogether the most brilliant and beautiful girl in school. Yet everybody knew that she had a strange tenacity of purpose, and there was a lack of pretension, and a simplicity that scorned the deceits of school-girl existence. Everybody knew too that she was not a commonplace girl, and her younger friends made her the heroine of their fondest anticipations and dreams. But after all, it seemed as if everybody, even the girl herself, had lost sight of the once familiar idea. It was a natural thing enough that she should have become expert in rendering various minor services to the patients in Dr. Leslies absence, and sometimes assist him when no other person was at hand. Marilla became insensible at the sight of the least dangerous of wounds, and could not be trusted to suggest the most familiar household remedy, after all her years of association with the practice of medicine, and it was considered lucky that Nan had some aptness for such services. In her childhood she had been nicknamed the little doctor, by the household and even a few familiar friends, but this was apparently outgrown, though her guardian had more than once announced in sudden outbursts of enthusiasm that she already knew more than most of the people who tried to practice medicine. They once in a while talked about some suggestion or discovery which was attracting Dr. Leslies attention, but the girl seemed hardly to have gained much interest even for this, and became a little shy of being found with one of the medical books in her hand, as she tried to fancy herself in sympathy with the conventional world of school and of the every-day ideas of society. And yet her inward sympathy with a doctors and a surgeons work grew stronger and stronger, though she dismissed reluctantly the possibility of following her bent in any formal way, since, after all, her world had seemed to forbid it. As the time drew near for her school-days to be ended, she tried to believe that she should be satisfied with her Oldfields life. She was fond of reading, and she had never lacked employment, besides, she wished to prove herself an intelligent companion to Dr. Leslie, whom she loved more and more dearly as the years went by. There had been a long time of reserve between her childish freedom of intercourse with him and the last year or two when they had begun to speak freely to each other as friend to friend. It was a constant surprise and pleasure to the doctor when he discovered that his former plaything was growing into a charming companion who often looked upon life from the same standpoint as himself, and who had her own outlooks upon the world, from whence she was able to give him by no means worthless intelligence; and after the school-days were over he was not amazed to find how restless and dissatisfied the girl was; how impossible it was for her to content herself with following the round of household duties which were supposed to content young women of her age and station. Even if she tried to pay visits or receive them from her friends, or to go on with her studies, or to review some text-book of which she had been fond, there was no motive for it; it all led to nothing; it began for no reason and ended in no use, as she exclaimed one day most dramatically. Poor Nan hurried through her house business, or neglected it, as the case might be, greatly to Manilas surprise and scorn, for the girl had always proved herself diligent and interested in the home affairs. More and more she puzzled herself and everybody about her, and as the days went by she spent them out of doors at the old farm, or on the river, or in taking long rides on a young horse; a bargain the doctor had somewhat repented before he found that Nan was helped through some of her troubled hours by the creatures wildness and fleetness. It was very plain that his ward was adrift, and at first the doctor suggested farther study of Latin or chemistry, but afterward philosophically resigned himself to patience, feeling certain that some indication of the right course would not be long withheld, and that a wind from the right quarter would presently fill the flapping sails of this idle young craft and send it on its way.



One afternoon Nan went hurrying out of the house just after dinner, and the doctor saw that her face was unusually troubled. He had asked her if she would like to drive with him to a farm just beyond the Dyers later in the day, but for a wonder she had refused. Dr. Leslie gave a little sigh as he left the table, and presently watched her go down the street as he stood by the window. It would be very sad if the restlessness and discord of her poor mother should begin to show themselves again; he could not bear to think of such an inheritance.

But Nan thought little of anybody elses discomforts as she hurried along the road; she only wished to get to the beloved farm, and to be free there from questions, and from the evidences of her unfitness for the simple duties which life seemed offering her with heartless irony. She was not good for anything after all, it appeared, and she had been cheating herself. This was no life at all, this fretful idleness; if only she had been trained as boys are, to the work of their lives! She had hoped that Dr. Leslie would help her; he used to talk long ago about her studying medicine, but he must have forgotten that, and the girl savagely rebuked society in general for her unhappiness. Of course she could keep the house, but it was kept already; any one with five senses and good health like hers could prove herself able to do any of the ordinary work of existence. For her part it was not enough to be waited upon and made comfortable, she wanted something more, to be really of use in the world, and to do work which the world needed.

Where the main road turned eastward up the hills, a footpath, already familiar to the reader, shortened the distance to the farm, and the young girl quickly crossed the rude stile and disappeared among the underbrush, walking bareheaded with the swift steps of a creature whose home was in some such place as this. Often the dry twigs, fallen from the gray lower branches of the pines, crackled and snapped under her feet, or the bushes rustled backed again to their places after she pushed against them in passing; she hurried faster and faster, going first through the dense woods and then out into the sunlight. Once or twice in the open ground she stopped and knelt quickly on the soft turf or moss to look at a little plant, while the birds which she startled came back to their places directly, as if they had been quick to feel that this was a friend and not an enemy, though disguised in human shape. At last Nan reached the moss-grown fence of the farm and leaped over it, and fairly ran to the river-shore, where she went straight to one of the low-growing cedars, and threw herself upon it as if it were a couch. While she sat there, breathing fast and glowing with bright color, the river sent a fresh breeze by way of messenger, and the old cedar held its many branches above her and around her most comfortably, and sheltered her as it had done many times before. It need not have envied other trees the satisfaction of climbing straight upward in a single aspiration of growth.

And presently Nan told herself that there was nothing like a good run. She looked to and fro along the river, and listened to the sheep-bell which tinkled lazily in the pasture behind her. She looked over her shoulder to see if a favorite young birch tree had suffered no harm, for it grew close by the straight-edged path in which the cattle came down to drink. So she rested in the old playground, unconscious that she had been following her mothers footsteps, or that fate had again brought her here for a great decision. Years before, the miserable, suffering woman, who had wearily come to this place to end their lives, had turned away that the child might make her own choice between the good and evil things of life. Though Nan told herself that she must make it plain how she could spend her time in Oldfields to good purpose and be of most use at home, and must get a new strength for these duties, a decision suddenly presented itself to her with a force of reason and necessity the old dream of it had never shown. Why should it not be a reality that she studied medicine?

The thought entirely possessed her, and the glow of excitement and enthusiasm made her spring from the cedar boughs and laugh aloud. Her whole heart went out to this work, and she wondered why she had ever lost sight of it. She was sure this was the way in which she could find most happiness. God had directed her at last, and though the opening of her sealed orders had been long delayed, the suspense had only made her surer that she must hold fast this unspeakably great motive: something to work for with all her might as long as she lived. People might laugh or object. Nothing should turn her aside, and a new affection for kind and patient Dr. Leslie filled her mind. How eager he had been to help her in all her projects so far, and yet it was asking a great deal that he should favor this; he had never seemed to show any suspicion that she would not live on quietly at home like other girls; but while Nan told herself that she would give up any plan, even this, if he could convince her that it would be wrong, still her former existence seemed like a fog and uncertainty of death, from which she had turned away, this time of her own accord, toward a great light of satisfaction and certain safety and helpfulness. The doctor would know how to help her; if she only could study with him that would be enough; and away she went, hurrying down the river-shore as if she were filled with a new life and happiness.

She startled a brown rabbit from under a bush, and made him a grave salutation when he stopped and lifted his head to look at her from a convenient distance. Once she would have stopped and seated herself on the grass to amaze him with courteous attempts at friendliness, but now she only laughed again, and went quickly down the steep bank through the junipers and then hurried along the pebbly margin of the stream toward the village. She smiled to see lying side by side a flint arrowhead and a water-logged bobbin that had floated down from one of the mills, and gave one a toss over the water, while she put the other in her pocket. Her thoughts were busy enough, and though some reasons against the carrying out of her plan ventured to assert themselves, they had no hope of carrying the day, being in piteous minority, though she considered them one by one. By and by she came into the path again, and as she reached the stile she was at first glad and then sorry to see the doctor coming along the high road from the Donnell farm. She was a little dismayed at herself because she had a sudden disinclination to tell this good friend her secret.

But Dr. Leslie greeted her most cheerfully, giving her the reins when she had climbed into the wagon, and they talked of the weather and of the next days plans as they drove home together. The girl felt a sense of guilt and a shameful lack of courage, but she was needlessly afraid that her happiness might be spoiled by a word from that quarter.

That very evening it was raining outside, and the doctor and Nan were sitting in the library opposite each other at the study-table, and as they answered some letters in order to be ready for the early morning post, they stole a look at each other now and then. The doctor laid down his pen first, and presently, as Nan with a little sigh threw hers into the tray beside it, he reached forward to where there was one of the few uncovered spaces of the dark wood of the table and drew his finger across it. They both saw the shining surface much more clearly, and as the dusty finger was held up and examined carefully by its owner, the girl tried to laugh, and then found her voice trembling as she said: I believe I havent forgotten to put the table in order before. I have tried to take care of the study at any rate.

Nan dear, it isnt the least matter in the world! said Dr. Leslie. I think we are a little chilly here this damp night; suppose you light the fire? At any rate it will clear away all those envelopes and newspaper wrappers, and he turned his arm-chair so that it faced the fireplace, and watched the young girl as she moved about the room. She lifted one of the large sticks and stood it on one end at the side of the hearth, and the doctor noticed that she did it less easily than usual and without the old strength and alertness. He had sprung up to help her just too late, but she had indignantly refused any assistance with a half pettishness that was not a common mood with her.

I dont see why Jane or Marilla, or whoever it was, put that heavy log on at this time of the year, said Dr. Leslie, as if it were a matter of solemn consequence. By this time he had lighted a fresh cigar, and Nan had brought her little wooden chair from some corner of the room where it had always lived since it came with her from the farm. It was a dear old-fashioned little thing, but quite too small for its owner, who had grown up tall and straight, but who had felt a sudden longing to be a child again, as she quietly took her place before the fire.

That log? she said, I wonder if you will never learn that we must not burn it? I saw Marilla myself when she climbed the highest wood-pile at the farther end of the wood-house for it. I suppose all the time I have been away you have been remorselessly burning up the show logs. I dont wonder at her telling me this very morning that she was born to suffer, and suffer she supposed she must. We never used to be allowed to put papers in the fireplace, but you have gained ever so many liberties. I wonder if Marilla really thinks she has had a hard life? the girl said, in a different tone.

I wonder if you think yours is hard too? asked the doctor.

And Nan did not know at first what to say. The bright light of the burning papers and the pine-cone kindlings suddenly faded out and the study seemed dark and strange by contrast; but the doctor did not speak either; he only bent towards her presently, and put his hand on the top of the girls head and stroked the soft hair once or twice, and then gently turned it until he could see Nans face.

Her eyes met his frankly as ever, but they were full of tears. Yes, she said; I wish you would talk to me. I wish you would give me a great scolding. I never needed it so much in my life. I meant to come home and be very good, and do everything I could to make you happy, but it all grows worse every day. I thought at first I was tired with the last days of school, but it is something more than that. I dont wish in the least that I were back at school, but I cant understand anything; there is something in me that wants to be busy, and cant find anything to do. I dont mean to be discontented; I dont want to be anywhere else in the world.

There is enough to do, answered the doctor, as placidly as possible, for this was almost the first time he had noticed distinctly the mothers nature in her daughter; a restless, impatient, miserable sort of longing for The Great Something Else, as Dr. Ferris had once called it. Dont fret yourself, Nan, yours is a short-lived sorrow; for if you have any conscience at all about doing your work you will be sure enough to find it.

I think I have found it at last, but I dont know whether any one else will agree with me, half whispered poor Nan; while the doctor, in spite of himself, of his age, and experience, and sympathy, and self-control, could not resist a smile. I hate to talk about myself or to be sentimental, but I want to throw my whole love and life into whatever there is waiting for me to do, and — I began to be afraid I had missed it somehow. Once I thought I should like to be a teacher, and come back here when I was through school and look after the village children. I had such splendid ideas about that, but they all faded out. I went into the school-house one day, and I thought I would rather die than be shut up there from one weeks end to another.

No, said Dr. Leslie, with grave composure. No, I dont feel sure that you would do well to make a teacher of yourself.

I wish that I had known when school was over that I must take care of myself, as one or two of the girls meant to do, and sometimes it seems as if I ought, said Nan, after a silence of a few minutes, and this time it was very hard to speak. You have been so kind, and have done so much for me; I supposed at first there was money enough of my own, but I know now.

Dear child! the doctor exclaimed, you will never know, unless you are left alone as I was, what a blessing it is to have somebody to take care of and to love; I have put you in the place of my own little child, and have watched you grow up here, with more thankfulness every year. Dont ever say another word to me about the money part of it. What had I to spend money for? And now I hear you say all these despairing things; but I am an old man, and I take them for what they are worth. You have a few hard months before you, perhaps, but before you know it they will be over with. Dont worry yourself; look after Marilla a little, and that new hand-maid, and drive about with me. To-morrow I must be on the road all day, and, to tell the truth, I must think over one or two of my cases before I go to bed. Wont you hand me my old prescription book? I was trying to remember something as I came home.

Nan, half-comforted, went to find the book, while Dr. Leslie, puffing his cigar-smoke very fast, looked up through the cloud abstractedly at a new ornament which had been placed above the mantel shelf since we first knew the room. Old Captain Finch had solaced his weary and painful last years by making a beautiful little model of a ship, and had left it in his will to the doctor. There never was a more touching gift, this present owner often thought, and he had put it in its place with reverent hands. A comparison of the two lives came stealing into his mind, and he held the worn prescription-book a minute before he opened it. The poor old captain waiting to be released, stranded on the inhospitable shore of this world, and eager Nan, who was sorrowfully longing for the worlds war to begin. Two idle heroes, thought Dr. Leslie, and I neither wished to give one his discharge nor the other her commission; but he said aloud, Nan, we will take a six oclock start in the morning, and go down through the sandy plains before the heat begins. I am afraid it will be one of the worst of the dog-days.

Yes, answered Nan eagerly, and then she came close to the doctor, and looked at him a moment before she spoke, while her face shone with delight. I am going to be a doctor, too! I have thought it would be the best thing in the world ever since I can remember. The little prescription-book was the match that lit the fire! but I have been wishing to tell you all the evening.

We must ask Marilla, the doctor began to say, and tried to add, What will she think? but Nan hardly heard him, and did not laugh at his jokes. For she saw by his face that there was no need of teasing. And she assured herself that if he thought it was only a freak of which she would soon tire, she was quite willing to be put to the proof.



Next morning, for a wonder, Nan waked early, even before the birds had quite done singing, and it seemed a little strange that the weather should be clear and bright, and almost like June, since she was a good deal troubled.

She felt at first as if there were some unwelcome duty in her days work, and then remembered the early drive with great pleasure, but the next minute the great meaning and responsibility of the decision she had announced the evening before burst upon her mind, and a flood of reasons assailed her why she should not keep to so uncommon a purpose. It seemed to her as if the first volume of life was ended, and as if it had been deceitfully easy, since she had been led straight-forward to this point. It amazed her to find the certainty take possession of her mind that her vocation had been made ready for her from the beginning. She had the feeling of a reformer, a radical, and even of a political agitator, as she tried to face her stormy future in that summer morning loneliness. But by the time she had finished her early breakfast, and was driving out of the gate with the doctor, the day seemed so much like other days that her trouble of mind almost disappeared. Though she had known instinctively that all the early part of her life had favored this daring project, and the next few years would hinder it if they could, still there was something within her stronger than any doubts that could possibly assail her. And instead of finding everything changed, as one always expects to do when a great change has happened to ones self, the road was so familiar, and the condition of the outer world so harmonious, that she hardly understood that she had opened a gate and shut it behind her, between that day and its yesterday. She held the reins, and the doctor was apparently in a most commonplace frame of mind. She wished he would say something about their talk of the night before, but he did not. She seemed very old to herself, older than she ever would seem again, perhaps, but the doctor had apparently relapsed into their old relations as guardian and child. Perhaps he thought she would forget her decision, and did not know how much it meant to her. He was quite provoking. He hurried the horse himself as they went up a somewhat steep ascent, and as Nan touched the not very fleet steed with the whip on the next level bit of road, she was reminded that it was a very hot morning and that they had a great way to drive. When she asked what was the matter with the patient they were on their way to see, she was answered abruptly that he suffered from a complication of disorders, which was the more aggravating because Nan had heard this answer laughed at as being much used by old Dr. Jackson, who was usually unwilling or unable to commit himself to a definite opinion. Nan fancied herself at that minute already a member of the profession, and did not like to be joked with in such a fashion, but she tried to be amused, which generosity was appreciated by her companion better than she knew.

Dr. Leslie was not much of a singer, but he presently lifted what little voice he had, and began to favor Nan with a not very successful rendering of Bonny Doon. Every minute seemed more critical to the girl beside him, and she thought of several good ways to enter upon a discussion of her great subject, but with unusual restraint and reserve let the moments and the miles go by until the doctor had quickly stepped down from the carriage and disappeared within his patients door. Nans old custom of following him had been neglected for some time, since she had found that the appearance of a tall young woman had quite a different effect upon a household from that of a little child. She had formed the habit of carrying a book with her on the long drives, though she often left it untouched while she walked up and down the country roads, or even ventured upon excursions as far afield as she dared, while the doctor made his visit, which was apt to be a long one in the lonely country houses. This morning she had possessed herself of a square, thin volume which gave lists and plates of the nerve system of the human body. The doctor had nearly laughed aloud when he caught sight of it, and when Nan opened it with decision and gravity and read the first page slowly, she was conscious of a lack of interest in her subject. She had lost the great enthusiasm of the night before, and felt like the little heap of ashes which such a burning and heroic self might well have left.

Presently she went strolling down the road, gathering some large leaves on her way, and stopped at the brook, where she pulled up some bits of a strange water-weed, and made them into a damp, round bundle with the leaves and a bit of string. This was a rare plant which they had both noticed the day before, and they had taken some specimens then, Nan being at this time an ardent botanist, but these had withered and been lost, also, on the way home.

Dr. Leslie was in even less of a hurry than usual, and when he came out he looked very much pleased. I never was more thankful in my life, he said eagerly, as soon as he was within convenient distance. That poor fellow was at deaths door yesterday, and when I saw his wife and little children, and thought his life was all that stood between them and miserable destitution, it seemed to me that I must save it! This morning he is as bright as a dollar, but I have been dreading to go into that house ever since I left it yesterday noon. They didnt in the least know how narrow a chance he had. And it isnt the first time I have been chief mourner. Poor souls! they dont dread their troubles half so much as I do. He will have a good little farm here in another year or two, it only needs draining to be excellent land, and he knows that. The doctor turned and looked back over the few acres with great pleasure. Now well go and see about old Mrs. Willet, though I dont believe theres any great need of it. She belongs to one of two very bad classes of patients. It makes me so angry to hear her cough twice as much as need be. In your practice, he continued soberly, you must remember that there is danger of giving too strong doses to such a sufferer, and too light ones to the friends who insist there is nothing the matter with them. I wouldnt give much for a doctor who cant see for himself in most cases, but not always, — not always.

The doctor was in such a hospitable frame of mind that nobody could have helped telling him anything, and happily he made an excellent introduction for Nans secret by inquiring how she had got on with her studies, but she directed his attention to the wet plants in the bottom of the carriage, which were complimented before she said, a minute afterward, Oh, I wonder if I shall make a mistake? I was afraid you would laugh at me, and think it was all nonsense.

Dear me, no, replied the doctor. You will be the successor of Mrs. Martin Dyer, and the admiration of the neighborhood; but changing his tone quickly, he said: I am going to teach you all I can, just as long as you have any wish to learn. It has not done you a bit of harm to know something about medicine, and I believe in your studying it more than you do yourself. I have always thought about it. But you are very young; theres plenty of time, and I dont mean to be hurried; you must remember that, — though I see your fitness and peculiar adaptability a great deal better than you can these twenty years yet. You will be growing happier these next few years at any rate, however impossible life has seemed to you lately.

I suppose there will be a great many obstacles, reflected Nan, with an absence of her usual spirit.

Obstacles! Yes, answered Dr. Leslie, vigorously. Of course there will be; it is climbing a long hill to try to study medicine or to study anything else. And if you are going to fear obstacles you will have a poor chance at success. There are just as many reasons as you will stop to count up why you should not do your plain duty, but if you are going to make anything of yourself you must go straight ahead, taking it for granted that there will be opposition enough, but doing what is right all the same. I suppose I have repeated to you fifty times what old Friend Meadows told me years ago; he was a great success at money-making, and once I asked him to give me some advice about a piece of property. Friend Leslie, says he, thy own opinion is the best for thee; if thee asks ten people what to do, they will tell thee ten things, and then thee doesnt know as much as when thee set out, and Dr. Leslie, growing very much in earnest, reached forward for the whip. I want you to be a good woman, and I want you to be all the use you can, he said. It seems to me like stealing, for men and women to live in the world and do nothing to make it better. You have thought a great deal about this, and so have I, and now we will do the best we can at making a good doctor of you. I dont care whether people think it is a proper vocation for women or not. It seems to me that it is more than proper for you, and God has given you a fitness for it which it is a shame to waste. And if you ever hesitate and regret what you have said, you wont have done yourself any harm by learning how to take care of your own health and other peoples.

But I shall never regret it, said Nan stoutly. I dont believe I should ever be fit for anything else, and you know as well as I that I must have something to do. I used to wish over and over again that I was a boy, when I was a little thing down at the farm, and the only reason I had in the world was that I could be a doctor, like you.

Better than that, I hope, said Dr. Leslie. But you mustnt think it will be a short piece of work; it will take more patience than you are ready to give just now, and we will go on quietly and let it grow by the way, like your water-weed here. If you dont drive a little faster, Sister Willet may be gathered before we get to her; and this being a somewhat unwise and hysterical patient, whose recovery was not in the least despaired of, Dr. Leslie and his young companion were heartlessly merry over her case.

The doctor had been unprepared for such an episode; outwardly, life had seemed to flow so easily from one set of circumstances to the next, and the changes had been so gradual and so natural. He had looked forward with such certainty to Nans future, that it seemed strange that the formal acceptance of such an inevitable idea as her studying medicine should have troubled her so much.

Separated as he was from the groups of men and women who are responsible for what we call the opinion of society, and independent himself of any fettering conventionalities, he had grown careless of what anybody might say. He only hoped, since his ward had found her proper work, that she would hold to it, and of this he had little doubt. The girl herself quickly lost sight of the fancied difficulty of making the great decision, and, as is usually the case, saw all the first objections and hindrances fade away into a dim distance, and grow less and less noticeable. And more than that, it seemed to her as if she had taken every step of her life straight toward this choice of a profession. So many things she had never understood before, now became perfectly clear and evident proofs that, outside her own preferences and choices, a wise purpose had been at work with her and for her. So it all appeared more natural every day, and while she knew that the excitement and formality of the first very uncomfortable day or two had proved her freedom of choice, it seemed the more impossible that she should have shirked this great commission and trust for which nature had fitted her.


XIII. A STRAIGHT COURSE

[image: img26.jpg]

THE NEXT YEAR or two was spent in quiet life at home. It was made evident that, beside her inclination and natural fitness for her chosen work, our student was also developing the other most important requisite, a capacity for hard study and patient continuance. There had been as little said as possible about the plan, but it was not long before the propriety of it became a favorite subject of discussion. It is quite unnecessary, perhaps, to state that everybody had his or her own opinion of the wisdom of such a course, and both Dr. Leslie and his ward suffered much reproach and questioning, as the comments ranged from indignation to amusement. But it was as true of Nans calling, as of all others, that it would be her own failure to make it respected from which any just contempt might come, and she had thrown herself into her chosen career with such zeal, and pride, and affectionate desire to please her teacher, that the small public who had at first jeered or condemned her came at last to accepting the thing as inevitable and a matter of course, even if they did not actually approve. There was such a vigorous determination in the minds of the doctor and his pupil that Nan should not only be a doctor but a good one, that anything less than a decided fitness for the profession would have doomed them both to disappointment, even with such unwearied effort and painstaking. In the earlier years of his practice Dr. Leslie had been much sought as an instructor, but he had long since begun to deny the young men who had wished to be his students, though hardly one had ever gone from the neighborhood of Oldfields who did not owe much to him for his wise suggestions and practical help.

He patiently taught this eager young scholar day by day, and gave her, as fast as he could, the benefit of the wisdom which he had gained through faithful devotion to his business and the persistent study of many years. Nan followed step by step, and, while becoming more conscious of her own ignorance and of the uncertainties and the laws of the practice of medicine with every weeks study, knew better and better that it is resource, and bravery, and being able to think for ones self, that make a physician worth anything. There must be an instinct that recognizes a disease and suggests its remedy, as much as an instinct that finds the right notes and harmonies for a composer of music, or the colors for a true artists picture, or the results of figures for a mathematician. Men and women may learn these callings from others; may practice all the combinations until they can carry them through with a greater or less degree of unconsciousness of brain and fingers; but there is something needed beside even drill and experience; every student of medicine should be fitted by nature with a power of insight, a gift for his business, for knowing what is the right thing to do, and the right time and way to do it; must have this God-given power in his own nature of using and discovering the resources of medicine without constant reliance upon the books or the fashion. Some men use their ability for their own good and renown, and some think first of the good of others, and as the great poet tells the truths of God, and makes other souls wiser and stronger and fitter for action, so the great doctor works for the bodys health, and tries to keep human beings free from the failures that come from neglect and ignorance, and ready to be the souls instrument of action and service in this world. It is not to keep us from death, it is no superstitious avoidance of the next life, that should call loudest for the physicians skill; but the necessity of teaching and remedying the inferior bodies which have come to us through either our ancestors foolishness or our own. So few people know even what true and complete physical life is, much less anything of the spiritual existence that is already possible, and so few listen to what the best doctors are trying their best to teach. While half-alive people think it no wrong to bring into the world human beings with even less vitality than themselves, and take no pains to keep the simplest laws of health, or to teach their children to do so, just so long there will be plenty of sorrow of an avoidable kind, and thousands of shipwrecked, and failing, and inadequate, and useless lives in the fullest sense of the word. How can those who preach to the soul hope to be heard by those who do not even make the best of their bodies? but alas, the convenience and easiness, or pleasure, of the present moment is allowed to become the cause of an endless series of terrible effects, which go down into the distance of the future, multiplying themselves a thousandfold.

The doctor told Nan many curious things as they drove about together: certain traits of certain families, and how the Dyers were of strong constitution, and lived to a great age in spite of severe illnesses and accidents and all manner of unfavorable conditions; while the Dunnells, who looked a great deal stronger, were sensitive, and deficient in vitality, so that an apparently slight attack of disease quickly proved fatal. And so Nan knew that one thing to be considered was the family, and another the individual variation, and she began to recognize the people who might be treated fearlessly, because they were safe to form a league with against any ailment, being responsive to medicines, and straightforward in their departure from or return to a state of health; others being treacherous and hard to control; full of surprises, and baffling a doctor with their feints and follies of symptoms; while all the time Death himself was making ready for a last, fatal siege; these all being the representatives of types which might be found everywhere. Often Dr. Leslie would be found eagerly praising some useful old-fashioned drugs which had been foolishly neglected by those who liked to experiment with newer remedies and be up with the times, as they called their not very intelligent dependence upon the treatment in vogue at the moment among the younger men of certain cliques, to some of whom the brilliant operation was more important than its damaging result. There was, even in those days, a haphazard way of doctoring, in which the health of the patient was secondary to the promotion of new theories, and the young scholar who could write a puzzlingly technical paper too often outranked the old practitioner who conquered some malignant disorder single-handed, where even the malpractice of the patient and his friends had stood like a lion in the way.

But Dr. Leslie was always trying to get at the truth, and nobody recognized more clearly the service which the reverent and truly progressive younger men were rendering to the profession. He added many new publications to his subscription list, and gleaned here and there those notes which he knew would be helpful, and which were suited to the degree of knowledge which his apprentice had already gained. It is needless to say what pleasure it gave him, and what evening talks they had together; what histories of former victories and defeats and curious discoveries were combined, like a bit of novel-reading, with Nans diligent devotion to her course of study. And presently the girl would take a step or two alone, and even make a visit by herself to see if anything chanced to be needed when a case was progressing favorably, and with the excuse of the doctors business or over-fatigue. And the physicians of the neighboring towns, who came together occasionally for each others assistance, most of whom had known Nan from her childhood, though at first they had shrunk from speaking of many details of their professional work in her hearing, and covered their meaning, like the ostriches heads, in the sand of a Latin cognomen, were soon set at their ease by Nans unconsciousness of either shamefacedness or disgust, and one by one grew interested in her career, and hopeful of her success.

It is impossible to describe the importance of such experiences as these in forming the character of the young girls power of resource, and wealth of self-reliance and practical experience. Sometimes in houses where she would have felt at least liberty to go only as spectator and scholar of medicine, Dr. Leslie insisted upon establishing her for a few days as chief nurse and overseer, and before Nan had been at work many months her teacher found her of great use, and grew more proud and glad day by day as he watched her determination, her enthusiasm, and her excellent progress. Over and over again he said to himself, or to her, that she was doing the work for which nature had meant her, and when the time came for her to go away from Oldfields, it seemed more impossible than it ever had before that he should get on without her, at home, or as an independent human being, who was following reverently in the path he had chosen so many years before. For her sake he had reached out again toward many acquaintances from whom he had drifted away, and he made many short journeys to Boston or to New York, and was pleased at his hearty welcome back to the medical meetings he had hardly entered during so many years. He missed not a few old friends, but he quickly made new ones. He was vastly pleased when the younger men seemed glad to hear him speak, and it was often proved that either through study or experience he had caught at some fresh knowledge of which his associates were still ignorant. He had laughingly accused himself of being a rusty country doctor and old fogy who had not kept up with the times; but many a letter followed him home, with thanks for some helpful suggestion or advice as to the management of a troublesome case. He was too far away to give room for any danger of professional jealousy, or for the infringement of that ever lengthening code of etiquette so important to the sensitive medical mind. Therefore he had only much pleasure and a fine tribute of recognition and honor, and he smiled more than once as he sat in the quiet Oldfields study before the fire, and looked up at Captain Finchs little ship, and told Nan of his town experiences, not always omitting, though attempting to deprecate, the compliments, in some half-hour when they were on peculiarly good terms with each other. And Nan believed there could be no better doctor in the world, and stoutly told him so, and yet listened only half-convinced when he said that he had a great mind to go to town and open an office, and make a specialty of treating diseases of the heart, since everybody had a specialty nowadays. He never felt so ready for practice as now, but Nan somehow could not bear the thought of his being anywhere but in his home. For herself, she would have been ready to venture anything if it would further her ever-growing purpose; but that Dr. Leslie should begin a new career or contest with the world seemed impossible. He was not so strong as he used to be, and he was already famous among his fellows. She would help him with his work by and by even more than now, and her own chosen calling of a country doctor was the dearer to her, because he had followed it so gallantly before her loving and admiring eyes. But Dr. Leslie built many a castle in the air, with himself and a great city practice for tenants, and said that it would be a capital thing for Nan; she could go on with it alone by and by. It was astonishing how little some of the city doctors knew: they relied upon each other too much; they should all be forced to drive over hill and dale, and be knocked about in a hard country practice for eight or ten years before they went to town. Plenty of time to read their books in June and January, the doctor would grumble to himself, and turn to look fondly at the long rows of his dear library acquaintances, his Braithwaites and Lancets, and their younger brothers, beside the first new Sydenham Societys books, with their clumsy blot of gilding. And he would stand sometimes with his hands behind him and look at the many familiar rows of brown leather-covered volumes, most of them delightfully worn with his own use and that of the other physicians whose generous friend and constant instructor he had been through years of sometimes stormy but usually friendly intercourse and association.



When people in general had grown tired of discussing this strange freak and purpose of the doctor and his ward, and had become familiar with Nans persistent interest and occupation in her studies, there came a time of great discontent to the two persons most concerned. For it was impossible to disguise the fact that the time had again come for the girl to go away from home. They had always looked forward to this, and directed much thought and action toward it, and yet they decided with great regret upon setting a new train of things in motion.

While it was well enough and useful enough that Nan should go on with her present mode of life, they both had a wider outlook, and though with the excuse of her youthfulness they had put off her departure as long as possible, still almost without any discussion it was decided that she must enter the medical school to go through with its course of instruction formally, and receive its authority to practice her profession. They both felt that this held a great many unpleasantnesses among its store of benefits. Nan was no longer to be shielded and protected and guided by some one whose wisdom she rarely questioned, but must make her own decisions instead, and give from her own bounty, and stand in her lot and place. Her later school-days were sure to be more trying than her earlier ones, as they carried her into deeper waters of scholarship, and were more important to her future position before the public.

If a young man plans the same course, everything conspires to help him and forward him, and the very fact of his having chosen one of the learned professions gives him a certain social preëminence and dignity. But in the days of Nans student life it was just the reverse. Though she had been directed toward such a purpose entirely by her singular talent, instead of by the motives of expediency which rule the decisions of a large proportion of the young men who study medicine, she found little encouragement either from the quality of the school or the interest of society in general. There were times when she actually resented the prospect of the many weeks which she must spend in listening to inferior instruction before gaining a diploma, which was only a formal seal of disapproval in most persons eyes. And yet, when she remembered her perfect certainty that she was doing the right thing, and remembered what renown some women physicians had won, and the avenues of usefulness which lay open to her on every side, there was no real drawing back, but rather a proud certainty of her most womanly and respectable calling, and a reverent desire to make the best use possible of the gifts God had certainly not made a mistake in giving her. If He meant I should be a doctor, the girl told herself, the best thing I can do is to try to be a good one.

So Nan packed her boxes and said good-by to Mrs. Graham, who looked wistful and doubtful, but blessed her most heartily, saying she should miss her sadly in the winter. And Marilla, who had unexpectedly reserved her opinion of late, made believe that she was very busy in the pantry, just as she had done when Nan was being launched for boarding-school. She shook her own floury hands vigorously, and offered one at last, muffled in her apron, and wished our friend good luck, with considerable friendliness, mentioning that she should be glad if Nan would say when she wrote home what shapes they seemed to be wearing for bonnets in the city, though she supposed they would be flaunting for Oldfields anyway. The doctor was going too, and they started for the station much too early for the train, since Dr. Leslie always suffered from a nervous dread of having an unavoidable summons to a distant patient at the last moment.

And when the examinations were over, and Nan had been matriculated, and the doctor had somewhat contemptuously overlooked the building and its capabilities, and had compared those students whom he saw with his remembrance of his own class, and triumphantly picked out a face and figure that looked hopeful here and there; he told himself that like all new growths it was feeble yet, and needed girls like his Nan, with high moral purpose and excellent capacity, who would make the college strong and to be respected. Not such doctors as several of whom he reminded himself, who were disgracing their sex, but those whose lives were ruled by a pettiness of detail, a lack of power, and an absence of high aim. Somehow both our friends lost much of the feeling that Nan was doing a peculiar thing, when they saw so many others following the same path. And having seen Nan more than half-settled in her winter quarters, and knowing that one or two of her former school friends had given her a delighted and most friendly welcome, and having made a few visits to the people whom he fancied would help her in one way or another, Dr. Leslie said good-by, and turned his face homeward, feeling more lonely than he had felt in a great many years before. He thought about Nan a great deal on the journey, though he had provided himself with some most desirable new books. He was thankful he had been able to do a kind turn for one of the most influential doctors, who had cheerfully promised to put some special advantages in Nans way; but when he reached home the house seemed very empty, and he missed his gay companion as he drove along the country roads. After the days began to grow longer, and the sun brighter, such pleasant letters came from the absent scholar, that the doctor took heart more and more, and went over to Mrs. Graham with almost every fresh bit of news. She smiled, and listened, and applauded, and one day said with delightful cordiality that she wished there were more girls who cared whether their lives really amounted to anything. But not every one had a talent which was such a stimulus as Nans.

Nothing succeeds like success, rejoined the doctor cheerfully, I always knew the child would do the best she could.


XIV. MISS PRINCE OF DUNPORT
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WHILE ALL THESE years were passing, Miss Anna Prince the elder was living quietly in Dunport, and she had changed so little that her friends frequently complimented her upon such continued youthfulness. She had by no means forgotten the two greatest among the many losses and sorrows of her life, but the first sharp pain of them was long since over with. The lover from whom she had parted for the sake of a petty misunderstanding had married afterward and died early; but he had left a son of whom Miss Prince was very proud and fond; and she had given him the place in her heart which should have belonged to her own niece. When she thought of the other trial, she believed herself, still, more sinned against than sinning, and gave herself frequent assurances that it had been impossible to act otherwise at the time of her brothers death and his wifes strange behavior afterward. And she had persuaded her conscience to be quiet, until at last, with the ideal of a suspicious, uncongenial, disagreeable group of rustics in her mind, she thought it was well ordered by Heaven that she had been spared any closer intercourse.

Miss Prince was a proud and stately woman of the old New England type: more colonial than American perhaps, and quite provincial in her traditions and prejudices. She was highly respected in her native town, where she was a prominent figure in society. Nobody was more generous and kind or public spirited, as her friends often said, and young George Gerry was well-rewarded, though he gave her great pleasure by his evident affection and interest. He liked to pay frequent visits to his old friend, and to talk with her. She had been a very attractive girl long ago, and the best of her charms had not faded yet; the young man was always welcomed warmly, and had more than once been helped in his projects. His mother was a feeble woman, who took little interest in anything outside her own doors; and he liked himself better as he sat in Miss Princes parlor than anywhere else. We are always fond of the society of our best selves, and though he was popular with the rest of his townspeople, he somehow could not help trying always to be especially agreeable to Miss Prince.

Although she was apparently free from regrets, and very well satisfied with life, even her best friends did not know how lonely her life had seemed to her, or how sadly hurt she had been by the shame and sorrow of her only brothers marriage. The thought of his child and of the impossibility of taking her to her heart and home had been like a nightmare at first, and yet Miss Prince lacked courage to break down the barriers, and to at least know the worst. She kept the two ideas of the actual niece and the ideal one whom she might have loved so much distinct and separate in her mind, and was divided between a longing to see the girl and a fierce dread of her sudden appearance. She had forbidden any allusion to the subject years and years before, and so had prevented herself from hearing good news as well as bad; though she had always been careful that the small yearly remittance should be promptly sent, and was impatient to receive the formal acknowledgment of it, which she instantly took pains to destroy. She sometimes in these days thought about making her will; there was no hurry about it, but it would be only fair to provide for her nearest of kin, while she was always certain that she should not let all her money and the old house with its handsome furnishings go into such unworthy hands. It was a very hard question to settle, and she thought of it as little as possible, and was sure there was nothing to prevent her living a great many years yet. She loved her old home dearly, and was even proud of it, and had always taken great care of the details of its government. She never had been foolish enough to make away with her handsome mahogany furniture, and to replace it with cheaper and less comfortable chairs and tables, as many of her neighbors had done, and had taken an obstinate satisfaction all through the years when it seemed quite out of date, in insisting upon the polishing of the fine wood and the many brass handles, and of late she had been reaping a reward for her constancy. It had been a marvel to certain progressive people that a person of her comfortable estate should be willing to reflect that there was not a marble-topped table in her house, until it slowly dawned upon them at last that she was mistress of the finest house in town. Outwardly, it was painted white and stood close upon the street, with a few steep front steps coming abruptly down into the middle of the narrow sidewalk; its interior was spacious and very imposing, not only for the time it was built in the last century, but for any other time. Miss Princes ancestors had belonged to some of the most distinguished among the colonial families, which fact she neither appeared to remember nor consented to forget; and, as often happened in the seaport towns of New England, there had been one or two men in every generation who had followed the sea. Her own father had been among the number, and the closets of the old house were well provided with rare china and fine old English crockery that would drive an enthusiastic collector to distraction. The carved woodwork of the railings and wainscotings and cornices had been devised by ingenious and patient craftsmen, and the same portraits and old engravings hung upon the walls that had been there when its mistress could first remember. She had always been so well suited with her home that she had never desired to change it in any particular. Her maids were well drilled to their duties, and Priscilla, who was chief of the staff, had been in that dignified position for many years. If Miss Princes grandmother could return to Dunport from another world, she would hardly believe that she had left her earthly home for a day, it presented so nearly the same appearance.

But however conscientiously the effort had been made to keep up the old reputation for hospitality, it had somehow been a failure, and Miss Prince had given fewer entertainments every year. Long ago, while she was still a young woman, she had begun to wear a certain quaint and elderly manner, which might have come from association with such antiquated household gods and a desire to match well with her beloved surroundings. A great many of her early friends had died, and she was not the sort of person who can easily form new ties of intimate friendship. She was very loyal to those who were still left, and, as has been said, her interest in George Gerry, who was his fathers namesake and likeness, was a very great pleasure to her. Some persons liked to whisper together now and then about the mysterious niece, who was never mentioned otherwise. But though curiosity had led to a partial knowledge of our heroines not unfavorable aspect and circumstances, nobody ever dared to give such information to the person who should have been most interested.

This was one of the standard long stories of Dunport with which old residents liked to regale newcomers, and handsome Jack Prince was the hero of a most edifying romance, being represented as a victim of the Prince pride, as his sister had been before him. His life had been ruined, and he had begged his wretched wife at the last to bring him home to Dunport, alive or dead. The woman had treated Miss Prince with shameful impudence and had disappeared afterward. The child had been brought up with her own people, and it was understood that Miss Princes efforts to have any connection with them were all thwarted. Lately it had become known that the girls guardian was a very fine man and was taking a great interest in her. But the reader will imagine how this story grew and changed in different peoples minds. Some persons insisted that Miss Prince had declined to see her brothers child, and others that it was denied her. It was often said in these days that Nan must be free to do as she chose, but it was more than likely that she had assumed the prejudices against her aunt with which she must have become most familiar.

As for Miss Prince herself, she had long ago become convinced that there was nothing to be done in this matter. After one has followed a certain course for some time, everything seems to persuade one that no other is possible. Sometimes she feared that an excitement and danger lurked in her future, but, after all, her days went by so calmly, and nearer things seemed so much more important than this vague sorrow and dread, that she went to and fro in the Dunport streets, and was courteous and kind in her own house, and read a sensible book now and then, and spent her time as benevolently and respectably as possible. She was indeed an admirable member of society, who had suffered very much in her youth, and those who knew her well could not be too glad that her later years were passing far less unhappily than most peoples.

In the days when her niece had lately finished her first winter at the medical school, Miss Prince had just freed herself from the responsibility of some slight repairs which the house had needed. She had been in many ways much more occupied than usual, and had given hardly a thought to more remote affairs. At last there had come an evening when she felt at leisure, and happily Miss Fraley, one of her earliest friends, had come to pay her a visit. The two ladies sat at the front windows of the west parlor looking out upon the street, while the hostess expressed her gratitude that the overturning of her household affairs was at an end, and that she was all in order for summer. They talked about the damage and discomfort inflicted by masons, and the general havoc which follows a small piece of fallen ceiling. Miss Prince, having made a final round of inspection just after tea, had ascertained that the last of the white dimity curtains and coverings were in their places upstairs in the bedrooms, and her love of order was satisfied. She had complimented Priscilla, and made her and the maids the customary spring present, and had returned to her evening post of observation at the parlor window just as Miss Fraley came in. She was not in the mood for receiving guests, being a trifle tired, but Eunice Fraley was a mild little creature, with a gentle, deprecatory manner which had always appealed to Miss Princes more chivalrous nature. Besides, she knew this to be a most true and affectionate friend, who had also the gift of appearing when everything was ready for her, as the bluebirds come, and the robins, in the early days of spring.

I wish I could say that our house was all in order but one closet, said the guest, in a more melancholy tone than usual. I believe we are more behind-hand than ever this year. You know we have Susans children with us for a fortnight while she goes away for a rest, and they have been a good deal of care. I think mother is getting tired of them now, though she was very eager to have a visit from them at first. She said this morning that the little girl was worse than a kitten in a fit, and she did hope that Susan wouldnt think it best to pass another week away.

Miss Prince laughed a little, and so did Miss Fraley after a moments hesitation. She seemed to be in a somewhat sentimental and introspective mood as she looked out of the window in the May twilight.

I so often feel as if I were not accomplishing anything, she said sadly. It came over me to-day that here I am, really an old woman, and I am just about where I first started, — doing the same things over and over and no better than ever. I havent the gift of style; anybody else might have done my work just as well, I am afraid; I am sure the world would have got along just as well without me. Mother has been so active, and has reached such a great age, that perhaps it hasnt been much advantage to me. I have only learned to depend upon her instead of myself. I begin to see that I should have amounted to a great deal more if I had had a home of my own. I sometimes wish that I were as free to go and come as you are, Nancy.

But Miss Princes thoughts were pleased to take a severely practical turn: Im not in the least free, she answered cheerfully. I believe you need something to strengthen you, Eunice. I havent seen you so out of spirits for a great while. Free! why Im tied to this house as if I were the knocker on the front door; and I certainly have a great deal of care. I put the utmost confidence in Priscilla, but those nieces of hers would be going wherever they chose, from garret to cellar, before I was ten miles away from Dunport. I have let the cook go away for a week, and Phoebe and Priscilla are alone. Phoebe is a good little creature; I only hope she wont be married within six months, for I dont know when I have liked a young girl so well. Priscilla was anxious I should take that black-eyed daughter of her brothers, and was quite hurt because I refused.

I dare say you were right, acknowledged Miss Fraley, though she could not exactly see the obstacles to her friends freedom in such strong light as was expected.

I know that it must be difficult for you sometimes, resumed the hostess presently, in a more sympathetic tone. Your mother naturally finds it hard to give up the rule. We cant expect her to look at life as younger persons do.

I dont expect it, said poor Miss Fraley appealingly, and I am sure I try to be considerate; but how would you like it, to be treated as if you were sixteen instead of nearly sixty? I know it says in the Bible that children should obey their parents, but there is no such commandment, that I can see, to women who are old enough to be grandmothers themselves. It does make me perfectly miserable to have everything questioned and talked over that I do; but I know I ought not to say such things. I suppose I shall lie awake half the night grieving over it. You know I have the greatest respect for mothers judgment; Im sure I dont know what in the world I should do without her.

You are too yielding, Eunice, said Miss Prince kindly. You try to please everybody, and thats your way of pleasing yourself; but, after all, I believe we give everybody more satisfaction when we hold fast to our own ideas of right and wrong. There have been a great many friends who were more than willing to give me their advice in all these years that I have been living alone; but I have always made up my mind and gone straight ahead. I have no doubt I should be very impatient now of much comment and talking over; and yet there are so many times when I would give anything to see father or mother for a little while. I havent suffered from living alone as much as some persons do, but I often feel very sad and lonely when I sit here and think about the past. Dear me! here is Phoebe with the lights, and I dare say it is just as well. I am going to ask you to go up stairs and see the fresh paint, and how ship-shape we are at last, as father used to say.

Miss Fraley rose at once, with an expression of pleasure, and the two friends made a leisurely tour of the old house which seemed all ready for a large family, and though its owner apparently enjoyed her freedom and dominion, it all looked deserted and empty to her guest. They lingered together in the wide lower hall, and parted with unusual affection. This was by no means the first hint that had been given of a somewhat fettered and disappointing home life, though Miss Fraley would have shuddered at the thought of any such reports being sent abroad.

Send the children round to see me, said Miss Prince, by way of parting benediction. They can play in the garden an hour or two, and it will be a change for them and for you; which invitation was gratefully accepted, though Miss Eunice smiled at the idea of their needing a change, when they were sure to be on every wharf in town in the course of the day, and already knew more people in Dunport than she did.

The next morning Miss Princes sense of general well-being seemed to have deserted her altogether. She was overshadowed by a fear of impending disaster and felt strangely tired and dissatisfied. But she did not believe in moping, and only assured herself that she must make the day an easy one. So, being strong against tides, as some old poet says of the whale, Miss Prince descended the stairs calmly, and advised Priscilla to put off the special work that had been planned until still later in the week. You had better ask your sister to come and spend the day with you and have a good, quiet visit, which permission Priscilla received without comment, being a person of few words; but she looked pleased, and while her mistress went down the garden walk to breathe the fresh morning air, she concocted a small omelet as an unexpected addition to the breakfast. Miss Prince was very fond of an omelet, but Priscilla, in spite of all her good qualities, was liable to occasional fits of offishness and depression, and in those seasons kept her employer, in one way or another, on short commons.

The day began serenely. It was the morning for the Dunport weekly paper, which Miss Prince sat down at once to read, making her invariable reproachful remark that there was nothing in it, after having devoted herself to this duty for an hour or more. Then she mounted to the upper floor of her house to put away a blanket which had been overlooked in the spring packing of the camphor-wood chests which stood in a solemn row in the north corner of the garret. There were three dormer windows in the front of the garret-roof, and one of these had been a favorite abiding-place in her youth. She had played with her prim Dutch dolls there in her childhood, and she could remember spending hour after hour watching for her fathers ship when the family had begun to expect him home at the end of a long voyage. She remembered with a smile how grieved she had been because once he came into port late in the night and surprised them all early in the morning, but he had made amends by taking her back with him when he hurried on board again after a hasty greeting. Miss Prince lived that morning over again as she stood there, old and gray and alone in the world. She could see again the great weather-beaten and tar-darkened ship, and even the wizened monkey which belonged to one of the sailors. She lingered at her fathers side admiringly, and felt the tears come into her eyes once more when he gave her a taste of the fiery contents of his tumbler. They were all in his cabin; old Captain Dunn and Captain Denny and Captain Peterbeck were sitting round the little table, also provided with tumblers, as they listened eagerly to the story of the voyage. The sailors came now and then for orders; Nancy thought her handsome father, with his bronzed cheeks and white forehead and curly hair, was every inch a king. He was her hero, and nothing could please her so much to the end of her days as to have somebody announce, whether from actual knowledge or hearsay, that Captain Jack Prince was the best shipmaster that ever sailed out of Dunport.... She always was sure there were some presents stored away for herself and young Jack, her brother, in one of the lockers of the little cabin. Poor Jack! how he used to frighten her by climbing the shrouds and waving his cap from almost inaccessible heights. Poor Jack! and Miss Prince climbed the step to look down the harbor again, as if the ship were more than thirty days out from Amsterdam, and might be expected at any time if the voyage had been favorable.

The house was at no great distance from the water side, though the crowded buildings obscured the view from the lower stories. There was nothing coming in from sea but a steam-tug, which did not harmonize with these pleasant reminiscences, though as Miss Prince raised the window a fine salt breeze entered, well warmed with the May sunshine. It had the flavor of tar and the spirit of the high seas, and for a wonder there could be heard the knocking of shipwrights hammers, which in old times were never silent in the town. As she sat there for a few minutes in the window seat, there came to her other recollections of her later girlhood, when she had stolen to this corner for the sake of being alone with her pleasant thoughts, though she had cried there many an hour after Jacks behavior had given them the sorrow they hardly would own to each other. She remembered hearing her fathers angry voice down stairs. No! she would not think of that again, why should she? and she shut the window and went back to be sure that she had locked the camphor chest, and hung its key on the flat-headed rusty nail overhead. Miss Prince heard some one open and shut the front door as she went down, and in the small front room she found Captain Walter Parish, who held a high place among her most intimate friends. He was her cousin, and had become her general adviser and counselor. He sometimes called himself laughingly the ships husband, for it was he who transacted most of Miss Princes important business, and selected her paint and shingles and her garden seeds beside, and made and mended her pens. He liked to be useful and agreeable, but he had not that satisfaction in his own home, for his wife had been a most efficient person to begin with, and during his absences at sea in early life had grown entirely self-reliant. The captain joked about it merrily, but he nevertheless liked to feel that he was still important, and Miss Prince generously told him, from time to time, that she did not know how she should get on without him, and considerately kept up the fiction of not wishing to take up his time when he must be busy with his own affairs.

How are you this fine morning, Cousin Nancy? said the captain gallantly. I called to say that Jerry Martin will be here to-morrow without fail. It seems he thought you would send him word when you wanted him next, and he has been working for himself. I dont think the garden will suffer, we have had so much cold weather. And here is a letter I took from the office. He handed it to Miss Prince with a questioning look; he knew the handwriting of her few correspondents almost as well as she, and this was a strangers.

Perhaps it is a receipt for my subscription to the — But Miss Prince never finished the sentence, for when she had fairly taken the letter into her hand, the very touch of it seemed to send a tinge of ashen gray like some quick poison over her face. She stood still, looking at it, then flushed crimson, and sat down in the nearest chair, as if it were impossible to hold herself upright. The captain was uncertain what he ought to do.

I hope you havent heard bad news, he said presently, for Miss Prince had leaned back in the arm-chair and covered her eyes with one hand, while the letter was tightly held in the other.

It is from my niece, she answered, slowly.

You dont mean its from Jacks daughter? inquired the captain, not without eagerness. He never had suspected such a thing; the only explanation which had suggested itself to his mind was that Miss Prince had been investing some of her money without his advice or knowledge, and he had gone so far as to tell himself that it was just like a woman, and quite good enough for her if she had lost it. I never thought of its being from her, he said, a little bewildered, for the captain was not a man of quick wit; his powers of reflection served him better. Well, arent you going to tell me what she has to say for herself?

She proposes to make me a visit, answered Miss Prince, trying to smile as she handed him the little sheet of paper which she had unconsciously crumpled together; but she did not give even one glance at his face as he read it, though she thought it a distressingly long time before he spoke.

I must say that this is a very good letter, very respectful and lady-like, said the captain honestly, though he felt as if he had been expected to condemn it, and proceeded to read it through again, this time aloud: — 

MY DEAR AUNT, — I cannot think it is right that we do not know each other. I should like to go to Dunport for a day some time next month; but if you do not wish to see me you have only to tell me so, and I will not trouble you.

Yours sincerely,
ANNA PRINCE.

A very good handwriting, too, the captain remarked, and then gathered courage to say that he supposed Miss Prince would give her niece the permission for which she asked. I have been told that she is a very fine girl, he ventured, as if he were poor Nans ambassador; and at this Miss Princes patience gave way.

Yes, I shall ask her to come, but I do not wish anything said about it; it need not be made the talk of the town. She answered her cousin angrily, and then felt as if she had been unjust. Do not mind me, Walter, she said; it has been a terrible grief and trouble to me all these years. Perhaps if I had gone to see those people, and told them all I felt, they would have pitied me, and not blamed me, and so everything would have been better, but it is too late now. I dont know what sort of a person my own niece is, and I wish that I need never find out, but I shall try to do my duty.

The captain was tender-hearted, and seemed quite unmanned, but he gave his eyes a sudden stroke with his hand and turned to go away. You will command me, Nancy, if I can be of service to you? he inquired, and his cousin bowed her head in assent. It was, indeed, a dismal hour of the family history.

For some time Miss Prince did not move, except as she watched Captain Parish cross the street and take his leisurely way along the uneven pavement. She was almost tempted to call him back, and felt as if he were the last friend she had in the world, and was leaving her forever. But after she had allowed the worst of the miserable shock to spend itself, she summoned the stern energy for which she was famous, and going with slower steps than usual to the next room, she unlocked the desk of the ponderous secretary and seated herself to write. Before many minutes had passed the letter was folded, and sealed, and addressed, and the next evening Nan was reading it at Oldfields. She was grateful for being asked to come on the 5th of June to Dunport, and to stay a few days if it were convenient, and yet her heart fell because there was not a sign of welcome or affection in the stately fashioning of the note. It had been hardly wise to expect it under the circumstances, the girl assured herself later, and at any rate it was kind in her aunt to answer her own short letter so soon.


XV. HOSTESS AND GUEST
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NAN HAD, INDEED, resolved to take a most important step. She had always dismissed the idea of having any communication with her aunt most contemptuously when she had first understood their unhappy position toward each other; but during the last year or two she had been forced to look at the relationship from a wider point of view. Dr. Leslie protested that he had always treated Miss Prince in a perfectly fair and friendly manner, and that if she had chosen to show no interest in her only niece, nobody was to blame but herself. But Nan pleaded that her aunt was no longer young; that she might be wishing that a reconciliation could be brought about; the very fact of her having constantly sent the yearly allowance in spite of Mrs. Thachers and Dr. Leslies unwillingness to receive it appealed to the young girl, who was glad to believe that her aunt had, after all, more interest in her than others cared to observe. She had no near relatives except Miss Prince. There were some cousins of old Mrs. Thachers and their descendants settled in the vicinity of Oldfields; but Nan clung more eagerly to this one closer tie of kindred than she cared to confess even to her guardian. It was too late now for any interference in Dr. Leslies plans, or usurping of his affectionate relationship; so, after he found that Nans loyal heart was bent upon making so kind a venture, he said one day, with a smile, that she had better write a letter to her aunt, the immediate result of which we already know. Nan had been studying too hard, and suffering not a little from her long-continued city life, and though the doctor had been making a most charming plan that later in the season they should take a journey together to Canada, he said nothing about that, and told himself with a sigh that this would be a more thorough change, and even urged Nan to stay as long as she pleased in Dunport, if she found her aunts house pleasant and everything went well. For whether Nan liked Miss Prince remained to be proved, though nobody in their senses could doubt that Miss Prince would be proud of her niece.

It was not until after Nan had fairly started that she began to feel at all dismayed. Perhaps she had done a foolish thing after all; Marilla had not approved the adventure, while at the last minute Nan had become suspicious that the doctor had made another plan, though she contented herself with the remembrance of perfect freedom to go home whenever she chose. She told herself grimly that if her aunt died she should be thankful that she had done this duty; yet when, after a journey of several hours, she knew that Dunport was the next station, her heart began to beat in a ridiculous manner. It was unlike any experience that had ever come to her, and she felt strangely unequal to the occasion. Long ago she had laughed at her early romances of her grand Dunport belongings, but the memory of them lingered still, in spite of this commonplace approach to their realities, and she looked eagerly at the groups of people at the railway station with a great hope and almost certainty that she should find her aunt waiting to meet her. There was no such good fortune, which was a chill at the outset to the somewhat tired young traveler, but she beckoned a driver whom she had just ignored, and presently was shut into a somewhat antiquated public carriage and on her way to Miss Princes house.

So this was Dunport, and in these very streets her father had played, and here her mother had become deeper and deeper involved in the suffering and tragedy which had clouded the end of her short life. It seemed to the young stranger as if she must shrink away from the curious glances that stray passers-by sent into the old carriage; and that she was going to be made very conspicuous by the newly-awakened interest in a sad story which surely could not have been forgotten. Poor Nan! she sent a swift thought homeward to the doctors house and Mrs. Grahams; even to the deserted little place which had sheltered her good old grandmother and herself in the first years she could remember. And with strange irony came also a picture of the home of one of her schoolmates, — where the father and mother and their children lived together and loved each other. The tears started to her eyes until some good angel whispered the kind Come back soon, Nan dear, with which Dr. Leslie had let her go away.

The streets were narrow and roughly paved in the old provincial seaport town; the houses looked a good deal alike as they stood close to the street, though here and there the tops of some fruit trees showed themselves over a high garden fence. And presently before a broad-faced and gambrel-roofed house, the driver stopped his horses, and now only the front door with its bulls-eyed top-lights and shining knocker stood between Nan and her aunt. The coachman had given a resounding summons at this somewhat formidable entrance before he turned to open the carriage door, but Nan had already alighted, and stepped quickly into the hall. Priscilla directed her with some ceremony to the south parlor, and a prim figure turned away from one of the windows that overlooked the garden, and came forward a few steps. I suppose this is Anna, the not very cordial voice began, and faltered; and then Miss Prince led her niece toward the window she had left, and without a thought of the reserve she had decided upon, pushed one of the blinds wide open, and looked again at Nans appealing face, half eager herself, and half afraid. Then she fumbled for a handkerchief, and betook herself to the end of the sofa and began to cry: You are so like my mother and Jack, she said. I did not think I should be so glad to see you.

The driver had deposited Nans box, and now appeared at the door of the parlor with Priscilla (who had quite lost her wits with excitement) looking over his shoulder. Nan sprang forward, glad of something to do in the midst of her vague discomfort, and at this sight the hostess recovered herself, and, commanding Priscilla to show Miss Prince to her room, assumed the direction of business affairs.

The best bedroom was very pleasant, though somewhat stiff and unused, and Nan was glad to close its door and find herself in such a comfortable haven of rest and refuge from the teasing details of that strange day. The wind had gone to the eastward, and the salt odor was most delightful to her. A vast inheritance of memories and associations was dimly brought to mind by that breath of the sea and freshness of the June day by the harbor side. Her heart leaped at the thought of the neighborhood of the wharves and shipping, and as she looked out at the ancient street, she told herself with a sense of great fun that if she had been a boy she would inevitably have been a surgeon in the navy. So this was the aunt whom Nan had thought about and dreamed about by day and by night, whose acquaintance had always been a waiting pleasure, and the mere fact of whose existence had always given her niece something to look forward to. She had not known until this moment what a reserved pleasure this meeting had been, and now it was over with. Miss Prince was so much like other people, though why she should not have been it would be difficult to suggest, and Nans taste had been so educated and instructed by her Oldfields advantages, not to speak of her later social experiences, that she felt at once that her aunts world was smaller than her own. There was something very lovable about Miss Prince, in spite of the constraint of her greeting, and for the first time Nan understood that her aunt also had dreaded the meeting. Presently she came to the door, and this time kissed Nan affectionately. I dont know what to say to you, I am sure, she told the girl, only I am thankful to have you here. You must understand that it is a great event to me; at which Nan laughed and spoke some cheerful words. Miss Prince seated herself by the other front window, and looked at her young guest with ever-growing satisfaction. This was no copy of that insolent, ill-bred young woman who had so beguiled and ruined poor Jack; she was a little lady, who did honor to the good name of the Princes and Lesters, — a niece whom anybody might be proud to claim, and whom Miss Prince could cordially entreat to make herself quite at home, for she had only been too long in coming to her own. And presently, when tea was served, the careful ordering of it, which had been meant partly to mock and astonish the girl who could not have been used to such ways of living, seemed only a fitting entertainment for so distinguished a guest. Blood will tell, murmured Miss Prince to herself as she clinked the teacups and looked at the welcome face the other side of the table. But when they talked together in the evening, it was made certain that Nan was neither ashamed of her mothers people nor afraid to say gravely to Miss Prince that she did not know how much injustice was done to grandmother Thacher, if she believed she were right in making a certain statement. Aunt Nancy smiled, and accepted her rebuff without any show of disapproval, and was glad that the next day was Sunday, so that she could take Nan to church for the admiration of all observers. She was even sorry that she had not told young Gerry to come and pay an evening visit to her niece, and spoke of him once or twice. Her niece observed a slight self-consciousness at such times, and wondered a little who Mr. George Gerry might be.

Nan thought of many things before she fell asleep that night. Her ideas of her father had always been vague, and she had somehow associated him with Dr. Leslie, who had shown her all the fatherliness she had ever known. As for the young man who had died so long ago, if she had said that he seemed to her like a younger brother of Dr. Leslie, it would have been nearest the truth, in spite of the details of the short and disappointed life which had come to her ears. Dr. Ferris had told her almost all she knew of him, but now that she was in her own fathers old home, among the very same sights he had known best, he suddenly appeared to her in a vision, as one might say, and invested himself in a cloud of attractive romance. His daughter felt a sudden blaze of delight at this first real consciousness of her kinship. Miss Prince had shown her brothers portrait early in the evening, and had even taken the trouble to light a candle and hold it high, so that Nan could see the handsome, boyish face, in which she recognized quickly the likeness to her own. He was only thirteen then, said Miss Prince, but he looks several years older. We all thought that the artist had made a great mistake when it was painted, but poor Jack grew to look like it. Yes, you are wonderfully like him, and she held the light near Nans face and studied it again as she had just studied the picture. Nans eyes filled with tears as she looked up at her fathers face. The other portraits in the room were all of older people, her grandfather and grandmother and two or three ancestors, and Miss Prince repeated proudly some anecdotes of the most distinguished. I suppose you never heard of them, she added sadly at the close, but Nan made no answer; it was certainly no fault of her own that she was ignorant of many things, and she would not confess that during the last few years she had found out everything that was possible about her fathers people. She was so thankful to have grown up in Oldfields that she could not find it in her heart to rail at the fate that had kept her away from Dunport; but the years of silence had been very unlovely in her aunt.

She wondered, before she went to sleep that night, where her fathers room had been, and thought she would ask Miss Prince in the morning. The windows were open, and the June air blew softly in, and sometimes swayed the curtains of the bed. There was a scent of the sea and of roses, and presently up the quiet street came the sound of footsteps and young voices. Nan said to herself that some party had been late in breaking up, and felt her heart thrill with sympathy. She had been dwelling altogether in the past that evening, and she liked to hear the revelers go by. But as they came under the windows she heard one say, I should be afraid of ghosts in that best room of Miss Princes, and then they suddenly became quiet, as if they had seen that the windows were open, and Nan first felt like a stranger, but next as if this were all part of the evenings strange experiences, and as if these might be her fathers young companions, and she must call to them as they went by.



The next morning both the hostess and her guest waked early, and were eager for the time when they should see each other again. The beauty and quiet of the Sunday morning were very pleasant, and Nan stood for some minutes at the dining-room windows, looking out on the small paved courtyard, and the flowers and green leaves beyond the garden gate. Miss Princes was one of the fine old houses which kept its garden behind it, well-defended from the street, for the familys own pleasure.

Those are the same old bushes and trees which we used to play among; I have hardly changed it at all, said Miss Prince, as she came in. It must be confessed that she had lost the feeling of patroness with which she had approached her acquaintance with Nan. She was proud and grateful now, and as she saw the girl in her pretty white dress, and found her as simple and affectionate and eager to please as she had thought her the night before, she owned to herself that she had not looked for such happiness to fall into her life. And there was something about the younger Anna Prince which others had quickly recognized; a power of direction and of command. There are some natures like the Prussian blue on a painters palette, which rules all the other colors it is mixed with; natures which quickly make themselves felt in small or great companies.

Nan discovered her fathers silver mug beside her plate, and was fired with a fiercer resentment than she had expected to feel again, at the sight of it. The thought of her childhood in good grandmother Thachers farm-house came quickly to her mind, with the plain living, to her share of which she had been made a thousand times welcome; while by this richer house, of which she was also heir, such rightful trinkets and treasures had been withheld. But at the next minute she could meet Miss Princes observant eyes without displeasure, and wisely remembered that she herself had not been responsible for the state of affairs, and that possibly her aunt had been as wronged and insulted and beaten back as she complained. So she pushed the newly-brightened cup aside with an almost careless hand, as a sort of compromise with revenge, and Miss Prince at once caught sight of it. Dear me, she said, not without confusion, Priscilla must have thought you would be pleased, and then faltered, I wish with all my heart you had always had it for your own, my dear. And this was a great deal for Miss Prince to say, as any of her acquaintances could have told her nearest relative, who sat, almost a stranger, at the breakfast-table.

The elder woman felt a little light-headed and unfamiliar to herself as she went up the stairway to get ready for church. It seemed as if she had entered upon a new stage of existence, since for so many years she had resented the existence of her brothers child, and had kept up an imaginary war, in which she ardently fought for her own rights. She had brought forward reason after reason why she must maintain her position as representative of a respected family who had been shamed and disgraced and insulted by her brothers wife. Now all aggressors of her peace, real and imaginary, were routed by the appearance of this young girl upon the field of battle, which she traversed with most innocent and fearless footsteps, looking smilingly into her aunts face, and behaving almost as if neither of them had been concerned in the family unhappiness. Beside, Nan had already added a new interest to Miss Princes life, and as this defeated warrior took a best dress from the closet without any of the usual reflection upon so important a step, she felt a great consciousness of having been added to and enriched, as the person might who had suddenly fallen heir to an unexpected property. From this first day she separated herself as much as possible from any thought of guilt or complicity in the long estrangement. She seemed to become used to her nieces presence, and with the new relationships growth there faded away the thought of the past times. If any one dared to hint that it was a pity this visit had been so long delayed, Miss Prince grandly ignored all personality.

Priscilla had come to the guests room on some undeclared errand, for it had already been put in order, and she viewed with pleasure the simple arrangements for dressing which were in one place and another about the room. Priscilla had scorned the idea of putting this visitor into the best bedroom, and had had secret expectations that Miss Princes niece would feel more at home with her than with her mistress. But Miss Anna was as much of a lady as Miss Prince, which was both pleasing and disappointing, as Priscilla hoped to solace some disrespectful feelings of her own heart by taking down Miss Nancys pride. However, her loyalty to the house was greater than her own very small grudges, and as she pretended to have some difficulty with the fastening of the blind, she said in a whisper, Yr auntll like to have you make yourself look pretty, which was such a reminder of Marillas affectionate worldliness that Nan had to laugh aloud. Im afraid I havent anything grand enough, she told the departing housekeeper, whose pleasure it was not hard to discern.

It was with a very gratified mind that Miss Prince walked down the street with her niece and bowed to one and another of her acquaintances. She was entirely careless of what any one should say, but she was brimful of excitement, and answered several of Nans questions entirely wrong. The old town was very pleasant that Sunday morning. The lilacs were in full bloom, and other early summer flowers in the narrow strips of front-yards or the high-fenced gardens were in blossom too, and the air was full of sweetness and delight. The ancient seaport had gathered for itself quaint names and treasures; it was pleased with its old fashions and noble memories; its ancient bells had not lost their sweet voices, and a flavor of the past pervaded everything. The comfortable houses, the elderly citizens, the very names on the shop signs, and the worn cobblestones of the streets and flagstones of the pavements, delighted the young stranger, who felt so unreasonably at home in Dunport. The many faces that had been colored and fashioned by the sea were strangely different from those which had known an inland life only, and she seemed to have come a great deal nearer to foreign life and to the last century. Her heart softened as she wondered if her father knew that she was following his boyish footsteps, for the first time in her life, on that Sunday morning. She would have liked to wander away by herself and find her way about the town, but such a proposal was not to be thought of, and all at once Miss Nancy turned up a narrow side street toward a high-walled brick church, and presently they walked side by side up the broad aisle so far that it seemed to Nan as if her aunt were aiming for the chancel itself, and had some public ceremony in view, of a penitential nature. They were by no means early, and the girl was disagreeably aware of a little rustle of eagerness and curiosity as she took her seat, and was glad to have fairly gained the shelter of the high-backed pew as she bent her head. But Miss Prince the senior seemed calm; she said her prayer, settled herself as usual, putting the footstool in its right place and finding the psalms and the collect. She then laid the prayer-book on the cushion beside her and folded her hands in her lap, before she turned discreetly to say good-morning to Miss Fraley, and exchange greetings until the clergyman made his appearance. Nan had taken the seat next the pew door, and was looking about her with great interest, forgetting herself and her aunt as she wondered that so dear and quaint a place of worship should be still left in her iconoclastic native country. She had seen nothing even in Boston like this, there were so many antique splendors about the chancel, and many mural tablets on the walls, where she read with sudden delight her own family name and the list of virtues which had belonged to some of her ancestors. The dear old place! there never had been and never could be any church like it; it seemed to have been waiting all her life for her to come to say her prayers where so many of her own people had brought their sins and sorrows in the long years that were gone. She only wished that the doctor were with her, and the same feeling that used to make her watch for him in her childhood until he smiled back again filled all her loving and grateful heart. She knew that he must be thinking of her that morning; he was not in church himself, he had planned a long drive to the next town but one, to see a dying man, who seemed to be helped only by this beloved physicians presence. There had been some talk between Dr. Leslie and Nan about a medicine which might possibly be of use, and she found herself thinking about that again and again. She had reminded the doctor of it and he had seemed very pleased. It must be longer ago than yesterday since she left Oldfields, it already counted for half a lifetime.

One listener at least was not resentful because the sermon was neither wise nor great, for she had so many things to think of; but while she was sometimes lost in her own thoughts, Nan stole a look at the thinly filled galleries now and then, and at one time was pleased with the sight of the red-cheeked cherubs which seemed to have been caught like clumsy insects and pinned as a sort of tawdry decoration above the tablets where the Apostles Creed and the Ten Commandments were printed in faded gilt letters. The letter s was made long in these copies and the capitals were of an almost forgotten pattern, and after Nan had discovered her grandfathers name in the prayer-book she held, and had tried again to listen to the discourse, she smiled at the discovery of a familiar face in one of the wall pews. It somehow gave her a feeling of security as being a link with her past experiences, and she looked eagerly again and again until this old acquaintance, who also was a stranger and a guest in Dunport, happened to direct a careless glance toward her, and a somewhat dull and gloomy expression was changed for surprised and curious recognition. When church was over at last Miss Prince seemed to have a great deal to say to her neighbor in the next pew, and Nan stood in her place waiting until her aunt was ready. More than one person had lingered to make sure of a distinct impression of the interesting stranger who had made one of the morning congregation, and Nan smiled suddenly as she thought that it might seem proper that she and her aunt should walk down the aisle together as if they had been married, or as if the ceremony were finished which she had anticipated as they came in. And Miss Prince did make an admirable exit from the church, mustering all her self-possession and taking stately steps at her nieces side, while she sometimes politely greeted her acquaintances. There were flickering spots of color in her cheeks when they were again in the sun-shiny street.

It is really the first day this summer when I have needed my parasol, said Aunt Nancy, as she unfurled the carefully preserved article of her wardrobe and held it primly aloft. I am so sorry that our rector was absent this morning. I suppose that you have attended an Episcopal church sometimes; I am glad that you seem to be familiar with the service; to which Nancy replied that she had been confirmed while she was first at boarding-school, and this seemed to give her aunt great satisfaction. Very natural and proper, my dear, she said. It is one thing I have always wished when I thought of you at serious moments. But I was persuaded that you were far from such influences, and that there would be nothing in your surroundings to encourage your inherited love of the church.

I have always liked it best, said Nan, who seemed all at once to grow taller. But I think one should care more about being a good woman than a good Episcopalian, Aunt Nancy.

No doubt, said the elder woman, a little confused and dismayed, though she presently rallied her forces and justly observed that the rules of the church were a means to the end of good living, and happily, before any existing differences of opinion could be discovered, they were interrupted by a pleasant-faced young man, who lifted his hat and gracefully accepted his introduction to the younger Miss Prince.

This is Mr. George Gerry, Anna, one of my young friends, smiled Aunt Nancy, and saying, as she walked more slowly, You must come to see us soon, for I shall have to depend upon the younger people to make my nieces stay agreeable.

I was looking forward to my Sunday evening visit, the wayfarer said hesitatingly; you have not told me yet that I must not come; which appeal was only answered by a little laugh from all three, as they separated. And Miss Prince had time to be quite eloquent in her favorites praise before they reached home. Nan thought her first Dunport acquaintance very pleasant, and frankly said so. This seemed to be very gratifying to her aunt, and they walked toward home together by a roundabout way and in excellent spirits. It seemed more and more absurd to Nan that the long feud and almost tragic state of family affairs should have come to so prosaic a conclusion, and that she who had been the skeleton of her aunts ancestral closet should have dared to emerge and to walk by her side through the town. After all, here was another proof of the wisdom of the old Spanish proverb, that it takes two to make a quarrel, but only one to end it.


XVI. A JUNE SUNDAY
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IT WAS MISS Princes custom to indulge herself by taking a long Sunday afternoon nap in summer, though on this occasion she spoke of it to her niece as only a short rest. She was glad to gain the shelter of her own room, and as she brushed a little dust from her handsome silk gown before putting it away she held it at arms length and shook it almost indignantly. Then she hesitated a moment and looked around the comfortable apartment with a fierce disdain. I wonder what gives me such a sense of importance, she whispered. I have been making mistakes my whole life long, and giving excuses to myself for not doing my duty. I wish I had made her a proper allowance, to say the least. Everybody must be laughing at me! and Miss Prince actually stamped her foot. It had been difficult to keep up an appearance of self-respect, but her pride had helped her in that laudable effort, and as she lay down on the couch she tried to satisfy herself with the assurance that her niece should have her rights now, and be treated justly at last.

Miss Fraley had come in to pay a brief visit on her way to Sunday-school just as they finished dinner, and had asked Nan to tea the following Wednesday, expressing also a hope that she would come sooner to call, quite without ceremony. Finding the state of affairs so pleasant, Miss Eunice ventured to say that Nans father had been a favorite of her mother, who was now of uncommon age. Miss Prince became suddenly stern, but it was only a passing cloud, which disturbed nobody.

Nan had accepted willingly the offered apologies and gayly wished her aunt a pleasant dream, but being wide awake she gladly made use of the quiet time to send a letter home, and to stroll down the garden afterward. It all seemed so unlike what she had expected, yet her former thoughts about her aunt were much more difficult to recall as every hour went by and made the impression of actual things more distinct. Her fancied duty to a lonely old lady who mourned over a sad past seemed quite quixotic when she watched this brisk woman come and go without any hindrance of age, or, now that the first meeting was over, any appearance of former melancholy. As our friend went down the garden she told herself that she was glad to have come; it was quite right, and it was very pleasant, though there was no particular use in staying there long, and after a few days she would go away. Somehow her life seemed a great deal larger for this new experience, and she would try to repeat the visit occasionally. She wished to get Dunport itself by heart, but she had become so used to giving the best of herself to her studies, that she was a little shy of the visiting and the tea-parties and the apparently fruitless society life of which she had already learned something. I suppose the doctor would say it is good for me, said Nan, somewhat grimly, but I think it is most satisfactory to be with the persons whose interests and purposes are the same as ones own. The feeling of a lack of connection with the people whom she had met made life appear somewhat blank. She had already gained a certain degree of affection for her aunt; to say the least she was puzzled to account for such an implacable hostility as had lasted for years in the breast of a person so apparently friendly and cordial in her relations with her neighbors. Our heroine was slow to recognize in her relative the same strength of will and of determination which made the framework of her own character, — an iron-like firmness of structure which could not be easily shaken by the changes or opinions of other people. Miss Princes acquaintances called her a very set person, and were shy of intruding into her secret fastnesses. There were all the traits of character which are necessary for the groundwork of an enterprising life, but Miss Prince seemed to have neither inherited nor acquired any high aims or any especial and fruitful single-heartedness, so her gifts of persistence and self-confidence had ranked themselves for the defense of a comparatively unimportant and commonplace existence. As has been said, she forbade, years before, any mention of her family troubles, and had lived on before the world as if they could be annihilated, and not only were not observable, but never had been. In a more thoughtful and active circle of social life the contrast between her rare capacity and her unnoticeable career would have been more striking. She stood as a fine representative of the old school, but it could not be justly said that she was a forward scholar, since, however sure of some of her early lessons, she was most dull and reluctant before new ones of various enlightening and uplifting descriptions.

Nan had observed that her aunt had looked very tired and spent as she went up-stairs after dinner, and understood better than she had before that this visit was moving the waters of Miss Princes soul more deeply than had been suspected. She gained a new sympathy, and as the hours of the summer afternoon went by she thought of a great many things which had not been quite plain to her, and strolled about the garden until she knew that by heart, and had made friends with the disorderly company of ladies-delights and periwinkles which had cropped up everywhere, as if the earth were capable of turning itself into such small blossoms without anybodys help, after so many years of unvarying tuition. The cherry-trees and pear-trees had a most venerable look, and the plum-trees were in dismal mourning of black knots. There was a damp and shady corner where Nan found a great many lilies of the valley still lingering, though they had some time ago gone out of bloom in the more sunshiny garden at Oldfields. She remembered that there were no flowers in the house and gathered a great handful at last of one sort and another to carry in.

The dining-room was very dark, and Nan wished at first to throw open the blinds which had been carefully closed. It seemed too early in the summer to shut out the sunshine, but it seemed also a little too soon to interfere with the housekeeping, and so she brought two or three tall champagne glasses from a high shelf of the closet and filled them with her posies, and after putting them in their places, went back to the garden. There was a perfect silence in the house, except for the sound of the tall clock in the dining-room, and it seemed very lonely. She had taken another long look at her fathers portrait, but as she shut the rusty-hinged garden gate after her, she smiled at the thought of her unusual idleness, and wondered if it need last until Tuesday, which was the day she had fixed upon for her departure. Nan wished that she dared to go away for a long walk; it was a pity she had not told her aunt of a wish to see something of the town and of the harbor-side that afternoon, but it would certainly be a little strange if she were to disappear, and very likely the long nap would soon come to an end. Being well taught in the details of gardening, she took a knife from her pocket and pruned and trained the shrubs and vines, and sang softly to herself as she thought about her next winters study and her plans for the rest of the summer, and also decided that she would insist upon the doctors going away with her for a journey when she reached home again.

After a little while she heard her aunt open the blinds of the garden door and call her in most friendly tones, and when she reached the house Miss Prince was in the south parlor entertaining a visitor, — Captain Walter Parish, who had gladly availed himself of some trifling excuse of a business nature, which involved the signing and sending of a paper by the early post of next day. He was going to his daughters to tea, and it was quite a long drive to her house, so he had not dared to put off his errand, he explained, lest he should be detained in the evening. But he had been also longing to take a look at Miss Princes guest. His wife went to another church and he dutifully accompanied her, though he had been brought up with Miss Prince at old St. Anns.

So this is my young cousin? said the captain gallantly, and with great simplicity and tenderness held both Nans hands and looked full in her face a moment before he kissed her; then to Miss Princes great discomposure and embarrassment he turned to the window and looked out without saying a word, though he drew the back of his hand across his eyes in sailor-fashion, as if he wished to make them clear while he sighted something on the horizon. Miss Prince thought it was all nonsense and would have liked to say so, though she trusted that her silence was eloquent enough.

She brings back the past, said Captain Walter as he returned presently and seated himself where he could look at Nan as much as he liked. She brings back the past.

You were speaking of old Captain Slater, reminded Miss Prince with some dignity.

I just came from there, said Captain Parish, with his eyes still fixed on his young relative, though it was with such a friendly gaze that Nan was growing fonder of him every minute. They told me he was about the same as yesterday. I offered to watch with him to-morrow night. And how do you like the looks of Dunport, my dear?

Nan answered eagerly with brightening face, and added that she was longing to see more of it; the old wharves especially.

Now thats good, said the captain; I wonder if you would care anything about taking a stroll with me in the morning. Your aunt here is a famous housekeeper, and will be glad to get you off her hands, I dare say.

Nan eagerly accepted, and though it was suggested that Miss Prince had a plan for showing the town in the afternoon, she was promptly told that there was nothing easier than taking both these pleasant opportunities. You would lose yourself among the old storehouses, Im sure, Nancy, laughed the old sailor, and you must let me have my way. Its a chance one doesnt get every day, to tell the old Dunport stories to a new listener.

Some one had opened the front door, and was heard coming along the hall. This is very kind, George, said Miss Prince, with much pleasure, while the captain looked a little disconcerted at his young rival; he assured himself that he would make a long mornings cruise of it, next day, with this attractive sightseer, and for once the young beaux would be at a disadvantage; the girls of his own day used to think him one of the best of their gallants, and at this thought the captain was invincible. Mr. Gerry must take the second chance.

The blinds were open now, and the old room seemed very pleasant. Nans brown hair had been blown about not a little in the garden, and as she sat at the end of the long, brass-nailed sofa, a ray of sunshine touched the glass of a picture behind her and flew forward again to tangle itself in her stray locks, so that altogether there was a sort of golden halo about her pretty head. And young Gerry thought he had never seen anything so charming. The white frock was a welcome addition to the usually sombre room, and his eyes quickly saw the flowers on the table. He knew instantly that the bouquet was none of Miss Princes gathering.

I hope you wont think I mean to stay as much too late as I have come too early, he laughed. I must go away soon after tea, for I have promised to talk with the captain of a schooner which is to sail in the morning. Mr. Wills luckily found out that he could give some evidence in a case we are working up.

The collision? asked Captain Parish, eagerly. I was wondering to-day when I saw the Highflyers foremast between the buildings on Fleet Street as I went to meeting, if they were going to let her lie there and dry-rot. I dont think shes being taken proper care of. I must say I hate to see a good vessel go to ruin when theres no need of it.

The man in charge was recommended very highly, and everything seemed to be all right when I was on board one day this week, said young Gerry, good-naturedly, and turned to explain to Nan that this vessel had been damaged by collision with another, and the process of settling the matter by litigation had been provokingly slow.

The captain listened with impatience. I dare say she looked very well to your eyes, but Id rather have an old ship-masters word for it than a young lawyers. I havent boarded her for some weeks; I dare say twas before the snow was gone; but she certainly needed attention then. I saw some bad-looking places in the sheathing and planking. There ought to be a coat of paint soon, and plenty of tar carried aloft besides, or therell be a long bill for somebody to pay before shes seaworthy.

I wish you would make a careful inspection of her, said the young man, with gratifying deference. I dont doubt that it is necessary; I will see that you are well satisfied for your services. Of course the captain himself should have stayed there and kept charge, but you remember he was sick and had to resign. He looks feeble yet. I hope nothing will happen to him before the matter is settled up, but we are sure of the trial in September.

Shes going to be rigged with some of your red tape, Im afraid, said Captain Parish, with great friendliness. I dont see any reason why I cant look her over to-morrow morning, Im obliged to you, or at least make a beginning, and he gave a most knowing nod at Nan, as if they would divide the pleasure. Ill make the excuse of showing this young lady the construction of a good-sized merchant vessel, and then the keeper cant feel affronted. She is going to take a stroll with me along the wharves, he concluded triumphantly. While Mr. Gerry looked wistful for a moment, and Miss Prince quickly took advantage of a pause in the conversation to ask if he knew whether anything pleasant was going forward among the young people this week. She did not wish her niece to have too dull a visit.

Some of us are going up the river very soon, said the young man, with eager pleasure, looking at Nan. It would be so pleasant if Miss Prince would join us. We think our Dunport supper parties of that sort would be hard to match.

The young folks will all be flocking here by to-morrow, said the captain; and Miss Prince answered Surely, in a tone of command, rather than entreaty. She knew very well how the news of Nans coming must be flying about the town, and she almost regretted the fact of her own previous silence about this great event. In the mean time Nan was talking to the two gentlemen as if she had already been to her room to smooth her hair, which her aunt looked at reproachfully from time to time, though the sunshine had not wholly left it. The girl was quite unconscious of herself, and glad to have the company and sympathy of these kind friends. She thought once that if she had a brother she would like him to be of young Mr. Gerrys fashion. He had none of the manner which constantly insisted upon her remembering that he was a man and she a girl; she could be good friends with him in the same way that she had been with some Oldfields schoolfellows, and after the captain had reluctantly taken his leave, they had a pleasant talk about out-of-door life and their rides and walks, and were soon exchanging experiences in a way that Miss Nancy smiled upon gladly. It was not to be wondered at that she could not get used to so great a change in her life. She could not feel sure yet that she no longer had a secret, and that this was the niece whom she had so many years dreaded and disclaimed. George Gerry had taken the nieces place in her affections, yet here was Anna, her own namesake, who showed plainly in so many ways the same descent as herself, being as much a Prince as herself in spite of her mothers low origin and worse personal traits, and the loutish companions to whom she had always persuaded herself poor Nan was akin. And it was by no means sure that the last of the Princes was not the best of them; she was very proud of her brothers daughter, and was more at a loss to know how to make excuses for being shortsighted and neglectful. Miss Prince hated to think that Nan had any but the pleasantest associations with her nearest relative; she must surely keep the girls affection now. She meant to insist at any rate upon Dunports being her nieces home for the future, though undoubtedly it would be hard at first to break with the many associations of Oldfields. She must write that very night to Dr. Leslie to thank him for his care, and to again express her regret that Annas misguided young mother should have placed such restrictions upon the childs relations with her nearest of kin, and so have broken the natural ties of nature. And she would not stop there; she would blame herself generously and say how sorry she was that she had been governed by her painful recollections of a time she should now strive to forget. Dr. Leslie must be asked to come and join his ward for a few days, and then they would settle her plans for the future. She should give her niece a handsome allowance at any rate, and then, as Miss Prince looked across the room and forgot her own thoughts in listening to the young peoples friendly talk, a sudden purpose flashed through her mind. The dream of her heart began to unfold itself slowly: could anything be so suitable, so comforting to her own mind, as that they should marry each other?

Two days before, her pleasure and pride in the manly fellow, who was almost as dear to her as an own son could be, would have been greatly shocked, but Miss Princes heart began to beat quickly. It would be such a blessed solution of all the puzzles and troubles of her life if she could have both the young people near her through the years that remained, and when she died, or even before, they could live here in the old house, and begin a new and better order of things in the place of her own failures and shortcomings. It was all so distinct and possible in Miss Princes mind that only time seemed necessary, and even the time could be made short. She would not put any hindrances between them and their blessed decision. As she went by them to seek Priscilla, she smoothed the cushion which Nan had leaned upon before she moved a little nearer George Gerry in some sudden excitement of the conversation, which had begun while the captain was still there, and there was a needless distance between them. Then Miss Prince let her hand rest for a minute on the girls soft hair. You must ask Mr. Gerry to excuse you for a few minutes, my dear, you have been quite blown about in the garden. I meant to join you there.

It is a dear old garden, said Nan. I cant help being almost as fond of it already as I am of ours at home; but though Aunt Nancys unwonted caress had been so unlike her conduct in general, this reference to Oldfields called her to her senses, and she went quickly away. She did not like to hear Nan speak in such loving fashion of a house where she had no real right.

But when Mr. George Gerry was left alone, he had pleasant thoughts come flocking in to keep him company in the ladies stead. He had not dreamed of such a pleasure as this; who could have? and what could Aunt Nancy think of herself!

It is such a holiday, said Nan, when tea was fairly begun, and her new friend was acknowledging an uncommon attack of hunger, and they were all merry in a sedate way to suit Miss Princes ideas and preferences. I have been quite the drudge this winter over my studies, and I feel young and idle again, now that I am making all these pleasant plans. For Mr. Gerry had been talking enthusiastically about some excursions he should arrange to certain charming places in the region of Dunport. Both he and Miss Prince smiled when Nan announced that she was young and idle, and a moment afterward the aunt asked doubtfully about her nieces studies; she supposed that Anna was done with schools.

Nan stopped her hand as it reached for the cup which Miss Prince had just filled. School; yes, she answered, somewhat bewildered; but you know I am studying medicine. This most important of all facts had been so present to her own mind, even in the excitement and novelty of her new surroundings, that she could not understand that her aunt was still entirely ignorant of the great purpose of her life.

What do you mean? demanded Miss Prince, coldly, and quickly explained to their somewhat amused and astonished companion, My niece has been the ward of a distinguished physician, and it is quite natural she should have become interested in his pursuits.

But I am really studying medicine; it is to be my profession, persisted Nan fearlessly, though she was sorry that she had spoiled the harmony of the little company. And my whole heart is in it, Aunt Nancy.

Nonsense, my dear, returned Miss Prince, who had recovered her self-possession partially. Your father gave promise of attaining great eminence in a profession that was very proper for him, but I thought better of Dr. Leslie than this. I cannot understand his indulgence of such a silly notion.

George Gerry felt very uncomfortable. He had been a good deal shocked, but he had a strong impulse to rush into the field as Nans champion, though it were quite against his conscience. She had been too long in a humdrum country-town with no companion but an elderly medical man. And after a little pause he made a trifling joke about their making the best of the holiday, and the talk was changed to other subjects. The tide was strong against our heroine, but she had been assailed before, and had no idea of sorrowing yet over a lost cause. And for once Miss Prince was in a hurry for Mr. Gerry to go away.


XVII. BY THE RIVER
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AS NAN WENT down the street next morning with Captain Parish, who had been most prompt in keeping his appointment, they were met by Mr. Gerry and a young girl who proved to be Captain Parishs niece and the bearer of a cordial invitation. It would be just the evening for a boat-party, and it was hoped that Miss Prince the younger would be ready to go up the river at half-past five.

Dear me, yes, said the captain; your aunt will be pleased to have you go, Im sure. These idle young folks mustnt expect us to turn back now, though, to have a visit from you. We have no end of business on hand.

If Miss Prince will remember that I was really on my way to see her, said Mary Parish pleasantly, while she looked with eager interest at the stranger. The two girls were quite ready to be friends. We will just stop to tell your aunt, lest she should make some other plan for you, she added, giving Nan a nod that was almost affectionate. We have hardly used the boats this year, it has been such a cold, late spring, and we hope for a very good evening. George and I will call for you, and George, who had been listening to a suggestion about the ship business, smiled with pleasure as they separated.

Nice young people, announced the captain, who was in a sympathetic mood. There has been some reason for thinking that they meant to take up with each other for good and all. I dont know that either of them could do better, though I like the girl best; thats natural; shes my brothers daughter, and I was her guardian; she only came of age last year. Her father and yours were boys together, younger than I am by a dozen years, both gone before me too, sighed the captain, and quickly changed so sad a subject by directing his companions attention to one of the old houses, and telling the story of it as they walked along. Luckily they had the Highflyer all to themselves when they reached the wharf, for the keeper had gone up into the town, and his wife, who had set up a frugal housekeeping in the captains cabin, sat in the shade of the house with her sewing, the Mondays washing having been early spread to the breeze in a corner of the main deck. She accepted Captain Parishs explanations of his presence with equanimity, and seemed surprised and amused at the young landswomans curiosity and eagerness, for a ship was as commonplace to herself as any farm-house ashore.

Dear me! you wouldnt know it was the same place, said the captain, in the course of his enumeration of the ropes and yards and other mysterious furnishings of the old craft. With a good crew aboard, this deck is as busy as a town every day. I dont know how Im going below until the keeper gets back. I suppose you dont want me to show you the road to the main-togallant cross-trees; once I knew it as well as anybody, and I could make quicker time now than most of the youngsters, and the captain gave a knowing glance aloft, while at this moment somebody crossed the gangway plank. It was a broken-down old sailor, who was a familiar sight in Dunport.

Mornin to you, sir, and the master of the Highflyer, for the time being, returned the salute with a mixture of dignity and friendliness.

Goin to take command? chuckled the bent old fellow. Id like to ship under ye; twouldnt be the first time, and he gave his hat an unsettling shake with one hand as he looked at Nan for some sign of recognition, which was quickly given.

Youve shipped under better masters than I. Any man who followed the sea with Capn Jack Prince had more to teach than to learn. And heres his grand-daughter before you, and does him credit too, said Captain Walter. Anna, you wont find many of your grandfathers men about the old wharves, but heres one of the smartest that ever had hold of a hawser.

Goodsoe by name: I thank ye kindly, capn, but I aint much account nowadays, said the pleased old man, trying to get the captains startling announcement well settled in his mind. Old Capn Jack Princes grand-darter? Why Miss Nancys never been brought to change her mind about nothing, has she?

It seems so, answered Nans escort, laughing as if this were a good joke; and Nan herself could not help smiling.

I dont believe if the old gentleman can look down at ye he begrudges the worst of his voyages nor the blackest night he ever spent on deck, if youre going to have the spending of the money. Not but what Miss Prince has treated me handsome right straight along, the old sailor explained, while the inspector, thinking this not a safe subject to continue, spoke suddenly about some fault of the galley; and after this was discussed, the eyes of the two practiced men sought the damaged mizzen mast, the rigging of which was hanging in snarled and broken lengths. When Nan asked for some account of the accident, she was told with great confidence that the Highflyer had been fouled, and that it was the other vessels fault; at which she was no wiser than before, having known already that there had been a collision. There seemed to be room enough on the high seas, she ventured to say, or might the mischief have been done in port?

It does seem as if you ought to know the sense of sea talk without any learning, being Capn Jack Princes grand-darter, said old Goodsoe; for Captain Parish had removed himself to a little distance, and was again investigating the condition of the ships galley, which one might suppose to have been neglected in some unforgivable way, judging from his indignant grumble.

Fouled, we say aboard ship, when two vessels lay near enough so that they drift alongside. You can see what havick t would make, for ten to one they dont part again till they have tore each other all to shoestrings; the yards will get locked together, and the same wind that starts one craft starts both, and first one and then t other lifts with a wave, dont ye see, and the riggings spoilt in a little time. Ive sometimes called it to mind when Ive known o married couples that wasnt getting on. T is easy to drift alongside, but no matter if they was bound to the same port theyd a done best alone; and the old fellow shook his head solemnly, and was evidently selecting one of his numerous stories for Nans edification, when his superior officer came bustling toward them.

You might as well step down here about four oclock; I shall have the keys then. I may want you to hold a lantern for me; Im going into the lower hold and mean to do my work thoroughly, if I do it at all, to which Goodsoe responded ay, ay, sir, in most seamanlike fashion and hobbled off.

Hed have kept you there all day, whispered Captain Walter. He always loved to talk, and now he has nothing else to do; but we are all friendly to Goodsoe. Some of us pay a little every year toward his support, but he has always made himself very useful about the wharves until this last year or two; he thought everything of your grandfather, and I knew it would please him to speak to you. It seems unfortunate that you should have grown up anywhere else than here; but I hope youll stay now?

It is not very likely, said Nan coldly. She wished that the captain would go on with his stories of the former grandeur of Dunport, rather than show any desire to talk about personal matters. She had been little troubled at first by her aunts evident disapproval the evening before of her plans for the future, for she was so intent upon carrying them out and certain that no one had any right to interfere. Still it would have been better to have been violently opposed than to have been treated like a child whose foolish whim would soon be forgotten when anything better offered itself. Nan felt much older than most girls of her years, and as if her decisions were quite as much to be respected as her aunts. She had dealt already with graver questions than most persons, and her responsibilities had by no means been light ones. She felt sometimes as if she were separated by half a lifetime from the narrow limits of school life. Yet there was an uncommon childlikeness about her which not only misled these new friends, but many others who had known her longer. And when these listened to accounts of her devotion to her present studies and her marked proficiency, they shook their wise heads smilingly, as if they knew that the girl was innocent of certain proper and insurmountable obstacles farther on.



The air was fresh, and it was so pleasant on the wharf that the captain paced to and fro several times, while he pointed out different objects of interest along the harbor-side, and tapped the rusty anchor and the hawsers with his walking-stick as he went by. He had made some very pointed statements to the keepers wife about the propriety of opening the hatches on such a morning as that, which she had received without comment, and wished her guests good-day with provoking equanimity. The captain did not like to have his authority ignored, but mentioned placidly that he supposed every idler along shore had been giving advice; though he wondered what Nans grandfather and old Captain Peterbeck would have said if any one had told them this would be the only square-rigged vessel in Dunport harbor for weeks at a time.

Dear me! he exclaimed again presently, theres young Gerry hard at work! and he directed his companions attention to one of the upper windows of the buildings whose fronts had two stories on the main street, while there were five or six on the rear, which faced the river. Nan could see the diligent young man and thought it hard that any one must be drudging within doors that beautiful morning.

He has always been a great favorite of your aunts, said Captain Parish, confidentially, after the law student had pretended to suddenly catch sight of the saunterers, and waved a greeting which the captain exultantly returned. We have always thought that she was likely to make him her heir. She was very fond of his father, you see, and some trouble came between them. Nobody ever knew, because if anybody ever had wit enough to keep her own counsel twas Nancy Prince. I know as much about her affairs as anybody, and what I say to you is between ourselves. I know just how far to sail with her and when to stop, if I dont want to get wrecked on a lee shore. Your aunt has known how to take care of what she had come to her, and Ive done the best I could to help her; its a very handsome property, — very handsome indeed. She helped George Gerry to get his education, and then he had some little money left him by his fathers brother, — no great amount, but enough to give him a start; hes a very smart, upright fellow, and I am glad for whatever Nancy did for him; but it didnt seem fair that he should be stepping into your rights. But I never have dared to speak up for you since one day — she wouldnt hear a word about it, thats all I have to remark, the captain concluded in a hurry, for wisdoms sake, though he longed to say more. It seemed outrageous to him at this moment that the girl at his side should have been left among strangers, and he was thankful that she seemed at last to have a good chance of making sure of her rightful possessions.

But I havent needed anything, she said, giving Captain Walter a grateful glance for his championship. And Mr. Gerry is very kind and attentive to my aunt, so I am glad she has been generous to him. He seems a fine fellow, as you say, and Nan thought suddenly that it was very hard for him to have had her appear on the scene by way of rival, if he had been led to suppose that he was her aunts heir. There were so many new things to think of, that Nan had a bewildering sense of being a stranger and a foreigner in this curiously self-centred Dunport, and a most disturbing element to its peace of mind. She wondered if, since she had not grown up here, it would not have been better to have stayed away altogether. Her own life had always been quite unvexed by any sort of social complications, and she thought how good it would be to leave this talkative and staring little world and go back to Oldfields and its familiar interests and associations. But Dunport was a dear old place, and the warm-hearted captain a most entertaining guide, and by the time their walk was over, the day seemed a most prosperous and entertaining one. Aunt Nancy appeared to be much pleased with the plan for the afternoon, and announced that she had asked some of the young people to come to drink tea the next evening, while she greeted Nan so kindly that the home-coming was particularly pleasant. As for the captain, he was unmistakably happy, and went off down the street with a gentle, rolling gait, and a smile upon his face that fairly matched the June weather, though he was more than an hour late for the little refreshment with which he and certain dignified associates commonly provided themselves at eleven oclock in the forenoon. Life was as regular ashore as on board ship with these idle mariners of high degree. There was no definite business among them except that of occasionally settling an estate, and the forming of decided opinions upon important questions of the past and future.



The shadows had begun to grow long when the merry company of young people went up river with the tide, and Nan thought she had seldom known such a pleasure away from her own home. She begged for the oars, and kept stroke with George Gerry, pulling so well that they quickly passed the other boat. Mary Parish and the friend who made the fourth of that division of the party sat in the stern and steered with fine dexterity, and the two boats kept near each other, so that Nan soon lost all feeling of strangeness, and shared in the good comradeship to which she had been willingly admitted. It was some time since she had been on the water before, and she thought more than once of her paddling about the river in her childhood, and even regaled the company once with a most amusing mishap, at the remembrance of which she had been forced to laugh outright. The river was broad and brimful of water; it seemed high tide already, and the boats pulled easily. The fields sloped down to the river-banks, shaded with elms and parted by hedgerows like a bit of English country. The freshest bloom of the June greenness was in every blade of grass and every leaf. The birds were beginning to sing the long day to a close, and the lowing of cattle echoed from the pastures again and again across the water; while the country boats were going home from the town, sometimes with a crew of women, who seemed to have made this their regular conveyance instead of following the more roundabout highways ashore. Some of these navigators rowed with a cross-handed stroke that jerked their boats along in a droll fashion, and some were propelled by one groping oar, the sculler standing at the stern as if he were trying to push his craft out of water altogether and take to the air, toward which the lifted bow pointed. And in one of the river reaches half a mile ahead, two heavy packet boats, with high-peaked lateen sails, like a great birds single wing, were making all the speed they could toward port before the tide should begin to fall two hours later. The young guest of the party was very happy; she had spent so many of her childish days out of doors that a return to such pleasures always filled her with strange delight. The color was bright in her cheeks, and her half-forgotten girlishness came back in the place of the gravity and dignity that had brought of late a sedate young womanliness to her manner. The two new friends in the stern of the boat were greatly attracted to her, and merry laughter rang out now and then. Nan was so brave and handsome, so willing to be pleased, and so grateful to them for this little festivity, that they quickly became interested in each other, as girls will. The commander thought himself a fortunate fellow, and took every chance of turning his head to catch a glimpse of our heroine, though he always had a good excuse of taking his bearings or inspecting for himself some object afloat or ashore which one of the boats company had pointed out. And Nan must be told the names of the distant hills which stood out clear in the afternoon light, and to what towns up river the packet boats were bound, and so the time seemed short before the light dory was run in among the coarse river grass and pulled up higher than seemed necessary upon the shore.

Their companions had not chosen so fleet a craft, and were five instead of four at any rate, but they were welcomed somewhat derisively, and all chattered together in a little crowd for a few minutes before they started for a bit of woodland which overhung the river on a high point. The wind rustled the oak leaves and roughened the surface of the water, which spread out into a wide inland bay. The clouds began to gather in the west and to take on wonderful colors, as if such a day must be ended with a grand ceremony, and the sun go down through banners and gay parades of all the forces of the sky. Nan had watched such sunsets from her favorite playground at the farm, and somehow the memory of those days touched her heart more tenderly than they had ever done before, and she wished for a moment that she could get away from the noisy little flock who were busy getting the supper ready, though they said eagerly what a beautiful evening it would be to go back to town, and that they must go far up the river first to meet the moonlight.

In a few minutes Nan heard some one say that water must be brought from a farm-house not far away, and quickly insisted that she should make one of the messengers, and after much discussion and remonstrance, she and young Gerry found themselves crossing the open field together. The girl had left her hat swinging from one of the low oak branches; she wondered why Mary Parish had looked at her first as if she were very fond of her, and then almost appealingly, until the remembrance of Captain Walters bit of gossip came to mind too late to be acted upon. Nan felt a sudden sympathy, and was sorry she had not thought to share with this favorite among her new friends, the companion whom she had joined so carelessly. George Gerry had some very attractive ways. He did not trouble Nan with unnecessary attentions, as some young men had, and she told herself again, how much she liked him. They walked fast, with free, light steps, and talked as they went in a way that was very pleasant to both of them. Nan was wise to a marvel, the good fellow told himself, and yet such an amusing person. He did not know when he had liked anybody so much; he was very glad to stand well in the sight of these sweet, clear eyes, and could not help telling their owner some of the things that lay very near his heart. He had wished to get away from Dunport; he had not room there; everybody knew him as well as they knew the courthouse; he somehow wanted to get to deeper water, and out of his depth, and then swim for it with the rest. And Nan listened with deep sympathy, for she also had felt that a great engine of strength and ambition was at work with her in her plans and studies.

She waited until he should have finished his confidence, to say a word from her own experience, but just then they reached the farm-house and stood together at the low door. There was a meagre show of flowers in the little garden, which the dripping eaves had beaten and troubled in the late rains, and one rosebush was loosely caught to the clapboards here and there.

There did not seem to be anybody in the kitchen, into which they could look through the open doorway, though they could hear steps and voices from some part of the house beyond it; and it was not until they had knocked again loudly that a woman came to answer them, looking worried and pale.

I never was so glad to see folks, though I dont know who you be, she said hurriedly. I believe I shall have to ask you to go for help. My mans got hurt; he managed to get home, but hes broke his shoulder, or any ways tis out o place. He was to the pasture, and weve got some young cattle, and somehow or nother one hed caught and was meaning to lead home give a jump, and John lost his balance; he says he cant see how t should a happened, but over he went and got jammed against a rock before he could let go o the rope hed put round the critters neck. Hes in dreadful pain so t I couldnt leave him, and theres nobody but me an the baby. Youll have to go to the next house and ask them to send; Doctor Bents always attended of us.

Let me see him, said Nan with decision. Wait a minute, Mr. Gerry, or perhaps you had better come in too, and she led the way, while the surprised young man and the mistress of the house followed her. The patient was a strong young fellow, who sat on the edge of the bed in the little kitchen-bedroom, pale as ashes, and holding one elbow with a look of complete misery, though he stopped his groans as the strangers came in.

Lord bless you, young man! dont wait here, he said; tell the doctor it may only be out o place, but I feel as if twas broke.

But Nan had taken a pair of scissors from the high mantelpiece and was making a cut in the coarse, white shirt, which was already torn and stained by its contact with the ground, and with quick fingers and a look of deep interest made herself sure what had happened, when she stood still for a minute and seemed a little anxious, and all at once entirely determined. Just lie down on the floor a minute, she said, and the patient with some exclamations, but no objections, obeyed.

Nan pushed the spectators into the doorway of the kitchen, and quickly stooped and unbuttoned her right boot, and then planted her foot on the damaged shoulder and caught up the hand and gave a quick pull, the secret of which nobody understood; but there was an unpleasant cluck as the bone went back into its socket, and a yell from the sufferer, who scrambled to his feet.

Ill be hanged if she aint set it, he said, looking quite weak and very much astonished. Youre the smartest young woman I ever see. I shall have to lay down just to pull my wits together. Marthy, a drink of water, and by the time this was brought the excitement seemed to be at an end, though the patient was a little faint, and his wife looked at Nan admiringly. Nan herself was fastening her boot again with unwonted composure. George Gerry had not a word to say, and listened to a simple direction of Nans as if it were meant for him, and acceded to her remark that she was glad for the shoulders sake that it did not have to wait and grow worse and worse all the while the doctor was being brought from town. And after a few minutes, when the volley of thanks and compliments could be politely cut short, the two members of the picnic party set forth with their pail of water to join their companions.

Will you be so good as to tell me how you knew enough to do that? asked Mr. Gerry humbly, and looking at his companion with admiration. I should not have had the least idea.

I was very glad it turned out so well, said Nan simply. It was a great pleasure to be of use, they were so frightened, poor things. We wont say anything about it, will we?

But the young man did not like to think yet of the noise the returning bone had made. He was stout-hearted enough usually; as brave a fellow as one could wish to see; but he felt weak and womanish, and somehow wished it had been he who could play the doctor. Nan hurried back bareheaded to the oak grove as if nothing had happened, though, if possible, she looked gayer and brighter than ever. And when the waiting party scolded a little at their slow pace, Miss Prince was much amused and made two or three laughing apologies for their laziness, and even ventured to give the information that they had made a pleasant call at the farm-house.

The clouds were fading fast and the twilight began to gather under the trees before they were ready to go away, and then the high tide had floated off one of the boats, which must be chased and brought back. But presently the picnickers embarked, and, as the moon came up, and the river ebbed, the boats went back to the town and overtook others on the way, and then were pulled up stream again in the favoring eddy to make the evenings pleasure longer; at last Nan was left at her door. She had managed that George Gerry should give Mary Parish his arm, and told them, as they came up the street with her from the wharf, that she had heard their voices Saturday night as they passed under her window: it was Mary Parish herself who had talked about the best room and its ghosts.


XVIII. A SERIOUS TEA-DRINKING
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IT WAS VERY good for Nan to find herself cordially welcomed to a company of young people who had little thought of anything but amusement in the pleasant summer weather. Other young guests came to Dunport just then, and the hospitable town seemed to give itself up to their entertainment. Picnics and tea-drinkings followed each other, and the pleasure boats went up river and down river, while there were walks and rides and drives, and all manner of contrivances and excuses for spending much time together on the part of the young men and maidens. It was a good while since Nan had taken such a long holiday, though she had by no means been without the pleasures of society. Not only had she made friends easily during her school-life and her later studies, but Oldfields itself, like all such good old nests, was apt to call back its wandering fledglings when the June weather came. It delighted her more and more to be in Dunport, and though she sometimes grew impatient, wise Dr. Leslie insisted that she must not hurry home. The change was the very best thing in the world for her. Dr. Ferris had alighted for a day or two in the course of one of his wandering flights; and it seemed to the girl that since everything was getting on so well without her in Oldfields, she had better, as the doctor had already expressed it, let her visit run its course like a fever. At any rate she could not come again very soon, and since her aunt seemed so happy, it was a pity to hurry away and end these days sooner than need be. It had been a charming surprise to find herself such a desired companion, and again and again quite the queen of that little court of frolickers, because lately she had felt like one who looks on at such things, and cannot make part of them. Yet all the time that she was playing she thought of her work with growing satisfaction. By other people the knowledge of her having studied medicine was not very well received. It was considered to have been the fault of Miss Prince, who should not have allowed a whimsical country doctor to have beguiled the girl into such silly notions, and many were the shafts sped toward so unwise an aunt for holding out against her niece so many years. To be sure the child had been placed under a most restricted guardianship; but years ago, it was thought, the matter might have been rearranged, and Nan brought to Dunport. It certainly had been much better for her that she had grown up elsewhere; though, for whatever was amiss and willful in her ways, Oldfields was held accountable. It must be confessed that every one who had known her well had discovered sooner or later the untamed wildnesses which seemed like the tangles which one often sees in field-corners, though a most orderly crop is taking up the best part of the room between the fences. Yet she was hard to find fault with, except by very shortsighted persons who resented the least departure by others from the code they themselves had been pleased to authorize, and who could not understand that a nature like Nans must and could make and keep certain laws of its own.

There seemed to be a sort of inevitableness about the visit; Nan herself hardly knew why she was drifting on day after day without reasonable excuse. Her time had been most carefully ordered and spent during the last few years, and now she sometimes had an uneasy feeling and a lack of confidence in her own steadfastness. But everybody took it for granted that the visit must not come to an end. The doctor showed no sign of expecting her. Miss Prince would be sure to resent her going away, and the pleasure-makers marked one day after another for their own. It seemed impossible, and perhaps unwise, to go on with the reading she had planned, and, in fact, she had been urged to attend to her books rather by habit than natural inclination; and when the temptation to drift with the stream first made itself felt, the reasons for opposing it seemed to fade away. It was easier to remember that Dr. Leslie, and even those teachers who knew her best at the medical school, had advised a long vacation.

The first formal visits and entertainments were over with for the most part, and many of the Dunport acquaintances began to seem like old friends. There had been a little joking about Nans profession, and also some serious remonstrance and unwise championship which did not reach this heroines ears. It all seemed romantic and most unusual when anybody talked about her story at all, and the conclusion was soon reached that all such whims and extravagances were merely incident to the pre-Dunportian existence, and that now the young guest had come to her own, the responsibilities and larger field of activity would have their influence over her plan of life. The girl herself was disposed to talk very little about this singular fancy; it may have been thought that she had grown ashamed of it as seen by a brighter light, but the truth was it kept a place too near her heart to allow her to gossip with people who had no real sympathy, and who would ask questions from curiosity alone. Miss Eunice Fraley had taken more than one opportunity, however, to confess her interest, though she did this with the manner of one who dares to be a conspirator against public opinion, and possibly the permanent welfare of society, and had avowed, beside, her own horror of a doctors simplest duties. But poor Miss Fraley looked at her young friend as a caged bird at a window might watch a larks flight, and was strangely glad whenever there was a chance to spend an hour in Nans company.

The first evening at Mrs. Fraleys had been a great success, and Miss Prince had been vastly pleased because both the hostess and the guest had received each others commendation. Mrs. Fraley was, perhaps, the one person whom Miss Prince recognized as a superior officer, and she observed Nans unconscious and suitable good behavior with great pride. The hostess had formerly been an undisputed ruler of the highest social circles of Dunport society, and now in her old age, when she could no longer be present at any public occasions, she was still the queen of a little court that assembled in her own house. It was true that the list of her subjects grew shorter year by year, but the survivors remained loyal, and hardly expected, or even desired, that any of the newcomers to the town should recognize their ruler. Nan had been much interested in the old ladys stories, and had gladly accepted an invitation to come often to renew the first conversation. She was able to give Mrs. Fraley much welcome information of the ways and fashions of other centres of civilization, and it was a good thing to make the hours seem shorter. The poor old lady had few alleviations; even religion had served her rather as a basis for argument than an accepted reliance and guide; and though she still prided herself on her selection of words, those which she used in formal conversations with the clergyman seemed more empty and meaningless than most others. Mrs. Fraley was leaving this world reluctantly; she had been well fitted by nature for social preeminence, and had never been half satisfied with the opportunities provided for the exercise of her powers. It was only lately that she had been forced to acknowledge that Time showed signs of defeating her in the projects of her life, and she had begun to give up the fight altogether, and to mourn bitterly and aggressively to her anxious and resourceless daughter. It was plain enough that the dissatisfactions and infirmities of age were more than usually great, and poor Eunice was only too glad when the younger Miss Prince proved herself capable of interesting the old friend of her family, and Mrs. Fraley took heart and suggested both informal visits and future entertainments. The prudent daughter was careful not to tell her mother of the guests revolutionary ideas, and for a time all went well, until some unwise person, unaware of Miss Fraleys warning gestures from the other side of the sitting-room, proceeded to give a totally unnecessary opinion of the propriety of womens studying medicine. Poor Eunice expected that a sharp rebuke, followed by a day or twos disdain and general unpleasantness, would descend upon her quaking shoulders; but, to her surprise, nothing was said until the next morning, when she was bidden, at much inconvenience to the household, to invite Miss Prince and her niece to come that afternoon to drink tea quite informally.

There was a pathetic look in the messengers faded face, — she felt unusually at odds with fortune as she glided along the street, sheltered by the narrow shadows of the high fences. Nan herself came to the door, and when she threw back the closed blinds and discovered the visitor, she drew her in with most cordial welcome, and the two friends entered the darkened south parlor, where it was cool, and sweet with the fragrance of some honeysuckle which Nan had brought in early that morning from the garden.

Dear me, said the little woman deprecatingly. I dont know why I came in at all. I cant stop to make a call. Mother was very desirous that you and your aunt should come over to tea this evening. It seems a good deal to ask in such hot weather, but she has so little to amuse her, and I really dont see that the weather makes much difference, she used to feel the heat very much years ago. And Miss Eunice gave a sigh, and fanned herself slowly, letting the fan which had been put into her hand turn itself quite over on her lap before it came up again. There was an air of antique elegance about this which amused Nan, who stood by the table wiping with her handkerchief some water that had dropped from the vase. A great many of the ladies in church the Sunday before had fanned themselves in this same little languishing way; she remembered one or two funny old persons in Oldfields who gave themselves airs after the same fashion.

I think we shall both be very pleased, she answered directly, with a bit of a smile; while Miss Fraley gazed at her admiringly, and thought she had never seen the girl look so fresh and fair as she did in this plain, cool little dress. There had been more water than was at first suspected; the handkerchief was a limp, white handful, and they both laughed as it was held up. Miss Fraley insisted that she could not stay. She must go to the shops to do some errands, and hoped to meet Miss Prince who had gone that way half an hour before.

Dont mind anything mother may say to you, she entreated, after lingering a minute, and looking imploringly in Nans face. You know we cant expect a person of her age to look at everything just as we do.

Am I to be scolded? asked Nan, serenely. Do you know what it is about?

Oh, perhaps nothing, answered Miss Fraley, quickly. I ought not to have spoken, only I fancied she was a little distressed at the idea of your being interested in medicines. I dont know anything that is more useful myself. I am sure every family needs to have some one who has some knowledge of such things; it saves calling a doctor. My sister Susan knows more than any of us, and it has been very useful to her with her large family.

But I shouldnt be afraid to come, I think, said Nan, laughing. Mrs. Fraley told me that she would finish that story of the diamond ring, you know, and we shall get on capitally. Really I think her stories of old times are wonderfully interesting. I wish I had a gift for writing them down whenever I am listening to her.

Miss Eunice was much relieved, and felt sure that Nan was equal to any emergency. The girl had put a strong young arm quickly round her guests thin shoulders, and had kissed her affectionately, and this had touched the lonely little womans very heart.



There were signs of storm in Madam Fraleys face that evening, but everybody feigned not to observe them, and Nan behaved with perilous disregard of a lack of encouragement, and made herself and the company uncommonly merry. She described the bad effect her coming had had upon her aunts orderly house. She confessed to having left her own possessions in such confusion the evening before when she dressed again to go up the river, that Priscilla had called it a monkeys wedding, and had gone away after one scornful look inside the door. Miss Fraley dared to say that no one could mind seeing such pretty things, and even Miss Prince mentioned that her niece was not so careless as she would make them believe; while Nan begged to know if anybody had ever heard of a monkeys wedding before, and seemed very much amused.

She called such a disarray in the kitchen one morning the monkeys wedding breakfast, said Miss Prince, as if she never had thought it particularly amusing until this minute. Priscilla has always made use of a great many old-fashioned expressions.

They had seated themselves at the tea-table; it was evident that Miss Fraley had found it a hard day, for she looked tired and worn. The mistress of the house was dressed in her best and most imposing clothes, and sat solemnly in her place. A careful observer might have seen that the best blue teacups with their scalloped edges were not set forth. The occasion wore the air of a tribunal rather than that of a festival, and it was impossible not to feel a difference between it and the former tea-party.

Miss Prince was not particularly sensitive to moods and atmospheres; she happened to be in very good spirits, and talked for some time before she became entirely aware that something had gone wrong, but presently faltered, and fell under the ban, looking questioningly toward poor Eunice, who busied herself with the tea-tray.

Nancy, said Mrs. Fraley impatiently, I was amazed to find that there is a story going about town that your niece here is studying to be a doctor. I hope that you dont countenance any such nonsense?

Miss Prince looked helpless and confounded, and turned her eyes toward her niece. She could only hope at such a mortifying juncture that Nan was ready to explain, or at least to shoulder the responsibility.

Indeed she doesnt give me any encouragement, Mrs. Fraley, said Nan, fearlessly. Only this morning she saw a work on ventilation in my room and told me it wasnt proper reading for a young woman.

I really didnt look at the title, said Miss Prince, smiling in spite of herself.

It doesnt seem to improve the health of you young folks because you think it necessary to become familiar with such subjects, announced the irate old lady. It was her habit to take a very slight refreshment at the usual tea hour, and supplement it by a substantial lunch at bed-time, and so now she was not only at leisure herself, but demanded the attention of her guests. She had evidently prepared an opinion, and was determined to give it. Miss Eunice grew smaller and thinner than ever, and fairly shivered with shame behind the tea-tray. She looked steadily at the big sugar-bowl, as if she were thinking whether she might creep into it and pull something over her head. She never liked an argument, even if it were a good-natured one, and always had a vague sense of personal guilt and danger.

In my time, Mrs. Fraley continued, it was thought proper for young women to show an interest in household affairs. When I was married it was not asked whether I was acquainted with dissecting-rooms.

But I dont think there is any need of that, replied Nan. I think such things are the duty of professional men and women only. I am very far from believing that every girl ought to be a surgeon any more than that she ought to be an astronomer. And as for the younger peoples being less strong than the old, I am afraid it is their own fault, since we understand the laws of health better than we used. Who breaks, pays, you know.

It was evidently not expected that the young guest should venture to discuss the question, but rather have accepted her rebuke meekly, and acknowledged herself in the wrong. But she had the courage of her opinions, and the eagerness of youth, and could hardly bear to be so easily defeated. So when Mrs. Fraley, mistaking the moments silence for a final triumph, said again, that a womans place was at home, and that a strong-minded woman was out of place, and unwelcome everywhere, the girls cheeks flushed suddenly.

I think it is a pity that we have fallen into a habit of using strong-mindedness as a term of rebuke, she said. I am willing to acknowledge that people who are eager for reforms are apt to develop unpleasant traits, but it is only because they have to fight against opposition and ignorance. When they are dead and the world is reaping the reward of their bravery and constancy, it no longer laughs, but makes statues of them, and praises diem, and thanks them in every way it can. I think we ought to judge each other by the highest standards, Mrs. Fraley, and by whether we are doing good work.

My day is past, said the hostess. I do not belong to the present, and I suppose my judgment is worth nothing to you; and Nan looked up quickly and affectionately.

I should like to have all my friends believe that I am doing right, she said. I do feel very certain that we must educate people properly if we want them to be worth anything. It is no use to treat all the boys and girls as if nature had meant them for the same business and scholarship, and try to put them through the same drill, for that is sure to mislead and confuse all those who are not perfectly sure of what they want. There are plenty of people dragging themselves miserably through the world, because they are clogged and fettered with work for which they have no fitness. I know I havent had the experience that you have, Mrs. Fraley, but I cant help believing that nothing is better than to find ones work early and hold fast to it, and put all ones heart into it.

I have done my best to serve God in the station to which it has pleased Him to call me, said Mrs. Fraley, stiffly. I believe that a young mans position is very different from a girls. To be sure, I can give my opinion that everything went better when the master workmen took apprentices to their trades, and there wasnt so much schooling. But I warn you, my dear, that your notion about studying to be a doctor has shocked me very much indeed. I could not believe my ears, — a refined girl who bears an honorable and respected name to think of being a woman doctor! If you were five years older you would never have dreamed of such a thing. It lowers the pride of all who have any affection for you. If it were not that your early life had been somewhat peculiar and most unfortunate, I should blame you more; as it is, I can but wonder at the lack of judgment in others. I shall look forward in spite of it all to seeing you happily married. To which Miss Prince assented with several decided nods.

This is why I made up my mind to be a physician, said the culprit; and though she had been looking down and growing more uncomfortable every moment, she suddenly gave her head a quick upward movement and looked at Mrs. Fraley frankly, with a beautiful light in her clear eyes. I believe that God has given me a fitness for it, and that I never could do anything else half so well. Nobody persuaded me into following such a plan; I simply grew toward it. And I have everything to learn, and a great many faults to overcome, but I am trying to get on as fast as may be. I cant be too glad that I have spent my childhood in a way that has helped me to use my gift instead of hindering it. But everything helps a young man to follow his bent; he has an honored place in society, and just because he is a student of one of the learned professions, he ranks above the men who follow other pursuits. I dont see why it should be a shame and dishonor to a girl who is trying to do the same thing and to be of equal use in the world. God would not give us the same talents if what were right for men were wrong for women.

My dear, it is quite unnatural you see, said the antagonist, impatiently. Here you are less than twenty-five years old, and I shall hear of your being married next thing, — at least I hope I shall, — and you will laugh at all this nonsense. A womans place is at home. Of course I know that there have been some women physicians who have attained eminence, and some artists, and all that. But I would rather see a daughter of mine take a more retired place. The best service to the public can be done by keeping ones own house in order and ones husband comfortable, and by attending to those social responsibilities which come in our way. The mothers of the nation have rights enough and duties enough already, and need not look farther than their own firesides, or wish for the plaudits of an ignorant public.

But if I do not wish to be married, and do not think it right that I should be, said poor Nan at last. If I have good reasons against all that, would you have me bury the talent God has given me, and choke down the wish that makes itself a prayer every morning that I may do this work lovingly and well? It is the best way I can see of making myself useful in the world. People must have good health or they will fail of reaching what success and happiness are possible for them; and so many persons might be better and stronger than they are now, which would make their lives very different. I do think if I can help my neighbors in this way it will be a great kindness. I wont attempt to say that the study of medicine is a proper vocation for women, only that I believe more and more every year that it is the proper study for me. It certainly cannot be the proper vocation of all women to bring up children, so many of them are dead failures at it; and I dont see why all girls should be thought failures who do not marry. I dont believe that half those who do marry have any real right to it, at least until people use common sense as much in that most important decision as in lesser ones. Of course we cant expect to bring about an ideal state of society all at once; but just because we dont really believe in having the best possible conditions, we make no effort at all toward even better ones. People ought to work with the great laws of nature and not against them.

You dont know anything about it, said Mrs. Fraley, who hardly knew what to think of this ready opposition. You dont know what you are talking about, Anna. You have neither age nor experience, and it is easy to see you have been associating with very foolish people. I am the last person to say that every marriage is a lucky one; but if you were my daughter I should never consent to your injuring your chances for happiness in this way.

Nan could not help stealing a glance at poor Miss Eunice, behind her fragile battlement of the tea-set, and was deeply touched at the glance of sympathy which dimly flickered in the lonely eyes. I do think, mother, that Anna is right about single womens having some occupation, was timidly suggested. Of course, I mean those who have no special home duties; I can see that life would not — 

Now Eunice, interrupted the commander in chief, I do wish you could keep an opinion of your own. You are the last person to take up with such ideas. I have no patience with people who dont know their own minds half an hour together.

There are plenty of foolish women who marry, Ill acknowledge, said Miss Prince, for the sake of coming to the rescue. I was really angry yesterday, when Mrs. Gerry told me that everybody was so pleased to hear that Hattie Barlow was engaged, because she was incapable of doing anything to support herself. I couldnt help feeling that if there was so little power that it had never visibly turned itself in any practical direction, she wasnt likely to be a good housekeeper. I think that is a most responsible situation, myself.

Nan looked up gratefully. It isnt so much that people cant do anything, as that they try to do the wrong things, Aunt Nancy. We all are busy enough or ought to be; only the richest people have the most cares and have to work hardest. I used to think that rich city people did nothing but amuse themselves, when I was a little girl; but I often wonder nowadays at the wisdom and talent that are needed to keep a high social position respected in the worlds eyes. It must be an orderly and really strong-minded woman who can keep her business from getting into a most melancholy tangle. Yet nobody is afraid when the most foolish girls take such duties upon themselves, and all the world cries out with fear of disaster, if once in a while one makes up her mind to some other plan of life. Of course I know being married isnt a trade: it is a natural condition of life, which permits a man to follow certain public careers, and forbids them to a woman. And since I have not wished to be married, and have wished to study medicine, I dont see what act of Parliament can punish me.

Wait until Mr. Right comes along, said Mrs. Fraley, who had pushed back her chair from the table and was beating her foot on the floor in a way that betokened great displeasure and impatience. I am only thankful I had my day when women were content to be stayers at home. I am only speaking for your good, and youll live to see the truth of it, poor child!

I am sure she will get over this, apologized Miss Prince, after they had reached the parlor, for she found that her niece had lingered with Miss Fraley in the dining-room.

Dont talk to me about the Princes changing their minds, answered the scornful old hostess. You ought to know them better than that by this time. But just at that moment young Gerry came tapping at the door, and the two ladies quickly softened their excited looks and welcomed him as the most powerful argument for their side of the debate. It seemed quite a thing of the past that he should have fancied Mary Parish, and more than one whisper had been listened to that the young man was likely to have the Prince inheritance, after all. He looked uncommonly well that evening, and the elder women could not imagine that any damsel of his own age would consider him slightingly. Nan had given a little shrug of impatience when she heard his voice join the weaker ones in the parlor, and a sense of discomfort that she never had felt before came over her suddenly. She reminded herself that she must tell her aunt that very night that the visit must come to an end. She had neglected her books and her drives with the doctor altogether too long already.


XIX. FRIEND AND LOVER
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IN THESE SUMMER days the young lawyers thoughts had often been busy elsewhere while he sat at the shaded office window and looked out upon the river. The very housekeeping on the damaged ship became more interesting to him than his law books, and he watched the keepers wife at her various employments on deck, or grew excited as he witnessed the good womans encounters with marauding small boys, who prowled about hoping for chances of climbing the rigging or solving the mysteries of the hold. It had come to be an uncommon event that a square-rigged vessel should make the harbor of Dunport, and the elder citizens ignored the deserted wharves, and talked proudly of the days of Dunports prosperity, convicting the railroad of its decline as much as was consistent with their possession of profitable stock. The younger people took the empty warehouses for granted, and listened to their grandparents stories with interest, if they did not hear them too often; and the more enterprising among them spread their wings of ambition and flew away to the larger cities or to the westward. George Gerry had stayed behind reluctantly. He had neither enough desire for a more active life, nor so high a purpose that he could disregard whatever opposition lay in his way. Yet he was honestly dissatisfied with his surroundings, and thought himself hardly used by a hindering fate. He believed himself to be most anxious to get away, yet he was like a ship which will not be started out of port by anything less than a hurricane. There really were excuses for his staying at home, and since he had stopped to listen to them they beguiled him more and more, and his friends one by one commended his devotion to his mother and sisters, and sometimes forgot to sympathize with him for his disappointments as they praised him for being such a dutiful son. To be sure, he might be a great lawyer in Dunport as well as anywhere else; he would not be the first; but a more inspiring life might have made him more enthusiastic and energetic, and if he could have been winning his way faster elsewhere, and sending home good accounts of himself, not to speak of substantial aid, there is no question whether it would not have given his family greater happiness and done himself more good. He was not possessed of the stern determination which wins its way at all hazards, and so was dependent upon his surroundings for an occasional stimulus.

But Dunport was very grateful to him because he had stayed at home, and he was altogether the most prominent young man in the town. It is so easy to be thankful that ones friends are no worse that one sometimes forgets to remember that they might be better; and it would have been only natural if he thought of himself more highly than he ought to think, since he had received a good deal of applause and admiration. It is true that he had avoided vice more noticeably than he had pursued virtue; but the senior member of the firm, Mr. Sergeant, pronounced his young partner to have been a most excellent student, and not only showed the greatest possible confidence in him, but was transferring a good deal of the business to him already. Miss Prince and her old lawyer had one secret which had never been suspected, and the townspeople thought more than ever of young Mr. Gerrys ability when it was known that the most distinguished legal authority of that region had given him a share of a long established business. George Gerry had been led to think better of himself, though it had caused him no little wonder when the proposal had been made. It was possible that Mr. Sergeant feared that there might be some alliance offered by his rivals in Dunport. To be sure, the younger firm had been making a good deal of money, but it was less respected by the leading business men. Mr. Sergeant had even conferred with his young friend one morning upon the propriety of some new investments; but Mr. Gerry had never even suspected that they were the price of his own new dignity and claim upon the public honor. Captain Walter Parish and Mr. Sergeant had both been aids and advisers of Miss Prince; but neither had ever known the condition of all her financial affairs, and she had made the most of a comfortable sense of liberty. To do young Gerry justice, he had not hesitated to express his amazement; and among his elders and betters, at any rate, he had laid his good fortune at the door of Mr. Sergeants generosity and kindness instead of his own value.

But at certain seasons of the year, like this, there was no excitement in the office, and after an attendance at court and the proper adjustment, whether temporary or permanent, of the subsequent business, the partners had returned to a humdrum fulfilling of the minor duties of their profession, and the younger man worked at his law books when there were no deeds or affidavits to engage his attention. He thought of many things as he sat by his window; it was a great relief to the tiresomeness of the dull rooms to look at the river and at the shores and hills beyond; to notice carelessly whether the tide came in or went out. He was apt to feel a sense of dissatisfaction in his leisure moments; and now a new current was bringing all its force to bear upon him in his quiet anchorage.

He had looked upon Miss Prince as a kind adviser; he was on more intimate terms with her than with any woman he knew; and the finer traits in his character were always brought out by some compelling force in her dignity and simple adherence to her somewhat narrow code of morals and etiquette. He was grateful to her for many kindnesses; and as he had grown older and come to perceive the sentiment which had been the first motive of her affection toward him, he had instinctively responded with a mingling of gallantry and sympathy which made him, as has been already said, appear at his very best. The gossips of Dunport had whispered that he knew that it was more than worth his while to be polite to Miss Prince; but he was too manly a fellow to allow any trace of subserviency to show itself in his conduct. As often happens, he had come back to Dunport almost a stranger after his years of college life were over, and he had a mingled love and impatience for the old place. The last year had been very pleasant, however: there were a few young men whose good comrade and leader he was; his relations with his fellow-citizens were most harmonious; and as for the girls of his own age and their younger sisters, who were just growing up, he was immensely popular and admired by them. It had become a subject of much discussion whether he and Mary Parish would not presently decide upon becoming engaged to each other, until Miss Princes long-banished niece came to put a new suspicion into everybodys mind.

Many times when George Gerry had a new proof that he had somehow fallen into the habit of walking home with the pleasant girl who was his friend and neighbor, he had told himself abruptly that there was no danger in it, and that they never could have any other feeling for each other. But he had begun to think also that she belonged to him in some vague way, and sometimes acknowledged that it might be a thing to consider more deeply by and by. He was only twenty-six, and the world was still before him, but he was not very sympathetic with other peoples enthusiasm over their love affairs, and wondered if it were not largely a matter of temperament, though by and by he should like to have a home of his own.

He was somewhat attracted toward Miss Prince, the younger, for her aunts sake, and had made up his mind that he would be very attentive to her, no matter how displeasing and uninteresting she might be: it was sure to be a time of trial to his old friend, and he would help all he could to make the visit as bearable as possible. Everybody knew of the nieces existence who had known the Prince family at all, and though Miss Prince had never mentioned the unhappy fact until the day or two before her guest was expected, her young cavalier had behaved with most excellent discretion, and feigning neither surprise nor dismay, accepted the announcement in a way that had endeared him still more to his patroness.

But on the first Sunday morning, when a most admirable young lady had walked up the broad aisle of St. Anns church, and Mr. Gerry had caught a glimpse of her between the rows of heads which all looked commonplace by contrast, it seemed to begin a new era of things. This was a welcome link with the busier world outside Dunport; this was what he had missed since he had ended his college days, a gleam of cosmopolitan sunshine, which made the provincial fog less attractive than ever. He was anxious to claim companionship with this fair citizen of a larger world, and to disclaim any idea of belonging to the humdrum little circle which exaggerated its own importance. He persuaded himself that he must pay Miss Princes guest an early visit. It was very exciting and interesting altogether; and as he watched the flicker of light in our heroines hair as she sat on the straight sofa in her aunts parlor on the Sunday evening, a feeling of great delight stole over him. He had known many nice girls in his lifetime, but there was something uncommonly interesting about Miss Anna Prince; besides, who could help being grateful to her for being so much nicer than anybody had expected?

And so the days went by. Nobody thought there was any objection when the junior partner of the law firm took holiday after holiday, for there was little business and Mr. Sergeant liked to keep on with his familiar routine. His old friends came to call frequently, and they had their conferences in peace, and were not inclined to object if the younger ears were being used elsewhere. Young people will be young people, and June weather does not always last; and if George Gerry were more devoted to social duties than to legal ones, it was quite natural, and he had just acquitted himself most honorably at the May term of court, and was his own master if he decided to take a vacation.

He had been amused when the announcement had been made so early in their acquaintance that Nan meant to study medicine. He believed if there were any fault, it was Dr. Leslies, and only thought it a pity that her evident practical talents had not been under the guidance of a more sensible director. The girls impetuous defense of her choice was very charming; he had often heard Mr. Sergeant speak of the rare insight and understanding of legal matters which his favorite daughter had possessed, and her early death had left a lonely place in the good mans heart. Miss Princes life at Oldfields must have been very dull, especially since her boarding-school days were over. For himself he had a great prejudice against the usurpation of mens duties and prerogatives by women, and had spoken of all such assumptions with contempt. It made a difference that this attractive young student had spoken bravely on the wrong side; but if he had thought much about it he would have made himself surer and surer that only time was needed to show her the mistake. If he had gone deeper into the subject he would have said that he thought it all nonsense about womens having the worst of it in life; he had known more than one good fellow who had begun to go down hill from the day he was married, and if girls would only take the trouble to fit themselves for their indoor business the world would be a vastly more comfortable place. And as for their tinkering at the laws, such projects should be bitterly resented.



It only needed a few days to make it plain to this good fellow that the coming of one of the summer guests had made a great difference in his life. It was easy to find a hundred excuses for going to Miss Princes, who smiled benignantly upon his evident interest in the fair stranger within her gates. The truth must be confessed, however, that the episode of the lamed shoulder at the picnic party had given Mr. George Gerry great unhappiness. There was something so high and serene in Anna Princes simplicity and directness, and in the way in which she had proved herself adequate to so unusual an occasion, that he could not help mingling a good deal of admiration with his dissatisfaction. It is in human nature to respect power; but all his manliness was at stake, and his natural rights would be degraded and lost, if he could not show his power to be greater than her own. And as the days went by, every one made him more certain that he longed, more than he had ever longed for anything before, to win her love. His heart had never before been deeply touched, but life seemed now like a heap of dry wood, which had only waited for a live coal to make it flame and leap in mysterious light, and transfigure itself from dullness into a bewildering and unaccountable glory. It was no wonder any longer that poets had sung best of love and its joys and sorrows, and that men and women, since the world began, had followed at its call. All life and its history was explained anew, yet this eager lover felt himself to be the first discoverer of the worlds great secret.

It was hard to wait and to lack assurance, but while the hours when he had the ideal and the dream seemed to make him certain, he had only to go back to Miss Princes to become doubtful and miserable again. The world did not consent to second his haste, and the persons most concerned in his affairs were stupidly slow at understanding the true state of them. While every day made the prize look more desirable, every day seemed to put another barrier between himself and Nan; and when she spoke of her visits end it was amazing to him that she should not understand his misery. He wondered at himself more and more because he seemed to have the power of behaving much as usual when he was with his friends; it seemed impossible that he could always go on without betraying his thoughts. There was no question of any final opposition to his suit, it seemed to him; he could not be more sure than he was already of Miss Princes willingness to let him plead his cause with her niece, so many vexed questions would be pleasantly answered; and he ventured to hope that the girl herself would be glad to spend her life in dear old Dunport, where her fathers people had been honored for so many years. The good Dr. Leslie must be fast growing old, and, though he would miss his adopted child, it was reasonable that he should be glad to see her happily anchored in a home of her own, before he died. If Nan were friendless and penniless it would make no difference; but nevertheless, for her sake, it was good to remember that some one had said that Dr. Leslie, unlike most physicians, was a man of fortune. And nothing remained but to win an affection which should match his own, and this impatient suitor walked and drove and spent the fleeting hours in waiting for a chance to show himself in the lists of love. It seemed years instead of weeks at last, and yet as if he had only been truly alive and free since love had made him captive. He could not fasten himself down to his work without great difficulty, though he built many a castle in Spain with his imagined wealth, and laid deep plans of study and acquirement which should be made evident as time went on.

All things seemed within his reach in these first days of his enlightenment: it had been like the rising of the sun which showed him a new world of which he was lawful master, but the minor events of his blissful existence began to conspire against him in a provoking way, and presently it was sadly forced upon his understanding that Anna Prince was either unconscious or disdainful of his affection. It could hardly be the latter, for she was always friendly and hospitable, and took his courtesies in such an unsuspecting and grateful way. There was something so self-reliant about her and so independent of any ones protection, that this was the most discouraging thing of all, for his own instinct was that of standing between her and all harm, — of making himself responsible for her shelter and happiness. She seemed to get on capitally well without him, but after all he could not help being conqueror in so just and inevitable a war. The old proverb suddenly changed from a pebble to a diamond, and he thanked the philosopher more than once who had first reminded the world that faint heart neer won fair lady; presently he grew sad, as lovers will, and became paler and less vigorous, and made his friends wonder a good deal, until they at last suspected his sweet sorrow, and ranged themselves in eager ranks upon his side, with all history and tradition in their favor.

Nan herself was not among the first to suspect that one of her new friends had proved to be a lover; she had been turned away from such suspicions by her very nature; and when she had been forced to believe in one or two other instances that she was unwillingly drawing to herself the devotion which most women unconsciously seek, she had been made most uncomfortable, and had repelled all possibility of its further progress. She had believed herself proof against such assailment, and so indeed she had been; but on the very evening of her battle for her opinions at Mrs. Fraleys she had been suddenly confronted by a new enemy, a strange power, which seemed so dangerous that she was at first overwhelmed by a sense of her own defenselessness.

She had waited with Miss Fraley, who was not quite ready to leave the dining-room with the rest, and had been much touched by her confidence. Poor Eunice had been very fond of one of her school-fellows, who had afterward entered the navy, and who had been fond of her in return. But as everybody had opposed the match, for her sake, and had placed little reliance in the young man, she had meekly given up all hope of being his wife, and he had died of yellow fever at Key West soon after. We were not even engaged you know, dear, whispered the little lady, but somehow I have always felt in my heart that I belonged to him. Though I believe every word you said about a girls having an independence of her own. It is a great blessing to have always had such a person as my mother to lean upon, but I should be quite helpless if she were taken away.... Of course I have had what I needed and what we could afford, she went on, after another pause, but I never can get over hating to ask for money. I do sometimes envy the women who earn what they spend.

Nans eyes flashed. I think it is only fair that even those who have to spend their husbands or their fathers money should be made to feel it is their own. If one does absolutely nothing in ones home, and is not even able to give pleasure, then I think it is stealing. I have felt so strongly about that since I have grown up, for you know Dr. Leslie, my guardian, has done everything for me. Aunt Nancy gave me money every year, but I never spent any of it until I went away to school, and then I insisted upon taking that and what my grandmother left me. But my later studies have more than used it all. Dr. Leslie is so kind to me, like an own father, and I am looking forward to my life with him most eagerly. After the next year or two I shall be at home all the time, and I am so glad to think I can really help him, and that we are interested in the same things.

Miss Eunice was a little incredulous, though she did not dare to say so. In the first place, she could not be persuaded that a woman could possibly know as much about diseases and their remedies as a man, and she wondered if even the rural inhabitants of Oldfields would cheerfully accept the change from their trusted physician to his young ward, no matter what sails of diplomas she might spread to the breeze. But Nans perfect faith and confidence were not to be lightly disputed; and if the practice of medicine by women could be made honorable, it certainly was in able hands here, as far as an admiring friend could decide. Nan was anything but self-asserting, and she had no noisy fashion of thrusting herself before the public gaze, but everybody trusted her who knew her; she had the rare and noble faculty of inspiring confidence.

There was no excuse for a longer absence from the parlor, where Mrs. Fraley was throned in state in her high-backed chair, and was already calling the loiterers. She and Miss Prince were smiling indulgently upon the impatient young man, who was describing to them a meeting of the stockholders of the Turnpike Company, of which he had last year been made secretary. A dividend had been declared, and it was larger than had been expected, and the ladies were as grateful as if he had furnished the means from his own pocket. He looked very tall and handsome and business-like as he rose to salute Miss Fraley and Nan, and presently told his real errand. He apologized for interfering with the little festival, but two or three of the young people had suddenly made a plan for going to see a play which was to be given that night in the town hall by a traveling company. Would Miss Anna Prince care to go, and Miss Fraley?

Nan hardly knew why she at once refused, and was filled with regret when she saw a look of childish expectancy on Miss Eunices face quickly change to disappointment.

It is too hot to shut ones self into that close place, I am afraid, she said. And I am enjoying myself very much here, Mr. Gerry. Which was generous on Nans part, if one considered the premeditated war which had been waged against her. Then the thought flashed through her mind that it might be a bit of good fun for her companion; and without waiting for either approval or opposition from the elder women, she said, in a different tone, However, if Miss Fraley will go too, I will accept with pleasure; I suppose it is quite time? and before there could be a formal dissent she had hurried the pleased daughter of the house, who was not quick in her movements, to her room, and in a few minutes, after a good deal of laughter which the presence of the escort kept anybody from even wishing to silence, the three were fairly started down the street. It was of no avail that Mrs. Fraley condemned her own judgment in not having advised Eunice to stay at home and leave the young people free, and that Miss Prince made a feeble protest for politeness sake, — the pleasure-makers could not be called back.

Nan had really grown into a great liking for George Gerry. She often thought it would have been very good to have such a brother. But more than one person in the audience thought they had never seen a braver young couple; and the few elderly persons of discretion who had gone to the play felt their hearts thrill with sudden sympathy as our friends went far down the room to their seats. Miss Fraley was almost girlish herself, and looked so pleased and bright that everybody who cared anything about her smiled when they caught sight of her, she was so prim and neat; it was impossible for her, under any circumstances, to look anything but discreet and quaint; but as for Nan, she was beautiful with youth and health; as simply dressed as Miss Eunice, but with the gayety of a flower, — some slender, wild thing, that has sprung up fearlessly under the great sky, with only the sunshine and the wind and summer rain to teach it, and help it fulfill its destiny, — a flower that has grown with no painful effort of its own, but because God made it and kept it; that has bloomed because it has come in the course of its growth to the right time. And Miss Eunice, like a hindered little house-plant, took a long breath of delight as she sat close by her kind young friend, and felt as if somebody had set her roots free from their familiar prison.

To let God make us, instead of painfully trying to make ourselves; to follow the path that his love shows us, instead of through conceit or cowardice or mockery choosing another; to trust Him for our strength and fitness as the flowers do, simply giving ourselves back to Him in grateful service, — this is to keep the laws that give us the freedom of the city in which there is no longer any night of bewilderment or ignorance or uncertainty. So the woman who had lived a life of bondage, whose hardest task-master was herself, and the woman who had been both taught and inspired to hold fast her freedom, sat side by side: the one life having been blighted because it lacked its mate, and was but half a life in itself; while the other, fearing to give half its royalty or to share its bounty, was being tempted to cripple itself, and to lose its strait and narrow way where God had left no room for another.

For as the play went on and the easily pleased audience laughed and clapped its hands, and the tired players bowed and smiled from behind the flaring foot-lights, there was one spectator who was conscious of a great crisis in her own life, which the mimicry of that evening seemed to ridicule and counterfeit. And though Nan smiled with the rest, and even talked with her neighbors while the tawdry curtain had fallen, it seemed to her that the coming of Death at her lifes end could not be more strange and sudden than this great barrier which had fallen between her and her girlhood, the dear old life which had kept her so unpuzzled and safe. So this was love at last, this fear, this change, this strange relation to another soul. Who could stand now at her right hand and give her grace to hold fast the truth that her soul must ever be her own?

The only desire that possessed her was to be alone again, to make Love show his face as well as make his mysterious presence felt. She was thankful for the shelter of the crowd, and went on, wishing that the short distance to her aunts home could be made even shorter. She had felt this mans love for her only in a vague way before, and now, as he turned to speak to her from time to time, she could not meet his eyes. The groups of people bade each other good-night merrily, though the entertainment had been a little tiresome to every one at the last, and it seemed the briefest space of time before Miss Fraley and Nan and their cavalier were left by themselves, and at last Nan and George Gerry were alone together.

For his part he had never been so happy as that night. It seemed to him that his wish was coming true, and he spoke gently enough and of the same things they might have talked about the night before, but a splendid chorus of victory was sounding in his ears; and once, as they stopped for a moment to look between two of the old warehouses at the shining river and the masts and rigging of the ship against the moonlighted sky, he was just ready to speak to the girl at his side. But he looked at her first and then was silent. There was something in her face that forbade it, — a whiteness and a strange look in her eyes, that made him lose all feeling of comradeship or even acquaintance. I wonder if the old Highflyer will ever go out again? she said slowly. Captain Parish told me some time ago that he had found her more badly damaged than he supposed. A vessel like that belongs to the high seas, and is like a prisoner when it touches shore. I believe that the stray souls that have no bodies must sometimes make a dwelling in inanimate things and make us think they are alive. I am always sorry for that ship — 

Its guardian angel must have been asleep the night of the collision, laughed young Gerry, uneasily; he was displeased with himself the moment afterward, but Nan laughed too, and felt a sense of reprieve; and they went on again and said good night quietly on the steps of the old Prince house. It was very late for Dunport, and the door was shut, but through the bulls-eyed panes of glass overhead a faint light was shining, though it could hardly assert itself against the moonlight. Miss Prince was still down-stairs, and her niece upbraided her, and then began to give an account of the play, which was cut short by the mistress of the house; for after one eager, long look at Nan, she became sleepy and disappointed, and they said good-night; but the girl felt certain that her aunt was leagued against her, and grew sick at heart and tired as she climbed the stairs. There was a letter on the long mahogany table in the hall, and Nan stopped and looked over the railing at it wearily. Miss Prince stopped too, and said she was sorry she had forgotten, — it was from Oldfields, and in Dr. Leslies writing. But though Nan went back for it, and kissed it more than once before she went to bed, and even put it under her pillow as a comfort and defense against she knew not what, for the first time in her life she was afraid to open it and read the kind words. That night she watched the moonlight creep along the floor, and heard the cocks crow at midnight and in the morning; the birds woke with the new day while she tried to understand the day that had gone, wondering what she must do and say when she faced the world again only a few hours later.

Sometimes she felt herself carried along upon a rushing tide, and was amazed that a hundred gifts and conditions to which she had scarcely given a thought seemed dear and necessary. Once she fancied herself in a quiet home; living there, perhaps, in that very house, and being pleased with her ordering and care-taking. And her great profession was all like a fading dream; it seemed now no matter whether she had ever loved the studies of it, or been glad to think that she had it in her power to make suffering less, or prevent it altogether. Her old ambitions were torn away from her one by one, and in their place came the hardly-desired satisfactions of love and marriage, and home-making and housekeeping, the dear, womanly, sheltered fashions of life, toward which she had been thankful to see her friends go hand in hand, making themselves a complete happiness which nothing else could match. But as the night waned, the certainty of her duty grew clearer and clearer. She had long ago made up her mind that she must not marry. She might be happy, it was true, and make other people so, but her duty was not this, and a certainty that satisfaction and the blessing of God would not follow her into these reverenced and honored limits came to her distinctly. One by one the reasons for keeping on her chosen course grew more unanswerable than ever. She had not thought she should be called to resist this temptation, but since it had come she was glad she was strong enough to meet it. It would be no real love for another person, and no justice to herself, to give up her work, even though holding it fast would bring weariness and pain and reproach, and the loss of many things that other women held dearest and best.

In the morning Nan smiled when her aunt noticed her tired look, and said that the play had been a pursuit of pleasure under difficulties. And though Miss Prince looked up in dismay, and was full of objections and almost querulous reproaches because Nan said she must end her visit within a day or two, she hoped that George Gerry would be, after all, a reason for the girls staying. Until Nan, who had been standing by the window, looking wistfully at the garden, suddenly turned and said, gently and solemnly, Listen, Aunt Nancy! I must be about my business; you do not know what it means to me, or what I hope to make it mean to other people. And then Miss Prince knew once for all, that it was useless to hope or to plan any longer. But she would not let herself be vanquished so easily, and summoned to her mind many assurances that girls would not be too easily won, and after a short season of disapproving silence, returned to her usual manner as if there had been neither difference nor dispute.


XX. ASHORE AND AFLOAT
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YOUR COUSIN WALTER Parish is coming to dine with us to-day, said Miss Prince, later that morning. He came to the Fraleys just after you went out last evening, to speak with me about a business matter, and waited to walk home with me afterward. I have been meaning to invite him here with his wife, but there doesnt seem to be much prospect of her leaving her room for some time yet, and this morning I happened to find an uncommonly good pair of young ducks. Old Mr. Brown has kept my liking for them in mind for a great many years. Your grandfather used to say that there was nothing like a duckling to his taste; he used to eat them in England, but people in this country let them get too old. He was willing to pay a great price for ducklings always; but even Mr. Brown seems to think it is a great wrong not to let them grow until Thanksgiving time, and makes a great many apologies every year. It is from his farm that we always get the best lamb too; they are very nice people, the Browns, but the poor old man seems very feeble this summer. Some day I should really like to take a drive out into the country to see them, you know so well how to manage a horse. You can spare a day or two to give time for that, cant you?

Nan was sorry to hear the pleading tone, it was so unlike her aunts usually severe manner, and answered quickly that she should be very glad to make the little excursion. Mr. Brown had asked her to come to the farm one day near the beginning of her visit.

You must say this is home, if you can, said Miss Prince, who was a good deal excited and shaken that morning, and not think of yourself as a visitor any more. There are a great many things I hope you can understand, even if I have left them unsaid. It has really seemed more like home since you have been here, and less like a lodging. I wonder how I — When did you see Mr. Brown? I did not know you had ever spoken to him.

It was some time ago, the girl answered. I was in the kitchen, and he came to the door. He seemed very glad to see me, and Nan hesitated a moment. He said I was like my father.

Yes, indeed, responded Miss Prince, drearily; and the thought seized her that it was very strange that the same mistaken persistency should show itself in father and child in exactly opposite ways. If Nan would only care as much for marrying George Gerry, as her father had for marrying his wretched wife! It seemed more and more impossible that this little lady should be the daughter of such a woman; how dismayed the girl would be if she could be shown her mothers nature as Miss Prince remembered it. Alas! this was already a sorrow which no vision of the reality could deepen, and the frank words of the Oldfields country people about the bad Thachers had not been spoken fruitlessly in the ears of their last descendant.

I am so glad the captain is coming, Nan said presently, to break the painful silence. I do hope that he and Dr. Leslie will know each other some time, they would be such capital friends. The doctor sent his kind regards to you in last nights letter, and asked me again to say that he hoped that you would come to us before the summer is over. I should like so much to have you know what Oldfields is like. It was hard to save herself from saying home again, instead of Oldfields, but the change of words was made quickly.

He is very courteous and hospitable, but I never pay visits nowadays, said Miss Prince, and thought almost angrily that there was no necessity for her making a target of herself for all those curious country-peoples eyes. And then they rose and separated for a time, each being burdened less by care than thought.



The captain came early to dine, and brought with him his own and Miss Princes letters from the post-office, together with the morning paper, which he proceeded to read. He also seemed to have a weight upon his mind, but by the time they were at table a mild cheerfulness made itself felt, and Nan summoned all her resources and was gayer and brighter than usual. Miss Prince had gone down town early in the day, and her niece was perfectly sure that there had been a consultation with Mr. Gerry. He had passed the house while Nan sat at her upper window writing, and had looked somewhat wistfully at the door as if he had half a mind to enter it. He was like a great magnet: it seemed impossible to resist looking after him, and indeed his ghost-like presence would not forsake her mind, but seemed urging her toward his visible self. The thought of him was so powerful that the sight of the young man was less strange and compelling, and it was almost a relief to have seen his familiar appearance, — the strong figure in its every-day clothes, his unstudent-like vigor, and easy step as he went by. She liked him still, but she hated love, it was making her so miserable, — even when later she told Captain Parish some delightful Oldfields stories, of so humorous a kind that he laughed long and struck the table more than once, which set the glasses jingling, and gave a splendid approval to the time-honored fun. The ducklings were amazingly good; and when Captain Walter had tasted his wine and read the silver label on the decanter, which as usual gave no evidence of the rank and dignity of the contents, his eyes sparkled with satisfaction, and he turned to his cousins daughter with impressive gravity.

You may never have tasted such wine as that, he said. Your grandfather, the luckiest captain who ever sailed out of Dunport, brought it home fifty years ago, and it was well ripened then. I didnt know there was a bottle of it left, Nancy, he laughed. My dear, your aunt has undertaken to pay one of us a handsome compliment.

Your health, cousin Walter! said the girl quickly, lifting her own glass, and making him a little bow over the old Madeira.

Bless your dear heart! responded the captain; the same good wishes to you in return, and now you must join me in my respects to your aunt. Nancy! I beg you not to waste this in pudding-sauces; thats the way with you ladies.

The toast-drinking had a good effect upon the little company, and it seemed as if the cloud which had hung over it at first had been blown away. When there was no longer any excuse for lingering at the table, the guest seemed again a little ill at ease, and after a glance at his hostess, proposed to Nan that they should take a look at the garden. The old sailor had become in his later years a devoted tiller of the soil, and pleaded a desire to see some late roses which were just now in bloom. So he and Nan went down the walk together, and he fidgeted and hurried about for a few minutes before he could make up his mind to begin a speech which was weighing heavily on his conscience.

Nan was sure that something unusual was perplexing him, and answered his unnecessary questions patiently, wondering what he was trying to say.

Dear me! he grumbled at last, I shall have to steer a straight course. The truth is, Nancy has been telling me that I ought to advise with you, and see that you understand what you are about with young Gerry. She has set her heart on your fancying him. I dare say you know she has treated him like a son all through his growing up; but now that you have come to your rightful place, she cant bear to have anybody hint at your going back to the other people. Tis plain enough what he thinks about it, and I must say I believe it would be for your good. Here you are with your fathers family, what is left of it; and I take no liberty when I tell you that your aunt desires this to be your home, and means to give you your fathers share of the property now and the rest when she is done with it. It is no more than your rights, and I know as much as anybody about it, and can tell you that theres a handsomer fortune than you may have suspected. Money grows fast if it is let alone; and though your aunt has done a good deal for others, her expenses have been well held in hand. I must say I should like to keep you here, child, the captain faltered, but I shall want to do whats for your happiness. I couldnt feel more earnest about that if I were your own father. You must think it over. Im not going to beseech you: I learned long ago that tis no use to drive a Prince.

Nan had tried at first to look unconcerned and treat the matter lightly, but this straightforward talk appealed to her much more than the suggestion and general advice which Miss Prince had implored the captain to give the night before. And now her niece could only thank him for his kindness, and tell him that by and by she would make him understand why she put aside these reasons, and went back to the life she had known before.

But a sudden inspiration made her resolution grow stronger, and she looked at Captain Parish with a convincing bravery.

When you followed the sea, she said quickly, if you had a good ship with a freight that you had gathered with great care and hopefulness, and had brought it almost to the market that it was suited for, would you have been persuaded to turn about and take it to some place where it would be next to useless?

No, said Captain Parish, no, I shouldnt, and he half smiled at this illustration.

I cant tell you all my reasons for not wishing to marry, Nan went on, growing very white and determined, or all my reasons for wishing to go on with my plan of being a doctor; but I know I have no right to the one way of life, and a perfect one, so far as I can see, to the other. And it seems to me that it would be as sensible to ask Mr. Gerry to be a minister since he has just finished his law studies, as to ask me to be a wife instead of a physician. But what I used to dread without reason a few years ago, I must forbid myself now, because I know the wretched inheritance I might have had from my poor mothers people. I cant speak of that to Aunt Nancy, but you must tell her not to try to make me change my mind.

Good God! said the captain. I dare say you have the right points of it; but if I were a young man t would go hard with me to let you take your life into your own hands. Its against nature.

No, said Nan. The law of right and wrong must rule even love, and whatever comes to me, I must not forget that. Three years ago I had not thought about it so much, and I might not have been so sure; but now I have been taught there is only one road to take. And you must tell Aunt Nancy this.

But when they went back to the house, Miss Prince was not to be seen, and the captain hurried away lest she should make her appearance, for he did not wish just then to talk about the matter any more. He told himself that young people were very different in these days; but when he thought of the words he had heard in the garden, and remembered the pale face and the steadfast, clear-toned voice, he brushed away something like a tear. If more people used judgment in this same decision the world would be better off, he said, and could not help reminding himself that his own niece, little Mary Parish, who was wearing a wistful countenance in these days, might by and by be happy after all. For Nans part it was a great relief to have spoken to the kind old man; she felt more secure than before; but sometimes the fear assailed her that some unforeseen event or unreckoned influence might give her back to her indecisions, and that the battle of the night before might after all prove not to be final.



The afternoon wore away, and late in the day our heroine heard George Gerrys step coming up the street. She listened as she sat by the upper window, and found that he was giving a message for her. It was perfect weather to go up the river, he was saying; the tide served just right and would bring them home early; and Miss Prince, who was alone in the parlor, answered with pleased assurance that she was sure her niece would like to go. Yes, said Nan, calling from the window, urged by a sudden impulse. Yes indeed, I should like it above all things; I will get ready at once; will you carry two pairs of oars?

There was a ready assent, but the uncertainty of the tone of it struck Anna Princes quick ear. She seemed to know that the young man and her aunt were exchanging looks of surprise, and that they felt insecure and uncertain. It was not the yielding maiden who had spoken to her lover, but the girl who was his good comrade and cordial friend. The elder woman shook her head doubtfully; she knew well what this foreboded, and was impatient at the overthrow of her plans; yet she had full confidence in the power of Love. She had seen apparent self-reliance before, and she could not believe that her niece was invincible. At any rate nothing could be more persuasive than a twilight row upon the river, and for her part, she hoped more eagerly than ever that Love would return chief in command of the boats young crew; and when the young man flushed a little, and looked at her appealingly, as he turned to go down the street, his friend and counselor could not resist giving him a hopeful nod. Nan was singularly frank, and free from affectations, and she might have already decided to lower her colors and yield the victory, and it seemed for a moment that it would be much more like her to do so, than to invite further contest when she was already won. Miss Prince was very kind and sympathetic when this explanation had once forced itself upon her mind; she gave the young girl a most affectionate kiss when she appeared, but at this unmistakable suggestion of pleasure and treasured hopes, Nan turned back suddenly into the shaded parlor, though Mr. Gerry was waiting outside with his favorite oars, which he kept carefully in a corner of the office.

Dear Aunt Nancy, said the girl, with evident effort, I am so sorry to disappoint you. I wish for your sake that I had been another sort of woman; but I shall never marry. I know you think I am wrong, but there is something which always tells me I am right, and I must follow another way. I should only wreck my life, and other peoples. Most girls have an instinct towards marrying, but mine is all against it, and God knew best when He made me care more for another fashion of life. Dont make me seem unkind! I dare say that I can put it all into words better by and by, but I can never be more certain of it in my own heart than now.

Sit down a minute, said Miss Prince, slowly. George can wait. But, Anna, I believe that you are in love with him, and that you are doing wrong to the poor lad, and to yourself, and to me. I lost the best happiness of my life for a whim, and you wish to throw away yours for a theory. I hope you will be guided by me. I have come to love you very much, and it seems as if this would be so reasonable.

It does make a difference to me that he loves me, confessed the girl. It is not easy to turn away from him, she said, — still standing, and looking taller than ever, and even thin, with a curious tenseness of her whole being. It is something that I have found it hard to fight against, but it is not my whole self longing for his love and his companionship. If I heard he had gone to the other side of the world for years and years, I should be glad now and not sorry. I know that all the worlds sympathy and all tradition fight on his side; but I can look forward and see something a thousand times better than being his wife, and living here in Dunport keeping his house, and trying to forget all that nature fitted me to do. You dont understand, Aunt Nancy. I wish you could! You see it all another way. And the tears started to the eager young eyes. Dont you know that Cousin Walter said this very day that the wind which sets one vessel on the right course may set another on the wrong?

Nonsense, my dear, said the mistress of the house. I dont think this is the proper time for you to explain yourself at any rate. I dare say the fresh air will do you good and put everything right too. You have worked yourself into a great excitement over nothing. Dont go out looking so desperate to the poor fellow; he will think strangely of it; and the girl went out through the wide hall, and wished she were far away from all this trouble.



Nan had felt a strange sense of weariness, which did not leave her even when she was quieted by the fresh breeze of the river-shore, and was contented to let her oars be stowed in the bottom of the boat, and to take the comfortable seat in the stern. She pulled the tiller ropes over her shoulders, and watched her lovers first strong strokes, which had quickly sent them out into the stream, beyond the course of a larger craft which was coming toward the wharf. She wished presently that she had chosen to row, because they would not then be face to face; but, strange to say, since this new experience had come to her, she had not felt so sure of herself as now, and the fear of finding herself too weak to oppose the new tendency of her life had lessened since her first recognition of it the night before. But Nan had fought a hard fight, and had grown a great deal older in those hours of the day and night. She believed that time would make her even more certain that she had done right than she could be now in the heat of the battle, but she wished whatever George Gerry meant to say to her might be soon over with.

They went slowly up the river, which was now quite familiar to the girl who had come to it a stranger only a few weeks before. She liked out-of-door life so well that this countryside of Dunport was already more dear to her than to many who had seen it bloom and fade every year since they could remember. At one moment it seemed but yesterday that she had come to the old town, and at the next she felt as if she had spent half a lifetime there, and as if Oldfields might have changed unbearably since she came away.

Sometimes the young oarsman kept in the middle of the great stream, and sometimes it seemed pleasanter to be near the shore. The midsummer flowers were coming into blossom, and the grass and trees had long since lost the brilliance of their greenness, and wore a look of maturity and completion, as if they had already finished their growth. There was a beautiful softness and harmony of color, a repose that one never sees in a spring landscape. The tide was in, the sun was almost down, and a great, cloudless, infinite sky arched itself from horizon to horizon. It had sent all its brilliance to shine backward from the sun, — the glowing sphere from which a single dazzling ray came across the fields and the water to the boat. In a moment more it was gone, and a shadow quickly fell like that of a tropical twilight; but the west grew golden, and one light cloud, like a floating red feather, faded away upward into the sky. A later bright glow touched some high hills in the east, then they grew purple and gray, and so the evening came that way slowly, and the ripple of the water plashed and sobbed against the boats side; and presently in the midst of the rivers inland bay, after a few last eager strokes, the young man drew in his oars, letting them drop with a noise which startled Nan, who had happened to be looking over her shoulder at the shore.

She knew well enough that he meant to put a grave question to her now, and her heart beat faster and she twisted the tiller cords around her hands unconsciously.

I think I could break any bonds you might use to keep yourself away from me, he said hurriedly, as he watched her. I am not fit for you, only that I love you. Somebody told me you meant to go away, and I could not wait any longer before I asked you if you would give yourself to me.

No, no! cried Nan, dear friend, I must not do it; it would all be a mistake. You must not think of it any more. I am so sorry, I ought to have understood what was coming to us, and have gone away long ago.

It would have made no difference, said the young man, almost angrily. He could not bear delay enough even for speech at that moment; he watched her face desperately for a look of assurance; he leaned toward her and wondered why he had not risked everything, and spoken the evening before when they stood watching the ships mast, and Nans hands were close enough to be touched. But the miserable knowledge crept over him that she was a great deal farther away from him than half that small boats length, and as she looked up at him again, and shook her head gently, a great rage of love and shame at his repulse urged him to plead again. You are spoiling my life, he cried. You do not care for that, but without you I shall not care for anything.

I would rather spoil your life in this way than in a far worse fashion, said Nan sadly. I will always be your friend, but if I married you I might seem by and by to be your enemy. Yes, you will love somebody else some day, and be a great deal happier than I could have made you, and I shall be so glad. It does not belong to me.

But this seemed too scornful and cold-hearted. Oh, my love is only worth that to you, the lover said. You shall know better what it means. I dont want you for my friend, but for my own to keep and to have. It makes me laugh to think of your being a doctor and going back to that country town to throw yourself away for the fancies and silly theories of a man who has lived like a hermit. It means a true life for both of us if you will only say you love me, or even let me ask you again when you have thought of it more. Everybody will say I am in the right.

Yes, there are reasons enough for it, but there is a better reason against it. If you love me you must help me do what is best, said Nan. I shall miss you and think of you more than you know when I am away. I never shall forget all these pleasant days we have been together. Oh George! she cried, in a tone that thrilled him through and through, I hope you will be friends with me again by and by. You will know then I have done right because it is right and will prove itself. If it is wrong for me I couldnt really make you happy; and over all this and beyond it something promises me and calls me for a life that my marrying you would hinder and not help. It isnt that I shouldnt be so happy that it is not easy to turn away even from the thought of it; but I know that the days would come when I should see, in a way that would make me long to die, that I had lost the true direction of my life and had misled others beside myself. You dont believe me, but I cannot break faith with my duty. There are many reasons that have forbidden me to marry, and I have a certainty as sure as the stars that the only right condition of life for me is to follow the way that everything until now has pointed out. The great gain and purpose of my being alive is there; and I must not mind the blessings that I shall have to do without.

He made a gesture of impatience and tried to interrupt her, but she said quickly, as if to prevent his speaking: Listen to me. I cant help speaking plainly. I would not have come with you this afternoon, only I wished to make you understand me entirely. I have never since I can remember thought of myself and my life in any way but unmarried, — going on alone to the work I am fit to do. I do care for you. I have been greatly surprised and shaken because I found how strongly something in me has taken your part, and shown me the possibility of happiness in a quiet life that should centre itself in one mans love, and within the walls of his home. But something tells me all the time that I could not marry the whole of myself as most women can; there is a great share of my life which could not have its way, and could only hide itself and be sorry. I know better and better that most women are made for another sort of existence, but by and by I must do my part in my own way to make many homes happy instead of one; to free them from pain, and teach grown people and little children to keep their bodies free from weakness and deformities. I dont know why God should have made me a doctor, so many other things have seemed fitter for women; but I see the blessedness of such a useful life more and more every year, and I am very thankful for such a trust. It is a splendid thing to have the use of any gift of God. It isnt for us to choose again, or wonder and dispute, but just work in our own places, and leave the rest to God.

The boat was being carried downward by the ebbing tide, and George Gerry took the oars again, and rowed quietly and in silence. He took his defeat unkindly and drearily; he was ashamed of himself once, because some evil spirit told him that he was losing much that would content him, in failing to gain this womans love. It had all been so fair a prospect of worldly success, and she had been the queen of it. He thought of himself growing old in Mr. Sergeants dusty office, and that this was all that life could hold for him. Yet to be was better than to have. Alas! if he had been more earnest in his growth, it would have been a power which this girl of high ideals could have been held and mastered by. No wonder that she would not give up her dreams of duty and service, since she had found him less strong than such ideals. The fancied dissatisfaction and piteousness of failure which she would be sure to meet filled his heart with dismay; yet, at that very next moment, resent it as he might, the certainty of his own present defeat and powerlessness could not be misunderstood. Perhaps, after all, she knew what was right; her face wore again the look he had feared to disturb the night before, and his whole soul was filled with homage in the midst of its sorrow, because this girl, who had been his merry companion in the summer holidays, so sweet and familiar and unforgetable in the midst of the simple festivals, stood nearer to holier things than himself, and had listened to the call of Gods messengers to whom his own doors had been ignorantly shut. And Nan that night was a souls physician, though she had been made to sorely hurt her patient before the new healthfulness could well begin.

They floated down the river and tried to talk once or twice, but there were many spaces of silence, and as they walked along the paved streets, they thought of many things. An east wind was blowing in from the sea, and the elm branches were moving restlessly overhead. It will all be better to-morrow, said Nan, as they stood on the steps at last. You must come to see Aunt Nancy very often after I have gone, for she will be lonely. And do come in the morning as if nothing had been spoken. I am so sorry. Good-night, and God bless you, she whispered; and when she stood inside the wide doorway, in the dark, she listened to his footsteps as he went away down the street. They were slower than usual, but she did not call him back.


XXI. AT HOME AGAIN
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IN OLDFIELDS DR. Leslie had outwardly lived the familiar life to which his friends and patients had long since accustomed themselves; he had seemed a little preoccupied, perhaps, but if that were observed, it was easily explained by his having one or two difficult cases to think about. A few persons suspected that he missed Nan, and was, perhaps, a little anxious lest her fathers people in Dunport should claim her altogether. Among those who knew best the doctor and his ward there had been an ardent championship of Nans rights and dignity, and a great curiosity to know the success of the visit. Dr. Leslie had answered all questions with composure, and with a distressing meagreness of details; but at length Mrs. Graham became sure that he was not altogether free from anxiety, and set her own quick wits at work to learn the cause. It seemed a time of great uncertainty, at any rate. The doctor sometimes brought one of Nans bright, affectionate letters for his neighbor to read, and they agreed that this holiday was an excellent thing for her, but there was a silent recognition of the fact that this was a critical time in the young girls history; that it either meant a new direction of her life or an increased activity in the old one. Mrs. Graham was less well than usual in these days, and the doctor found time to make more frequent visits than ever, telling himself that she missed Nans pleasant companionship, but really wishing as much to receive sympathy as to give it. The dear old lady had laughingly disclaimed any desire to summon her children or grandchildren, saying that she was neither ill enough to need them, nor well enough to enjoy them; and so in the beautiful June weather the two old friends became strangely dear to each other, and had many a long talk which the cares of the world or their own reserve had made them save until this favoring season.

The doctor was acknowledged to be an old man at last, though everybody still insisted that he looked younger than his age, and could not doubt that he had half a lifetime of usefulness before him yet. But it makes a great difference when ones ambitions are transferred from ones own life to that of a younger persons; and while Dr. Leslie grew less careful for himself, trusting to the unconscious certainty of his practiced skill, he pondered eagerly over Nans future, reminding himself of various hints and suggestions, which must be added to her equipment. Sometimes he wished that she were beginning a few years later, when her position could be better recognized and respected, and she would not have to fight against so much of the opposition and petty fault-finding that come from ignorance; and sometimes he rejoiced that his little girl, as he fondly called her, would be one of the earlier proofs and examples of a certain noble advance and new vantage-ground of civilization. This has been anticipated through all ages by the women who, sometimes honored and sometimes persecuted, have been drawn away from home life by a devotion to public and social usefulness. It must be recognized that certain qualities are required for married, and even domestic life, which all women do not possess; but instead of attributing this to the disintegration of society, it must be acknowledged to belong to its progress.

So long as the visit in Dunport seemed to fulfill its anticipated purpose, and the happy guest was throwing aside her cares and enjoying the merry holiday and the excitement of new friendships and of her uncommon position, so long the doctor had been glad, and far from impatient to have the visit end. But when he read the later and shorter letters again and again in the vain hope of finding something in their wording which should explain the vague unhappiness which had come to him as he had read them first, he began to feel troubled and dismayed. There was something which Nan had not explained; something was going wrong. He was sure that if it were anything he could set right, that she would have told him. She had always done so; but it became evident through the strange sympathy which made him conscious of the mood of others that she was bent upon fighting her way alone.

It was a matter of surprise, and almost of dismay to him early one morning, when he received a brief note from her which told him only that she should be at home late that afternoon. It seemed to the wise old doctor a day of most distressing uncertainty. He tried to make up his mind to accept with true philosophy whatever decision she was bringing him. Nan is a good girl, he told himself over and over again; she will try to do right. But she was so young and so generous, and whether she had been implored to break the old ties of home life and affection for her aunts sake, or whether it was a newer and stronger influence still which had prevailed, waited for explanation. Alas, as was written once, it is often the higher nature that yields, because it is the most generous. The doctor knew well enough the young girls character. He knew what promises of growth and uncommon achievement were all ready to unfold themselves, — for what great uses she was made. He could not bear the thought of her being handicapped in the race she had been set to run. Yet no one recognized more clearly than he the unseen, and too often unconsidered, factor which is peculiar to each soul, which prevents any other intelligence from putting itself exactly in that souls place, so that our decisions and aids and suggestions are never wholly sufficient or available for those even whom we love most. He went over the question again and again; he followed Nan in his thoughts as she had grown up, — unprejudiced, unconstrained as is possible for any human being to be. He remembered that her heroes were the great doctors, and that her whole heart had been stirred and claimed by the noble duties and needs of the great profession. She had been careless of the social limitations, of the lack of sympathy, even of the ridicule of the public. She had behaved as a bird would behave if it were assured by beasts and fishes that to walk and to swim were the only proper and respectable means of getting from place to place. She had shown such rare insight into the principles of things; she had even seemed to him, as he watched her, to have anticipated experience, and he could not help believing that it was within her power to add much to the too small fund of certainty, by the sure instinct and aim of her experiment. It counted nothing whether God had put this soul into a mans body or a womans. He had known best, and He meant it to be the teller of new truth, a revealer of laws, and an influence for good in its capacity for teaching, as well as in its example of pure and reasonable life.

But the old doctor sighed, and told himself that the girl was most human, most affectionate; it was not impossible that, in spite of her apparent absence of certain domestic instincts, they had only lain dormant and were now awake. He could not bear that she should lose any happiness which might be hers; and the tender memory of the blessed companionship which had been withdrawn from his mortal sight only to be given back to him more fully as he had lived closer and nearer to spiritual things, made him shrink from forbidding the same sort of fullness and completion of life to one so dear as Nan. He tried to assure himself that while a mans life is strengthened by his domestic happiness, a womans must either surrender itself wholly, or relinquish entirely the claims of such duties, if she would achieve distinction or satisfaction elsewhere. The two cannot be taken together in a womans life as in a mans. One must be made of lesser consequence, though the very natures of both domestic and professional life need all the strength which can be brought to them. The decision between them he knew to be a most grave responsibility, and one to be governed by the gravest moral obligations, and the unmistakable leadings of the personal instincts and ambitions. It was seldom, Dr. Leslie was aware, that so typical and evident an example as this could offer itself of the class of women who are a result of natural progression and variation, not for better work, but for different work, and who are designed for certain public and social duties. But he believed this class to be one that must inevitably increase with the higher developments of civilization, and in later years, which he might never see, the love for humanity would be recognized and employed more intelligently; while now almost every popular prejudice was against his ward, then she would need no vindication. The wielder of ideas has always a certain advantage over the depender upon facts; and though the two classes of minds by no means inevitably belong, the one to women, and the other to men, still women have not yet begun to use the best resources of their natures, having been later developed, and in many countries but recently freed from restraining and hindering influences.

The preservation of the race is no longer the only important question; the welfare of the individual will be considered more and more. The simple fact that there is a majority of women in any centre of civilization means that some are set apart by nature for other uses and conditions than marriage. In ancient times men depended entirely upon the women of their households to prepare their food and clothing, — and almost every man in ordinary circumstances of life was forced to marry for this reason; but already there is a great change. The greater proportion of men and women everywhere will still instinctively and gladly accept the high duties and helps of married life; but as society becomes more intelligent it will recognize the fitness of some persons, and the unfitness of others, making it impossible for these to accept such responsibilities and obligations, and so dignify and elevate home life instead of degrading it.

It had been one thing to act from conviction and from the promptings of instinct while no obstacles opposed themselves to his decisions, and quite another thing to be brought face to face with such an emergency. Dr. Leslie wished first to be able to distinctly explain to himself his reasons for the opinions he held; he knew that he must judge for Nan herself in some measure; she would surely appeal to him; she would bring this great question to him, and look for sympathy and relief in the same way she had tearfully shown him a wounded finger in her childhood. He seemed to see again the entreating eyes, made large with the pain which would not show itself in any other way, and he felt the rare tears fill his own eyes at the thought. Poor little Nan, he said to himself, she has been hurt in the great battle, but she is no skulking soldier. He would let her tell her story, and then give her the best help he could; and so when the afternoon shadows were very long across the country, and the hot summer day was almost done, the doctor drove down the wide street and along East Road to the railroad station. As he passed a group of small houses he looked at his watch and found that there was more than time for a second visit to a sick child whose illness had been most serious and perplexing at first, though now she was fast recovering. The little thing smiled as her friend came in, and asked if the young lady were coming to-morrow, for Dr. Leslie had promised a visit and a picture-book from Nan, whom he wished to see and understand the case. They had had a long talk upon such ailments as this just before she went away, and nothing had seemed to rouse her ambition so greatly as her experiences at the childrens hospitals the winter before. Now, this weak little creature seemed to be pleading in the name of a great army of sick children, that Nan would not desert their cause; that she would go on, as she had promised them, with her search for ways that should restore their vigor and increase their fitness to take up the work of the world. And yet, a home and children of ones very own, — the doctor, who had held and lost this long ago, felt powerless to decide the future of the young heart which was so dear to him.

Nan saw the familiar old horse and carriage waiting behind the station, and did not fail to notice that the doctor had driven to meet her himself. He almost always did, but her very anxiety to see him again had made her doubtful. The train had hardly stopped before she was standing on the platform and had hastily dropped her checks into the hand of the nearest idle boy, who looked at them doubtfully, as if he hardly dared to hope that he had been mistaken for the hackman. She came quickly to the side of the carriage; the doctor could not look at her, for the horse had made believe that some excitement was necessary, and was making it difficult for the welcome passenger to put her foot on the step. It was all over in a minute. Nan sprang to the doctors side and away they went down the road. He had caught a glimpse of her shining eyes and eager face as she had hurried toward him, and had said, Well done! in a most cheerful and every-day fashion, and then for a minute there was silence.

Oh, it is so good to get home, said the girl, and her companion turned toward her; he could not wait to hear her story.

Yes, said Nan, it is just as well to tell you now. Do you remember you used to say to me when I was a little girl, If you know your duty, dont mind the best of reasons for not doing it? And the doctor nodded. I never thought that this reason would come to me for not being a doctor, she went on, and at first I was afraid I should be conquered, though it was myself who fought myself. But it came to me clearer than ever after a while. I think I could have been fonder of some one than most people are of those whom they marry, but the more I cared for him the less I could give him only part of myself; I knew that was not right. Now that I can look back at it all I am so glad to have had those days; I shall work better all my life for having been able to make myself so perfectly sure that I know my way.

The unconsidered factor had asserted itself in the doctors favor. He gave the reins to Nan and leaned back in the carriage, but as she bent forward to speak to a friend whom they passed she did not see the look that he gave her.

I am sure you knew what was right, he said, hastily. God bless you, dear child!

Was this little Nan, who had been his play-thing? this brave young creature, to whose glorious future all his heart and hopes went out. In his evening it was her morning, and he prayed that Gods angels should comfort and strengthen her and help her to carry the burden of the day. It is only those who can do nothing who find nothing to do, and Nan was no idler; she had come to her work as Christ came to his, not to be ministered unto but to minister.



The months went by swiftly, and through hard work and much study, and many sights of pain and sorrow, this young student of the business of healing made her way to the day when some of her companions announced with melancholy truth that they had finished their studies. They were pretty sure to be accused of having had no right to begin them, or to take such trusts and responsibilities into their hands. But Nan and many of her friends had gladly climbed the hill so far, and with every years ascent had been thankful for the wider horizon which was spread for their eyes to see.

Dr. Leslie in his quiet study almost wished that he were beginning life again, and sometimes in the twilight, or in long and lonely country drives, believed himself ready to go back twenty years so that he could follow Nan into the future and watch her successes. But he always smiled afterward at such a thought. Twenty years would carry him back to the time when his ward was a little child, not long before she came to live with him. It was best as God had planned it. Nobody had watched the childs development as he had done, or her growth of character, of which all the performances of her later years would be to him only the unnecessary proofs and evidences. He knew that she would be faithful in great things, because she had been faithful in little things, and he should be with her a long time yet, perhaps. God only knew.

There was a great change in the village; there were more small factories now which employed large numbers of young women, and though a new doctor had long ago come to Oldfields who had begun by trying to supersede Dr. Leslie, he had ended by longing to show his gratitude some day for so much help and kindness. More than one appointment had been offered the heroine of this story in the city hospitals. She would have little trouble in making her way since she had the requisite qualities, natural and acquired, which secure success. But she decided for herself that she would neither do this, nor carry out yet the other plan of going on with her studies at some school across the sea. Zurich held out a great temptation, but there was time enough yet, and she would spend a year in Oldfields with the doctor, studying again with him, since she knew better than ever before that she could find no wiser teacher. And it was a great pleasure to belong to the dear old town, to come home to it with her new treasures, so much richer than she had gone away that beside medicines and bandages and lessons in general hygiene for the physical ails of her patients, she could often be a tonic to the mind and soul; and since she was trying to be good, go about doing good in Christs name to the halt and maimed and blind in spiritual things.

Nobody sees people as they are and finds the chance to help poor humanity as a doctor does. The decorations and deceptions of character must fall away before the great realities of pain and death. The secrets of many hearts and homes must be told to this confessor, and sadder ailments than the text-books name are brought to be healed by the beloved physicians. Teachers of truth and givers of the laws of life, priests and ministers, — all these professions are joined in one with the gift of healing, and are each part of the charge that a good doctor holds in his keeping.



One day in the beginning of her year at Oldfields, Nan, who had been very busy, suddenly thought it would be well to give herself a holiday; and with a sudden return of her old sense of freedom was going out at the door and down toward the gateway, which opened to a pleasantly wide world beyond. Marilla had taken Nans successes rather reluctantly, and never hesitated to say that she only hoped to see her well married and settled before she died; though she was always ready to defend her course with even virulence to those who would deprecate it. She now heard Nan shut the door, and called at once from an upper window to know if word had been left where she was going, and the young practitioner laughed aloud as she answered, and properly acknowledged the fetter of her calling.

The leaves were just beginning to fall, and she pushed them about with her feet, and sometimes walked and sometimes ran lightly along the road toward the farm. But when she reached it, she passed the lane and went on to the Dyer houses. Mrs. Jake was ailing as usual, and Nan had told the doctor before she came out that she would venture another professional visit in his stead. She was a great help to him in this way, for his calls to distant towns had increased year by year, and he often found it hard to keep his many patients well in hand.

The old houses had not changed much since she first knew them, and neither they nor their inmates were in any danger of being forgotten by her; the old ties of affection and association grew stronger instead of weaker every year. It pleased and amused the old people to be reminded of the days when Nan was a child and lived among them, and it was a great joy to her to be able to make their pain and discomfort less, and be their interpreter of the outside world.

It was a most lovely day of our heroines favorite weather. It has been said that November is an epitome of all the months of the year, but for all that, no other season can show anything so beautiful as the best and brightest November days. Nan had spent her summer in a great hospital, where she saw few flowers save human ones, and the warmth and inspiration of this clear air seemed most delightful. She had been somewhat tempted by an offer of a fine position in Canada, and even Dr. Leslie had urged her acceptance, and thought it an uncommonly good chance to have the best hospital experience and responsibility, but she had sent the letter of refusal only that morning. She could not tell yet what her later plans might be; but there was no place like Oldfields, and she thought she had never loved it so dearly as that afternoon.

She looked in at Mrs. Martins wide-open door first, but finding the kitchen empty, went quickly across to the other house, where Mrs. Jake was propped up in her rocking-chair and began to groan loudly when she saw Nan; but the tonic of so gratifying a presence soon had a most favorable effect. Benignant Mrs. Martin was knitting as usual, and the three women sat together in a friendly group and Nan asked and answered questions most cordially.

I declare I was sort of put out with the doctor for sending you down here day before yesterday instead of coming himself, stated Mrs. Jake immediately, but I do knows I ever had anything do me so much good as that bottle you gave me.

Of course! laughed Nan. Dr. Leslie sent it to you himself. I told you when I gave it to you.

Well now, how you talk! said Mrs. Jake, a little crestfallen. I begin to find my hearing fails me by spells. But I was bound to give you the credit, for all Ive stood out against your meddling with a doctors business.

Nan laughed merrily. I am going to steal you for my patient, she answered, and try all the prescriptions on your case first.

Land, if you cured her up twould be like stopping the leaks in a basket, announced Mrs. Martin with a beaming smile, and clicking her knitting-needles excitedly. She cant hear of a complaint anywheres about but she thinks shes got the mate to it.

I dont seem to have anything fevery about me, said Mrs. Jake, with an air of patient self-denial; and though both her companions were most compassionate at the thought of her real sufferings, they could not resist the least bit of a smile. I declare youve done one first-rate thing, if youre never going to do any more, said Mrs. Jake, presently. Liza heres been talking for some time past, about your straightening up the little boys back, — the one that lives down where Mis Meeker used to live you know, — but I didnt seem to take it in till he come over here yisterday forenoon. Looks as likely as any child, except it may be hes a little stunted. When I think how he used to creep about there, side of the road, like a hopper-toad, it does seem amazin!

Nans eyes brightened. I have been delighted about that. I saw him running with the other children as I came down the road. It was a long bit of work, though. The doctor did most of it; I didnt see the child for months, you know. But he needs care yet; Im going to stop and have another talk with his mother as I go home.

Shes a pore shiftless creature, Mrs. Martin hastened to say. There, I thought o the doctor, how hed laugh, the last time I was in to see her; her baby was sick, and she sent up to know if Id lend her a variety of herbs, and I didnt know but she might pisen it, so I stepped down with something myself. She begun to flutter about like she always does, and I picked my way acrost the kitchen to the cradle. There, says she, I have been laying out all this week to go up to the Corners and git me two new chairs. I should think you had plenty of chairs now, said I, and she looked at me sort of surprised, and says she, There aint a chair in this house but whats full.

And Nan laughed as heartily as could have been desired before she asked Mrs. Jake a few more appreciative questions about her ailments, and then rose to go away. Mrs. Martin followed her out to the gate; she and Nan had always been very fond of each other, and the elder woman pointed to a field not far away where the brothers were watching a stubble-fire, which was sending up a thin blue thread of smoke into the still air. They were over in your north lot yisterday, said Mrs. Martin. Theyre fullest o business nowadays when theres least to do. They took it pretty hard when they first had to come down to hiring help, but they kind of enjoy it now. Were all old folks together on the farm, and not good for much. It dont seem but a year or two since your poor mother was playing about here, and then you come along, and now youre the last o your folks out of all the houseful of em I knew. Ill own up sometimes Ive thought strange of your fancy for doctoring, but I never said a word to nobody against it, so I havent got anything to take back as most folks have. I couldnt help thinking when you come in this afternoon and sat there along of us, that Id give a good deal to have Mis Thacher step in and see you and know what youve made o yourself. She had it hard for a good many years, but I believe t is all made up to her; I do certain.

Nan meant to go back to the village by the shorter way of the little foot-path, but first she went up the grass-grown lane toward the old farm-house. She stood for a minute looking about her and across the well-known fields, and then seated herself on the door-step, and stayed there for some time. There were two or three sheep near by, well covered and rounded by their soft new winter wool, and they all came as close as they dared and looked at her wonderingly. The narrow path that used to be worn to the door-step had been overgrown years ago with the short grass, and in it there was a late little dandelion with hardly any stem at all. The sunshine was warm, and all the country was wrapped in a thin, soft haze.

She thought of her grandmother Thacher, and of the words that had just been said; it was beginning to seem a very great while since the days of the old farm-life, and Nan smiled as she remembered with what tones of despair the good old woman used to repeat the well-worn phrase, that her grandchild would make either something or nothing. It seemed to her that she had brought all the success of the past and her hopes for the future to the dear old place that afternoon. Her early life was spreading itself out like a picture, and as she thought it over and looked back from year to year, she was more than ever before surprised to see the connection of one thing with another, and how some slight acts had been the planting of seeds which had grown and flourished long afterward. And as she tried to follow herself back into the cloudy days of her earliest spring, she rose without knowing why, and went down the pastures toward the river. She passed the old English apple-tree, which still held aloft a flourishing bough. Its fruit had been gathered, but there were one or two stray apples left, and Nan skillfully threw a stick at these by way of summons.

Along this path she had hurried or faltered many a time. She remembered her grandmothers funeral, and how she had walked, with an elderly cousin whom she did not know, at the head of the procession, and had seen Martin Dyers small grandson peeping like a rabbit from among the underbrush near the shore. Poor little Nan! she was very lonely that day. She had been so glad when the doctor had wrapped her up and taken her home.

She saw the neighborly old hawthorn-tree that grew by a cellar, and stopped to listen to its rustling and to lay her hand upon the rough bark. It had been a cause of wonder once, for she knew no other tree of the kind. It was like a snow-drift when it was in bloom, and in the grass-grown cellar she had spent many an hour, for there was a good shelter from the wind and an excellent hiding-place, though it seemed very shallow now when she looked at it as she went by.

The burying-place was shut in by a plain stone wall, which she had long ago asked the Dyers to build for her, and she leaned over it now and looked at the smooth turf of the low graves. She had always thought she would like to lie there too when her work was done. There were some of the graves which she did not know, but one was her poor young mothers, who had left her no inheritance except some traits that had won Nan many friends; all her evil gifts had been buried with her, the neighbors had said, when the girl was out of hearing, that very afternoon.

There was a strange fascination about these river uplands; no place was so dear to Nan, and yet she often thought with a shudder of the story of those footprints which had sought the rivers brink, and then turned back. Perhaps, made pure and strong in a better world, in which some lingering love and faith had given her the true direction at last, where even her love for her child had saved her, the mother had been still taking care of little Nan and guiding her. Perhaps she had helped to make sure of the blessings her own life had lost, of truth and whiteness of soul and usefulness; and so had been still bringing her child in her arms toward the great shelter and home, as she had toiled in her fright and weakness that dark and miserable night toward the house on the hill.

And Nan stood on the shore while the warm wind that gently blew her hair felt almost like a hand, and presently she went closer to the river, and looked far across it and beyond it to the hills. The eagles swung to and fro above the water, but she looked beyond them into the sky. The soft air and the sunshine came close to her; the trees stood about and seemed to watch her; and suddenly she reached her hands upward in an ecstasy of life and strength and gladness. O God, she said, I thank thee for my future.


A Marsh Island (1885)
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A Marsh Island was first published in book form in 1885 by Houghton, Mifflin and Company, shortly after it had been serialised in The Atlantic Monthly. It has not been considered as one of Jewetts major works and as such has not received as much scholarly attention. The reviews of the book after it was published were generally positive, although the critic from De Temporibus et Moribus, Vassar Miscellany, in June 1885, argued that while it was a pleasant and readable book...critics will be disappointed in it, after the expectations raised by A Country Doctor. The critics chief complaint is that the book has a charming style, but fails in its intent. The reviewer from The Literary World (May 1885) was more effusive in their praise for the novel, describing it as  a sweet and fragrant tale; honest and frank; full of a sylvan loveliness, a rustic freshness, that present the best side of New England... 

The narrative is set in north-eastern Massachusetts, on the Great Salt Marsh, along the coast of New England. The novel begins with a young artist from the city, Dick Dale, taking refuge at a farm owned by the Owen family after he has become stranded on a sketching expedition. He quickly develops a bond with the farmers daughter, Doris Owen, who is intrigued and enlivened by Dales knowledge of art and culture and he uncovers an entirely new world to her. Dale too is exposed to a completely different lifestyle while staying with the family. Jewett attempts to demonstrate how Doris Owen and Dick Dale, two people with very different experiences, can learn from each other and evolve, without abandoning or rejecting their own worlds.
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The Great Marsh in Plum Island, Newbury, and Ipswich, Massachusetts


I.
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ONE AUGUST AFTERNOON the people who drove along the east road of a pleasant Sussex County town were much interested in the appearance of a young man who was hard at work before a slender easel near the wayside. Most of the spectators felt a strong desire to linger; if any had happened to be afoot they would surely have looked over the artists shoulder; as it was, they inspected with some contempt the bit of scenery which was honored with so much attention. This was in no way remarkable. They saw a familiar row of willows and a foreground of pasture, broken here and there by gray rocks, while beyond a tide river the marshes seemed to stretch away to the end of the world.

Almost everybody who drove along would have confidently directed the stranger to a better specimen of the natural beauties of the town, yet he seemed unsuspicious of his mistake, and painted busily. Sometimes he strolled away, apparently taking aimless steps, but always keeping his eyes fixed upon the landscape, while once he flung himself impatiently at full length on the soft grass, in the shade of the nearest tree. One would have said that such enthusiastic interest in his pursuit was exceptional rather than common with him; but he presently took a new view of his subject from this point, and after some reflection rose and went nearer to a slender birch-tree which stood in his left foreground. There was a touch of uncommon color on some of its leaves, which had been changed early, and he held the twig in his hand, rustled it, and looked up at the topmost branches, which seemed all a-shiver at this strange attention. The light breeze passed over; the young tree was still again. A boy might have bent it, and cut and trimmed it with his jack-knife, for an afternoons fishing, and the artist reached out and for a moment held the stem, which had lately put on its first white dress; then he let it spring away from him. Trees that grow alone have a great deal more individuality than those which stand in companies; the young man gave another look at the charming outline of this one, and went back toward his easel. As he turned he was suddenly attracted by the beauty of the landscape which had been behind him all the afternoon. The moorland-like hills were beginning to grow purple, and a lovely light had gathered into the country which lay between him and the western sky. He condemned himself for having been so easily suited with his point of view, and felt dissatisfied and displeased for the moment with his days work.

At his feet grew an enticing crop of mushrooms, and with a sigh at the evasiveness of Art he stooped to gather the little harvest, and filled a handkerchief with the delicate pink and white fungi; tossing away the sunburnt ones of yesterdays growth, and biting two or three of the smallest buttons with a good relish. If I only had some salt, now! he said to himself. I wonder what time it is; then he looked somewhat eagerly along the road, as if he expected a companion.

Nobody could be discovered. It was some time since any traveler had passed that way; the few wagons that had gone to market early in the morning had long since returned, and the greater part of the men and horses were busy on the marshes, for this was the time of year for cutting the salt hay. When he looked at his sketch again it made him forget his other thoughts, and holding his brush at arms length, and again stepping to and fro lightly, he put in some necessary touches with most delicate intention and pleasure. Not so bad! he said half aloud, though my birch-tree does not look as if she could flit away if I frightened her, as the real one does.

There was a pervading flavor of idleness and of pleasure about the young mans industry. The olive-like willows and the birch-tree and the shining water seemed to lend themselves to his apparent holiday-making. Not a great distance away, the mowers wished it were still nearer sundown, as they went slowly back and forward on the marsh. This was a hot day for out-of-door work; the scythes could not be kept sharp enough, and the sun was dazzling everybodys eyes as it went down in the west. Even the good-natured jokes of some workmen could not shame away the frequent grumbling of others.

The artist could sometimes see the shine of a scythe, and hear a far-away peal of laughter or a shout, and this gave him a pleasant sense of companionship. He would have thought it was the charming weather that made him so happy and his work so prosperous if he had thought anything at all about it. He was too well used to good fortune to make any special note of this day, being endowed with a disposition which is not troubled by bad weather of any sort, and only waits, bird-like and meditative, to fly forth again when the sun is out. In fact, while the serenity of his personal atmosphere possessed a certain impenetrability for its enemies, friends could share it, and were attracted by the cheerful magnet at the centre. This young man had usually found his fellow-creatures wonderfully pleasant and ready to further his projects. He was called lucky, and sometimes selfish, by those who envied him, while his friends insisted that he gave them pleasure of the best and most unselfish sort. His virtues came of moral excellence, no doubt; still, the mysterious electric currents are at the root of our likes and dislikes. His nature was attractive, and everywhere admirers, and even friends, flocked to the standard of this curly-haired and cheerful knight, while one castle gate after another opened before him as he went his way through life. To be not uncomfortably young, to be boyishly hungry and enviably enthusiastic, to find the world interesting, and, on the whole, faithful to its promises, were happy conditions. A respectable gift for water-color painting and an admirable ambition to excel in the use of oil colors made sufficient business responsibilities. If sometimes existence seemed to lead nowhere in particular, and his hopes and projects were directed toward results too close at hand, it was because our hero felt an impatience for the great motive power of his life to take possession of him. He had a dim sense of his best self, as if it were a sort of spiritual companionship, and had once said that he believed he was waiting orders; confessing also that he had checked himself in various indiscretions, because he should not like to carry a bad record to his noble future. The friend who listened to this, being an older man, smiled under cover of the darkness, and called Dick Dale a girlish fellow, but a good one, before he laughed aloud, and wished him good fortune in a way that implied there was really no such thing.

Since advancement and glory are the reward of ones own definite effort, young Dale was as far as ever from possessing them. He was apparently unambitious, but his life was remarkably free from reproach, while he was often proved useful and always agreeable by his next neighbors. His smallest daily duties and pleasures were considered with increasing zest and respectfulness. Society valued him and instinctively paid him deference, as if it understood how sincerely he respected himself. He had often smiled when his fellows achieved early distinction and renown; if he had been poor, some croakers said, he would have made his mark, but those persons who knew him best laughed at the idea of its already being too late.

The days work, or play, whichever it might have been, was finished, and, his excitement having fairly burnt itself out, the painter looked along the road eagerly, and began to put his brushes and colors together for transportation. Then he went to the top of a hillock near by, hoping to get a wider view of the vacant road. Afterward, resigning himself to patience and looking hopelessly at his stopped watch, he sat down for a quarter of an hour, and diligently tried to make a whistle from a willow twig; but the autumn bark proved disobligingly dry, and would not slip nor lend itself to sweet sounds.

The scythes had all disappeared from the distant meadow. It seemed at last as if our friend were left sole tenant of the country, for the sun was almost down, and the shadows were damp and chilly as they gathered fast in the low ground. He tried wistfully once or twice to see if a friendly haymaker could not be summoned. He grew more and more angry with the boy who had left him there late in the morning, with orders to come for him again at four oclock. It appeared like a forsaken neighborhood, and Mr. Dale desperately climbed the shattered fence, and, having shouldered his artistic belongings as best he might, set forth with a limping gait toward the only house in sight. The road was perfectly level, and deep in white dust. The house looked a good way off; perhaps it was two thirds of a mile. The whole region seemed to be wild or reclaimed marsh land, except this farm, which covered a hill with its orchards and upland fields and pastures.

It was like a high, fruitful island in that sea of grass, the wayfarer thought; the salt inlets, indeed, surrounded it, though in some places one could leap the narrow ditches easily. The nearer he approached, the more picturesque and enticing he thought the farm. There was a great red barn well settled in the hillside, and a bluish-green company of willows, with some poplars and an elm or two, were clustered about the hospitable-looking dwelling. Pleasantest of all, at that moment, a straight plume of smoke was going up from one of the chimneys, most supper-like in its suggestion.


II.
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THE WARM YELLOW glow of the sun shone out once more through the haze, and filled the orchard and all the shaded places of the Marsh Island with a flood of golden light. The apple-trees and the willows were transfigured for a few minutes, and as the young man saw a bright reflection on the window panes of the house he felt a great longing to paint the scene before him, and seized every possible detail of it with his delighted eyes. It did not seem so late, now that the sun was out again, and he turned once, a little reluctant, to look down the road; for he might have been too impatient for the coming of the boy.

The slow horse and rattling wagon were, happily, not approaching, and he assured himself that his only resource was the good-will of the farmhouse. Perhaps he could find shelter there for the night, and make another sketch in the morning. There was not a more picturesque bit of country in America!

Mrs. Owen, the mistress of this thriving homestead, came to stand in the doorway just at that moment, being influenced by the beauty of the sunset, yet not consciously recognizing the fact. She discovered her husband, who had left the marshes earlier than the rest of the mowers, standing still, half-way across the dooryard.

Youve had a good days work, for such an old gentleman, she said, with affectionate raillery. What are you a-watchin? I declare, these trees have so overgrown we might s well live in the woods. But she noticed with considerable curiosity the pleased way in which the gray-haired farmer looked up through the topmost willow boughs to see the sunlight fade and disappear.

T was pretty, wasnt it? he answered. I think the old place never looks so well as it does in one of these yaller, fallish sundowns.

I thought it seemed clouded over a while ago, remarked the wife, after a moments reflection, but the sun must have burnt it off. I think likely youll have another good hay-day to-morrow, and she took a shrewd look at the heavens wherever they were visible from the doorstep, and finally came forward, past the corner of the house, in order to get a fair look at the west. She was a round-faced, pleasant-looking woman, who had by no means lost all her youthful charms, though she stepped heavily, and was nearer sixty than fifty; one would have thought her much younger than her husband.

Wheres Doris? he asked presently.

Right up there in her room. Shes been sewing on my new dress this afternoon. I thought likely it might come cool any day now, and I should need it. I told her Id get supper, if she wanted to finish. Doris is one that doesnt like to let the ends o work lay over, just like me. And shes promised to be off this evenin.

The farmer was beginning to ask a question, as they walked toward the door together, when his wife turned back at the sound of approaching footsteps. Sakes alive, there comes a peddler! she exclaimed. You just tend to him, Isrel. I must put the tea on; the menll be here before we know it, and she hurried into the house to establish herself behind the nearest window blind, and make sure what the stranger and foreigner wished to offer before she allowed herself to be interviewed in person.

Doris also looked out of the window just above, at the sound of a strange voice. The young man carried a picture carefully in his hand, and a bundle of sticks and other paraphernalia beside. He was asking if he could be driven to the next town, or, better still, if he could have a nights lodging at the farm, and laughingly explained his forsaken condition. I would have walked back, and thought nothing of it, he concluded, but I was thrown from a horse not long ago, and I am a little lame yet.

Ill speak to mother first, said the host. She must have her say about keepin ye; but he was most favorably inclined toward the stranger, and called his wife, who waited a few moments before replying, and then took the farthest way, all round the kitchen, from her window to the door close beside it.

This young man wants to know if you can keep him over night? the farmer inquired, with a sort of appealing decisiveness, while Mrs. Owen, moved by proper wisdom, regarded the wayfarer with stern scrutiny. He was undeniably a gentleman, which was both an incentive and a shock to her housekeeping instincts. It involved the use of a spare bedroom and some difference in the supper; but after all, she might as well take the chance of good society and earning a dollar as anybody else. The poor fellow looked anxious, and with the air of granting a favor Mrs. Owen nodded and gave her permission.

There was a word or two of hearty thanks, as the stranger put down his burden; but the decision having been given, he seemed to become one of the household at once, and looked up at his landlady with a frank friendliness which brought a tinge of girlish color into her solid cheek. Here are some mushrooms I found in the pasture, he said, and handed her the knotted handkerchief which had been slung to one of the rods of the easel.

Mrs. Owen looked doubtful, but pleased, and proceeded to examine them at once. Dear me, I dont want none of them, she answered. I should expect to be pisoned, certain sure. Perhaps youre acquainted with them where you come from, but we dont eat such about here.

Oh, but theyre too good to be thrown away, protested the hungry young fellow. I can cook them myself, if you dont mind.

Bless you, lad, Ill get you a good supper, and welcome, announced Mrs. Owen, with an air of confidence in her own powers. Doris, Doris! she called, lifting her face toward the upper window. Wont you come down? Ill show you your room quick as I can, she added to the guest, as she disappeared within the door.

Doris? he repeated questioningly to the farmer, who had been listening with a pleased smile to the conversation. What a pretty name!

Thats my daughter, all the girl weve got, said Mr. Owen. T is a good name; t was my mothers, and her mothers before her. . . . What might I call you? was added presently, in a half-confidential way, though, to judge from the tone, the motive was interest instead of curiosity.

Dale, answered the young man. And youre Mr. Owen, I believe. I asked that young scallywag who drove me over this noon. I noticed the farm when we were crossing the marshes.

Isrel Owen is right. Im owin only in name, though; and the guest laughed promptly at the time-honored joke, and even gave an admiring glance at the comfortable old house and its surroundings. Wed better come in now; t is getting damp. The womenll show you a place for your picture. Well, thats very pretty, I declare, as it was turned into view. Im glad I left that little white birch for ye. I was obliged to clear up the pasture some this last fall, but somehow or nother I didnt meddle with that. Theyre tender-lookin things, them little birches, though theyll catch on to the rocks where nothing else will. The old willers, too, youve got em complete. Follow it for a trade, do ye? But the answer seemed to be taken for granted, while Dick was wondering what he had better say.

The Owens guest had made friends with many a country household, but this episode promised to be most charming, and an unreasonable satisfaction filled his mind at every new feature of such homely life. He had been graciously invited to step into the clock-room, and he could see through the gathering twilight an assemblage of old furnishings and a general aspect of rural dignity and self-respect. He was already impatient of his countrymens habit of following a beaten track, having learned to travel more sensibly abroad. This was evidently the home of an old-fashioned farmer of the best sort, and Dick Dale became blissfully enthusiastic as he planned a short residence in such a delightful region. It seemed a great while since he had first driven along these roads, and made up his mind that some day or other he must come back quietly by himself to make some sketches. This was like a dreams coming true. He had just changed his plans on a sudden impulse, meaning to have only a day or two for himself before he kept a half engagement to join some acquaintances in town. Was not he his own master? And what difference would a delicious week or two here make to anybody but himself? He had a simple fondness for a summers round of visits, and yet had persuaded himself lately that he was wasting his time. How a fellow does tie himself hand and foot for six weeks together! he sagely reflected. This is like a bit of freedom, and he listened for a moment to the steady ticking of the monarch of the clock-room. It was a mere chance that he was here. The sketching of the day before had been unsuccessful, and he was blaming himself for his nonsense as he came away from the next town that very morning. He had after all taken hold of the golden string. The old farmer was a man of whom one should make the most. Once Dick had known another of exactly the same sort, in Devonshire; they might be brothers. And Doris, too, there was Doris; the young mans heart gave an impatient bound. If she proved to be the flower of this fine old growth, his adventure would be worth having.

Somebody was stepping quickly about in the room overhead, but Mr. Dale at that moment ceased his vague anticipations, and went out, as if he were quite familiar with his position, to find Mrs. Owen in the kitchen.

I spose youre getting sharp set enough by this time, said the hostess; but you make yourself at home, and I wont keep you waiting a great while. T is later than we commonly set down to supper, but when the men folks are getting in the salt hay it keeps everything at odds. Isrels most through milkin, he says. He fetched the cows up early, but he come out, just as we saw you, to look an see if the sun set all right. Hes too fanciful for such an old creatur, I tell him, and she looked up at the young mans face for the sympathy and intelligence she was sure to find.

Oh, Ill make myself at home, Dale answered. Something would happen to that boy if he came after me now. I should like very much indeed to stay a day or two here, instead of over night. It would be so near my - work.

We shall have to think that over, I expect, all of us, the busy woman answered, hurrying to the stove. But youre welcome to-night, certain. There, Doris, you take Mr. Dale up and show him his bedroom, and we wont waste time on apologies, for youve got to take us as you find us.

A door had opened at the foot of a flight of stairs, and a tall young woman half withdrew in her surprise at meeting the stranger unexpectedly. It would not be proper to show him to his room except by the front staircase, and so she came down into the kitchen. You will almost want a candle, she said, in a clear, fine voice, and led the way through the clock-room with perfect composure, and finally left him in a small chamber, whose single window was open to the faded western sky.

Doris, Doris, the young man said to himself softly. She is something new; it is like finding a garden flower growing in a field.

The very twilight in the house had helped to make the sight of her surprising. She walked before him, slender and stately; there was a perfection about her which made him scornfully reflect upon the ill-development, the incompleteness and rudimentariness, of most members of the human race. He could hardly wait to see her again, and an eagerness to make himself attractive to her took possession of him. The natural reverence which a truly beautiful woman can always inspire was by no means wanting, and so sweet a mystery as Doris must be solved as soon as possible.

The lower room and the entry through which they had come had been dark, so that the stranger stumbled once or twice, to his great displeasure, and might at last have gone headlong into the little bedroom if Doris had not said, Mind the step! with an air of gentle patience. His guide left him at the door, and as he looked about the room he thought it quiet and orderly enough to have been her own. After the darkness they had just left it seemed well lighted by the sunset, which was now all faint rose-color and gray. There was a plump-looking bed, like a well-risen loaf, and a straight-backed chair or two, and a small three-cornered washstand, toward which his paint-streaked hands led him at once. He lifted the water-jug with admiration. It held very little, but it was of an adorable shape and quality of ancient English crockery, and he reminded himself that he might find a way through old Mrs. Owens heart to her closets; for who knew what unappreciated treasures might be hidden away? Over the narrow mantelpiece there hung a sword, and, as well as the guest could see, an army commission or discharge in a simple frame. Perhaps Doris had lost a lover, and a thrill of sympathy filled this new admirers mind; but on second thought he concluded that it was much better for him than her having a present lover. She seemed too young to have known much of the war, and this might have been the property of an elder brother or an uncle, or even the trophy of Farmer Owen himself. There was no reason why the sword should not have been there since the days of the Revolution, for that matter; the house was certainly old enough, and looked, so far as he had seen, as if there had been few changes during the last half century. There was a state of complete surrender to fate involved by the absence of any personal property, and after taking a long look from the narrow window, which made him more in love with the countryside than ever, Dick Dale attempted to return to the society of his new friends. A fear of lurking pitfalls of back staircases made him advance slowly, but with entire safety to himself. He thought once with great amusement that he was capable of making the most of a slight twist to his ankle in order to secure a weeks stay at the farm. Art might be his excuse, at any rate, for he was quite sincere in wishing to carry away some sketches of the Sussex neighborhood. This was not a very purposeful young man: those who were growing old already among his comrades might laugh or scold at him for his apparent neglect of lifes great opportunities, but nobody could accuse him of not making the most of the days as they came. His idleness might have made him wiser than their business had made them, but this was hardly proved to most peoples satisfaction. If he did nothing for himself, a few had said sneeringly, everybody was the more ready to serve him. But the rest knew that he was only an idle hero, and loved him and believed in him, and had need of patience.

Downstairs in the kitchen Israel Owen and his wife had been discussing this interesting young man who had suddenly demanded their hospitality. Guests were by no means rare in summer weather, but the list of relatives and friends had been shortened in the last few years, and many of the old aunts and cousins had died who used to depend upon a visit at the farm. Doris was not one who made many acquaintances, her mother had often said, with regret. She had been sent to Westmarket to school, and stood well in her classes, beside having the advantage of good society at the cousins house where she boarded; but she had seemed entirely contented to be at home ever since. Mrs. Owen possessed a most social nature, and always wished for more excitement and news than it was possible to find. She would have liked a village life best, with plenty of visiting from house to house and great authority in parish matters. She truly loved her husband, but when she married him it was with a firm determination to persuade him to sell the farm before many years, and the marsh island was but a stepping-stone for her ambition. She had stood there disappointed ever since, for the fancied stepping-stone had proved to be a pedestal. She had requested earnestly, in early life, that they might go to some centre of civilization, for the childrens sake; but of late years, when Doris was found to be, as was often asserted, just such a slow-coach as her father, Martha Owen had resigned herself to her fate. Nobody knew better than she that she was looked upon with envy by all her neighbors. She had money enough and to spare, but for all that she was secretly grieved and dissatisfied because she spent her days as a farmers wife. Her acquaintances were well used to her complaints. She was a cheerful, friendly soul, even in her fault-finding, and a listener was more apt to laugh at than to pity her smaller troubles. However, the undercurrent of dislike was sure to be felt by those who lived with her, and her family recognized a day now and then when it was best to step gently on their way, and not venture upon the discussion of even a trifling subject.

Hes no strolling fellow, she was saying of her guest. You just look at that handkerchief with the toadstools in it. No finer linen ever came into this house. And even his initials on it, like a girls. Most likely t is some fancy led him here painting pictures. I dont believe he follows it for a trade, but he may. I wish Id told him to throw these things out, she added, looking at the contents of the handkerchief with considerable awe. Ill let him take care of em, any way. I dont want em round the kitchen.

Whats one mans meats another mans pison, sagely observed one of the young haymakers, who had drenched his head well at the pump, and sat fanning himself with his frayed straw hat on the doorstep. I used to work over to the quarries with an old Frenchman, who pretty near lived on em while they lasted. He give me some one day on a piece of bread, and they tasted first rate. I never saw such a chowder as he could set on to the table. Didnt know what it was when he first caught sight of it, either.

The French is born cooks, Ive always heard, said Mrs. Owen, not wishing to be instructed by this stripling, while her husband chivalrously resented so limited a view of the great nation, and said meditatively that he didnt doubt that Bonaparte could have cooked if he tried. He did everything else he undertook for a time.

The boys used to rough that old fellow on account of eatin frogs, Jim Fales asserted, as if he were determined to be the ally of his hostess. He was waiting impatiently for his supper at that moment.

The young man spoke about bein kept longer than over night, didnt he? asked the master of the house softly, as if he favored the idea. I declare, Marthy, he makes me think of Isrel a little. Hes got a pleasant way with him. I dont know but what I should say yes; if you feel to, that is.

We neednt urge him quick as he gets downstairs, came the answer from the pantry. Were noways obliged to keep boarders; and were a-cuttin the mash hay, that always makes extry work; and its inconvenient havin Temprance off, though Doris and I get along well enough without her so far. I suppose hed be willin to pay high board; but there, we may never hear nothing more about it. I do know but what he does favor Isrel a little about his forehead an eyes, she added, in a lower tone. Now, Jim Fales, do call in Mr. Jenks and Allen, and have your supper. Youve been lookin hungry enough at me to scare anybody, like the old cat yisterday, after shed been shut up in the apple sullar since Wednesday. She was follerin me the whole forenoon.

Wheres Doris? asked the farmer again. Why aint she helpin of you?

Shes had some supper, all she wanted, replied the mother, bustling more than ever, and retreating to the outer kitchen, where the stove had its summer residence. Theyve got to git there earlier n common. This is the night she promised to go over to the ministers with Dan Lester. Some of the young folks -

Thats all right, and Mr. Owens voice had a more satisfied tone than his wifes. But I thought t was Thursday nights they went. I forgot about the parsons being away this week.

T would have been just as well for me if shed kept at home to-night, but I aint one to complain. Dan Lester takes a good deal for granted lately, seems to me.

Hes been working smart all day, said the farmer. Dans a willin fellow, and there were others knew that I was short of help. Id fetched him home to supper if I had remembered about to-night.

He couldnt ride over there with his haying rig on, replied the mistress, scornfully taking her place at the head of the table, and pouring a steaming cup of tea for anybody who would come to claim it. All the haymakers filed in at the door at that minute, and began to help themselves before they were fairly seated.

Ill speak to the young man, said Mr. Owen; but just at that moment the door opened, and Mr. Richard Dale made his appearance.

The three hungry men who had taken one side of the supper table to themselves paused for an instant to regard the stranger; then they all looked down again, and went on eating.

You see we give you welcome to what we have, and make no stranger of you, my lad, said the master of the house, with fine old-fashioned courtesy; while Dale nodded and smiled, and began to prove himself as hungry as the rest.

I hope I shall not frighten you, Mrs. Owen, he ventured to say presently, for there was a chilling silence upon the little company. The truth is, I have had nothing to eat since breakfast; at which the good womans hospitable heart was touched, and she leaned over to see if his plate lacked anything. She had breakfasted before six oclock, which was early enough at that time of year, when the mornings were much shorter than in June. Dale had had an advantage of three hours, or more, but the day since then seemed long; such a good supper as this was worth waiting for, and he stated the fact most sincerely. Soon the shyest member of the party was quite at his ease again, and the stranger was making each man his friend. His small adventure was rendered more amusing than it had really seemed at the time, and an ingenious threat and argument against the delinquent small boy served to entertain the company to such a degree that there was a merry shout of laughter. Jim Fales thought he had done this delightful companion a great wrong at first, and began to admire him intensely. The haymakers presently resumed a discussion of the probable length of a snake which had been seen at the edge of the marsh that day; but Mr. Jenks, the senior workman, continued to eat his supper, as if he considered that the most important duty of the moment. He resembled a sailor: there were small gold rings in his ears, and he had a foreign look, acquired, it must have been, for he was unmistakably a New Englander to begin with. Dale soon found himself influenced by the deference which the rest of the party paid to Mr. Jenks, and looked up with pleased expectancy when the old farmer said, Jenks, give us the particulars of that big raskill. You was one of three that killed him over on the Six-Mile Mash. Dont set there lookin as innycent as a man thats drivin a new hoss! Whereupon silent Mr. Jenks was induced to tell his best story, though not without much precision and unnecessary delay.

It seemed very dark now, out-of-doors, and when some one drove quickly into the yard, toward the close of this unexpectedly festive occasion, the guest of the household felt a sudden dismay. He was enjoying himself with all his heart, and savagely assured himself that the boy might turn about and go back again. He would neither be driven into a ditch nor try to find his own way over unfamiliar roads.

Nobody seemed to be concerned with the arrival, however, and our friend went on eating his hot gingerbread with its crisp crust. He observed that a shadow overspread Mrs. Owens countenance for a moment, and presently took heart, and thought he need not have been so angry, after all. There was no sound of approaching footsteps, though he had distinctly heard some one leap to the ground; but directly the door at the foot of the stairway, which had received more than one hopeful glance, was opened, and Doris appeared again, ready for a drive. She was plainly dressed, and the second view of her was by no means disappointing. I dont feel right to be leaving you, mother, she said, pausing a moment, but I finished the dress. The elder woman hardly listened as she looked at her daughter with motherly pride, and then at the young stranger, who had risen and stood ready to escort Doris a little way; to open a door for her, perhaps, though the one which led to the yard was already open. He was strangely envious of the cavalier outside, and came quietly back to his place at the table. Everybody listened as the two voices - the girls and was it her lovers? - exchanged greetings, and then the wheels trundled away down the road. The horse was not one that would stand well, but an excellent beast on the road, Mr. Owen at length mentioned, with a little reluctance at being obliged to speak first; and then there was another pause, and the crickets chirped louder than ever, and a rising breeze swayed the great willows and blew their faint fragrance through the wide kitchen.

Mrs. Owen had been embarrassed and a little flustered, as she would have expressed it, by the gallantry the handsome stranger had shown her daughter; the girl herself had accepted it without surprise. There was a charming dignity and simplicity about Doris, and if there were a chance, though Dick Dale was not experienced in figure-drawing, he would try to make a sketch of her, for her fathers sake, before he went away. The old mans pathetic face grew more and more attractive to him, also, and altogether he was glad to be at the farm. He had not seen anything of such life as this since he was a boy.


III.
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THE HAYMAKERS LEFT their seats at the table, and strayed away one by one, and were seen no more that night. The day had been long and very hot for the season, and no doubt they were ready to seek their couches in the close, low-storied kitchen chamber. First, however, it was necessary to have a consultation upon the appearance of the stranger, and to make ingenious guesses at his past history, not omitting also his present circumstances and future plans.

He never was this way before. Think likely he thought hed come round and take a look at the heathen, said Jim Fales, who was best acquainted in the neighborhood, and who, by virtue of a four months residence in the family, could speak with great authority. His employer commonly asserted that James was young, but willing, when it became necessary to allude to him, and the haymakers themselves treated him with a cheerful forbearance which might easily have degenerated into something less. Jim had taken the place of a middle-aged man who had been Mr. Owens mainstay for many years; but Asa had been persuaded, against the wishes and warnings of his Eastern friends, to join a brother who had long ago settled in the West. The haymakers asked Jim for news of him.

Thought hed grow up with the country, I expect, remarked Mr. Jenks, who was sitting at the end of the grindstone frame.

Asa was well off, said Jim. We think that his folks had an eye to his means, and expected, if they got him rooted up and planted out there, they could do as they were a mind to. I guess theyll have to set him out in a new spot before hell shake down much of a crop of his dollars, the young man added smartly, much elated at his comparison.

Asa was snug, agreed Mr. Jenks, not appearing to notice anything peculiar about the preceding statement. I want what you would call well acquainted with him, but I guess he may make out to come back if he dont like. He never could have had no great expense here: he never had nothing special to lay his money out on, so t was natural it accumulated.

Some folks cant spend, and more cant save, said Allen, who was busily puffing at his pipe, which seemed to have some trouble with its draft. They all seem to be open-handed, nice folks here to Owens. Lord, what a supper I laid away! They live well, dont they?

Pretty fair, said Jim mildly, but with evident pleasure, as if he were being personally praised. His own clothes had grown very tight since he took up his residence on the Marsh Island.

It happened that Farmer Owen was also thinking of his own loss and Asas lack of judgment. He and young Dale sat together in the side doorway, in two of the kitchen chairs, while the mistress of the house clicked and rattled the supper plates, and eclipsed the bright light of the kitchen as she went to and fro. Dick was listening to the crickets and the soft sounds that came out of the warm darkness, when Mr. Owen asked whether he had ever been much to the westward.

Only once, a good while ago, he answered, a little surprised. But this seemed somewhat unsatisfactory.

Ive been wanting to inquire, said the farmer. This region never was great for havin the Western fever, but Asa Bunt, that has lived with us a good many years, since my fathers day t was, took a notion to seek his fortune. I guess a pack o hungry, worthless folks o his was seekin theirs; they give him no peace.

Dale did not find himself deeply interested in this statement, and there was a short period of silence.

My fathers brothers and my mothers folks all followed the sea, said Israel Owen presently, and I think my boy had it in him, for all I dwell so much upon having had him spared to be at home with me.

The listener turned his head, as if eager to know the rest of the story.

Killed in the war, all the boy I ever had, was the response. Only twenty-one, he was, the April before he died in July. Shot dead, so he didnt suffer any, so far as we know. Hes laying out here in the orchard, alongside the rest of the folks. I went out South and fetched him home to the old place. Ive been thinking ever since I see you that you favor him in your looks: theres something about your forehead and eyes and the way your hair grows. Ill show you a likeness of him in the morning: t is a rough thing that was taken in camp, that he sent home to me. There are some other pictures of him that his mother keeps, taken younger, but I seem to set the most by mine.

That was his sword in the room I am to sleep in? asked Dale, filled with pity, and understanding the pathetic smile of this apparently prosperous man.

Yes. The folks thought they ought to have it down in the best room, but I didnt seem to want to. That was always his bedroom, and there are some other things there that belonged to him, and I like to keep em together. He was first leftenant when he was shot. There were two girls between him an Doris, but they died very small. Doris is - I couldnt get along without her nohow; but thered been an Isrel Owen on the farm for near two hundred years, and now therell never be another. I aint a sound man myself, so I wasnt out in the army; but I never felt so cheap in my life as I did the forenoon I see Isrel marchin by, an the rest of em. I never got no such news as when I heard he was shot. Ive kep the farm goin and stood in my lot an place the best I could, but I tell you it took the heart right out o me.

Dale was silent; there was nothing he could say. The father had looked his sorrow in the face so long that a strangers thought of it was not worth expression. Yet he could just remember his own father, and somehow a deep sympathy flashed quick from one mans heart to the other.

You spoke about stopping in the neighborhood for a few days? the host said, after a pause, in which they had both listened to the far-away strange cry of a sea-bird down on the marshes. Dale responded with instant gratitude and hopefulness: -

I should like it very much. I must finish the picture I began to-day, and I wish to make several other sketches. It really would be a great favor if Mrs. Owen could make room for me. I must bring my traps over from Dunster, though. Will any of your people be driving that way in the morning?

Mrs. Owen herself was standing near, and answered this, as if she were the only one to be consulted in such important arrangements. We never have taken folks to board, she replied, but I dont know as we ought to refuse you, on Bible grounds, and she laughed good-naturedly.

I am afraid you will be disappointed if you hope for an angel this time, Dale smiled back again. He was standing in the doorway, and the light from the kitchen shone full in his handsome, boyish face. The farmer sighed, and leaned forward a little as he looked at him wistfully. But Martha Owen hastened to say that Doris was going to Dunster in the morning to have the colt shod, and as likely as not would be glad of company. The men folks would all be off about the salt hay.

Later that evening Dick Dale lay in bed listening again to the crickets, which kept up a ceaseless chirping about the house, and to the sober exclamations of the lonely sea-bird in the low land, not far away. The window was wide open, within reach of his hand, and once or twice he raised himself on his elbow to look up at the stars, which were gleaming and twinkling in a white host, whose armies seemed to cover the sky. The willows reached out their huge branches and made a small cloud of dense darkness, and the damp sea air was flavored with their fragrance and that of the newly mown marshes. There were no sounds, except those made by the faintly rustling leaves and the small chirping creatures, which seemed to have been stationed by the rural neighborhood as a kind of night watchmen to cry, Alls well, and mark the time. The great loon was the minute-hand, while the crickets told the seconds with incessant diligence; as for the hours, they seemed so much longer than usual that whether a wind or a falling star announced their close it would be impossible to determine.

Since Israel Owen had made known the history of his dead son, the narrow chamber had become much more interesting. The present tenant of it was usually given to keeping late hours, but he had offered no objection when his host suggested that it was time to go to bed, feeling that it would be impossible to disregard the customs of the family that night, at least. Farmer Owen lingered a moment after he gave the young man a candle in a saucer candlestick, and looked at him as if he wished to say something. He was apparently unable to suit himself with words, however, and turned away with a cheerful Good-night to ye, my lad; but the short silence was not unmeaning. The candle had an unpleasant odor, and burned unevenly, letting a small torrent of its substance descend upon the well-brightened brass. Dick wondered, as he stood before it with his hands in his pockets, if Mrs. Owen would consent to part with the old candlestick; he thought it would look well in the studio which he occupied somewhat irregularly with a friend.

There was a square spot of glimmering white on the blue homespun covering of the bed, which proved to be a garment of primitive construction, and Dick inspected it with some amusement, until the thought struck him that it might have been part of the wardrobe of the young soldier. There was a mingled odor of camphor and herbs, as if it were just taken from a chest that was seldom opened. After a moments reflection he shook it outside the window, and waved it to and fro gently in the mild night air. Then he proceeded to make a circuit of the room, and held the candle high while he read the lieutenants commission. Dick had been much too young to go to the war himself, though he was thwarted in a fierce ambition to march afield as drummer-boy, and he felt a curious interest in the farmer lad to whom this cheap-looking bit of paper certified a place in history. Only one name among thousands, to be sure, but a name forever kept by his country! A thrill went through the man who read. He was much older than this Israel Owen, but he felt immeasurably younger. There was a dignity and pathos about the unused bedroom, though its present occupant looked round it next to see if there were anything else which it would be possible to read for an hour. A person who was by no means used to early hours could not help feeling wide awake at a little past nine. He had given Farmer Owen his last cigar, as they sat together in the doorway, and was thankful it was a good one; as for his cigarettes, they had failed altogether some hours before. Presently the feeble candle was out, and after the smoke of it had been blown away, and the clean, quiet place seemed only a protected corner of the wide, starlit world, he laughed a little at the unexpectedness of the situation, and then thought, with a shadow of envy, of Doris and the young man, and began to listen for the sound of returning wheels. To-morrow would be Saturday; he must make the most of it. This would be pleasant enough to look back upon; but such a thin pillow and thick bed were worse than the bare ground. The confession must be made, however, that when Dan Lester, the enviable gallant, had helped his companion to descend from the new light carriage, which had been bought chiefly with a view to her pleasure, it was only twenty minutes to ten oclock, and Mr. Richard Dale was already sound asleep.


IV.
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AS DORIS AND her cavalier turned out of the yard and drove down the road, they were both silent for a minute or two. The evening was very dark, and Doris lost all thought of her companion as she instinctively assumed a certain responsibility and kept watch before her. In a little while, however, her strong eyes became independent of the shadows, and as the horses feet struck the smooth track of the highway she leaned back in the carriage, and her attention became diverted to the interests of the occasion. Dan Lester was a dim figure at her side; he had seen his way all the time and felt no uneasiness, and now turned to look at Doris with entire satisfaction. He knew perfectly well that nothing served his purpose better than to be able to claim Doriss companionship on the slightest pretext. Doris herself was so shy of love-makers that he did not mean to startle her by any premature avowal of his true affection for her. This very evening his heart gave a happy beat, as he told himself that she could not have gone to the village very well without him; indeed, she might have to give up more than one pleasure if he were not always ready and glad to serve her; some day she would surely find out that she could not get along without him any better than he could without her. And the good fellow leaned over and smoothed the lap-robe, and tucked it in more closely. Most of the maidens whom he had known were willing to be agreeable, and to smile upon him and his attentions, and he was not averse to being smiled upon; but Doris Owens lack of self-consciousness and quiet dignity attracted him, and kept him eager to follow and to win her. He could not remember a time when he did not feel for her a tenderness that nothing should change. To-night he reassured himself that at last he was able to marry a wife whenever he chose, and suddenly found it more difficult than ever to bide his time. Dan was quite aware that the neighbors had long ago ceased to feel any excitement about so natural and proper a match; they had talked it over and over, and settled his future for him, and even spoken to him on the subject without the least hesitation. But, strange to say, in these days, when he continually told himself that all obstacles had been removed, the lover became for the first time disturbed and uncertain. Doris was so friendly and sisterly, and unlike other girls who thought of marriage. Yet it was not impossible that she was quiet and sweet, and untroubled even by love; and Dan Lester grew scarlet all at once in the sheltering darkness, because he was possessed by an eager desire to risk asking the great question that very night. Perhaps Doris was waiting for him to declare himself; was wishing to hear the words he found it so hard to say.

At that instant the girl herself spoke, and he was instantly possessed by a sense of disappointment; there was evidently a complete unconsciousness of such an exciting possibility. I was not sure that you would come, she said. I hope you didnt feel obliged to keep the promise, if you were tired. I wasnt counting on it greatly, and haying is hard work.

Lester laughed uneasily. T would take more than haying to beat me, he answered, and touched his horse unnecessarily with the whip, after which his thoughts returned to a subject which had provoked his curiosity while he waited in the farmhouse yard. Have you had company come? he asked. I saw a stranger at supper with the rest of the folks.

Doris was glad to have a new topic for conversation suggested. She half feared that it was an unwelcome tax upon Dan to drive her to the village that evening. He was unusually silent, and she had begun to be the least bit uncomfortable.

She hoped that he would not feel bound to her, yet her womans heart had become aware that one element in their relation to each other was fast growing more conspicuous than any other; and she had lately both dreaded and enjoyed being alone with him. Dan had been her brother Israels crony, and was a near neighbor. It was perfectly natural that he should be at the farm often.

Mother told me that the young mans name is Dale, she answered, cordially. I dont know anything about him, except that he was painting a picture somewhere near here to-day, and they forgot to come for him from Dunster; so he came up to the house, and asked to stay over night. They think he looks a good deal as Israel did, Doris added softly. Father seemed to want him to stay. I didnt like to come away and leave mother with so much to do, but this morning she was very anxious to get word to Temprance; we were to let her know when we began to get the salt hay in. Mother said a little while ago that perhaps wed better let her stay another day or two, or go over to-morrow and get her; but I was afraid she would be all tired out. You know what mother is when theres a great deal extra to do.

Dan Lester eagerly insisted that Doris had done exactly right. He had quickly understood Mrs. Owens change of opinion, and found it enough to rouse a flame of jealousy. Temprance has been away most a fortnight, he remarked as quietly as he could. She never gets any rest over at her sisters, any way.

He could not be sufficiently thankful that Doris was not at home that evening, being suspicious of the unknown rival, and unpleasantly sure that Mrs. Owen was filled with ambitions for her daughters future that overtopped and slighted his own claims. There was something ominous in the strangers appearance at this critical time, and poor Lester wished that he were already sure that Doris belonged to him; he must settle it right away. But while he tried to gain courage to speak to her, Doris, who was in uncommonly good spirits, talked about one every-day thing after another until they reached the ministers door.

When the choir-meeting was over, fate would insist that a cousin, who lived half a mile or more beyond his own house, should ask to make a third passenger homeward in the new buggy. Dan was amazingly ungracious for the first few minutes, but the girls, who were good friends, gossiped together serenely all the way.


V.
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THE VARIOUS EXCITEMENTS of the evening apparently exhausted Mrs. Owens reserve fund of good-humor, for she came downstairs the next morning looking older than usual and very despondent. Her husband, on the contrary, was in a cheerful frame of mind, and even hummed a tune as he waited for his breakfast. Whenever his companion had occasion to go to the kitchen closet, just behind the chair where he sat, she gave a deep and ostentatious sigh. The farmer was always an early riser, and had already fed the horses and cattle; he asked now, with mild interest, if none of his assistants had yet appeared.

There was no answer to such an unnecessary question, and a vague thought flitted through the good mans mind that perhaps this had been one of the idle words for which he must give account. It was hardly a rebuke to himself, but rather a theological view of an unimportant mistake. He still waited patiently, giving his best attention to his interlaced fingers, matching one thumb to the other, and wondering, also, what mother had on her mind now. He had known these signs of storm to precede even so reasonable an event as her going to the village to pay an afternoon visit, and a general overturning of affairs always preceded the more serious enterprise of deciding upon new clothes. He assured himself that the clouds were likely to blow over, and smiled suddenly at his own philosophy. It was half-past five oclock; the morning was chilly and misty, and would have promised to an inland farmer anything but a good hay-day.

The smile reflected from his observation of the in-door weather seemed to deepen Mrs. Owens sense of displeasure. Im getting the breakfast ready as fast s I can, she said, in a most offended tone. You just try to do all your farm work with one pair o hands, and see how you make out.

I didnt know as anybody was ever in the habit of usin two pair, suggested Israel Owen mildly. None of us is expected to do any more than we can do. Dont overtax yourself, Marthy, he added, placidly. I declare, I dont know when Ive ever been so sharp-set for breakfast, though. I think most like it may be on account of the weathers being cooler. Whats goin on with you to-day? I hope Temprance ll get home good an early.

T will be the first day since shes been gone that she could wear her new thick dress. I told her t was all nonsense to toil so over it. Anybody might know t was like to be too warm weather to have any good of such a thick material. She thought shed have it ready for winter if she got it done now, in leisure time, before we begun to get the mash hay in. An she didnt have a notion that you would begin till Monday. I must say I hate to spoil her visit, sending and getting of her home.

Were going over on the south mash, said the farmer, tilting his chair, and most likely wont be back before seven or eight oclock. You might take the old horse and jog up Dunster way, and fetch Temprance home yourself, t will be a change.

The cause of Mrs. Owens despondency was at once apparent, and the discovery of her plan seemed to excite great anger: Id just like to know how Im going over there without a decent thing to wear over my shoulders. Nobody would expect that I belonged to folks who had means. Ive got some pride, if you aint. Theres Temprances folks from the West all there. I do consider they are weak about dress, and lod on too much of it without respect to occasion: but I dont feel happy when Ive got nothin to wear over me except old things thats only fit, and ought by good rights to be took, for rug-rags.

They used to tell a story - I do know but youve heard it - about old Sergeant Copp an his wife, that was always quarrelin, said the farmer, in a tone of great satisfaction. Somebody heard her goin on one day. Says she, I do wish somebodyd give me a lift as fur as Westmarket. I do feel s if I ought to buy me a cap. I aint got a decent cap to my back: if I was to die to-morrow, I aint got no cap thats fit to lay me out in! Blast ye! says he, why didnt ye die when ye had a cap?

Martha Owen tried to preserve her severe expression, but began to laugh in spite of herself, and her companion knew that this was an end of present discomfort. Its your own fault if you an Doris dont have what you want to wear, he added. Im sure I always make you free to spend what money you need, but youre always a-sufferin for somethin.

Well, there, its more the trouble of gettin clothes than anything else, said the good woman. I spose I can go over an get Temprance. Well have an early dinner soon as Doris gets back from Dunster with the young man. I shall have to send her off soon as we get breakfast cleared away, said the crafty mother. There wont be a bit of tea in the house after to-morrow morning. We shall use up a sight with the three men, and now I suppose we must keep this new one. I dont know as he will make much trouble. They used to think Doris had a pretty taste for drawing; perhaps he will give her some lessons.

He wont stay here long, at this time of the year, said the father. We dont know a word about him, neither. I dont expect theres anything wrong in him; he couldnt look ye so straight in the eye. Doris ought to be coming down; it aint usual with her to be so behindhand; but at that minute her footfall was heard on the stairs.

Israel Owens face brightened as he saw his daughter. I thought t was about time for you, he said affectionately.

Doris looked up at the clock, and then smiled at him without speaking.

I dont know but quarter to six is full early enough, he answered. I think hired men are apt to take it out in nooning, if they dont loiter all through the day, when you try to start em out too early. Your mother here has been hard at it since a little past five, though; and this seemed like an attempt at reproach.

If Mrs. Owen had been allowed to speak her sorrows first, she could have made good use of the occasion; but as it was, she instantly defended her daughter, though in a manner which let both her companions understand that Doris had something else to answer for.

You couldnt have done anything until now, unless it was to open the fore-room windows before the young man comes down, she said; but after a minutes reflection and a glance at her father, Doris fell into line with the usual preparations for breakfast, and by six oclock the family had assembled round the table. The sun had broken through the morning mists, and the kitchen seemed a very comfortable and smiling place. The company was much more prosaic and business-like than it had been the evening before, at supper-time, for the beginning of a busy day has not the leisure that the close of it offers as part of the workers reward. Yet there has been a certain spirit of adventure at every breakfast table, whether it were surrounded by knights who were eager for the tournament, or bronze-faced haymakers ready to prove their prowess with the armies of straight-stemmed marsh grasses. The evening ought to find men tired, and it may find them disappointed and defeated; in the morning success seems possible, for who knows the treasures and surprises a new day may hold in its keeping?

As Dick Dale came through the clock-room he found the damp morning air very pleasant. There was no chill; only a sharp freshness, that gave an additional spur to his cheerful readiness to meet the world. The old farmer had opened the windows himself, and a straying branch of the cinnamon rosebush outside had been turned by the light wind, and was lying across one of the window sills, as if it were eager to come inside. The young man crossed the room quickly as he heard the sound of voices, and paused for a minute on the threshold of the kitchen, held by a pleased artistic sense. He had become somewhat familiar with such rural interiors in England and France, but the homelike quality of this, the picturesque grouping and good coloring, were a great surprise and satisfaction: he noted the bronzed faces of the men, the level rays of the pale sunlight, the dull gleam of the brass mountings of a chest of drawers at the shaded side of the room, and the central figure of the girl, who brought a tall coffee-pot with both hands, as if it were an urn of classic shape. Her delicate features and clear color seemed to intensify themselves as he looked, Doris would make a picture by herself. He must surely do the best he could at making a sketch of her.

Mrs. Owen thought the guest was experiencing an attack of awkwardness, and was not sure of his place at the table, and at once signified the seat which had been given him the evening before. After a few minutes the interruption was forgotten, and the regular progress of the breakfast went on, as if it had been a brook into which somebody had lately thrown a stone. Dale was half amused and half gratified with his new position. He had felt very much like other people until the evening before, but so sensitive a nature was aware that it had suddenly become the most interesting fact to several minds; that he represented an only half-understood order of things, and was looked upon with mingled suspicion and envy. It was not beyond his power to make his common humanity more apparent than the difference in experience and local values. Being, indeed, a man who was not ruled by the decorations of character, he had a true sympathy with his fellows, which gave him the advantage of feeling at home in almost any place; and with another glance at Doris, who sat by his side and next her father, without a word of entreaty to his companions, he began to lay the best claim he could to equal rights with the rest of the household. Busy Mrs. Owen could hardly spare time for her morning meal, and presently bustled away into the pantry to finish packing the dinner baskets. The farmer laid down his knife and fork, next, and carried the cider jug to the cellar, protesting that he had nearly forgotten it, which made the company smile; and two of the haymakers nodded at each other and grinned a moment later, when they heard their favorite beverage gurgling from its cask in the depths below. Then they went out together. There were a few reproachful cries at a restless horse, and a hurry and clatter and general excitement in the yard. The farmer came back again to the door to say that he should have to leave Mr. Dale to the favor of the women folks; but if he felt like strolling over to the marshes by and by he could find a welcome, especially if it looked like rain. The stranger himself laughed in response, and in a few minutes the stir was over, and quiet had again settled down upon the house. After a minutes hesitation Dick wandered back into the clock-room, and stood before the sketch he had made the day before. This was disappointing, after all; the little birch-tree was more like a tree and less like Doris than he had hoped to find it. Yet he was not sure that he felt exactly like going on with that bit of work; perhaps it would be better to look about the farm, and see what he could discover in the way of subjects. He had found his room at the north side of the house a little damp and cheerless that morning, and had doubted whether it were worth while to linger long in this rural neighborhood; but all trace of such want of hardiness had been dispelled by his comfortable breakfast. It really seemed his duty to forget inconveniences which could not be worth mentioning beside those he had encountered elsewhere in pursuit of his art. One did not happen upon such rich hunting-grounds every day, and he gave a complacent glance at a Washington pitcher of most rewarding quality, which held some durable dahlias and late summer flowers, on the narrow table under the blurred mirror in its twisted frame. He was a trifle ashamed of his grasping worldliness, as he stood in the old room. The master of the house was most attractive; he and his daughter were of a different fibre from the other inmates of the household. The girl had a fine repose and dignity of manner. She seemed equal to her duties, but she was grave and brooding; like some women whom he had known among the French peasants, with her serene expectancy and steadfastness and careful expenditure of enthusiasm. She was an economist by nature, but rich with power and strength, the young man thought, as he wondered if there were any one who had the gift of sounding the depths of her faithful heart. He was ready to read much romance and sentiment between the straight, plain lines of this new character. Evidently nothing of any great interest had happened to Doris yet, but it could not be possible that she was made only for fading out and growing old, undeveloped by these dull fashions of country life.

As he went up the broad green sloping yard toward the orchard, a little later, Mrs. Owens voice reached him as she sang a high droning psalm tune behind the wilted scarlet runners of the pantry window. She had sung in the church choir in her early years, and had agreed with her neighbors that her gift was quite uncommon; but it was impossible now for the listener to resist a smile at some of her ambitious excursions among the higher notes. She was rolling out a new supply of the substantial ginger cakes that her dependents so much admired, and doughnuts also must be provided afresh; but she noticed with pleasure that her guest was going in the same direction from which Doris would presently be returning, and rejoiced to think they were sure to meet.

Nothing would give her daughter a better suggestion than such an acquaintance as this. It was Mrs. Owens darling project that Doris should see something of the world. She dimly recognized that the world had a claim upon the girls beauty and good sense, and she wished to hear her praised and see her take a rightful place. Her own most womanly perception had not been unconscious of young Dales interest in her childs good looks. Dale himself was pleasant to look at; young Israel Owen might have truly been something like him, if he had grown older under such evidently prosperous worldly conditions; and the tears started to this mothers eyes, as she watched the stranger out of sight. She must ask him some time to give further particulars of the accident which had lamed him. He seemed to have difficulty in using his left foot, and limped a good deal now as he disappeared among the old trees of the orchard. Presently he came into view again, this time allured to the family burying-ground at the edge of the field. The good woman could see, as he had seen, the faded color of the little flag which since the last Decoration Day had fluttered in every breeze above the soldiers grave.


VI.
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THE WEATHER DID what it could to prosper the dwellers on the Marsh Island, and Dick Dale more than once assured himself that it was too heavenly beautiful for a man to do anything but enjoy life in idleness. There was a sturdiness and royalty about the stout-stemmed fruit-trees. He looked along delightful vistas between their rows, and when he had followed the hillside a short distance he discovered, as he turned to look behind him, a view of the farmhouse roofs and chimneys against the willows, with a far distance of shore and sea and clouds beyond, which appeared to him of inestimable beauty and value. He forgot, as he looked across the country, that he had ever known any interest in existence save that connected with his paints and brushes, and would have hurried back for the best of them if he had not remembered, almost with impatience, that Doris would be ready to drive him to Dunster at eight oclock. It was now a little past seven, and there never had been a better beginning of a day, with such wealth of time yet to look forward to. If Dale had been a more energetic person, he might have seized that perfection of morning light, and made sure of his sketch directly; but he looked back lovingly again and again instead, was sorry that the family plans seemed too important and inevitable to be disarranged, and strolled on through the open field. The aftermath here was wet with the heavy dew of the night before, and he kept to the cart track, along which the workmen had evidently passed earlier in the day. One of the ruts was well trodden and much used as a footpath. He wondered whither it led: it must be to the creek, and there was sure to be a fine view of the marshes after one reached the top of the slope beyond.

A salter breeze than any he had met blew the drier grasses of the hill-top, and for his lame foots sake he stopped, and then looked about eagerly. A wide, low country stretched away northward and eastward, with some pale blue hills on its horizon. The marshes looked as if the land had been raveled out into the sea, for the tide creeks and inlets were brimful of water, and some gulls were flashing their wings in the sunlight, as if they were rejoiced at the sight of the sinking and conquered shore. The far-away dunes of white sand were bewildering to look at, and their shadows were purple even at that distance. One might be thankful that he had risen early that morning, and had climbed a hill to see the world. Far away the haymaking was going on. In another direction some old haystacks looked soft and brown; and then Dale discovered a second group of men floating down the creeks, and was puzzled to know which were his friends. He felt like a leaf that drifts down a slow stream; he grew serenely contented in his delight, and dared to look the August sun full in its face, and then threw a stone with all his might at a bird that flew by. He blinked his dazzled eyes angrily because he could not tell whether the shot had been of any avail, and then laughed at himself, and felt like a boy on a stolen holiday. Just then he heard a noise of heavy footsteps, and behind some bushes, farther along the path he had been following, he was surprised to see Doris approaching, walking quickly beside two farm horses, whose harness was hanging about them, unfastened and clinking as they came. She was holding the near horse by his bit, and leaned backward to check the honest creatures, who were impatient to finish their breakfasts. The color flickered more brightly in her cheeks as she saw Dale, and watched him eagerly come down the slope to meet her.

The clumsy horses were filled with the spirit and excitement of the clear morning, and were ready to take advantage of any excuse for prancing a little. They raised their heads and looked at the stranger, and the off horse capered at the sight; the dangling harness struck them unexpectedly, and their slender teamster was suddenly in danger. At least, Dale thought so, and hastened to the rescue. Doris lost sight of him, but presently had the horses well in hand again, and a moment afterward she was shocked to see the painter try to get up from the turf. He had stumbled and fallen ignominiously, but looked pale, as if he were really hurt. The conquered horses stood still now, at the girls command. They were docile creatures, of great experience, who would stand in the hot sunshine all day, or follow the long spring furrows without impatience. They would not have struck their young mistress for all the cracked corn in the bin, and waited now, looking after her uneasily as she went toward the stranger.

It is only this confounded ankle of mine! growled Dale. I believe I never shall get it strong; and though he felt more and more disgusted and ashamed of himself and wished he were a thousand miles away, an unpleasant faintness was creeping over him. No, he would not be such a baby! But at this point the bright sky turned black, he felt the ground lift itself up and the short grass prick his cheek, and there was a pause altogether.

Only a minute went by before life resumed its course, and he opened his eyes, quite a languid and white-faced person now, instead of the stalwart admirer of the country who had come up the hill. You had better lie still a little while, said Doris softly. He need not have felt such a sense of inferiority and silliness, for her face was very sober and distressed. The horses had become totally indifferent to their surroundings, except as they tried to brush away a fly now and then. Dale sat up presently, and leaned his head on one hand while he felt his disabled ankle with the other, and then tied his handkerchief tightly about it. He felt sorry it was not the clean one which he had filled with mushrooms the day before; this looked miserably the worse for wear. Somehow, he never could remember to beg for paint rags before he started out for a days sketching.

Doris looked on compassionately. She was standing close beside him, and he was sure she had stooped to take off his hat, which had been uncomfortably misplaced over his eyes as he lay down; but she had not lifted his head on her arm, or behaved at all as maidens do when their lovers, or even their friends, faint in the story-books. He was obliged to confess that she was very sensible and very kind, however, and that she looked sorry for him.

I shall be all right directly, he said, with his best smile. I must insist that I havent fainted before since I was a boy. Could you ask - and Dale hesitated: there was nobody at the farmhouse save Mrs. Owen. Can you get me a stick, do you think, so that I can hobble back to the house?

I will come back and help you, if you will wait right here for me, said the girl, flushing slightly, while, leading the horses the side of the path, she sprang upon the back of the nearer one, and went jolting toward the barns with entire composure. She was apparently familiar with this uncomfortable mode of travel; she did not turn her head, though Dale turned his, and saw her strike first the leader and then his mate with the end of the heavy leather reins. He wondered if she would not be hurt against the low boughs of the old apple-trees; he had been obliged to stoop more than once as he had walked under them. It was very odd that he should have been talking nonsense to himself the night before about being invalided upon the Marsh Island. Somehow, the reality was not so pleasant, and he felt like a shipwrecked sailor, and unwontedly destitute at that. He could not go to Dunster now; perhaps he must ask Doris to bring a doctor. This was a dismal end to his triumphant morning; but his ankle was in a wretched way, and with an angry cry of misery, which nothing would have forced from him had he not been alone, he seized it with both hands, and soliloquized at intervals until Doris reappeared. Even in his suffering condition he felt a great joy, because she ran so lightly and so fast, as not one woman in ten thousand can run, with fleet-footed directness and grace. She was slow, she herself thought, she had been afraid that he might faint again; and when she reached his side, and Dale leaned upon her firm arm and stopped to break a stick from a wild-cherry thicket, she thought him uncomplaining and even heroic. She was much disturbed, but the painter thought her very placid and quite motherly in her attentions and feeling toward him. She was a soulless creature, after all; beautiful to look at as a fawn and unconscious as a flower, but as a human being utterly commonplace. The confession must be made that when they reached the hot kitchen, and Dale deposited himself wearily in a padded rocking-chair, which he wished to be out of directly, Mrs. Owen was much more equal to the occasion in her expressions of sympathy than her daughter had been. For mercys sake, Doris, she demanded, why didnt you slip one of the hosses into the old wagon, and not make Mr. Dalewalk all the way? He may have het up the bone so t will be stiff as a stake. But Doris looked so convicted and distressed that Dick announced gallantly his complete repugnance to being cruelly jolted over the uneven surface of a hillside field.

Dan Lester was happily unconscious of the devotion which was spent upon his rival that day at the farmhouse. The family doctor was seen coming along the road, and was called in with great eagerness. He looked at his patient with much surprise, and recognized him as having sometimes been a guest at one of the fine houses on the shore, at the other extremity of his range of practice. The doctor had served as surgeon in the army during the war, and was a man of excellent acquirements and quick perceptions.

I have seen you before, I think, at Mrs. Winchesters, Mr. Dale? he said carelessly, when the bandage had fallen short, and Mrs. Owen had hurried away with thumping footsteps for more old cotton. It was when a little grandson of hers had a bad fall in the stable, he explained, holding the strip of cloth with firm fingers.

Yes, replied Dick Dale uneasily. I thought I had seen you. If you run across any of my people, dont speak of my being here. I stopped to make a sketch or two, and meant to be away to-day. I have promised to visit my aunt later in the season, he added more boldly. He was unaccustomed to apologizing for his plans, and wondered, as he spoke, why he felt now a little at odds with propriety.

The doctor nodded, and seemed indisposed to criticise the deeds of any young man, especially an artist. You could not find a more picturesque bit of country, he said, with considerable enthusiasm. There were two or three artists staying at the east village in June. I dare say they might have been friends of yours.

Mrs. Owen had returned with a stout roll of linen and a damaged sheet, which she offered submissively for inspection. Theres plenty more where this come from, she announced, a little out of breath; and the doctor smilingly responded that she had better not let any of the hospitals hear of her; they were always beggared for want of such things.

Will he be laid up a good while, do you suppose? she asked the hurried surgeon, with a shade of anxiety, as she followed him to the door, and hardly knew whether she was most relieved or disappointed when the doctor answered that this sprain was only slight; it was a miserable weak ankle; the fellow had used it too soon after the first injury.

The morning went by slowly, and Dale grew more and more dissatisfied and impatient with himself. He had heard the doctors verdict upon his case, and did not anticipate any long delay; but his foot ached badly, and the bandage felt tight and bungling, though it looked so smooth and irreproachable. He had been established in a high-backed wooden rocking-chair in the clock-room, with his lame foot on another chair, cushioned by a small and fluffy pillow, with a cover so long that it drooped to the floor and looked like a babys skimpy-frock. He was left to himself for a time. Doris was going to Dunster without him, and would bring back Temperance Kipp, the maid servant, and his own portmanteau. Dale could see her in the yard harnessing a horse into a light wagon. Presently her mother joined her, looking heated from her work in the kitchen. She was a fine, straight woman for her years, a most kind creature, the young man thought gratefully, and smiled as he heard her tell Doris what the doctor had said, and add that the disabled foot was as soft and white as a childs. Doris seemed impatient to be off. The young horse she drove was impatient, also, and whirled the wagon round a corner of the yard and down the road. Dale leaned forward to see better. Doris looked quickly up at the window, and their eyes exactly met; the next moment she was hidden by the willow boughs, but it was so still about the farm that the sound of wheels could be heard for some minutes.

Mrs. Owen looked in, every little while, and always said that they were going to have a regular dog-day. The tall clock ticked excitedly, as if it were not pleased with this intrusion upon its own apartment. The county paper lay upon the table under the looking-glass, with the Massachusetts Ploughman and the semi-weekly Tribune, which Dale selected with satisfaction. After looking over its pages with sad quickness, he made use of it to beat away the flies which were flocking in from the kitchen. Mrs. Owen had unguardedly left the door half open, and they seemed eager to prove the truth of her repeated statement about the weather. From his seat by the window he could see the hillside and the orchard, with the small, pathetic crowd of gray and white headstones in the family burying-place. One might fancy that these stones were a sort of prosaic disguise, under which the former dwellers in the old farmhouse stood apart together to watch and comment gloomily upon their descendants. The faded little flag alone signified any active interest. There was a kind of hopeful beckoning and inspiration about its slight movements and flutterings.

In the dullest of the morning hours Dick was assured that he must communicate with his aunt, and make use of her hospitality. Later, he reflected that, however reasonable such an arrangement might appear, it would be also a great bore. The house was always well filled at this time of the summer. There was sure to be a flock of his aunts grandchildren, and they were noisy and clamorous enough if a man were well, and he was not disposed to put himself at their mercy now, confounded little beggars! They were all extremely fond of him, and hitherto he had returned their affection with a more or less spasmodic warmth. Dick jerked his shoulders suddenly, as if a first-cousin, once removed, had unsympathetically tried to climb upon them. He would wait a day or two, and see how the ankle got on; indeed, he had often spent a week or two in a duller place than this. But he wondered idly, more than once, if it were not time for Doris to be at home again.


VII.
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MEANWHILE WORK WAS going forward on the marshes. There had been some delay in transporting the crew of men; the great hay-boat, which had not been used before for some months, was stranded high and dry on the shore at the side of the creek. It had been well beached, and put as far out of reach of the spring tides as possible, lest it should float off across the shallow sea which covered the meadows, and be either wrecked or take up its residence inconveniently far inland. The same spring tide, however, had revenged itself for the loss of its prey by giving the heavy boat a lift and a push which made it swing about and tug at its moorings from the opposite direction. Finally, when the waters receded from their unnatural vantage ground, the craft settled down heavily, with its bow toward the deep channel; and when the huckleberry and bayberry bushes waked up a little later, they struggled and bent their twigs under a weight and obscurity equal to a land-slide, and concluded that it was not spring yet, after all.

The farmer had met such hindrances before, and had laid some persuasive rollers in the way to the water, and the launch was achieved in the early August morning with little difficulty, though with the aid of much shouting at the horses from Jim Fales, beside vigorous pushing from all the haymakers. The tide was in, and the stupid-looking square hay-boat floated lightly, with a somewhat coquettish air of being in its element, while the displaced water splashed among the coarse grass of the shore. A weather-beaten dory was brought up and fastened at the hay-boats stern; the farmer was carefully putting his scythes and pitchforks on board. One of the men fastened the horses to a small maple-tree, which they browsed industriously. Doris was to come presently to drive them back to the barn.

Jim Fales had worked furiously to aid the launching of the hay-boat, and now stood contemplating it with some scorn. Aint she got a sassy bow? he remarked derisively. I dont know s I ever see one that was built more awkard. T was one o old Lesters make, want it? His was all the same pattern.

You take right holt now, my son, and help git these tools aboard, said Israel Owen serenely. Were belated more n I wish we was aready. An Lesters bots are pretty much all afloat in the mashes now, while those that have been made since are mostly split or rotten. He put good stuff into em, and they carry well, a good load and well set, if they be square-nosed.

Well all be drownded, sure s fate. I guess Id better step along on the bank, laughed the young man; shes leakin like a sieve.

Give her a couple of hours in the water and shell be as dry as a cup, said the farmer. I know her. But run along ashore if you feel skeary, James, as the youngster leaped lightly over the side. The other men smiled indulgently. Jim Fales was a good fellow, whose faults were those of youth and self-confidence. He was thin and light, quick as a flash, and apt to work beyond his strength in boyish bravado. He was employed at mens wages for the first time this summer, and had proved himself worthy to enter the lists at any sort of farm-work, though some of his comrades could not help wondering how he would hold out. He was frequently designated as the Grasshopper, and was worth at least half his pay for his good spirits and the amusement he afforded his associates.

One would have thought that the boats builder had measured the width of the creek before he laid her timbers, and then left very little room on either side. The complication which would be involved by one hay-boats meeting another in the deep and narrow channels of the marsh can hardly be pictured, unless, indeed, the crews were amicably transferred. At some distance, however, a broader inlet was shining in the morning sunlight, and another boat and its company presently emerged from behind a point of the Marsh Island, and floated placidly away to the eastward.

There goes Bennets folks, said Mr. Jenks. Theyre late this morning, too, and Jim Fales and Allen, who were poling, doubled their diligence, and made haste to signify their presence by loud and echoing outcries.

Farmer Owen had seated himself on the broad gunwale of his valued boat, leaning forward, with his elbows on his knees and his brown hands clasped together before him. Sometimes the tall sedges brushed the faded cambric back of his waistcoat, and once Mr. Jenks reached out and cut two or three cat-tails with his great jack-knife, and selecting the largest proceeded to trim it, and then stuck it in a small auger hole in the stern, where it looked like the mockery of a mast. For some distance the faded square of yellow was visible where the boat had lain on the sloping bank; it made a surprisingly attractive point in the landscape, and Farmer Owen said once, as he looked at it, that the growth underneath would be likely to think there was an early fall. There had been no such high tides for ten years as the spring before, when Lesters masterpiece had been drifted so far ashore.

As they neared a point half-way to the south marsh, a young man was seen standing there, waiting, a solitary figure on the low shore. This was Dan Lester, who, as the hay-boat approached, took a flying leap and landed in what might be called the hold, making a great splash in the six or seven inches of water, which seemed to disconcert neither him nor anybody else.

Id better have fetched a mallet and spike along, and caulked up this conveyance, he said soberly, with an inward sense of the scrutiny of Jim Faless curious eyes. His mind was not at ease, and he tried to behave exactly as usual, without entire success.

I guess t will be the end o the leakage now, Israel Owen announced, after a wondering though brief look at this new member of the crew. The sides are tight, and t was only the bottom planks that had shrunk a grain, same s they do every year. Shell be dry enough if she lays out in this sun till evenin.

The fresh morning wind ruffled the surface of the tide river and tossed about the foliage on the shore, lifting the leaves and varying their shades of green skillfully. As the boat slowly rounded a point covered with underbrush, Lester saw a late wild rose almost within reach of his hand, and with the sudden thought of Doris that was always linked in his mind with anything beautiful he tried to catch and break the twig. But he had been carried just too far beyond, and almost fell over into the water. The other men laughed, and he joined them a little ruefully, and watched the flower, as if the loss of it foretold his fate. He had known the misery and anxiety of an unassured lover the night before. He had never until now been really uncertain or in such desperate earnest about winning Doris, and was shaken and hurt by his sleeplessness and fears. Dan was a model of health and vigor. Like men of his nature, he could ill bear suffering of any sort, but he was supported this morning by a noble instinct of heroism. He would die hard before he let himself betray the lack of courage that he sometimes felt. If Doris knew how troubled he was for her sake, she could not help thinking that he deserved her love. Poor fellow! sometimes he needed her tender pity almost as much.

But saucy Jim Fales, with his quick, shrewd eyes, had dared to tell him that he looked afflicted, and was begging him to give the reason. It was a preposterous favor to ask, under the circumstances, and Jim seemed quite abominable. Lester was quick-tempered, and found himself growing very angry, although it would never do to wage open war against the youngster. Mr. Owen was already looking benignly at the faces of his companions, as if he were becoming conscious of the presence of some interest he did not understand.

They were so far away now from the farm that it showed its whole outline and extent from that eastern point of view. The hill which Dick Dale thought a good lookout had lowered itself, and was only a bare, unsheltered pasture upland. Israel Owen could read at a glance all the slopes and hollows of the woodland and fields of the neighboring country, and surveyed with pleasure his own sound fences and the tops of his fruit-trees, which showed themselves over the crest of the island as if they were trying to see what was on the seaward side.

The tide was full; the lines of the creeks made a broad tracery whichever way one looked. Northward and southward from the Marsh Island the great reaches of the Sussex marshes spread themselves level and green, while the nearer hills of the inland country were bronzed and autumn-like, and the distant ones were blue in the morning haze. The sea-birds overhead were crying and calling, as if they besought the salt-hay makers to fly away with them, like reluctant nestlings of their own.

The outlying portion of Israel Owens property, toward which he was voyaging, was a low bit of the sea country. Even this not unusual tide was submerging its borders, and most of the grass must be taken away to be spread and dried elsewhere. The old farmer with Dan Lester went apart from the other workmen, and all began to mow as fast as possible, so that a good portion of the crop might be put into the boat, ready to carry away when the tide should be high again in the evening. The men stepped forward diligently; the tall grasses fell before their enemies, rank after rank. The tide held itself bravely for a time: it had grasped the land nobly; all that great weight and power were come in and had prevailed. It shone up at the sky; and laughed in the suns face; then changed its mind, and began to creep away again. It would rise no more that morning, but at night the world should wonder! So the great sea, forsaking its purpose, slid back out of the narrow creeks and ditches, leaving them black and deep, with the green sedge drooping over their edges; and at midday the sun was fierce and hot, and the haymakers brought the small sail of the dory, and made a tent-like shelter of it with their pitchforks, and were ready for their nooning.

I declare I dont know s it was ever hotter than this any of the hot days Ive seen in my time, said the farmer. Doris had a notion yisterday that t would be better for her to bring over the dinner at noontime; she thought she could slip down the west crick in her small bot, if t was low water; but Im glad she didnt. The younger men gave each other a sly look; they would have enjoyed such a visit in the midst of their dull work. Some evil spirit suggested to Jim Fales that it would be good fun to tease Dan Lester.

Doris! he exclaimed contemptuously. Shell be all taken up with the city swell, I expect; she wont have no time to spare for country folks. Perhaps shell fetch him along over here in her dory, long towards night when it gits cooler, to make a picture of us.

He looks like my boy Isrel, said Farmer Owen, unexpectedly. Shes going to take him in to Dunster to git his trunk, Doris is. Mis Owen, shes calclatin to accommodate him for a spell. And one of the haymakers, who had been hungry enough the moment before, put down what would have been his next mouthful as if the bread were a stone. Jim Fales whistled at the sight, and the lover shot a fierce glance at him. What a fool he was making of himself, he thought piteously, the next minute, and tried to go on with his lunch. Mrs. Owen was a capital cook and provider, but Lester wondered how he could dispose of his share, while young Fales ventured to say satirically that he thought he had seen a snake; and being wonderingly answered by the proprietor that they were never common on the south marsh, held his peace.

Some of the men stretched themselves out for a nap, and Dan Lester feigned to copy their example; but when he left his hard couch, a little later, to join his employer, it was with sullen, tired eyes, and a determination to ask Doriss father a solemn question.

Farmer Owen had apparently taken no notice of Jim Faless ostentatious discovery of the reptile, nor of the personal character of the talk, but Dan Lester looked dark, and muttered as if he were a strayed thunder-cloud. A light breeze had risen, and the stillness of the unusual heat was over with, but the young man grew flushed and warm, and stood holding his scythe as if it were an aggressive weapon, while he fanned himself with his frayed straw hat. He was a handsome fellow, dark and thin and straight, with a suggestion of French blood in his remote ancestry. A pair of honest blue eyes looked unrelated to his brown cheeks, and an inch or less above them there was a sharp dividing line between his singularly white forehead and the dusky tints below. The old farmer glanced toward him once or twice compassionately, and at last came and laid a heavy hand kindly upon Dans shoulder.

Dont cry before yere hurt, lad, he said. Dont take no account of that youngsters nonsense, neither; t aint wuth your while, as I view it.

Lester flushed again, and looked more angry than before; his first impulse was to accuse his annoyers and defend himself, but luckily he became aware of the opportunity to plead his cause with Doriss father. He choked down his silly wrath, and a gentle, almost pleading expression came into his face; no words could be found for a minute, and the elder man stood waiting patiently. Come, he said at last, we must get to work.

Ive been wanting to speak with you, Lester whispered, as if they might be overheard even at that distance from their companions. I do set everything by Doris. I feel as if I wanted to make certain I had a right to her.

I cant say but Im willin, answered the farmer. I should like to see it come about, far s Im concerned. Have ye spoke with her last night, may be? and he looked hopefully at his would-be son-in-laws transparent countenance. Your father and me, we was always the best of friends. Id rather have you master of the old place than anybody about, so long s poor Isrel neverll want it.

I tried to screw me up to say something or nuther, so shed know, as we was ridin along last evenin, said Dan, grateful for the listeners confidence. I dont know s Im chicken-hearted, but I couldnt speak my mind. Seems if she must know, too. I wish the women was the ones that spoke first, theyd get over it a sight the easiest; and Dan tried to laugh, but his mirth was not sincere. Shes too good for me by a long shot, but I neverll let her want for nothin, specially lovin kindness, he burst out, with such excitement that the next moment a reaction followed his unwonted sentiment, and he felt afraid that his old friend would laugh at him.

Yes, yes! the elder man exclaimed somewhat impatiently. I dont feel uneasy, Dan, an t will all come right in time. She aint sure of her own mind prhaps, but t is set that way. Womens a kind of game: youve got to hunt em their own track, an when youve caught em theyve got to be tamed some. Strange, aint it? - they most all on em calclate to git married; and yet it goes sort of against their natur, too, and seems hard to come to, for the most part: and Mr. Owen shook his head solemnly over this difficult question, and walked away slowly to his work. Lesters mind felt not wholly unburdened, but this was at least a good beginning. The old gentleman dont make so clean a cut this year as Ive seen him, he thought. Ill borrow some excuse to get him to quit work early; and then Dan gave his own scythe a vigorous whetting, and mowed with surprising effect all the afternoon. Perhaps the stranger at the farmhouse was gone already. No, the farmer had said that his wife was going to take him to board for some days; and Dan felt an unusual sense of bitterness toward the good woman who seemed to be so unfriendly to his cause. Perhaps the painter was a married man. It was no use to be distressed, and Doris had been very good-humored the evening before, as they drove to the choir-meeting. Yet as the hours went by he grew more and more anxious to see her again.

As for Jim Fales and Mr. Jenks and Allen, they were filled with vain imaginings, and made themselves particularly merry over the lovers exasperation. Land, how well thorn Dan up to-morrow telling how him and her was keeping company in the best room, and walking up in the orchard after dark! said Jim Fales. There, now; see the old sir a clappin him on the shoulder! Hes going to say, Bless you, my childn, sure s youre alive.

He seemed mightily taken with the city chap, it struck me, said Mr. Jenks, who had worked in one of the Sussex shipyards all summer, and had lately been thrown out of employment by the dull season. And look here, young man, youd best keep out o the range of Dan Lesters fist, if youve set your mind on baiting him. Mr. Jenks was a man of few words, and his junior looked disappointed and grave at this unexpected warning.

I don know s weve got to settle everything for em this afternoon; but Dans well stirred up and jealous as sin, aint he? inquired Jim, a few minutes afterward, in a serious tone. I shouldnt wonder myself if it set him on to get matters fixed to his mind. Hes been goin with Doris Owen ever since I can remember. He was a big boy to school when I was a little one in the primer.

He come from about here, didnt he? asked Allen, who was a stranger in the neighborhood, though known to Mr. Jenks by means of the shipyards and other commercial interests.

Right over beyond the cross-roads, answered Fales, where the crick makes in. His father and grandfather was the best bot-builders anywhere about; but Dans father, he died young, and his mother married again to old Lawton, and a mighty poor business t was, said the young philosopher sagely. Shed done a sight better to stop where she was. Dan was always warrin with the old man, and nobody blamed him. Dan had a good property from his fathers folks, and his mother didnt know enough to hold on to it, and about all of it leaked away. You never see anybody step cheerfuller than Dan did to the burying-ground, when the old fellow was gathered. He was squiring his mother at the head o the procession, sleevin of her handsome, as if he liked it. Dans well off: hes been an awful lucky fellow, and some of his money that grandsir Lawton didnt borrow turned out first-rate. I shouldnt be surprised if he was worth pretty near five thousand dollars to-day.

That wont go s fur as it used to, in maintainin a wife, said Jenks. His generous lunch seemed to have put him in a talkative temper. Five thousand dollars used to be called a smart property, but nowadays folks has to have so many notions; everybody must stick a couple o bay winders out front of their houses, else they aint considered Christian. Bill Simms had to do it, for all his place was stuck as full o lights as a lantern aready. I guess he finds hes got took in with his new companion. There was plenty warned him, but he wouldnt hear to reason; hed been told shed got means.

Shes a homely creatur enough, spoke Allen eagerly. I see her out loppin over the fence middle o the morning, day before yisterday. Whered she come from, anyway? Whered Simms pick her up?

I blieve t was over Seabrook way, drawled Mr. Jenks, stooping to take wider reaches at the grass. I d know whether she was drove ashore or whether he took her on a trawl, Im sure, sir; and this unusual turn of Mr. Jenkss conversation forced his comrades to laugh heartily. Indeed, the sound of their merriment beguiled Israel Owen from his thoughts of the past and Dan Lester from his hopes of the future, and they laughed back again with instinctive sympathy.


VIII.
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THAT AFTERNOON MR. Dale made himself delightfully agreeable. Mrs. Owen felt more than equal to the situation, and had already welcomed back the burly strength and reassuring cheerfulness of Temperance Kipp. This excellent person had grown up, or been raised, as she would have expressed it, on the farm, and remained loyal now to her early friends, in spite of the enticements of well-to-do members of her own family.

Dick rejoiced in his recovered personal belongings, which Temperance herself brought in from the wagon and placed beside him, urged to this service by an insatiable curiosity to see the guest of whom Doris had spoken. Her opinion was extremely favorable, and after a short time the good woman came downstairs quite shorn of her holiday garb, and resumed her duties in the household. Dick remembered a frequent expression of Mrs. Owens as he caught an occasional glimpse of Temperance; he could well believe that she was always to be depended upon, yet he had an instant sense that she was not likely to take his part. Indeed one may think himself lucky whose enemies do not rank themselves in overpowering numbers, for woe be to the man whose nature is instinctively at war with others. Dick was so well used to finding himself in harmonious relations with his associates that he was for the moment shocked when Temperances shrewd eyes regarded him with suspicion, and he at once determined to make friends with her.

By and by, after the early dinner was disposed of, Doris came with her sewing, to sit on the shaded step of the side door, outside the clock-room. The two elder women also kept the sufferer company. He told some capital stories, and spoke with exceeding wisdom and sympathy of certain aspects of farm life; he also praised his surroundings with rare discretion. Mrs. Owen was immensely pleased with Dick. She had an air of being even proud of him, and assured him in a most motherly way that he could give no trouble, and must take his own time about the pictures, and make himself at home.

But the day seemed a week long to both Doris and the painter. As for Dick Dale, he wondered, in the course of his afternoons entertainment, if he might not be growing gray. He was used to a social aspect of life and to good-fellowship, but they were enjoying each other that day in the clock-room until it was fairly suffocating. Yet when Doris appeared in her cool afternoon dress, slender and shy and silent, his first pleasure returned. The salt breeze that came in from the sea as the sun grew low sent a delicious freshness through the house, and Dale looked out of the window, and wondered why he had not liked the view so much before. He spoke to Doris with gentle deference, quite unlike his frank comradeship with the other women; and she blushed a little as she answered his questions, and then blushed again to think she had blushed at all. Dale could see her from his chair, which was kept from rocking with extreme difficulty. He presently took from his pocket a book which he had chosen when he first opened his portmanteau. The not very orderly but familiar contents of that receptacle had given him a curious feeling of exile with an assurance of comfort, and as he made an evident signal of discontinuance to the conversation, Temperance and her mistress rose and went their ways. Dick would have liked to try reading aloud, but he was not prepared to take the risk of a great disappointment. Doris certainly looked as if she would know the meaning of such true poetry, and he glanced at his young hostess from time to time, and wished that it were possible to stroll through the upper orchard again, with her for company.

When the sun was low Doris came to look at the industrious old time-keeper, and then hurried away up the yard to the barns. Dick wistfully heard the horses stamp and her emphatic commands, and he listened with eager interest, a few minutes later, to a sound of wheels receding, and muffled by the soft grass. Doris must be going down to the creek again to meet the haymakers. Was it her father whom she wished to serve, or the lover, who was also at work on the marshes?

Doris herself was filled with a strange excitement that day. She was finding her own thoughts and actions painfully unfamiliar, and felt as if she were looking at them through another persons eyes. When she reached the landing-place she could not have explained why the bleached grass and twigs, which the hay-boat had kept from light and growth all summer, struck a respondent chord in her own mind. It might be that a weight of inapprehension and necessity of routine was lifted from her consciousness; but whether the coming of the young stranger had hastened this, or only marked it, no one could know. Doris became more and more disturbed; her thoughts busied themselves provokingly with Dan Lester and that fear of danger and impending crisis which had troubled her the evening before. She was not ready to listen to what she was certain Dan wished to say; her anticipation of the future reached no farther yet than her lovers proposal, and by no means made clear her own answer. Presently Doris was reminded of the mornings accident. The strangers helplessness and pain had roused all her womanly pity and eagerness to be of use, yet something had taken away her power of action, and forbade such traits to show themselves. Her mother had never made her so impatient before. The homely expressions of concern and excitement seemed quite needless; but Mrs. Owen was ready with prompt service and simple remedies, while Doris herself only grew more self-conscious and distressed.

She hated her own silliness, and thought of many things now as she stood waiting at the landing; but the twilight fell before the tired and hungry haymakers made their appearance. Once or twice she climbed the hill a little way, to watch for the dory. The silence of the place was very soothing, and she liked to hear the notes of birds, piping clear and untroubled from a thicket not far away. There were two thrushes answering each other with sweetest voices from tree to tree, and Doris leaned against the horses warm shoulder and listened contentedly. She was glad that it would not do to leave the horse alone: it is a curious dislike that such domesticated creatures have to being left to themselves in lonely places. At last the sound of voices and of dipping oars came drifting through the still air, and the girl waited eagerly for her fathers greeting.

It came presently, cheerful and pleased, and Doris answered. Then she saw that there was an unexpected person in the boat, five men in all, and hardly knew why she wished for some reprieve or defense, and even grew rigidly silent with displeasure. A minute later Dan Lester leaped ashore. You and mell walk up to the house, Doris, he said, decidedly. Its a pretty evening. The other workmen were hurriedly landing their tools; they had not observed Dans words, as Doris had angrily supposed. I shall have to ride with father, she answered, coldly. I must go right home now to help about supper.

This was very unlike her usual quiet friendliness. The young man stood still for a moment, looking at her; then, as she turned, he said, Good-night, all! and also turned away, crashing through the bushes as if he meant to take the straightest way toward his own home. Israel Owen looked after him wonderingly.

I wish you would stop to supper, Dan! he shouted, a moment afterward, but presently mounted the long wagon. Jim Fales sat in the end of it, swinging his feet, but the other men tramped alongside. The flash of unreasonable anger faded from the girls mind. She was sorry that she had hurt Dans feelings, he was always so friendly; but she had not liked his speaking so before the rest. . . . The sky was clear and the air was very soft; there were only a few fragments of bluish cloud against the narrow band of rose color in the west. Doris could not help thinking that a walk over the hill and down through the orchard might have been pleasant, after all.

Dan Lester heard the farmers anxious inquiry about some accident that had happened, and presently somebody spoke of the doctor. He was not far away, poor Dan; the thick hedgerow of black cherry-trees and underbrush prevented anybodys seeing him at the other side of a stone wall. Dear! dear! said Mr. Owen anxiously, once or twice; and the lover was sorry he had been so impatient, and would have given anything to know what had happened at the farmhouse. Perhaps he would walk up after dark; they might not have been able to bring Temperance back from Dunster, and Dan hurried homeward along a faint trail of a footpath which crossed the dewy fields and a wide pasture. He blamed himself more and more for not going to the Owens at once, but there was certainly something strange in Doriss behavior. He did not often make such a fool of himself as he had that night. If Doriss mother were ill, she would have told her father at once, or have sought him earlier. Perhaps the painter had met with an accident, and Dan concluded to have a look at him before an hour later. This kindly fellow was suddenly transformed into a vindictive, suspicious enemy of any person who could thwart his long-cherished love. Twenty-four hours were indeed a short time for a stranger to have gained much vantage-ground, but after all Doris Owen was a woman.

Dick Dale thought the men amusingly curious and excited about his slight accident. By this time it was quite an old story to everybody else. Each haymaker professed to have met with exactly the same disaster, and to be acquainted with the only infallible remedy. As for Doris, her expression had changed surprisingly; she looked hurt and impatient, and when she brought a tray with Dicks supper, she cast an appealing look into his very eyes. He became sure that something troubled her, and gave her more than one compassionate glance in return.


IX.
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WESTWARD FROM THE farm, beyond an expanse of almost level country, a low range of hills made a near horizon. They were gray in the drought, and bare like a piece of moorland, save where the fences barred them, or a stunted tree stood up against the sky, leaning away from the winter storms toward a more sheltered and fertile inland region. The windward side of the Marsh Island itself was swept clean by the sea winds; it was only on the southern and western slopes that the farmers crops, his fruit-trees, and his well-stocked garden found encouragement to grow. Eastward, on the bleak downs, a great flock of sheep nibbled and strayed about all day, and blinked their eyes at the sun. The island was a thrifty estate; going backward a little in these latest years, the neighbors whispered, but more like an old-country habitation than many homes of this newer world.

The salt-hay making was over at last. The marshes were dotted as far as eye could see by the round haystacks with their deftly pointed tops. These gave a great brilliance of color to the landscape, being unfaded yet by the rain and snow that would dull their yellow tints later in the year. September weather came early, even before its appointed season, and there was a constant suggestion of autumn before the summer was fairly spent. The delicate fragrance of the everlasting-flowers was plainly noticeable in the dry days that followed each other steadily. The summer was ripe early this year, and the fruits reddened, and the flowers all went to seed, and the days grew shorter in kindly fashion, being so pleasant that one could not resent the hurrying twilight, or now and then the acknowledged loss of a few minutes of daylight. From the top of the island hill a great fading countryside spread itself wide and fair, and seaward the sails looked strangely white against the deepened blue of the ocean. There were more coasting-vessels than could usually be seen, even in midsummer, as if great flocks of them had grown that year, like the birds.

In these days, nobody stopped to think much about Dick Dales lingering at the farmhouse. His temporary invalidism was the cause of most friendly relations with all the family; his presence appeared completely natural and inevitable. When he had given Israel Owen an excellent drawing made from the small picture of the soldier, there was no longer any question of the artists being welcome to anything upon the island. Dick had taken great pains with this experiment in portrait-making. He told himself that he was not ashamed of it, either, though he was most grateful for having had some aid to contentment during the few days he had kept his lamed foot still in the clock-room. He was not without his fancies about the portraits subject; for as he worked he had a vague consciousness of an unseen presence, and some most telling touches were made almost in spite of himself. He thought often of the possible unseen dwellers in such old houses, and as he resumed his out-of-door rambles it was with a continued sense of companionship, or as if another were sharing the use of his own eyes.

Though the mistress of the house had often spoken scornfully of those who sold their peace of mind and parted with all sovereignty and comfort in their homes to rapacious summer boarders, the presence of this quiet and courteous young gentleman in her own household appeared quite another thing. He did not make the daily work seem any more burdensome; on the contrary, he gave a pleasant flavor of holiday-making to her life. Everybody liked to please Dick, and, to do him justice, he tried not infrequently to give pleasure as well as take it; he knew how to confer a favor by the way he received one. To him the situation grew more and more satisfactory and almost ideal. There was a patriarchal character to the family. The gentle old farmer, with his flocks and herds and his love for his lands, was a charming example of the repose and peace to be gained from country life; it all contrasted strangely with the mode of existence Dale had known best. Sometimes he shut his eyes and tried to fancy the familiar racket outside his city windows. The English sparrows in their one smoke-blackened tree had alone reminded him that there was such life as this in the world. He assured himself again and again that he must send for Bradish, his studio partner and best crony, to come and share these treasures; but day after day went by, and still Dick delayed to write. He thought with scorn of those acquaintances who believed themselves bound to walk and drive and dine and sleep only at fashionable hours. They might read the same books, if they chose, and praise the same things as completely as the usual diversifications of human nature would allow. There was nothing so satisfactory as to step ashore out of the great current, Things are of the snake, quoted our hero, and was thankful for once that he was busy just at the time when so large a part of the world is idle. Since his student days in France he had done the lightest possible work at his profession, but now he was fired by an ambition to carry back to town some sufficient evidence of his skill and perception. Bradish and other comrades of his own were hard-working fellows, who found the American public absurdly economical in respect to art. They despised entirely that bad taste which allows a householder to pay five hundred dollars for a carpet, without annoyance, and to shrink from the extravagance of giving the tenth of that amount for a good sketch. Bradish, for whom our hero had a sincere friendship, was a generous young man, whose purse was usually empty; and it must be confessed that Dale quietly paid a large proportion of the studio bills, more for his comrades sake than his own. But he must give the little group of painters some reason for their fond belief that he could do better things than any of them, if he tried; and it might be as well to reestablish his claim to belong to a circle of workers instead of drifting on as a well-known figure in general society.

Besides, there was a pleasing sense of having hidden away from the curious world, and it was wise to enjoy this while it lasted. Dale was much amused at watching the effect upon himself of being transplanted by a whimsical fate into that rural neighborhood. He was well endowed with practical gifts, though one must acknowledge that these were combined in an apparently unpractical character, and a few alterations and rearrangements in the rooms of the farmhouse made it much more interesting than it had ever been before. He liked it too well as it was to suggest many actual changes, but he rescued more than one piece of old Delft or mahogany from ignoble uses, and deeply enjoyed and profited by Mrs. Owens generous exhibition of her household furnishings. She professed a vast indifference to his most cherished discoveries; it was the farmer whose sentiment and discernment were delicate enough to follow Dick far in his aesthetic enthusiasms. Doris, who watched and wondered, and moved about the old house with gentle quickness, enjoyed this new dispensation more than anybody else. She was made like her father. Some of their ancestors had been of gentle blood and high consideration in the old days of the colonies; her home-loving womanly pride bloomed now in new freedom and delight. What Mrs. Owen had in former years contemptuously spoken of as Doriss notions were referred to and paraded with motherly satisfaction. Sometimes the girls heart was filled with confusion, because her mother, in some cordial, garrulous moment, unveiled one of the lesser shrines of her own nature. There was a sacred reserve in Doris: her inmost heart could not put itself into speech; she was only frightened and grieved when another dared to be noisy in her sweet silences. As for her own talk, it was apt to be so childishly simple, that those who wished to know her feelings must watch her eyes. With all her shyness, she had a way of forcing one to meet her eyes fully, and the tale they told was remembered afterward, while the words of her lips were forgotten.

There was a studio now on the Marsh Island, a place wholly picturesque and delightful to its occupant. Dick had early discovered an upper room, with an outer stairway, over the narrow chaise-house, and was told that the women of the family had once gone there in summer weather to do their spinning. In such coolness and airiness, at the edge of the orchard, there must have been almost a festival, as the wool-wheels and flax-wheels whirred and merry voices chattered together. There had formerly been a loom, also, but it had been taken to pieces; and when Dale first explored the spinning-room it was quite empty except for some damaged ears of seed-corn which the rats had rolled about the floor. The artist inspected these quarters eagerly. He looked out of a square north window at the apple-trees and a glimpse of blue water. Opposite he saw the back of the old farmhouse, with its quaint joiner-work half hidden by a woodbine flecked with red; beyond that, past the great willows, was the barren range of hills, already purple in the afternoon light. It was impossible not to return to the family at once with the suggestion of such possible ease and comfort in artistic pursuit. By that time next day, with the aid of some sober-tinted rugs which Temperance deemed the worst of her manufacture, and some ancient chairs that had hardly been thought fit even for a place in the kitchen; with a claw-footed table and a tall cider mug to hold a handful of flowers, the spinning-room delighted even Mrs. Owen. She laughed good-naturedly at the promotion of her disdained possessions, but the fanciful wayfarer stood proudly in the doorway to take a last look, while the good people went away. It was supper-time, and he was not disposed to be late, but he assured himself that such a studio would really make Bradish howl.

There was plenty of material for sketches to be had without straying far, and for some time Dick thought little of anything but his pictures. It was a busy month at the farm, with the successive harvestings; but he learned to greatly enjoy and to depend not a little upon the interest and comments of his housemates. As he leaned back in his chair, late one afternoon, to take a somewhat disheartening view of his work, he scarcely noticed at first that some one stood in the doorway. The sun was low, and filled the little room with golden light. The unfinished picture should have looked its best with such a halo, but Dale pushed back the easel with dangerous roughness, and gathered his brushes with an impatient hand. Ah, Doris, is that you? he said, more coldly than usual, and Doris smiled in unnecessary assent.

She did not often appear so interested and so comfortably forgetful of herself as that day. She stepped inside the room, and her face glowed with pleasure at the artists unfinished work. I like that better than anything you have painted, Mr. Dale, she said simply; and then, as if nobody need say anything else, she waited quietly, looking at the canvas with evident delight. It seemed as if she had a sudden revelation of the pleasantness of the little room and its contents, or rather as if she had been pleased already by something that had happened before she came to the spinning-room.

I am very glad, Dale answered, beginning to take heart again. I tore up one of the best water-colors I ever made, because I was too tired to like it when it was done.

Oh, what a pity! Doris whispered softly.

They had grown to be very good friends, though the girl was often elusive, and placed some indefinable barrier about herself. He was not the only person who felt its presence. Dale thought sometimes that Nature had made a mistake in putting this soul into so tall and commanding a body; perhaps Doris would have been more at ease in the world if she had been smaller; the sort of woman whom everybody takes care of and pets, if they have a right. But Nature could work out her own wise plans, and this fine, strong character would be ready to answer great demands as well as little ones. Martha Owen announced in these days that it had done Doris good to have Mr. Dale stay at the farm, it had waked her up a little; but she would always be just like her father!

Doris was looking her very best, this September afternoon, in a simple white dress which had once been worn only on the finest and hottest summer Sundays. She had taken it for every-day use this year. To-day she had picked up a small broken twig of cider apples which had fallen from one of the old trees, and put it in her belt. The green leaves and the paler tints of the clustered dwarfed fruit, heightened here and there with a dash of red, were most charming, and Dale looked at Doris with great pleasure while she looked at the picture.

Presently she roused herself from her short reverie with a little sigh: Oh, I came to ask you if you could find it convenient to go to Sussex with me to-morrow morning. Mother wants to send, and we remembered that you spoke about going, a while ago, and Doris looked in his face with childish eagerness. Mother and Temprance and I have been as busy as bees all this week. I dont like to be drudging in-doors, this splendid weather, she added, with a rare little laugh. Dale was always delighted when she laughed; she was more apt to smile slowly and gravely, like her father.

Doriss plea of drudgery was almost unfounded; she was apparently less fettered by duty than the rest of the family, and this would not be the first drive they had taken. Mrs. Owen was only too willing for the young people to be together, and the farmer never objected. Yet Dick had become less familiar with them all rather than more, since he had involved himself in his work, and his first delight at his surroundings had ripened into more practical acquaintance. Latterly they had followed their own pursuits, and taken little heed of each others. As for Dan Lester, he seemed to have disappeared altogether. The evening of Dicks accident was the last time he had come to the house. Dick himself suspected that there had been some quarrel; but to-night, at any rate, Doris was sufficiently light-hearted. Within a few days she had individualized herself in a strange way; he thought of her a great deal more than usual, and felt a new interest in her works and ways. So marked a growth of sympathy there was that he told himself she had been only a part of the general attractiveness of the Marsh Island at first. He had always liked to watch her, and had enjoyed her charming outlines and her coloring, in the same way that he made the most of the looks and behavior of one of the old willows. Doris was a woman, and the willow was a tree; but that had not made any difference in his feeling except one of degree. He began to wonder what her future would be, and gave a quick shrug at its probable inadequacy to her capabilities. He was curious to see Lester again, though quite thankful to him for taking himself off. Dick had been conscious of an instinctive liking for his rival when he had first entered the clock-room, divining the truth that the poor fellow was showing his worst side, either from some awkwardness or fancied injury and opposition.

The farmer had spoken a few grateful words in recognition of Lesters generous service when he was short of help. Dan was the best ships blacksmith in that region, the stranger was told; and Doris had looked up, when her father said this, more pleased than Dan himself, who scowled and shook his head disclaimingly. Doris was evidently most penitent because she had offended this friend, and made shy endeavors to restore herself to favor; but she kept her seat by the window when he said good-night, and it was the kindly old farmer who held the flickering lamp high in the dark side doorway, while Dan lingered a minute wistfully, looking back once or twice, and then tramped away angrily down the yard. Doris thought she should see him in the morning, when he came to join the others; but though she was early at the landing, having insisted on her fathers driving down, Dan had again crossed the meadows by the foot-path, and was gloomy and troubled all day as he cut and raked the grass. But Doris had done nothing wrong, she proudly told herself; Dan had no right yet to be master; while Dan considered himself more and more aggrieved, and so went presently to Sussex, and hammered away his wrath on the innocent bolts and bars of a fishing smack, but would not be merry or like himself, while many days went by.

Nobody could have prophesied such a complication of hindrances, but in all this length of time Doris could find no reasonable excuse for going to Sussex. She often drove in other directions with her father or with Mr. Dale, who had more than once asked to be transported whither his sketching instinct led him, but Sussex seemed to be forbidden ground. Once she would have gone simply because she wished; now there must be an indisputable necessity, evident to all beholders, and such, at last, was her mothers desire to inquire for the well-being of a cousin of whose illness they had chanced to hear. Dan was so old and dear a friend, she would certainly manage to see him, and to learn why he was behaving in this fashion. The color flamed in Doriss cheeks at the consciousness that he cared for her now in a new way; but it was strange enough that love, if this were love, should make him so impatient with her. All their lives long, they had differed more or less, and it never had separated them in the least. She had put him in her elder brothers vacant place, in her childhood. He had said once that he always meant to take as good care of her as Israel would have done.

But when Doris reminded herself of this, and wished that his feeling might never have changed, a sense of untruthfulness made the wish a not very compelling one. Mr. Dale had often spoken of going to Sussex, and Doris mentioned this to Mrs. Owen, to that good womans intense satisfaction, and then serenely went her way to the studio.

Sussex? asked Dick, in a fretful tone. Yes, that would be just the thing. I should like to see something new; I am tired of this awkward sham; and while you do your errand, I will try a sketch in one of those little ship-yards. I mustnt scold at this, though, since you are kind enough to be pleased with it. Doris! - He came a step nearer, and stood before her, looking at the white dress and at the apple-twig; then he gave a quick glance at her face. Doris, you really must not forget that I am going to make a sketch of you. Your father would like to have one to keep with your brothers, perhaps, he added. I mean if I can make it good enough.

Yes, answered Doris, ready to promise anything that day. There would be nothing to prevent, almost any afternoon.

Dick took his brushes in his other hand. He was unusually smeared with his paints, and felt hot and cross again. Doris might have spoken so, if she had been a sort of picturesque gate-post or a sunflower; she must surely have understood something of what he meant to say; but at that moment she smiled, and was better to look at than ever. I think you are tired, she said, in an altogether sisterly but quite charming manner. You must take a whole days vacation to-morrow, if we go to the ship-yards. But the thought of her secret made the least bit of a guilty blush flicker for one moment in her cheeks. Dan would be so angry, she thought, to see her coming with Mr. Dale, but she felt more than confident of her power of pacification.


X.
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NEXT MORNING MRS. Owen was in an unusually brisk and bustling frame of mind and body. She gave her daughter many important charges and messages, and treated the little expedition as if it were a most serious enterprise and a special embassy from herself. Dale half repented at the last, when he went to the studio to see his work and leave it in safety, lest a wandering breeze should overturn the easel, and break the corners of his treasured sketches. He liked the new picture now, and felt disposed to stay at home and go on with it, after all; but Doris was already waiting.

Mrs. Owen watched them drive away together with feelings of great pride. They meant to be home by dinner-time, for it was early yet, but who knew what might happen in the mean time!

As Doris had grown more and more anxious about her lovers non-appearance, she had become less self-conscious and more friendly with Mr. Dale, and this was readily mistaken by her mother for increasing interest. Lately the good woman had allowed herself to believe that propinquity, the cause of so many matches, was coming to the aid of this, and visions of Doriss city life and her own share in such real prosperity often delighted her. Sometimes she told herself that she was too old now and too far behind the times to take her part in the affairs of polite society, but the fact that her daughter would not be cut off from them and need not rust out on a farm almost made up for her own disappointment. A woman of more quick sympathies and perceptions would never have duped herself so completely. Outwardly, the frank good-fellowship of the two young people had been deceptive, and the sight of Doris driving her fleet young horse along the country roads, with Dale sitting by her side, had become familiar and most suggestive to more lookers-on than Mrs. Owen. The other farm horses were almost always used at that season, and Doriss had been unruly in its youth, and finally broken and always driven by herself. She was in the habit of going to the village to do errands, and it seemed the most natural thing in the world that she should often take the artist as passenger.

Dale carried a sketching-block and a brush or two in his hand, while his coat-pocket sagged heavily with the weight of his largest paint-box. There were some colors in it that he might need; beside, if he chose, he could stay all day at Sussex, and be driven home at night. It was more than an hours journey, even at the quick rate the horse went, but there was nothing unpleasant in that thought. Doris was more than ever attractive, and her companion stole many glances at her. She was intent upon controlling the frolicsome horse; she looked eagerly at the windows of a neighbors house; she thought of anything and everything, apparently, but the opportunity of taking a drive with Dick, whose efforts at conversation and successful jokes were only a part of the general excitement and delight of the morning. Doris was utterly unconscious of her own beauty, if an observers opinion were to be trusted; her family also seemed to consider it of so little consequence that Dale sometimes wondered if he were deceiving himself, even while he had the delightful evidence before his eyes. It appeared to him that she made little use of her gift. Some women would lay waste and destroy, and others would be an inspiration to poets and painters; but Doris went her simple ways, dutiful, unselfish, and quiet, fulfilling her destiny with no regret at being defrauded of social gains or victories. She would have liked to escape a stormy wooing; if she should ever love any one, she wished the lover would understand, and say little about it to her or to any one else. The changes and events of life had always come to her naturally, as leaves push out of the bare trees in spring and flowers come into bloom. She did not like to speak her gravest and sweetest thoughts, or of her troubles, either; she was self-contained, and did not desire to be won through such harsh fashions. Dan ought to know that she had never thought of unkindness toward him. But now, if he were foolish and put out with her, she would surely go to see him and make it right. She had no coquetry, but she could avail herself of its weapons. She would tease Dan a little with the sight of Mr. Dale, and then undeceive him if he were deceived. Dear Doris! she turned toward Dick at that moment to see if he also had a mind to enjoy the mornings pleasure.

Love is forever a mystery; it is rooted deep in still greater mysteries, and the attractions and repulsions even of friendship are as inflexible as law can make them. Love and death are unknowable this side of heaven, but mankind is ever busy watching the signs of both with curious, unsatisfied eyes, these strange powers that take possession of us against our will, and make us strangers even to ourselves. Dick Dale sometimes wondered afterward if this morning were not the time when a new motive and affection first took guidance of him. At any rate, he never before had been filled with a desire to kiss Doris Owen, often as he had looked at her lovely face. He was surprised at himself a minute later, but the wish was not to be forbidden so easily. The first leaf of that growth curled itself back into the soil again, having found the weather a little frosty for much flourishing, but the root was already strong, having taken several weeks now to fortify and spread itself unseen.

It was some distance across the sea of grass which surrounded the Marsh Island, and the free wind blew to and fro, as if it came from no particular quarter of the clear blue sky. The autumn haze had disappeared, and the outlines of the low country were clear-cut, and the bright, blurred colors of the vegetation strangely distinct. The bare hills, which reminded Dale very often of Northern Scotland, looked more astray than ever in the landscape. At all times of the year they seemed inharmonious and unrelated to the sea-meadows or fruitful upland slopes, as if some mistake had been made in putting together a great dissected map. Doris slowly turned her head as she glanced along the gray, sad hills. The least wild creature could hardly find shelter in all the distance; there was no reserve and no secret; the hills were like the telling of some sad, unwelcome news, in their harsh insistence and presence. I used to be afraid to go over them when I was a little girl, she said. I remember, after Israel died, father would stay there all day, sometimes. He used to say that he must mend the fences, but one day mother made me go and find him, and he just had his head in his hands, and sat there doing nothing. Poor father! and Doris was silent again.

The marshes had faded since the day Dick Dale saw them first that year; their surface was soft and brown now, and even a cold gray where the grasses had not grown since the salt hay was gathered, except that the shores of all the creeks were bordered with vivid green, so that the sombre coat of that part of the wide country was laced with green ribbons, and on such a day as this, when the tide was high, was also decorated with broad and narrow bands of blue, with crimson orders and noble decorations, embroidered here and there with samphire. The world was charmingly gay with all these colors and delights, but it was like a merry-making in a tottering and defeated kingdom. A sadness hovered in the air; this was more like a commemoration of past glories than an inspiration and heralding of any that were to come. Dale was reminded, almost with pain, that he must leave his pleasant quarters before long; it would hardly be possible to stay at the farm in the winter; but he need not appoint the day for his departure now, thank fortune!

They stopped sometimes, while Doris spoke to an acquaintance, and often Dick could hardly help smiling at the quaint speech or the character of the conversation. He could not overcome the idea that Doris only played a part in such intercourse, that her natural instincts and experiences were of the sort he knew best, and that she looked at this rural life in his own fashion. He had discovered long before that the Owens were above the common level of society, and their character as a family bore much likeness to the uplifted Marsh Island itself. Doris really knew few people beside her own townsfolk. She had no idea of the vast number of persons with whom those who go much about the world may gain a half acquaintance. She often seemed, like her father, to have an insight into human nature which could have been secured only through some crafty and unnatural means. Yet their simplicity was the most marked thing about them, their simplicity first, and then their generosity.

Dale had no idea of the real importance of the mornings enterprise. He concerned himself with his own pleasure, and enjoyed Doriss uncommon enthusiasm and excitement as if he were the inspirer of it; thinking once how she would grace a broader life than this, and that she deserved something better than Sussex and Dunster. He did not like her best clothes, simple as they were, so well as her plain house-frocks; he wished she would always wear the little dress of yesterday; but she never seemed quite like the tasteless and often tawdry young people he had been forced to associate with his remembrance of country neighborhoods.

Sussex came into view at last, a white, irregular village, crowded close to the river, as if it had either made up its mind to embark, or had just come ashore. Doriss eyes brightened at the sight of her journeys end, and Dales grew a trifle cloudy and disappointed. He would have liked to go driving on and on all that day, asking idle questions about the people and the houses along the road, and hearing a pleasant, clear voice answer him. There was something delightful in the very way her hands held the tightened reins, and one foot kept itself planted and braced. In fact, there was an admirable decision and purposefulness in the girls manner which made her more interesting than ever.

It was after her usual manner of doing things that she faithfully performed her acknowledged errand first, and Dick was left for half an hour to his own devices, while she sat with the cousin inside an old gray house on the edge of the village. He would have been delighted to follow her, being curious to see if the interior were half as rewarding as he fancied, but he was not invited. He had decided only to look about the town that day, and to put in marks, as he expressed it; then he would come back again later. Dick had more work begun now than he was likely to finish; but as he sat before the old house which held Doris, and looked lovingly at its rain-colored, lichen-grown walls and the adorable traces of successive coats of green and yellow paint on its wide front door, he became again enthusiastic. Why would not every builder give his house one coat of red paint, and then leave all mural decoration to the weather? The very shutters on the inside of the windows were blotched and sunburnt into a semblance of mahogany, and the small, greenish panes of glass made delicious reflections in a sort of beckoning way at him. Yet the time went by slowly until Doris reappeared, and crossed the smooth, short grass toward the wagon. He had not observed the French pinks that grew near the worn doorstep until her dress brushed them as she went by; but then he saw, instead of looking straight in her face, as he would have done once, that a fresh tuft of flowers had blossomed on one of the fading stalks, and he could not help wishing to gather it for her. It might have bloomed at the sight of her, he thought, and then smiled in spite of himself, as he wondered what she would think if he told her such a sentimental thing. Once he had never hesitated at mentioning his pretty fancies, but it makes a great difference from whence a fancy springs.

Are you tired of waiting? she asked. I am not ready yet. I must take my baskets in; and by the time Dick had alighted to help her she had nearly reached the house with her burden, and laughed bravely at him a few minutes afterward, when she returned. He began to wonder what made her so merry. She was not laughing with him, neither did she seem to be exactly laughing at him, but the secret of her cheerfulness remained her own.

He had not remembered how picturesque and delightful the quaint town was. The high houses of sea-captains, the pride and circumstance of meeting-houses, the business of ship-building, and the almost Venetian privilege of water-ways won his heart completely. There was a long bridge, which seemed like a hawser that held the two parts of the town together, and stray seamen who lounged there in the morning sunshine spoke in voices that had caught some notes from the creak of rigging and sounds of wind and wave. Here and there a half-finished schooner pushed its bowsprit far ashore, and the incessant knocking of shipwrights hammers was heard in a sort of rhythm, as they drove the treenails and fitted the stout planks, or more gently wedged in the wisps of oakum to keep the thievish water out. There was a strong flavor of tar and hard wood, a clean, dry odor, which contrasted with the dampness that rose from the black sides of the wharves and the sticky mud in the creeks. The tide was going out; the foundation of the village seemed to be insecure piles and slender sea-bitten timbers, between which one could look, as if they were great cages for long-since-escaped marine monsters. Olive-colored and brown seaweeds clung to this old wood, while here and there was hanging a brilliant strand of green moss like floss-silk, shining and heavy with water. In the distance, a high white sail was slowly passing down the thoroughfare that led to the sea. From the rigging of an old schooner, under process of repair, the sharp, childish voice of a naughty boy was calling triumphantly to a troubled little sister below. A bright red flannel shirt - Dale never thought of the man who wore it - was wending its way slowly up the hill beyond the bridge. He did not notice in the least that they were so near a blacksmiths shop, or that they could hear the decided clink and ring of a heavy hammer upon an anvil, while Doris had looked for nothing and listened for nothing else.

Dick wondered why Doris stopped the horse in just that place. There were two large and rusty anchors and other small ones, and lengths of battered chain seemed to have been scattered about unnecessarily. Could she mean to have the horse shod by a ships blacksmith? And then occurred to him the unwelcome thought that this must be Lesters place of business, which suspicion was confirmed directly by Lesters appearance in the doorway. He was scowling at Dale unmistakably, though he tried to be unconcerned; he did not look at Doris, who had begun to get down from the wagon. She took her foot from the step, however, and waited silently as he came toward them, stepping over the chains. His cheek was blackened by a careless touch of his smutted hand, and he had evidently been hard at work; where his shirt collar had lost its button and was falling open, the fairness of his throat made one imagine he had stained and darkened his face for some disguise. He swung his great hammer lightly, stood beside his visitors like a slender, vindictive Vulcan, and said carelessly, Good-day, Mr. Dale. Any news, Doris? as if he were only anxious to lose as little time as possible.

No, said Doris, there isnt any news; and yet he would not look at her.

Shall you be home this Sunday? she asked softly, and was answered, with a quick glance from the blue eyes, that it was not likely. They were very busy with the schooner; some parties in Westmarket seemed to be in great distress for her. And at this pleasantry Doris took heart. We were wondering what had become of you. But Dan Lester answered, in a tone that admitted no further conversation, that he was all right, and she must give his respects to the folks; at which Doris gathered up the reins quickly, turned the horses head toward home, and departed.

There was a look in her face which Dale was not familiar with, and he did not see it then, though he felt it perfectly. He was sorry for the girl: he understood the mornings excursion well enough now, and would have liked to pound the surly blacksmith with his own hammer. Doris, for her part, felt as hard as a stone. She was rarely made so angry as this, and they drove homeward silently. A little later she told herself that Mr. Dale should not know that she had been defeated in the plan which she had made and cherished through so many happy hours. This was a quick and sorry ending, and she was as much grieved as angered. She thought nobody could tell that anything unusual had happened when she said, in a straightforward way, that Dan seemed to be busy that morning, and reached over to take a small basket from the floor of the wagon. Will you eat a golden pippin? she asked, with much composure, and chose one for herself, while Dick knew perfectly well that they had all been meant for Dan Lester.

They were outside the village now, and beyond the sound of either the clinking hammers or the knocking ones. A few minutes afterward they passed a school-house, and Doris scattered the rest of the apples by the roadside as she went slowly by, and laughed to see the children tumble together in a heap over them, while a little stray dog jumped and barked fiercely, as if he claimed a share. The teacher nodded to Doris from the doorway, and at that moment our heroine remembered that this person boarded at the same house as Dan Lester. I suppose she will go straight home and tell him, thought Doris, more troubled than ever. There was a willfulness in the way things were going wrong. The teacher wondered why Doris blushed. It must have had something to do with Mr. Dale; but she need not feel so grand if she did get him to go to ride with her, just when everybody else was hard at work.


XI.
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DORISS MOTHER STOOD in the yard at least two minutes, in the bright sunlight, shading her eyes with her hand, and watching the young people drive away together. She was evidently much gratified with the sight, and nodded her head soberly as if in acquiescence, as she returned to the house. Temperance Kipp glanced at her superior officer once or twice with some curiosity, but said nothing.

The two women resumed their work, and the kitchen soon gave evidence of unusual industry. Israel Owen and Jim Fales, with the man called Allen, who had again been hired for a week, were to be away all day, finishing a piece of ditching which the farmer had planned in anticipation of the spring freshets. This was likely to be an undisturbed morning, and the good women had begun various enterprises, chiefly because they were sure of having the house to themselves.

If an outsider could have observed Temperances honest countenance, he would have quickly understood that she was waiting for a good chance to say something to her companion. The relation between Mrs. Owen and herself was not recognized as that of mistress and servant except upon rare and inharmonious occasions. Ordinarily they looked upon each other as colleagues, and, to do her justice, the dependent was as heartily interested in the welfare of the Marsh Island and its inhabitants as any member of the family. Temperance was busy just now scrubbing some tin ware, a pile of which she had brought from the pantry, and worked away busily with soap and sand, sometimes holding off a big pan at arms length to detect its imperfections. She watched Martha Owen cautiously, listening eagerly every time she spoke, but for some time answering her questions or remarks with a shade of disappointment or lack of interest. It was evident that she hoped to discern a frame of mind hospitable to some information she was ready to impart, or wished Mrs. Owen herself to introduce the subject of which her own mind was full.

But Mrs. Owen seemed preoccupied, and not so ready to discuss men and things as usual; she was busy now with her rolling-pin and flour-board at the farther end of the pantry, next the narrow window, from whence one could look across the flag-stoned court and up the hillside. This window opened only a little way; the two upper panes of glass were but half as tall as the rest, and the framework was absurdly heavy. The mistress had often threatened to have such a piece of antiquity replaced, though Dale had lately taken the trouble to make a sketch of it, with the curious outside coping or cornice. There were no two of the windows alike in that row at the back of the house, and some quaint, short curtains of old East Indian cottons were put there, where they would not often be seen and mocked. Dick had extorted a confession that there had once been a voluminous drapery of that really beautiful material for the best four-posted bedstead, and his hostess remembered now that she had promised to look among her possessions to see if there were not still a good piece of it. She smiled again at his admiration of the ugly old stuff that was so aggravatingly durable, and gave a more indulgent look than usual to the small curtain near by. T is pretty colored, she meditated, but such a dreadful homely pattern. I do believe, if he had his way, hed set the old house back to just where t was when I come here; old-fashioned as a dry-land ark.

Temperance saw the smile that followed this thought, and grew hopeful. I expect theyll find it pleasant getting to Sussex this forenoon, she ventured. T aint so sightly along the mashes unless the tide is full. The whole family liked to have their country appear its best, and had constantly apologized to Dick for any defect in the weather.

Yes, answered Mrs. Owen, thumping away at her pie crust, theyll have it pleasant, certain. Temperance, with renewed importance of tone, Temperance, why wouldnt it be a good plan to have up the stone jars, the lard pots thats empted, and all them? We may not have such another good day, and t is well to sun em out while we git a chance. Land, what a little while t will be before we kill again! I never hear a squeal out o the sty except I think what a piece o work Ive got afore me.

Well, said Temperance, gathering up her shining pans to carry them out to the yard, I did think of sweepin, but theres no haste, and these tins werent so bad as I thought for. Ill take the stone ware next. I don know, f I was you, as I would cross that bridge afore I come to it, about the hogs. T is a good three months yet. But Mrs. Owen responded with a somewhat ostentatious sigh, and abandoned herself to further reflection.

It was not until Miss Kipp had paraded her pots and pans in a beaming row along the garden fence that her opportunity arrived. I declare, I never set out them lard and butter pots without thinking of pore Isrel, that time he caught all the cats and kittens about the place, and shut one into each, and set the tops on, and I went and found em when I was going to take em in on account of a shower. I was dreadful put out, and I had to laugh, too. There he was a-watching of me from the wood-house, and never dared to come in to his supper till going on eight oclock. He want over six year old.

I declare, Id forgotten about that, said the mother. I know one spell he used to play us plenty o tricks, and she laughed a little, him and Dan Lester. Do you know how they got some old clothes and things once, that was up garrit, and dressed themselves up, and come knocking to the door?

Theyd made themselves to look like the minister and his wife, responded Temperance, with alacrity, and I declare, youd known they meant them anywhere. Id no idea, though, when I see them first standin on the doorstep, and I let em right in, for the joke of it, to where Parson Nash and his wife was setting, going to stop an take tea. Land, how he laughed; but she was put out. Isrel looked too much like her, and had just her walk and the way she held her head stepping up the aisle Sunday mornings. He said he didnt see who she was through them great spectacles. She went and got her a new bunnit afore the week was out. She was dreadful close. I dont think there ever was an amiabler man than the minister, though.

I believe shes alive yet, said Mrs. Owen. She had some money left her, you recollect, and I expect shell live as long as she can, for fear o somebody else getting it.

There, now! said Temperance Kipp, seizing this first chance and quite inadequate excuse for telling her secret, I know Im a-breakin trust so to do, but when I was out last night I stopped in to Mrs. Lawtons, and she let on that theyd got expectations o means above what she ever counted on. There was some land out West that old Lawton bought with some o Dans money. You know folks was always bejugglin him into things. Theyve always paid taxes on it, no great till last year, and then it was ris, and Dan was awful pleased, but she expected him to be put out, and didnt dare show him the bill for quite a spell. He had sense to see t was ris in value, and now theyve got word of the growth o the place, and hes had an offer o six thousand dollars down for it. She read the letter to me; it come day before yisterday, and shes been wantin a chance to send it over. If Doris had been going by, I should have told her to call an see if there was anything. But now dont you say a word, even to the Square. She made me give my pledge I wouldnt hint a word of it to nobody, but I thought I should bust if I had to keep it all to myself.

I wont tell no secrets, said Martha Owen, doggedly, her black eyes shining, but not with pleasure. I expect Danll be the big man o the town yet. I hope he aint one o them thats spiled if they get nine shillins ahead. I used to like Dan when he was growing up, and him and Isrel was so much together, too; but last time he come here I hoped t would be some time before he favored us again.

You had your wish, then, suggested Temperance good-naturedly. She had always liked Dan, and meant to do him a kindness in telling his good fortune. I have a kind of notion that him and Doris have had a quarrel, and that shes going to make it up with him this morning over to Sussex; and the adventurous handmaiden gave a sly glance across the kitchen.

Mrs. Owen never had openly declared her opposition. There were many reasons before Mr. Dales arrival upon the scene why she had not cared to do so, and she restrained herself with a great effort now, though her face flushed, and the very expression of her broad back was vindictive as she bent over the table. I dont know s Doris need be in any hurry: shes well provided for as she is. And I want her to marry well when she does marry; but I expect shell have her own way, and other folks must make the best of it.

Shell never want to leave the farm, I dont believe, ventured Temperance. I never see anybody have such a passion for anything as she has for the old place. Her father dont hold a candle to her, when alls said and done. Dans wonted here, too, and would seem sort o natural. I guess theyll make it up, fast enough, and she disappeared with another jar, while the mistress of the house wheeled about just too late, looking more angry than can be described; but when the placid countenance of Miss Kipp reappeared, Martha Owen had turned to the table again, and made no comment.

I guess theres enough would snap at him if Doris lets him go for good and all. But this was putting patience to too great a strain.

There, dont run on no longer, Temprance, said the mistress, contemptuously; you wear me out. Theres plenty besides to concern ourselves with. Im glad Dans property is prospering, she added, generously; but like s not some starvin lawyer out there wants a bid to do some work, and then t will turn out to be a mistake.

Temperance held her peace. She would have liked to say more, but there was a decided barrier for the time being. She believed, herself, that Dan Lester was masterful enough to secure Doris, and it seemed an inevitable and proper thing that he should be the next owner of the farm. She was aware of the present mistresss fancies and ambitions, but she did not respect them much; they appeared to her unworthy of the judgment and experience of so sensible a woman. We have more patience with our friends wickedness than with their foolishness, in this world; and for her part, Temperance thought the marriage of Doris and Dan Lester had been already too long delayed. She felt sure that a little encouragement and out-and-out talk about it were all that was necessary to precipitate so desirable a conclusion. But the mother, mindful of her daughters beauty, though she had always striven, on fancied moral grounds, to betray no consciousness of it, and mindful more than most country women of the great world outside her own narrow horizons, was eager through Doris to come into connection with other society. She had always looked forward to a relation with better things, but she had made a common mistake in thinking these were wholly outward, and dependent upon anything but her own growth and development. The Martha Owen of the Marsh Island would be the same in whatever scenes or circumstances she found herself, and not transformed to match her new vicinity. A good soul, but stationary, it was a great pity she had not been wise enough to love the place where she had been kindly planted.

The morning went by. The pies were baked, and the pots and pans still a-sunning, and once or twice their guardian walked along the row, and tilted one more directly toward the sun, and gathered a few distracted grasshoppers from their prisons. She glanced down the road, and went to the outside of a window once to look in at the clock. The simple dinner was arranged for, and after this Martha Owen came out of the kitchen door for the first time since she had seen the wagon driven away, and went sauntering up the yard, much to the needless excitement of some idle hens, and finally, after a moments hesitation and reflection, she climbed the short stairway to the spinning-room.

The little place looked very inviting; it was cool and quiet, and held an atmosphere of repose and reticence. The hot kitchen which she had just left kept too many associations with drudgery and monotony; and Temperance was in that mildly aggressive frame of mind which could not be too deeply resented. She was a faithful creature, was Tempy, but full of the notion that it depended upon herself to set the world right.

The apple-trees seemed to grow closer than ever about the windows. Their boughs were bending low with a great weight of fruit, and made the good woman sigh to think of the apple paring and drying which were near at hand. Doris knew only the favorable side of farm life, after all; she had chosen her work almost always, and every day there was some task that was lighter, pleasanter, than the rest. The mothers heart grew heavy as she pictured her only child growing faded and changed year after year, tired and worried more and more with the hard round and petty responsibility. Doris had it in her to grow beyond it all, as she herself had once; to do something else and something better; to be somebody, as she told herself with pathetic disappointment. Men folks were slow at understanding how a woman felt about such dull doings and lack of entertainment, the long winters and the endless, busy days of summer. She wished that Doris might be spared all this, even if Doris could grow fastest and be happiest in the very conditions which had fettered her own self.

The thought was suggested to her, as she surveyed the little room, that different uses might be made of the same materials. She could not help recognizing the charm of the place, although its furnishing was selected from her own disdained belongings. She left the three-cornered chair where she sat, and stepped about softly, glancing at the sketches which were displayed about the room. It was a strange thing to be looking at such familiar surroundings through another persons eyes, and she smiled at the likeness of one corner of the farm after another; the roofs and chimneys, the windows, the kitchen, the seldom-used front door, with the clustered rose-bushes almost blockading the way, and the row of bulls-eye panes of glass overhead. There was even the side of the small room where Mr. Dale still slept, with the sword over the narrow mantel-piece, and the table and chair near the window, and even the faint coloring of the landscape outside. She thought he must be some famous artist in disguise, as she saw the cleverness of the little pictures, all so amazing and impossible to a looker-on like herself. But most interesting of all was a diminutive looking-glass that hung on the yellow-washed wall, with a withered twig of cider-apples put into its frame. She had given him the mirror herself; the glass was spotted and dull, and she had been amused with his satisfaction and gratitude. Doris had worn the little apples in her belt the very night before, and he must have picked them up from the grass beside the door as he went up to the spinning-room that morning. She recognized them with a thrill of hope and pleasure. Somehow, she never had taken so good a look at the studio; she was not embarrassed now by anybodys presence. The young mans possessions were scattered about in luxurious disorder. Here was a well-browned pipe on the window-sill beside her, and a handful of letters which he had received the night before were lying on the seat of the nearest chair. She took up a book and opened it at a fly leaf, to see R. Dale written there in odd, twisted letters, and Venice underneath, with the date of a year or two before. He had lately been reading this foreign language, for one of his letters was between the pages, and Dicks new acquaintance looked at the strange words with distrust and suspicion. After all, how little they really knew about this stranger! He appeared to be a good fellow, but he might be poor and unsuccessful, that is, poor for his station in life; and Mrs. Owen left the farm and the sketches far behind in her next adventurous reverie. Wonderful to relate, she thought with ever-growing interest of the news about Dan Lesters Western property. Temperance would have felt entirely rewarded if she had known how important her betrayed secret had become.
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DAN LESTER HAD gone back to his anvil, had drawn an almost melting piece of iron from the forge, and beaten it until the sparks had flown across the shop to where one of the younger workmen stood, patiently filing and fitting a bit of steel. He called back angrily, and Dan did not notice him, but beat the harder and looked the crosser; finally he laughed aloud at nothing at all, and then whistled in a shrill and aggravating manner.

Wasnt that old Isrel Owens girl? asked the apprentice needlessly. Who was that furriner she was drivin out? Some o their folks?

No, snapped Dan; t was a painter fellow theyve taken to board.

Kind of smilin-lookin, s if he was enjoyin hisself this morning, want he? Pretty snug harbor there for one o them swell gentlemen that lives by their wits, remarked the apprentice further, at the same time trying to shape a sharp jarring point of the steel with too coarse a file.

Lester dropped his own tools among the cinders, and strode across the shop to give the presumptuous youth a severe lesson in his trade; then he threw off his leather apron, and, taking some bolts as if he were going to the schooner, went out-of-doors. He felt as if the two or three men he passed on the bridge were laughing at his discomfiture, and grew more and more angry with Doris for having paraded her admirer through the town, and flaunted Dale in his very face. Ive made myself too cheap, thats a fact, growled Dan to himself. Ive waited on her year in and year out, and followed her about like a dog, and the tears filled the poor fellows eyes. . . . He climbed to the schooners deck presently, and was glad to find it deserted; he could not bear to be watched, and it was well that the workmen were down below, or out of sight caulking, or planing plank in the ship-yard.

Dan leaned over the rail, and looked down at the white chips that covered the bank of the tide river. The shop had been hot and close, but here there was a fine fresh breeze from across the marshes, and presently his quick temper had burnt itself out like a straw fire. He found himself more sorry than angry after a few minutes of silence, and began to accuse himself of haste and unkindness. After all, what right had he to blame Doris Owen? She never had given a single sign that she loved or meant to marry him; she had never heard from his own lips that he loved her, though it was impossible to believe that she was anything but sure of that. How could she doubt it, when he had told her his love in every way that he knew beside speech! There might never be a chance to speak now, he told himself bitterly; he had been a fool all the time; but when you felt like a girls brother and lover too, and had known her always, it was a great deal harder to begin your love-making. And then it might not have been Doriss fault that the artist came with her. Of course the fellow liked her, and was captured by her looks, and probably she had taken the first chance she could to come to Sussex, just as he hoped, though, after his fancied slight on that last evening, he had made up his mind to trouble her no further. The wrath that had been kindled then had been smouldering ever since, though only that morning he had made up his mind to go home to spend Sunday. Now the ashes had shown their hidden spark, and the fire of his jealousy and pain had blazed ungenerously, and burnt away Doriss dear efforts at reconciliation.

She was gentle and serene, and undisturbed by small disasters; but her lover had learned through long association that her anger and prejudice were as slow to disappear as they were difficult to arouse. He was farther away from his happiness than ever, and all through his own folly. He fancied that Mr. Dale had looked at him with wondering disdain, and struck his clenched fist fiercely on the ships rail at the thought. Poor Dan! he was very unreasonable. He looked haggard and old as he turned, in answer to a call from the bewildered and curious apprentice, who had been waiting for work until he was out of patience, in the middle of what had promised to be a busy morning.

Dan went on with his own work with less spirit than usual, though he joked and teased the undeceived stripling, for fear he should suspect there was any trouble. Once he leaned on his big hammer, and in the humility of his honest love reflected that Doris deserved a better man than himself. The stranger might be able to make her happier than any one else ever could. There was something very taking about Dale, though Dan himself never wanted anything to do with such a Miss Nancy. Old Mr. Owen thought he favored Israel, but Israel was worth two of that sort. It was not likely he would marry Doris, that was the worst of it; he only liked to play with her; and by and by everybody would say Dan Lester was glad to get another mans leavings. No, he would go off out West, and make his way alone. There was that piece of land that was rising in value every day. He always meant to farm it some day or other, and to give up this makeshift of a trade. He would rather handle a good smooth live field and make it do its best than a lump of dirty dead iron. And at this the great hammer was swung aside angrily, and the crooked bar went to the forge again.

Visions of his broken plans came flocking up to tease him; his whole life had brought him steadily toward a certain goal, only to show him something like the brink of a precipice instead. In spite of the attempted kindness of his thoughts toward Mr. Dale, he could have stamped him into the dust after the schoolmistress had told him blandly, with a sidewise glance, at dinner-time, that Doris Owen and the boarder had stopped and treated the children to apples at recess-time that day, and they seemed to be having a sight of fun together. They were splendid pippins, she added, indiscreetly, a few minutes afterward, to increase the effect of her first announcement. But Dan cast a contemptuous glance at her in return, and then felt shaky and accused himself afresh. Doris was bringing them to him. She always laughed because he liked them so much and hunted for them in the apple bins. Doris liked him now, if she had ever liked him, and he grew more eager to see her again, if only to know the width of the breach his ugly actions had put between them.
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LATE SATURDAY EVENING, Mrs. Lawton, Dans mother, heard with great joy the sound of wheels in her narrow yard, and quickly taking a light, though the moon was at its full, she went to the side door. Dan greeted her with unusual cheerfulness as she asked, in a worn and feeble voice that contrasted poorly with his own, if he had received the summons she had sent him in the morning.

I suppose youve got a split shingle on the shed-roof, or some such heavy piece of work, he answered. Mrs. Dennell said you were all right yourself, so far as she could see.

The wagon shafts fell to the ground, and Dan was already clattering at the stable door; then the horse stumbled up the single step, and his master spoke to him now and then in loud tones, as he moved about, impatient with the delay of his supper. Mrs. Lawton still stood at the door holding the lamp, though the wind had blown it out some minutes before, when her son came toward her, along the moonlighted path. He laughed at the useless lamp, and the eager woman was filled with confusion; then they went into the small house together.

Dan threw his hat on a side table, pushed up a window, and seated himself beside it; the old cat came crying to his side, and not receiving at once the desired recognition, jumped into his lap and nestled down, purring loudly. Mrs. Lawton was busy trying to light the lamp again, but she let one match go out, and dropped another on the floor, and finally upset the match-box itself with a loud clatter. The moon shone into the room, and Dan looked round compassionately, and began to laugh at her disasters. She had not seen him in such good spirits for several weeks, and it was a great reward for her anxiety to have him at home again in such good trim. In her solitary, uneventful days, she had plenty of time to worry about Dan. Her past experience of life had certainly given good cause for some fear of the future.

Never mind the light, he said; its as bright as day here. Come and sit down, and dont flitter about so, mother; you make me think of a singed moth-miller. Ive had my supper, you know. I didnt get away much before seven oclock.

There was finally a successful attempt at illumination, and the little woman came toward her son and put her hand on his shoulder. Now Ive got something to tell you, Danny, she said, and her voice was shaking with excitement.

The mans mind was filled with one thought, and something made him fear to hear news of Doris Owen and another lover than himself.

Is Doris - He spoke fiercely, but could not finish his sentence, and the mothers quick intuition possessed itself of his secret in that single moment.

Doris? she repeated, wonderingly; for why should he have thought of her then, even though he always thought of her most? No. I had a letter from out West yesterday; that is, it came for you, and I didnt send it over. I was afraid something might happen; a letter is so easy to lose. Thats why I sent word, to be sure youd come home. Its about that property Simeon invested some of your fathers means in; its all of it yours, you know. They say its getting to have a great value. Poor Simeon, I always thought he meant to do for the best.

Dan stood up suddenly, and the cat fell to the floor, much to her surprise and displeasure. Where is the letter? he asked.

Ill find it in a minute. I put it somewhere so I could lay my hand right on it the minute you got here, and she made a fruitless excursion to her bedroom, which was next the room where they were. Ive found it! she exclaimed at last, delightedly. Heres the lamp. She stood beside him, watching his face while he read.

The letter was not long, and the young man smiled as he gave it back to her. I should like more of the same sort, he said. Im not going to sell it, either, until I know more than this. Theyd try to get the land as low as they could, and most like take advantage, if the owner was as far off as I am. I may have to go out there, he added, with a tone of pride and determination.

I should take advice of Israel Owen, said the mother gravely. You havent had much experience in such things.

Dont be fearful, said Dan, wishing all the while it were not too late to go to the farm that very evening. Im equal to managing my own affairs, he added, with feigned disregard of any such desire.

Yes, said Mrs. Lawton, youre all I could ask, my son. I shall be pleased to see you a well-off man. I havent anything to hope for myself. Youve kept me better than you need this good while. But there, its natural you should be thinking about somebody else besides me. She sighed somewhat wistfully, and wished for a moment that she could always know that her son was her very own, and see no other woman caring for him and taking the first place. It was not very often they felt so near each other as they did that night, and she pushed back her chair to give him space, as he went walking to and fro, only a few steps each way, in the low room. He was a fine-looking fellow; any mother might be proud of him. Now he could live on his own place, and give up his trade, no matter if it were so enviable a place as master smith of the best ship-yard. Now he would be likely to marry. He was proud, Dan was, and had not meant, she was already sure, to speak to Doris Owen until he was independent.

I wonder if Doris will feel pleased? she said, almost unconsciously; and Dan stood still, with a smouldering light in his eyes, which looked black and stormy.

I should have said so a month ago, mother, he answered defiantly; but I dont know now. Theres no telling about you women. I never have cared for nobody but her, though Ive made no talk about it. I shouldnt to-night if you didnt speak first. If I cant marry her, I shall live single, thats all; and the harder I have to work, the better. I shall want something to make me forget Ive lost what Ive always wanted. Ill let the money go hang.

The troubled and startled woman rose, and went quickly to her sons side. Dan sat by the square table, and had dropped his head on his arms. She patted his shoulder with a light hand that trembled a little; somehow, her pleasures were apt to have a bitter ending and go wrong. She wondered if he were crying, Dan never cried; but presently she heard a sob; and the broad shoulder shook under her touch. Dont, dear, dont! she whispered, anxiously; t will all come right. Youre just like your father, and I couldnt have said him nay. Girls will be girls, Dan, and shes waiting, most like, for you to speak. There aint a thing thats unworthy about Doris. She favors the Owens, and I know em root an branch.

Dan looked up presently. His eyes were blue again, now, and when his mothers hand had stroked his hair, and he felt the worn, thin fingers touch his neck, it had sent a thrill of comfort to his very heart. Poor little mother! He stooped down and kissed her as tenderly as if she were Doris, before he went to bed. Faint heart never won fair lady, he said, and tried to laugh; but her shock of delight and surprise at his unwonted caress reflected itself back to him, and as he stood looking down at her, his own eyes were suddenly and provokingly blurred. She was so little and frail in her scant old dress, and had such a patient, hard-worked look; he remembered that people said she had been a pretty girl. He wondered if he had not been too rough for her sometimes; she was the kind of woman that cannot stand alone, and wants to be taken care of. Confound old Lawton, who made a drudge of her! But Dan all at once understood why the lonely woman had been persuaded to yoke herself to him. After all, this piece of land might serve a good turn. And Doris, was she really waiting for him to speak, after all? What a fool he had been! Her eyes had sought his face pleadingly when he went snarling to the wagon to speak to her.

It was long to wait until the morrow; and the white, bright moonlight kept him awake, as if some fate insisted on prolonging the delay. The wind was blowing a little, and a lilac bush outside brushed against the clapboards just as it did when he was a boy. Sometimes, even then, he used to lie awake and think of Doris Owen, and he remembered a dream which had seemed very real: for the boy Israel, his dear playmate, had come to him, not in his soldier clothes, but wearing his old school-boy jacket and boyish face, and stood by the bedside, and begged him to go and live at the farm. Dan Lester had gone to the war, too; he had seen his playmate fall, and had dragged him back within the lines at the peril of his own life. His thoughts were rarely so busy as in this still night, as he grew by turns hopeful and fearful of his fate.
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EARLY THE NEXT morning, Dale disappeared from the farmhouse, meaning to spend most of the day out-of-doors. Doriss boat did not usually leave its anchorage on Sunday, so he borrowed it without hesitation, and drifted seaward with the ebbing tide along the winding highways of the marshes, changing his point of view just fast enough, and idly watching the clouds and the landscape in his slow progress. He was not uncomfortable, leaning back against an oar which he had put behind him across the boat, and he wielded the other oar skillfully to push the light craft off the shore, against which it not seldom came to a full stop. The country was brilliant with autumn tints, and often the glimpses of it were charming to his eyes; for the water was low in the creeks, and the black mud at the sides, topped by the still luxuriant bending grasses, made a pleasant framing. The day promised to be hot, but it was cool weather in the deep channels, and he had a sense of being sheltered and hidden securely. The great dragon-flies followed him, as if they had left everything in their surprise and excitement, and sometimes three or four alighted together, glistening against his dull-colored clothes like fairy marauders in full armor. As he leaned over the side of the boat, the small fishes and occasional crabs did not seem disturbed by the gliding shadow; they might have thought it a natural part of their calm existence, until the plash of an oar sent them off in alarm. After half the morning was spent, this leisurely navigator found himself fairly stranded at an absurdly short distance from the Marsh Island; but the tide being almost out, there was nothing to do but to go ashore and wait for it to rise again. The bank sloped conveniently, and he scrambled up and providently pulled the light dory after him, and fastened the painter to a bush. He had often looked across from the farm uplands to this smaller island in the salt grass; but it was larger than he had fancied it, and the beech and oak-trees had reached a good size, and were dropping their ungathered nuts into the thickets and coarse grass beneath. Two or three squirrels scolded at him from a safe distance. He seated himself in the shade, and looked across the level reaches of the sea-meadows, which had begun to shimmer in the summer-like heat. The small beech-trees that grew near made the light purple and soft that fell on the frayed whitish carpeting of their last years leaves, and presently he grew drowsy, and turned over to put his arm under his head; and there he lay, sound asleep, at his lazy length, a fair, untroubled knight, one would say, though his mind had lately perplexed itself harshly enough.

The country wagons had just rattled churchward along the East Road, their two seats crowded full for the most part, with small children wedged between the grown people, much hotter than was comfortable already. For a wonder, Doris had pleaded fatigue, and announced her intention of staying at home. It was a long drive to the village, and Israel Owen and his wife decided to spend the noon at a cousins, as was not infrequently their custom. Temperance Kipp always passed the day of rest with her sister, and Jim Fales had gone to his mothers, a mile or two away. Doris would keep house, she said. There was always a cold lunch at noon on Sundays at the farm. Nobody knew when Mr. Dale would be likely to return, and the unused horses had been led out early to join their four-footed companions in the pasture. There would really be nothing to do. Martha Owen looked over her shoulder once or twice at Doris, as she drove away. The girl seemed unlike herself, and had been pale and intent ever since she came home from Sussex, though she answered her mothers questions about the expedition, and even her interview with Dan Lester, with her usual frankness. The more the elder woman revolved in her mind Temperances bit of news, the more respect she was inclined to pay it. Dan Lester was almost like one of themselves already, though she had not been pleased with him of late; he would be very well off now. The castles in the air, of which she had fancied young Dale the ruler, began to betray their unsubstantial foundation, and Dans cause ventured to assert a likeness to the bird in the hand which is valued by all persons of discretion. And when, at a cross-road, they met Dan in his shining new buggy, driving his mother to meeting, Mrs. Owen gave him a most friendly salutation.

Alas that Dan, disappointed at seeing the vacant place on the front seat beside the kind old farmer, should have fancied the greeting to be one of exultation and defiance, or approval of the fact that Doris had stayed at home, to enjoy the artists company.

Doris had seen Dick Dale turn to the eastward as he went up through the orchard, and instinctively set her own face to the westward when she also wandered out-of-doors. The house had seemed hot, for a wonder, and the crickets and their relations of the harsh voices chirped and hissed with August-like fervor outside the windows. She tried to read, but presently the paper slid to the floor, and as she passed out of the door the old clock ticked louder than usual, as if it were calling her back: Dont - Do - ris - dont - Do - ris, but she willfully went away, for all that. She did not like the stillness of the old place, an empty house of that age grows full of the presences that are felt, but not seen, and she kept on her way steadily up the hill, and left the doors open behind her, so that whoever chose might go in and keep holiday.

This was true, that she felt the vague pain and sense of discomfort which are apt to foretell the great changes of our lives. She wished that her existence might have swept on in the familiar fashion of which she had never complained. Was love a happiness, or life a satisfaction, or friendship a certainty, if Dan Lester, whose affection had been so constant and so evident, could doubt her and shame her before a stranger? The gentleness and courtesy of Mr. Dale himself might be safer qualities to rely upon. She had neither promised Dan anything nor given him cause for jealousy. There was no need that he should call to her in the way he did before the haymakers, that night at the landing, but she had been sorry enough if she had shown unkind resentment. Indeed, she could think of a dozen times when she had spoken with more impatience, and even slighted him and teased him far more. Why could not people be more generous to you when they loved you than when they were simply friends? She could not forgive Dans surliness. If she had cared less for him, she would not have gone to him there in Sussex; and the blood crimsoned her cheeks at the thought of such undeserved humiliation. The natural instinct that had waited and reached out unconsciously for a lover was wounded and thrust back, to be recognized with shame and sorrow. Doris Owen was a woman who would be comparatively useless in a solitary life. Hers was a nature incomplete without its mate, and incapable of reaching its possible successes alone. She had been more ready to make the great choice than she thought, and nearer the solution of the problem which now seemed entirely new and strange. Perhaps it was necessary that she should apparently take a step backward and approach the crisis again before consenting irrevocably to her fate.

Doris felt rather than thought these things as she climbed the easy ascent; she would have been too much shocked if her true ideas had been put into words. Where the hill grew steeper, she changed her direction, and left the shade of the great apple-trees to go through the peach orchard. Here the sunshine was steeping everything through and through; the fruits stored it away, and in return gave out into the air something of their fine fragrance and mellowness. The slender trees were filled with a rare vigor and elasticity, and held up their too heavy burden of half-faded leaves and delicate laden branches as if they were getting a new lease of life. The thick grass was spotted with brilliant windfalls, and bees went buzzing by, rich with their plunder from this late harvest. Doris walked lightly among the company of trees, and presently her drooped head was also lifted up, as if the kind sun had drawn and strengthened it, and her face began to free itself from clouds, like a clearing sky. A fair young girl of out-door growth and flower-like fashioning, a sweet-faced wife for any man to win and cherish, she passed fleet-footed over the autumn grass. Her light dress flitted between the peach-trees and hid itself behind the hedge-row of hazel-nut bushes and young wild-cherries. At last Doris stood on a high slope, a white figure against the blue sky, where the sea-breeze found her; and since the inland country looked warm and inhospitable, this zephyr turned, and went no further.

There was no reason why she should go back to the house for a long time yet. Her half-outgrown childish love of wandering far and wide took possession of her, and remembering all in a moment that the beech-nuts on the small island nearest her must be nearly ripe, and that the tide was out, she went slowly down the pasture and across the marsh. She had told Mr. Dale once that she thought the most beautiful time of the year was the late spring, when the marshes were growing green, but her own country-side never had seemed more delightful than it did that Sunday morning. She questioned, with pain and foreboding, if she must ever leave it. She put aside so needless a fear, and was grateful to the stranger within the gates for teaching her by his own delight to see the beauty that she had never half understood. Doris wondered where he had gone, he was sure to be keeping one of the ten commandments and doing no work. . . . They could not be too thankful to so kind a friend, who valued their friendship and service beyond what it was worth, and returned it in every way thrice over. He was like the young men in the best stories that Doris knew, she had often told herself that, and her heart gave a little flutter of uncertainty. Poor Dan! he was really just as kind at heart and full of pleasant thoughts; but he was a country fellow, and lacked the ways of the world and the gift of ready speech. She could not think what had made him behave so strangely, and the recent hurt began to ache again.

The noonday sun was very hot, after all, and she was glad at last to reach the shelter of the spreading trees of the little island. The young beeches at the edge of the thicket were turning yellow, but inside they were untouched by frost or ripening. The oaks were dull red here and there on the outer branches, and Doris laughed at a squirrel which felt it necessary to perch on a fallen tree and menace her with whisking tail and indignant chatter. The squirrels had always acted as if this island were their own; it was a favorite trapping-ground of Israels. She gathered some late blackberries, as she went pushing her way through the tangle; she well remembered a grassy place under the largest beech on the seaward side, where the air might be cooler. Just as she could look out through the drooping boughs at the bright, hot levels beyond, she was startled at the sight of the bow of her own small white boat with the blue stripe, drawn up on the bank of the narrow creek, and here, almost at her feet, lay Mr. Richard Dale, sound asleep.

She turned instantly, but the rustle and cracking of the bushes had waked him. He sprang to his feet, looking quite stupid and amazed, and slowly caught a spider that was spinning down from his hair. Then he regained his wits entirely, and looked at his disturber with a laugh. Where did you come from, Doris? he asked. You must have taken the hay-boat; the other was gone, so I had to steal yours. The tide must be quite out by this time.

The tide is coming in, said the girl. I must hurry back, or I cannot cross some of the low places. I walked over the marsh; it isnt very far, and easy enough if you only know the way. When the tide is half high, you must take a longer way round.

I should lose myself, at any rate, answered Dick; at least, I should never escape by land. There is something mysterious about the marshes to me. Sit down, he said, more gently. How hot it has grown! Why not wait until the creek fills again, and we can go back in the boat together? I am by no means sure I know the way; at which they both laughed, and felt more at ease. Dick shook himself like a wet dog; he was adorned with dead leaves and bits of twig, and sleepy yet, if the truth were told. Then he sat down on the grass, and Doris followed his example, and as she leaned back against the beech-trees broad trunk, she was not displeased with the unexpected turn of affairs. Dick picked up a sound beech-nut that some squirrel had dropped by mistake, and, cutting off one of the trig three-cornered sides, offered it to his guest.

I wish I had brought some peaches, she said. I just came through the orchard.

It was very odd that we both should have come to this same spot of ground, the young man observed meditatively. Sometimes I think there are all sorts of powers and forces doing what they please with us, for good or bad reasons of their own.

We are taught to believe that one power is, arent we? asked Doris timidly. But always for our own good.

Yes, slowly assented Dick, as if the fact were not always so clear to him as he wished; and then, with renewed interest, I always liked the notion of our having guardian angels. I should like to know if it is true?

Doris flushed: she was not used to talking in a familiar way of such grave subjects, but she could not help answering, I always have thought so ever since I was a little girl, she began hesitatingly. It always seems as if there were one angel who follows me all the time, and tries to keep me back when I am going to do wrong, and is set to take care of me. Dont you know - and she became very earnest - that when you forget things, or cant remember where you leave things, something outside yourself reminds you? Not your memory or your conscience; something outside you, Doris repeated. I wonder if we dont have friends in the unseen world.

Perhaps, the young man said gravely. I really dont know why not. He was touched by the strange beauty of Doriss face now when she was deeply moved. She was paler than usual, even after her walk; she was like another creature from the busy week-day girl who went and came with the elder women at the farmhouse. She almost always had a grave sweetness. There was surely a most uncommon quality in both her nature and her fathers.

Doris, said Dick, in a brotherly way, I think you did not like me when I first came to the farm.

Doris was silent. Then he glanced up, to find her looking at him with surprise and bewilderment; it might have been because she was called back unkindly from some reverie.

I did not know you, she answered. I hardly thought about you until you hurt your foot. But we are all so glad you came, now; it has been a great deal of company for father, and mother gets very tired of doing the same things over and over. I think she would like to live where there is more going on.

Would you like that, too? asked Dick softly, and then was persuaded that Doriss belief in a spiritual guardian was well founded; he felt such an unexpected sense of remonstrance.

No, indeed, answered Doris simply. I like home better every year; and suddenly an invisible quality in the air, a subtle intoxication that had something to do with Dicks question, sent its influence into Doriss heart, and for the first time she could not look Dick in the face. She wondered how she might escape, not so much from him as from her appalling self.

There was a terrible silence, and the longer it continued the more convicting it grew. Dick Dale did not speak again, he did not know what hindered him; in that moment his heart beat very fast. Was Doris waiting to hear his voice? Was this his fate and happiness, and was his future in this womans keeping?

The breath of enchantment was quickly gone, and they became their familiar selves again, yet with a difference. Dale, at any rate, felt a faint sense of mistake and dissappointment, and went away without a word when Doris said that she thought they must go back now, if the boat would float in the creek. She looked at him appealingly as he helped her to her place, and only smiled when he demanded the oars which she had taken.

I have not rowed for a long time, she said in excuse, and pulled with strong, steady stroke, as if it were a relief and welcome defense against threatened discomfort. You would not know the meadows in winter, she said once. They look so dead and desolate, with great black cracks in the ice, like scars; and at night you can hear a noise as if the tide were caught and trying to get itself free. I am always so glad when the gulls and crows are thick, and it is getting near to spring.

No, said Dale to himself, I dont believe I could stand the long winter. Town is the place when the snow comes. But he wished, none the less, that he could make the winter delay its coming. He did not like to have Doris row the boat, and a great insecurity and indecision took possession of him. Should he dare to speak to Doris? He wondered what he would think of it to-morrow; but he called himself a coward, as they landed a little later, and he walked back to the still-deserted farmhouse by her side. The old place had arrayed itself against him while he had been away. He felt curiously distinct and separate from his surroundings just then, and yet as if he must use all his powers of resistance if he would keep himself apart. Did fate mean to graft him to this strong old growth, and was the irresistible sap from that centre of life already making its way through his veins? Was an unlocalized, a disestablished human being at the mercy of a possible system of spiritual economies, so that he was to be held to a spot that was lacking in what he might supply? If a man did not see his duty and opportunity with his own eyes, must he be attracted by a magnet-like necessity? But what was this broken, nay, even mutilated, household to him, even though the strange suggestion of his likeness to the young soldier who lay in the orchard burying-ground would flit through his bewildered mind? There was a new glamour over everything: at one moment he reveled in it, and then as suddenly feared and distrusted it, while a faint indignation returned again and again and troubled him because he had been thus taken by surprise.

All the time that Dales thoughts were attacking him like an angry and desperate mob, Doris walked at his side, so sweet and self-possessed, so staid and Sunday-like, that her presence was the only thing that quieted the confusion she herself was making. Never before had this girl looked so slender and full of life, so kissable and dear. Presently she turned toward him wÿth almost perfect composure; there was only a little look of affectionate solicitude to show that they had just come a long way nearer each others consciousness.

I will go up to the orchard and get some peaches for your lunch, Mr. Dale, she said. The best ones are just getting ripe; and Doris went away slowly up the hillside, through the long autumn grass, into the shadow of the fruit-trees. Dick could not follow her, but for some minutes he stood still. What a picture for a man to paint! What a woman for a man to love! Ah, if Doris had looked over her shoulder in that minute! But the white dress was lost among the shady apple-trees, Dick sighed, and well he might; the enchantress had passed by, and her spell had passed with her. An eager song-sparrow flew upward, singing bravely, and for once the blessed notes jarred upon the young mans ear.

He climbed the stairs to the spinning-room. The light southwesterly wind sent a cloud of cigar-smoke through the northeasterly window after a few minutes, and as Doris came down the hill she saw this, and smiled. A little later she brought some bread and a blue plate full of great crimson and yellow peaches, and put them on the table. Dick, who held a book in his hand, nodded, and thanked Doris politely, but she had already turned away. She was hardly at the foot of the steep stairway before he had left his chair and dropped the book on the floor. He stood still, eager, irresolute. Was he a fool or a wise man? - but he saw her no more that afternoon. There was enough else to do. He had letters to answer, for one thing; but Dick could not write; he kept making dots and squares and curious little marks with his pen all over the blotting paper, instead. Neither could he read, for he heard the ripe apples fall to the ground, and saw a gray spider spin its web and lie in wait for flies. At last he heard the elder Owens drive into the yard, and bravely appeared as a listener to the news they had brought home from meeting. A strange pleasure filled his heart at the sight of Israel Owens honest face. The good man seemed more familiar to him than he did to himself.


XV.
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SUNDAY EVENING WAS apt to be given to social advantages at the Marsh Island. The farmhouse had been for many years a favorite gathering-place of the few neighbors, and in the old days the Owens tall clock had served as a frequent and formal excuse for the appearance of various sociable acquaintances. A clock of such high rank must necessarily rule all timekeepers of lesser degree by the autocratic sway of its leisurely pendulum; and once in a while somebody would still ask, with noticeable humility, for the right time, or set the hands of a cumbrous silver watch, by way of tribute, in the clock-room.

The elder Owens, Israel and Martha, with Temperance Kipp, returned tired and dispirited from their days devotions, but a comfortable early supper had refreshed them; and Doris had seemed so entirely like herself that when Dick Dale came strolling up from the garden with his cigar, and heard the sound of voices, he joined the cheerful company without a moments reflection. A luxuriant growth of petunias, still unhurt by frost, had made the old garden deliciously fragrant, and in the dim light he could see the flowers pale faces glimmering at his feet. He picked one which gained his special attention, and gave it to Doris as he entered the room. A heavy dew was falling outside, and the company, for almost the first time that autumn, had forsaken the broad side-door step altogether. When Dick had first come to the farm, his presence had been a serious hindrance to the undisturbed flow of mild discussion and neighborhood news, but now, after a slight pause and cordial greeting, he was allowed to seat himself by one of the windows without note or comment. Old Mrs. Bennet, the last arrival, was still out of breath, and presently explained to the new-comer that she always used to walk the distance between her house and this in ten minutes, easy; but now she had to hurry along, in order to accurately compare the difference of the clocks.

Temperance Kipp regarded Mr. Dale with keen eyes. She had taken up the neglected championship of Dan Lester with more decision than before, since she had seen his discouraged face that morning in church. He looked thinner than usual, and altogether was very appealing to her tender heart. Even the news of his increase of fortune had not made him light-hearted, though his mother had exchanged a confiding and pleased glance with her old friend, as she sat in one of the side pews, not very far away.

Dale watched Temperance herself with uncommon pleasure that evening. He had always liked her face, which had a great deal of sympathy and wise understanding in it; for the first time he recognized a resemblance, which had always baffled and puzzled his memory, to Holbeins portrait of Sir Thomas More. He was a little amused and surprised at this; he would have liked Bradish to see her, as she sat in a high-backed rocking-chair. Bradish was very fond of the Holbein. Ah, well, I must be getting back to town soon, the young man assured himself, and then moved his own chair a little, as if he wished to hear what was being said of the mornings sermon, but in reality to command a better view of Doris. He was not infrequently bored by the theological disputes of Israel Owen and his neighbor Churchill, who was a received authority on some questions, being a deacon of the first parish. This controversy was evidently almost over with. Speakin about the Lord knowin them that are his, said Israel Owen, in an unsteady voice, it makes a good text to enlarge upon for a minister; but when you come to put it right home, deacon, theres precious few for him to know. Folks aint so common that bears him any great likeness that he can make friends of. Plenty of us is growing towards him, and kind of stirring about some; but its a mercy, as I view it, that weve got another life to continue the upward way. If we can only git started whilst were here, thats about all we can do, most on us.

The deacon grumbled something, which might be an assent, and might not. His own preference was for more inflexible condemnations and harsher definitions of the condition of fallen man; but somehow he never could bring his arguments to bear when Owen took this tone. I dont wonder, when I look about me, that folks aint better, the old man concluded; the stonishment to me is that they aint wuss. When you take in what folks have inherited down from gineration to gineration, and how some are weak in body and some in mind, t is a wonder a good many is so decent behaved as they be.

But the deacon did not like to think of the practical achievements of himself and his brethren, the abstractions and distinctions of certain doctrines were a much better liked subject; and he was relieved when a tall figure appeared in the doorway, and Dan Lester looked in, with a touch of defiance on his face.

Come in, come in, Dan! said the farmer. Whereve you kept yourself these weeks past? I didnt know but you was put out about something. Didnt overdo, haying, did ye? Ive hardly seen ye since. Doris, git Dan a seat. Weve got considerble of a meetin here, but theres chairs enough. Step out to the entry, Doris, or fetch one right in from the kitchen.

Doris had risen at the guests approach, and they stood together in the room for one awkward minute, with the rest of the people watching them. It takes little time for such a neighborhood to scent out the smallest excitement; and the curiosity to know if there were anything between Doris and Dan of an unpleasant nature, or any prospect of a love affair between her and Dale, had led two or three of the guests to pay this evening visit.

Dick Dale had sometimes been vastly entertained by such a Sunday evening gathering. He liked the quaint talk and picturesque expression of the elder people, and had more than once wished that he were a writer, and could profit by the specimens of a fast-disappearing dialect. This night, however, there was a strange influence of excitement and expectancy. He was inclined to resent Dan Lesters coming to the farm in that self-sufficient way, after his late treatment of Doris. He knew well enough that she had been grieved by it. Dear Doris, what a shame it would be to let her waste herself among such unappreciative people! He should like to hear what some of his acquaintances would say if they saw her, and this irate admirer proposed to himself to go out-of-doors again, yet lingered, because it might appear that he was unfriendly to his rival.

They always came to our funerals, Mrs. Bennet was saying, in a reproachful, low voice to the other women, but they kind of hung off about it, too, and didnt step right to the front and jine in at such a time, as the Maxwells did, and others. T aint what I call being related to folks.

They aint folks; theyre nothin but a pack o images, proclaimed Temperance Kipp, in a tone that admitted no contradiction.

Dick laughed at this; the other listeners turned their heads to look at him half suspiciously, yet with great good humor. Presently, seeing that the full moon must be near its rising, he left his seat by the window, and went out. He did not notice the appealing glance of Mrs. Owen; in fact, there was no trace of any such feeling in Dales heart as that of being driven off the field. He was simply doing his own pleasure, and leaving the good souls to theirs. A minute afterward there was a shout of laughter from the clock-room which made him wince. One naturally thinks ones self the injured subject of mirth at such a moment. Then, as he turned, he saw two figures come out of the door-way, Doris and Dan Lester, who had sat just inside, and who were also tempted to stroll out into the soft night air. As Dick looked and listened, the old farmer and his crony moved their chairs into the square side-entry, and the women passed to and fro in the clock-room, as if they were drawing nearer together for a season of gossip.

The great willows made huge masses of darkness against the starlit sky; the lights in the house cast a network of long shadows before their rays. Dick Dale leaned upon the garden fence, and watched the yellow harvest moon as it rose above the misty shrouding of the earth. The outline of the hill looked hard and more distant than the moon itself. He could hear a faint sound of the sea and an occasional laugh from the house. By and by Doris and Dan came back again. The grass had been wet the way they went, but indeed they seemed indifferent to their surroundings, and went walking to and fro, while the resentful spectator kept his chosen station. He thought that anybody might see him who looked that way, being as conscious of his own presence in the landscape as if it had been broad daylight.

Even Doris, who knew every outlook so well, did not see that any one stood this side of the withered sunflowers. She wondered once or twice which way Mr. Dale had gone; but since his lameness was cured, he had often been out until late in the evening, and let himself into the house after every one else was asleep. He was a revelation to her in many ways, with his knowledge of books and his love for nature. She felt a sense of wider liberty with Mr. Dale than with any one else she knew, and believed in the possible treasures of experience and knowledge that lay far beyond the horizon that she was able to discover.

To-night Dan Lester was very gentle, almost pathetic, but strangely compelling. As he came into the room, earlier, her heart gave a great bound of relief and affection. Now, as he spoke with eager impatience, as he stood close beside her, and she could just see his familiar features and mark his height against the dim western sky, she would have been thankful to find a way of escape. She did not stop to question his right to call her to account, neither did she answer him when he humbly condemned his own wrong-doing of the day before. Yes, he loved her; there was no doubt about the truth of his faithful kindness to her, or his endless care and tenderness, she knew that without his telling it so tempestuously. She wished he would cease his entreaties. She could not speak in reply; she felt dumb before her inevitable fate when Dan told her of her fathers favor toward him, weeks ago, as they were on the south marsh together, one August morning.

The lovers story did not touch her, after all; it seemed quite outside her heart, and could not find a way in. Doris grew more and more weighed down with a sense of this grave business. She felt a strange impulse to throw herself into poor Dans brotherly arms, and beg him to defend her, as if this distress had come from any one but himself. A vision of Dick Dales boyish face, with the strange, sweet look it had worn for an instant that day, came to her mind, and gave her a fancied courage and protection. She turned away from Dan with a sigh and feeling of reprieve. Dont think hard of me, Dan; theres time enough, she faltered, and then hated herself for so heartless a wording. I must go in. No, dont keep me, Dan. I do think everything of you. I always have - and the girls heart felt as if it would break with sorrow and despair. Strange to say, she did not think of Dick Dale any more, but of Dan himself instead. She wondered if he would speak again. Her heart softened, and though he had gone away a step or two she felt as if he were drawing her toward him through the darkness.

Then a thin figure appeared beside them, and hesitated, as if reluctant to intrude. I guess you two had kind of dry scratchin, coming up the crick this mornin, said Jim Fales, by way of pleasantry; tide was pretty low when I see you. I set out to cross over and tell you to land on the pint where the big pitch-pine is; it aint much further to walk, when the mash is dry; and he hurried on, being later than was his wont, and anxious to report to his employer.

Doris could not say a word. Dan Lester muttered something under his breath, and strode away. The girl looked after him, took a few steps as if she meant to follow him; then she stood still. Oh, Dan, Dan! she whispered, almost aloud. He is so quick; what made me let him go! But as love and pride fought together in her perplexed mind, the footsteps were gone out of hearing, down the long road, the long, long road, into the dreary darkness.

Later, the moon was round and bright in the sky; the cheerful sound of voices grew louder, and the guests were making ready to depart. I guess the young folks is philanderin off somewhere, said Mrs. Bennet, as she stood on the doorstep. Doris met her bravely, but she was not good at dissembling, and lingered in the shadow outside the door. Dan had gone home, she told the waiting audience; he had to be off early in the morning, as they knew. But Temperance grumbled that he might have said good-night, coming as seldom as he had lately. She looked narrowly at Doriss pale face, and resolved to have a talk with her before they slept. As for Doriss mother, she began to wonder if the girl had been foolish or hasty. Dan would be well off now; and after all, Doris would never like any place so well as the farm, the love for it was born in her. Dan had treated Mrs. Owen very civilly as he came in, but he was resenting her smiling salutation of the morning more than ever at that moment, if she had only known it.

Later still, Dick Dale appeared. The night was growing very damp and chilly, he told his friends. He wondered what Lester had asked and what Doris had answered, but Doris was nowhere to be seen. The farmer was fastening the doors and windows. We used to leave everything open in warm weather, he said, but times have changed since the war. Good-night, my lad! And so that day was ended.


XVI.
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NEXT MORNING THE farmhouse seemed quite unlike the scene of an excitement of any sort. The walls kept many a secret already, and the old homestead concerned itself only in providing a shelter and resting-place for its children. Mrs. Owen was singing one of yesterdays psalm-tunes in a high, energetic voice, and sometimes Temperance might be heard also, in a more subdued key, grumbling out some unattractive refrain of an air she did not know very well. Out-of-doors the apple-picking had begun. The farmer had always looked forward to Jim Faless superior usefulness at this season. Jim was at this moment near the top of the high fall-sweeting tree, and, apparently impatient with his charge of hand-picking the fruit, shuffled it into his basket with all the haste possible. As he pushed his way, head and shoulders, through the topmost branches, his eyes beheld Mr. Dale at the spinning-room window, near by, and the friends exchanged as cordial and ceremonious greetings as if they had not parted from each other at the breakfast table three quarters of an hour before.

See here, said Jim confidentially, after having carefully surveyed the world beneath him, was it you was talking to Doris, as I come in the yard last night?

No, said Richard Dale gravely. No, it was not I, he repeated, gazing with much interest at his questioners countenance, which suddenly looked like a clock-face that has lost its hands.

I thought Id ask. I had some misgivins before the words had left my mouth, the youth explained, and all at once drew back within the green boughs, and was lost to sight. Presently, with much difficulty, he transferred the clumsy ladder to a tree still closer to the window, and climbed it with an empty basket, as if the path of duty led that way, and no other. Dick was inclined to resent this; the brilliant color of the fruit had delighted his eyes, and there was little of it left, at any rate. He felt a sudden pang as Jim rustled about among the leaves, and hated him as he selected a fair apple and began to devour it with evident satisfaction. I think there aint no such crispy ones on the place as them, he announced. Have one? and he twisted another from the tree, and gave it a leisurely toss at the window, where Dick barely succeeded in catching it. The invasion of his favorite outlook made him impatient. He put the apple on the window-sill, and took up his book again, as if he did not mean to be interrupted. This harvesting hinted at the spoiling of his beloved surroundings. Somehow, there had been so slight and amiable a change in the landscape and the weather itself, that Dick had not been led to think of an end of his pleasant arrangements and his sunshine holiday. He sighed, as if he were obliged to go back to a veritable treadmill, and presently looked out of the window again. The green old apple-tree, with its flecks of red fruit, had been a very lovely thing to look at against the blue and white September skies, and when he first discovered the spinning-room the apples were little more than half grown.

Jim had been on the alert to catch the least sign of renewed attention, and said softly, leaning toward his listener, I had it right over about seeing you an Doris out in the boat yisterday forenoon. Dan Lester must have been fit to swear. He cant abide that anybody should look at Doris but him. We roughed him fearful one day down on the mash, when we was getting the salt hay in.

Hes a good fellow, isnt he? asked Dale, as carelessly as possible.

First-rate, replied Jim, with another survey of the immediate neighborhood. Folks has wondered a good deal that him an Doris is so slow about gettin things settled; but land! folks must have something to work over in their minds. I dont expect she sets half so much by him as he does by her, any way, he added confidentially. Jim Fales admired the new resident of the Marsh Island with all his heart. Dale had been very friendly with the young fellow, and seemed, to one person at least, quite the hero; but now he felt that there was danger of disloyalty if this conversation were allowed to go on. His desire to hear all that Jim was more than ready to say was promptly quenched, as he gave a careless nod to the Romeo at his balcony, and retreated to the opposite side of the room. He had been told nothing yet that he was surprised to hear, but an undefined dread arose lest there should be some evident recognition of his own personal interest in the tale.

Somehow, Dick was not inclined toward painting; his interest in that once-absorbing avocation had been dwindling, of late. No wonder; he had never done so many good bits in the same length of time before. The sketch of Doris did not seem so necessary and inevitable as it had once, for Doris herself claimed the better part of his thoughts. Doris as she had looked at him yesterday under the great beech-tree was never to be forgotten, and a strange thrill went over him at the remembrance. She was very sweet and silent and busy that morning, and the temptation came to him to win this little kingdom of the world and the glory of it. He must take Doris away from her own world, that would be the trouble; he certainly was possessed of no gifts or qualifications for tilling the soil. He smiled as he whispered to himself,

His highest plot 
To plant the bergamot,

and wondered if, with all his experience and a half weariness and impatience of the fashionable world, he should make the worst sort of country gentleman. His imagination flew quickly about the old farm. Delightful as it was, it might be made infinitely more attractive. Dick almost loved Doriss father, but he was not so pleased with the thought of her mother, though this was followed with a quick self-reproach. He could not disguise the fact that there was a tinge of unreality over all these uncharacteristic visions of himself. He must go away soon, and leave Doris to her true lover. She had looked very troubled once or twice that day. After all, he did not believe in making himself miserable; but at that moment the thought of Dan Lesters triumph made Dick amazingly angry. Why should such a beautiful creature as Doris be degraded into an ordinary country housekeeper, and lose the better sort of love and favor and true knowledge of life? It must not be; the young mans heart beat fast with a new inspiration. If Doris loved him and he loved her, they would face the future together, and his face grew pale as he stood still in the little studio, looking straight forward, but seeing nothing for a moment; then the radiant bubble had burst, and all that was left was the same uncertainty and vexation of spirit as before.

James, old Mr. Owen was saying under the window, I thought you had better pick those fall-sweetings first.

They was covered with dew, sir, responded the defendant. There aint but a few of these, and then Im going back to finish. The sun strikes here earlier, and Jim began a self-satisfied whistling, as he let a slender, unburdened branch rustle back into place.

Dick spent a miserable, wandering day. He felt unpardonably thrown off his track, and as if he must not allow such weakness and foolishness. He might have made a fool of himself on a good many occasions, but, thank Heaven, he had always behaved like a man, and not, as now, like a silly woman. It was difficult even to announce his determination to go back to town the next week, and this distressed knight strayed about the familiar places of the farm as if he were bidding them farewell. It was an afternoon to be laughed at heartily some day, he knew himself well enough to be sure of that; but a sigh followed this reflection, which was more than likely to be repeated.


XVII.
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LATER IN THE day Dick came through the clock-room, and stopped a moment to look for a book. There was a noise of strange voices outside, and just as he reached the outer door some one knocked hurriedly, a fumbling, unaccustomed sort of knock. It must be confessed that he recognized with something like a shock the familiar figure on the broad doorstep.

For pitys sake, Richard, how came you here? exclaimed this unexpected guest, forgetting for the moment her evidently exciting errand, as she gazed at her nephew in complete astonishment. I believe I never was so thankful to see you, she went on, without waiting for any explanation. We have lost our way, though I was sure that I knew the right turn. You see this is a new coachman (tone nearly inaudible, but more spirited). Johnson became so unreliable that I had to dismiss him, after fourteen years service. I believe we have broken the bolts of the victoria (louder), and I was really in despair; I have already walked quite a long distance. Do find somebody to look at the carriage and see if it will be safe to drive home; we have promised to dine with the Chaunceys this evening. You surely remember Mrs. Farley? - May I present my nephew, Mr. Dale? I havent the slightest idea how he happens to be here, but I really never was so glad to see him in my life.

The very buttons of the new coachmans new coat were surprising to Mr. Richard Dale, but to such emergencies as this he was more than equal. He bowed smilingly to Mrs. Farley, and helped her to alight, and then inspected the damaged vehicle under the guidance of Johnsons successor. Thats a very simple affair, this useful nephew said, with charming reassurance. Mr. Owen is sure to be able to put it right in a few minutes. You must go into the house and rest yourselves, and I will take the carriage up the yard.

He seems entirely at home, meditated Mrs. Winchester, as she gave a sigh of relief and turned toward her friend. Mrs. Farley had become somewhat impatient with the needless excitement and fears of her companion, who had been behaving as if they were wrecked among cannibals. She had known real disasters herself, but Mrs. Winchester was so used to a luxurious routine of life that she was quite helpless in anything that approached the nature of an accident. She was accustomed to the opportune appearance of her gentlemen friends, and it was only a repetition of the usual state of affairs that Dick should open the farmhouse door for her when she was overwhelmed with anxiety at finding herself belated on a strange road, a dozen miles from home.

I could have made the carriage alright, sir, said the distressed servant, as soon as they were out of the ladies hearing. He evidently thought it best to forestall reproach for his want of resource. Mrs. Winchester kept telling me the roads, though I knew we were all the time getting too far from home, please, sir. And she screeched with fright when I was getting down from the box. I had a bit of stout cord, too. I am with her only a month, sir, or Id know every road within reach.

Dick nodded indulgently, and the new retainer held himself in his most upright and stiffly effective position as they approached hospitable Mr. Owen, who was quite unconscious of the town-like splendor of this appearance: and wondering Jim Fales, who was nearly overcome with awe and delight.

As for Mrs. Owen, she had promptly come forward to welcome the strangers, after first having watched them through the kitchen blinds, with a temporary loss of self-confidence. The ladies were much pleased with the simple hospitality and friendliness of her greeting, and presently were invited to leave the sitting-room, where they had established themselves, and accompany their hostess to the best parlor. They had been delighted with the clock-room; but the parlor, which had been refurnished by good Mrs. Owen according to her own mistaken lights, had always been shunned by Dick with ill-concealed abhorrence, and was now more than ever damp and close, and pervaded with the odor of its woolen carpet and haircloth upholstery. The blinds were opened, and the fading light of day entered somewhat doubtfully. Mrs. Winchester grew more and more puzzled. What could Dick mean by being here, evidently quite familiar with the household, and never letting her know of his whereabouts?

There was a light step in the hall outside; somebody pushed back a chair which had been moved out of its place; then a young woman stood, surprised, at the best room door.

Mrs. Farley, who was ready at conversation, and a most sympathetic soul, had been describing their wanderings and distress to her new acquaintance. Now she noticed a new look of interest in her auditors pleasant face, and Mrs. Owen, without waiting for a pause in the narrative, said, with motherly pride, Come in, Doris, do. This is Mr. Dales aunt, and - I didnt catch the other ladys name? They met with an accident, and lost their way besides. Yes, Im sure it was confusing, she added encouragingly to Mrs. Farley, who showed no desire to continue, and just then met Mrs. Winchesters confidential and most meaning glance and gesture with an amused smile.

Doris hesitated on the threshold; she was never awkward, but who would not have quailed now? She had not heard the visitors enter, but the next instant she had taken her place beside them, and was even busy with thought for their comfort. The place displeased her strangely; these guests dismayed her. Wouldnt you like to go up to the room Mr. Dale has used for his studio? she asked, with sudden self-reliance. I am sure he will want to show you his pictures.

The ladies rose with alacrity; and presently Dick turned from a consultation with Mr. Owen and the coachman to see them coming up the yard. That was very clever of Doris, he said to himself gratefully, and nodded to them as they disappeared. Mrs. Owen was of the party, and almost directly the delinquent nephews ears caught the sound of delighted exclamations. Then he saw Doris come down the steep outer stairway of the spinning-room, looking preoccupied, and go quickly by, stopping to confer with Temperance, whose head emerged from one of the kitchen windows.

In a few minutes he saw the fair daughter of the house returning with a white-covered tray of fruit and cakes. These dear, good people! This lovely Doris! He was glad enough when his part of the work was done, and he could join the pleased and pacified company.

This is very kind of you, to make my shipwrecked friends so comfortable, Mrs. Owen, he said. Dicks aunt thought he had never been so handsome. Doris looked at him, and felt as if he were again a stranger. She had needed only this hint and visible evidence of his previous life and associations to disengage herself, as it were, from a sense of entire familiarity.

You will have the moon to light you home, if you wait, Dick was saying. I do not think that you need hurry away. I have told the coachman a much shorter road back. He seems an excellent fellow. I wonder that you risked your life so long with Johnson.

You should have followed the short road yourself long ago, Dick, said Mrs. Winchester. But I will not scold you, after seeing these sketches. You never began to do anything so charming. I dare say that I am quite faithless about the new man, she went on, but since I have found you I mean to lay claim to you. We cannot possibly get home before evening: the horses are very slow; you know that you always make fun of them. Dick, you really must go back with us, and I will send you over as early as you like in the morning.

There was no mistaking the sincerity and insistence of Mrs. Winchesters plea, and her nephew consented, though without enthusiasm. Perhaps it was just as well, after all, and a little later he found himself spinning along the East Road on the box of the victoria. The maligned horses were much excited at their unusual delay, and more than anxious for their supper. Mrs. Winchesters thoughts were busy now with hopes of reaching home in time for her evening engagement, all other perplexities having been dispersed.

Do you think they would let me have butter, another year? she asked once, with sudden eagerness; but Dick was sure that he did not know, and she concluded, from his evident lack of interest, that the butter might not be entirely to his taste. I dare say they would not care to bring it so far, Mrs. Winchester announced magnanimously. In spite of the sketches, she could not help thinking that the young girls undeniable good looks had something to do with Dicks going into retreat in such a determined fashion.

The western sky was clear and shining after the sunset, and there was already a glow of coming moonlight in the east as the belated victoria trundled homeward. The lamps were lit in one wayside farmhouse after another, the shadows were gathering faster and faster in the fields, and some tracts of woodland were dark as night and cold as late October when they drove under the overarching boughs. The two ladies were very warm and comfortable in their wraps; they leaned back against their cushions, and talked together in low voices about the house and the people they had just left. They were pleased with their adventure, now that all danger was past, and it seemed a great joke that Dick should have been discovered and drawn from his hiding-place. Mrs. Farley kindly took the young mans part, and spoke of his work with admiration, but his aunt amused herself with little jokes at his expense; therefore Dick himself was conscious of a great liking for Mrs. Farley, who was an old friend of his mothers, and had lived in China for many years. Dick assured himself, with sudden satisfaction, that it would not be such a bad thing to go to the East Indies. Bradish and he had often talked about it. Nothing could give Bradish a better chance; it was exactly in his line.

Mrs. Winchester, after a long pause, repeated an accusation about Dicks love for peaches. He had stolen some once which had been procured at vast expense for a dinner party, and he was an altogether unamiable nephew as he turned half-way round to wave a deprecatory hand at his accuser. Aunt Susan was a kind-hearted creature, and was considered very clever by her friends. Dick was obliged to confess that he had heard her talk charmingly to other people; but somehow she usually treated him like a school-boy, and they were not apt to enjoy each other. Why need she hunt up all those silly old stories of his infancy every time they found themselves together? He wrapped the thin lap-rug about his knees, and settled himself into his place, as if he did not wish to be spoken to again. It was strange how entirely out of sympathy he was with this change of scene.

The victoria was driven into its own avenue, after a while. The lights were bright in the great house, and the alarmed maids came hurrying out to hear what had happened. Dick was recognized with surprise, and as the coachman turned the horses away from the door one or two comrades appeared from behind the hedge, and walked beside him, asking eager questions.

We lost our way, that was all, said the mistress, in an amiable, clear voice, to the little audience. Luckily we found Mr. Dale, who had been sketching, and he brought us home. We must have some tea up-stairs directly, and Mr. Dale will have supper presently in the dining-room. Dear me, how late we shall be! and Mrs. Winchester and her guest quickly ascended the long staircase. It seemed a pity that their allegiance to society did not permit any comfort or rest at that moment. A great fire was leaping and crackling in the wide hall fireplace, and the chairs near by looked most inviting. Dick chose the largest, and pulled it close to the hearth; he heard a scurrying to and fro up-stairs, the doors were opened and shut many times, and his aunt once recalled a loitering maid impatiently to add further directions about his own supper. She had been annoyed because he had disobeyed her command to bring his evening clothes, and had reprimanded him sharply as they were driving homeward. I am not in any mood for squiring to-night, he told himself, and smiled to think what joy they would have presently in relating their adventure to their friends.

The ladies came rustling down; the cocoons of the victoria were transformed into moth-like creatures of sober splendors and soft raiment. Here and there they glittered and shone, and Dick examined them with sudden interest. There was a thinness and poverty about the dress of those women at the farm, compared with this richness and stateliness. Doris Owen would be beautiful in such quiet tints; the simplicity of true elegance would suit her exactly.

I am admiring you both immensely, the young man said. I have been quite unused to such magnificence, you know.

How charming it was at the farm! and Mrs. Farley smiled at him in a most sympathetic fashion. I shall so often remember the spinning-room and the clock-room, and all the rest of it. What a pretty idea to make that your studio! But you ought to have kept the spinning-wheels, and asked the rustic maidens to come and whir them while you painted.

I am certain that the peaches won the day, interrupted Mrs. Winchester, with conscious unconsciousness and a good deal of emphasis. It was all very picturesque, but I cant imagine your being contented there for a month or more, unless you happened to see your favorite fruit in a green state, and determined to wait and enjoy it. But I am heartily pleased about the sketches. I can see every one now! I cant forgive myself for leaving that delightful bit where the two little sails are following each other through the green marsh. I dare say you will throw it away upon one of your cronies, when you go back to town.

It shall be yours from this moment, Dick responded gallantly, while they made little bows at each other. The aunt was very fond of him; and indeed he returned her unselfish affection, after his own fashion.

The ladies deplored the impossibility of staying at home, and waited impatiently for things they had forgotten; finally they went out into the moonlight. I should never think of going at this late hour, said the hostess, but they will be so anxious to know what has become of us. I have a feeling that we shall make ourselves very interesting, my dear. They would be disappointed not to see you!

Mrs. Farley gave her shoulders a little shrug. She did not think these neighbors very amusing, and she was curious to know more about Mr. Dick Dale. She wished that she had ventured to act her own pleasure, and send a regret to her entertainers.

As for Dick, his ears had caught the sound of the sea, as he stood in the doorway watching the ladies drive away. He lighted a cigar, and went across the grounds to a small summer-house, which looked ghostly and felt damp; and here he sat at the edge of the high cliff, and saw the familiar country, sea and shore. The moon was high in the sky; could it be possible that he saw it only last night as it rose above the marshes? That seemed like a year ago. The small fire of the cigar went out, and the world instantly grew large and exceedingly cold; then Dick gave a great shiver, and went back to the house. The servant who met him looked displeased; they had been looking for him everywhere, and his supper was waiting. He had seldom enjoyed a supper more than he did this, but once or twice he looked up, and was obliged to recognize the fact that he had expected to see Doris opposite him, as usual. In the morning he would ask his aunts advice upon the subject of a proper gift for Mrs. Owen. But that night he made a selection of new books, and marched up to his own room in excellent season. He well knew his aunts love for a bit of midnight gossip, and he was not sure of his answers for some simple questions which she would be sure to ask. He wondered what was going on at the farmhouse; his thoughts kept flying in that direction, and this once familiar life became a little strange and constraining.

As he might have known, the Owens were taking great pleasure in talking over the surprising events of the afternoon. Doris alone had not much to say. Temperance was considerably displeased because one of the guests had offered her money, just as they were ready to begin their homeward drive. She had refused it indignantly, with the information that she had done nothing to earn it, and a wise suspicion of such unnecessary patronage.

I suppose that was her way of showing gratitude, said Doris, with a sigh. I dare say such people find enough who are ready to take pay for everything. They were very pleasant, Im sure.

The farmer looked at his daughter, as he sat reading close by the lamp. This was the day for the Semi-Weekly Tribune, and he was deeply interested in a political argument, but he did not go on with it directly. Doris was very pale to-night. Something had evidently gone wrong with her, and he accused himself of being neglectful and thoughtless. They had not been so much together as usual this fall. Doris was grown into a woman now. The truth flashed upon him that she was no longer the childish creature he had loved and fondly wished to keep beside him. Dan Lester had behaved strangely, but he was a high-strung fellow, and might have had some foolish notions about young Dale. He would stop and have a word with Dan to-morrow, when he must go through Sussex. Perhaps he would take Doris herself along, and this thought gave Israel Owen great pleasure. Dan was the best fellow in the world, and seemed like a son already. There was no need for his tinkering away at a trade, if he and the little girl made it up. Dan had uncommon good sense about farming, and he should have his way, he should have his way. A sudden remembrance of the little flag came to the farmers mind. The colors of it were faded now: May was long ago. The family never had gathered round the evening light, in all these years, that the father had not sadly, and as if for the first time, missed his son. To-night they had established themselves in the wide kitchen, after supper was over. The clock-room was a trifle damp, and for some reason or other a little cheerless.

Mrs. Owen was still revolving the news of Dan Lesters good fortune in her mind, and viewing it in all aspects. She had been longing to ask Temperance certain questions, and she wondered if Dan himself had said anything to Doris the evening before; but she was not yet ready to throw her long-cherished opposition and objection to the four winds. As if she were afraid of being even suspected of these thoughts, she hastened to talk about the afternoons guests again. Im real glad it was so that they saw the parlor, she said once, in a gratified tone.


XVIII.
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MR. DALE WAS just reflecting that he should soon be very sleepy indeed, and that he had not been awake so late for several weeks, when a sound was heard outside his door, followed by a light knocking.

Come in! he said reluctantly, and then almost laughed aloud at the innocence and good-nature of his aunts expression. I might have known she would not let me off so easily, he said to himself, and rose from his comfortable arm-chair without a word, as Mrs. Winchester entered, though he looked as if he were ready to be informed of so unseasonable an errand.

I knew that you couldnt be asleep, declared Mrs. Winchester, resuming her beaming expression, which had been abandoned temporarily, at the sight of the flaring candles. Dick really was as much care as when he was ten years old and her orphan ward. I thought you must be reading when I saw the bright light, as I came up the avenue. The Chaunceys were really quite hurt because you didnt make your appearance. Dinner was later than usual, at any rate, only the soup had been served; and Will Chauncey was detained in town, so that there was an empty seat for you next Kate Dent. She is here for a week it seems. I always thought her extremely handsome and attractive. You havent seen her since she returned from abroad have you?

I believe not, answered Dick patiently.

I see that you have the Village on the Cliff. Was there ever anything so charming and full of color! pursued the little lady, after a short pause. She was comfortably settled in a low chair, and was taking a careful survey of her nephew. Really, his clothes were much the worse for wear; he looked not unlike a farmer, himself. I have been telling everybody what a lovely face that old Mr Owen has, she continued enthusiastically. I wish you were fond of figure-sketching. I should like a portrait of him immensely; just a suggestion of all but his eyes, you know, in charcoal, perhaps.

All but his eyes, repeated Dick cynically. I think -

Oh, you know what I mean, she laughed. Dont be superior, Dick, if you have such a misfortune as a stupid old aunt. I meant, of course, that his eyes are so fine I cared most for that part of his likeness. He has such a pathetic expression at times. A most sincere, kindly old man. He seems very fond of you. What did he mean by telling me that you bore a welcome resemblance?

He thought, when I first went there, that I was like his only son, who was killed in the war, answered Dick, in a more sympathetic tone than he had used before. I supposed he had forgotten about that.

And the old handmaiden, too. Charity did they call her? No, Temperance! She has an interesting, blighted sort of face. She was very indignant because I offered her some money. I suppose it was rude of me, but one gets so used to that way of expressing gratitude in this mercenary world.

You must wait until you die to pay your debts to your friends gracefully, announced the host of the occasion, beginning to pace up and down the room. It was a familiar sign of his impatience, but Mrs. Winchester did not mean to be dismissed so soon.

I never thought of that, she said, apparently much pleased. Yes, we can give money to whom we like, it is the way we do the thing; whereupon Dick came and stood before his aunt, and regarded her benignantly.

Do scold me, he said. I know you are tired to death, aunt Susy, but you must do your duty by me before you sleep. I must be off early to-morrow. I have set my heart upon making a few sketches over at Sussex.

I have always wished that somebody would do that very thing. To me it is the most charmingly picturesque little place. But, Richard, you must surely give me a few days before I go back to town; you used to like to stay with me. And this year, of all others, while Nelly and the children are away, and I have missed them so much, I do think you should not have forgotten me.

You always have such a houseful of people, grumbled Dick. Yes, I suppose I can come for next week; or you may put me down for all next summer, if you like that better. Dont be foolish, aunt Susan. You always have laughed at me, but you never must let me make you sorry, and he laid his hand gently on her little lace cap and soft gray hair, and then turned away quickly, and walked over to the window. What bright moonlight! he said. Do go to bed, aunt. Be friendly, and take yourself off now. You have no idea how early I had my breakfast.

Dick, said the little woman, raising herself to her full height and coming to stand before him, Dick, my dear, I begin to think you had better let me have your traps brought here to-morrow or next day. I dont quite like your staying there any more. Theyre good people and ever so fond of you; but for their sakes, and that nice girls sake especially, I hate to have you run into any sort of danger. I think it has been a great thing for you in many ways, and a charming experience on the whole; but believe me, you had better come away. I really should be hurt if you didnt come to me, now that I have told the Chaunceys that you have been hiding yourself so near me for weeks and weeks. If you were a girl yourself, I should feel differently; but with your good looks and your fortune, and your way of making everybody like you, I think it is all a great risk.

Dick tried to laugh at this determined charge, but at that moment he felt as a girl might truly feel, not like a man. I am all right, thank you, dear old lady, he said. Doris has a lover already, if that is what you mean. Perhaps you think that Temperance is setting her nets.

Good old soul! responded Mrs. Winchester, with some spirit. I wont have you make such low jokes, Dick.

I like her, myself, answered the young man, angrily. I like every one of them at the island. If I ever amount to anything, I shall thank those sincere, simple people for setting me the example of following my duty and working hard and steadily. I wish sometimes that I hadnt two cents in the world. I never was so happy in my life as I have been there; nobody ever asked whether I was rich or poor. You have to be put into an honest place like that to know anything of yourself. You cant think how tired and sick I am of the kind of life I have somehow drifted into.

I have always felt that you were capable of better things, agreed aunt Susan, much moved by the gloomy eagerness of her nephew. But now that you have had your lesson you must profit by it; you would waste yourself even more if you stayed long on that farm. Think of your opportunities! I dare say you have found time for thought, and I congratulate you; but what are you going to do with your new energy? Dick, dear, I have been a sort of mother to you. I have loved you, and tried to make up for the loss of your own mother. Now dont be foolish and sentimental, and fall in love with that pretty girl. Youre spasmodic; youre led by your enthusiasms. I think she is really charming to look at, but she is not a fit wife for you.

Aunt Susan, and the listener to those exhortations faced about suddenly from the window, Doris Owen is the most beautiful woman I ever knew. Shes capable of anything. She is not inferior. She may lack certain experiences, but she is equal to meeting them. She is a fit wife for any man.

Oh dear, dear! groaned aunt Susan at this incomprehensible nephew, is it as bad as that?

Bad as what? said Dick, ready to fight for his rights. Come, this is too late a council; we never should have fallen to discussing such things by daylight.

You must tell me all about it. How far have you really gone? persisted the troubled woman.

Gone? exclaimed Dick Dale. I have done nothing at all. If you wish to know whether I have asked Doris Owen to be my wife, I certainly have not. And nobody but you should drive me to the wall in this fashion, and question me as if I were a schoolboy.

Mrs. Winchester asks to be forgiven. She trusts Dick, and tells him so. She has never been ashamed of him yet. All these things she says in a matter-of-fact tone, and then bids him good-night, and goes away. Dick does not kiss her, after his old fashion, though she wishes he would, as she lets go his strong hand and looks at him an instant before she flits away from the door, stepping softly along the hall in her light little shoes. A moment after it is too late, Dick is sorry he did not give her the kiss, and then he considers the propriety of his last statement. He liked, after all, to be treated in exactly this way; it was the only bit of home life that seemed to be always his own. He was invariably called to account by his aunt Susan, and as a general thing took his catechising meekly, as became the nephew whom a kind fate had put under Mrs. Winchesters charge through his early years. The time of boyish marauding, of shirking lessons and abusing clothes and tormenting servants, was happily over with, but his misdemeanors were only transferred to more dangerous quarters. Poor Dick! He felt very young and very willful now; it was only city life and association that made him look upon himself as the Methuselah of society.

The sea was dashing against the low cliffs, not far away. He listened to the sound of it until he fell asleep. The waves were calling and waiting, and calling again, louder than before. The great sea was farther away from the Marsh Island, and there the cry of it seemed more distant and dull; here there was an insistence, a mercilessness, in its voice. There was a great pain in such a consciousness of great possibilities and miserable achievements. Was Mrs. Winchester wrong or right? Her horizons might indeed be contracted, but her directions were as true as the compass.


XIX.
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EARLY THE NEXT morning Doris and her father set forth on their long drive to the outer shore. It would have been hard to say which of them was most pleased with the prospect of this expedition. Doris had looked unwontedly gratified, and even relieved, when she accepted the invitation, as they sat together at breakfast, and indeed was ready some time before there was any need of it, and stood waiting in the yard with almost childish impatience. Israel Owen was in a most placid and serene mood, but tried to take the unusual pleasure as indifferently as possible, and consulted his wife with gratifying deference as to the best bargain that might be made for some hay. He was going to hold a solemn business conference with the overseer and manager of a large estate on the neighboring sea-coast.

Mrs. Owen was mildly excited, and called loudly after her husband, when he was fairly out of the yard, not to make an out-and-out present of his hay-mow to those who would never thank him for it; then she returned to the kitchen, and became stolid and silent. Temperance Kipp was also silent for a time, but increasingly energetic, and kept hurrying from room to room, driving before her an alarmed flock of resourceless flies. She complained of this unseasonable escort, and bewailed the fact once or twice that when fall flies hived into the house in that fashion they were always a sign of changing weather. I urged the Square not to ride way over there in the open wagon, she mentioned reproachfully, and all he had to say was that he wanted the sun on him. I hope t wont come on a cold rain this afternoon. But the mistress of the house preserved a scornful indifference, as if she had resolved never to make another futile protest against waywardness and folly.

There was a great deal to be done that day, but neither of the elder women had offered the slightest opposition to Doriss taking a holiday, or seemed offended by her absence. Indeed, it was an evident relief for the time being, and the current of affairs presently flowed with its usual tranquility. Temperance would have liked to put more of her thoughts into speech, but Martha Owen judiciously continued to hold her peace and conceal whatever excitement she may have felt.

Seems to me it feels like old times, Temperance ventured, as she bent over the ironing-board. There, I should really miss doin up Mr. Dales shirts, if he was to go away. They do polish so handsome. This ones a-beginnin to crack out a little. Everything he buys is good quality, and its the best economy, certain. I wonder if hes goin to get back before afternoon?

Meanwhile, Doris was growing more and more pleased with the days enterprise. To be sure, there were clouds in the sky, but they afforded a subject for discussion rather than alarm, and the weather suited exactly. The young girl looked pale at first, but the light wind and warm sunshine soon brought a flicker of bright color into her cheeks, where her father quickly saw it and rejoiced. Theyve tormented her about to pieces, amongst them, he assured himself, and struck at a bee, which had alighted on the horses neck, with his clumsy, long-lashed whip. Let them work, I say. Young folks will be young folks; and presently, where the Sussex road branched off, he determinedly passed it by, though the other highway made their journey two or three miles longer. I thought Id just look in to see how Ashers folks are gettin on, he explained. We might as well make a good day of it, and go one road and come the other. Dont you say so, Doris?

Doris smiled assent. What a long while it is since we have been over this way, father! she said.

The country does look handsome, for the time of the year, the farmer announced. I believe I feel just like having a play-time myself. It makes me think of when you used to go ridin about with me, when you were a little girl. I recollect one time I thought I couldnt get along without you. Why, you used to want to be set up on the horses back and ride forwards an back in the furrows, when I was ploughing; and one spell you used to get right on to the plough, and roll off sometimes, too, and they both laughed at this reminiscence.

Doris remembered that she had been with her father less than usual the last few months, and felt very sorry. She would not forget his pleasure in that way again. He must have missed her more than she had suspected; but he was in unusually good spirits that morning.

Seems to me youre dressed up pretty smart to go travelin with a rusty old farmer like me. I believe I should ha put on my best cot, said Israel; and they laughed together again, and looked at one another affectionately.

I like you best as you are, the girl answered shyly. I should think we felt strange: but she did not meet her fathers eyes again; they were both too conscious of each others thought.

Many a man and woman gave the travelers a pleasant greeting, as they jogged along. They stopped before other doors than Ashers, and told the news and heard it with equal satisfaction. One observant neighbor took a shrewd look at Doris, and gave an opinion that she was looking a little peaked; at which Mr. Owen was startled, and stole a glance at his daughter, who eagerly insisted that she was very well. The father had a somewhat uncanny gift for understanding secrets that were not told him; especially those concealed with the care which is complete betrayal to such intuition. He seemed possessed to-day by an unusual spirit of observation, and presently, after neither had spoken for a few minutes, Doris found him directing significant glances at her hands, which were clasped together, holding the pair of unused gloves which her mother had suggested at the last moment before they left home.

Seems to me some o the rest of em might do the apple-parin, he said, half to himself. Youll spile your pretty fingers, Doris.

Why, father! exclaimed the girl, appealingly; and Israel Owen was much disturbed by the alarm and surprised awakening of her tone.

T want wise, he reflected, and struck at the horses ear again. I dont know what my wits are about to-day; and then he laughed aloud, as unconcernedly as possible, and said, Blamed if I dont hit him next time! as if the eluding bee were really his chief object of thought. The father and daughter had been seldom troubled by such self-consciousness. The even flow of their home-life had lately been fretted by unaccustomed currents, and it was impossible to keep a straight course. But Doris smiled when the whip-lash proved itself invincible, and the horse, bewildered by such unusual strokes, darted along the road. The bee had done old Major no harm by lighting so persistently on his already thickened coat, but its presence served the driver an excellent turn.

I declare, I do feel glad to be out-of-door to-day, said the farmer, quite himself again. Ive been under cover seeing to the fruit, and so on, and I begun to feel sort of hustled. You brought along something besides this little cape o yourn, didnt you, sister? Were likely to have it cooler down to the shore. I declare, this is a sightly place! and he stopped the horse at the top of a hill, under a great maple-tree, while a flock of the early fallen leaves came racing toward them along the ground, like a crowd of children at play. There, you get a plain view here, if you do anywhere; the country lays itself out like a map. See the shipping down Westmarket way. The masts are in thick as bean-poles, all ready to take a lot of poor fellows out an sink em, the old landsman grumbled, as he looked toward the white town clustered about a distant harbor side.

I never noticed before what a little ways it is from home right across. It cant be half so far as it is by the nearest road, said Doris, as they went on again. See, father, you get across our marsh, and then row over to the great white beach, and cross the sand heaps to the back river and go up over the quarry hills, and right down into Westmarket!

I have followed that road many a time, when I was younger, answered Mr. Owen, turning to look back at the lowlands. I used to think t was a good deal farther than need be, too, when I was travelin back and forwards from the harbor, courtin your mother. The folks at home thought I wasnt old enough to know my own mind, and didnt favor us no great; and Israel Owen smiled with an unforgotten sense of triumph, while Doris grew sober again. It had been very comfortable to forget herself for a few minutes.

Somehow, everything looks pleasant to-day, she said. Perhaps youll get through in time to go to Westmarket. I want to do some shopping, and mother always likes to hear from there.

The days arent so long as they have been, said the farmer sagely. Well see what we can do, Doris, and presently they were in the lower country again.

It was a famous day for crows: from one field after another a flight of them took heavily to their wings, and, as if unwillingly, mounted to the higher air. They cawed loudly, and appeared to have business of a public nature on hand. Some were migrating, and others were contemptuously rebuking these wanderers, and making their arrangements to winter in their familiar woods: it was all a great chatter and clatter and commotion. The affairs of human beings were but trivial in comparison. Helpless creatures, who crept to and fro on the face of the earth, and were drawn about by captive animals of lesser intellect, were not worth noticing, and the great black birds sailed magnificently down the sky, with the fresh breeze cool in their beaks and the sunlight shining on their sombre wings. Whatever might be said of their morals, they were masters of the air, and could fly, while men could not. Doris watched them with childlike pleasure, perhaps with a faint instinctive recognition of the ancient auspices; the home people had always laughed at her fancy for the crows ever since she could remember.

The end of the journey was reached; the business talk was promptly begun, and, finding that the owners of the great house has gone away to town, Doris left the wagon, and went strolling toward the shore. The noise of the sea sounded louder and nearer than usual, as if a storm were coming or the tide just turning; the gray snow-birds were fluttering and calling one another in the thickets, as she went by. It was not the first time that she had driven to this place with her father. He had sold hay here for many years, and the Marsh Island was one of the reservoirs upon which the luxurious housekeeping depended for its supplies. The people themselves sometimes came over to the farm, and there was a pleasant bond of interest and respect between the two families. Mrs. Owen had fretted and planned about Doriss appearance, but the girl herself was glad when she saw the great house deserted and in winter order, though she looked at it with a new curiosity and eagerness which she could hardly have explained.

The horse had been fastened and the two men had disappeared before Doris was fairly across the lawn, and she was glad enough. She liked the freedom of her solitary ramble, and presently went round to the side of the house next the sea, and seated herself on the broad balustrade, among the frost-bitten vines that had shaded and adorned the wide piazza all summer. Below, on a terrace, the hardier flowers were still blooming, and she wondered that any home could seem more enticing than this. It had almost an appealing look to her, with its deserted garden and so noble an outlook and surrounding. She never had felt so close a sympathy with this more involved and complex mode of existence. This all belonged in a way to Mr. Dale, and was familiar to him; it was the sort of life he had always lived, and she was familiar with Mr. Dale.

A quick flush showed itself for a moment on her cheek, as she spoke his name in her thoughts. She looked along the house front, and rose to peep wistfully in at the heart-shaped hole of the nearest window shutter; but this was not the most satisfactory thing in the world, and she turned to break a blossoming tendril of the late morning-glories that had sheltered themselves under the cornice. Then she went down the steps that were littered with fallen leaves, and along the path that led to the cliffs and the sea. The great hemlocks and pines had conquered their territory, and stood strong and vigorous among the ledges; the barberry bushes were bright with fruit, and the song-sparrows played at summer sports and kept a famous holiday. Doris stopped in the tennis court to hear them sing, and looked round delightedly at the quaint place, with its high walls of the rough stone of the hill on three sides, and the fading hollyhocks that had stood discreetly back out of the way of the players all summer. The grass was smooth and as green as ever; a tall poplar that stood on the ledge above had been dropping down some of its yellow leaves, and the warm sunshine was filling every corner of the windless pleasure-ground. Nothing had ever spoken so plainly to this girl of the pursuit of amusement which belongs to many lives. She thought with almost contempt of the idle ways of rich people, having been brought face to face with a sterner fashion of things; and then a more generous sense of the added care and responsibility of such householding as this made her go on her way bewildered and yet contented. Just beyond Doris found a seat for herself on the brown pine needles, beside a great green juniper, where she could look down over the rocks and see the white waves come tumbling in from the open sea. One might say of her that she had been confronted with a materialization of her vague ambitions and hopes, and that these shapes of luxury and worldly consequence were by no means without power. The crows kept up a desperate argument with each other overhead, and for the first time in her life Doris thought them too clamorous and obtrusive, as they balanced themselves clumsily on the high branches of the pine-trees. What should she do, or rather, what was going to be done with her? Her life was not familiar and easily lived any more, poor Doris! She shrank from the great blue sea as if it were her own future of surprise and uncertainty; the friendly country-side of her childhood all lay behind her. She felt as if she were on the verge of a greater sea, which might prove either wonderful happiness or bitter misery; and confused and dismayed by her loyalty to both her lovers, she hid her face in her hands. If she only knew what to do! Yet it was too plain that she must and could do nothing. Poor Dan! - and she rose quickly to her feet, frightened at the first sober thought of him. Nothing should make her hurt his feelings again; there was a great gulf between her and the realization of such silly dreams of splendor. Dan was part of herself, and closer than she knew to all her pleasure. An odd, choking tenderness possessed her at the remembrance of his words the last time they had been together. No matter if there were somebody by to hear, the very next time she saw Dan she would tell him how it happened that she had been out in the boat with Mr. Dale Sunday morning. Dan would be sure to come round; he never had been so bad-tempered before, and his fits of anger, ever since she could remember, had been quick to come and quick to go. Dans honest cheerfulness, his generosity, his merry laughter, were much more familiar than this late uncharacteristic behavior. The situation already seemed less tragical, and by the time her father came to look for her Doris was quite herself again.

Mr. Owen had evidently made a good bargain without any painful preliminaries or opposition, for he was in excellent spirits, and exchanged time-honored jokes with his patron on the propriety of hauling the hay in wet weather, to make it weigh more. The guardian of the place looked at Doris with undisguised admiration, and at parting presented her with a noble bunch of hot-house grapes.

He makes a sight of money there, said the farmer, as they drove away toward Westmarket. Hes a single man, too, and crafty Israel stole a sly look at his daughter to see if she were displeased, whereupon she laughed aloud, in spite of herself, her hopes and fears, and even her grave responsibilities. All the way to Westmarket they talked with great freedom and satisfaction, and each apparently forgot the constraint that had bound them earlier in the day. They visited a cousin in the town, and enjoyed better than usual the brief association with a more bustling life than was known within the farm limits. Doriss father inclined toward lavish generosity when they were in the shops together, and seemed as pleased as a boy with the holiday. There was a new schooner lying at one of the wharves near the street, and he stopped the horse to take a good look at the pretty craft, with her clean white sails and unused rigging. There were men busy aloft, and hurrying to and fro on the deck. Seems to me theyre in a great drive, said the farmer. She wont look so smart when they git her back here, if ever. Doris, another year I shouldnt wonder if you and me and mother went to New York, or somewheres off. Shes always desirin to travel, mother is, and I dont know but t would keep the barnacles off of us. Young Dale was saying the other day that whenever Id come hed show me all round everywhere, and make me enjoy myself the best he could. What do you say now? and without waiting for an answer to his enthusiastic proposal, the good man started his horse quickly up the street, as if that were the first stage of such a distinguished journey.


XX.

[image: img30.jpg]

SUPPER WAS AN unusually grave occasion that evening, and somehow everybody was made to feel responsible for the general infelicity. Mr. Owen alone made gallant attempts to be cheerful and talkative, but his wife did not come to the table at all, being pretentiously busy in the outer kitchen, and still in that frame of mind which did not invite friendly intercourse. The artist had been far afield all the afternoon, but, contrary to his usual habit, he put away his sketches without displaying them, and came down from the studio after dark, looking quite frost-bitten. The weather had grown very bleak and cold toward night, and the farmer several times bewailed the effect of a possible black frost upon his ungathered fruit. There was, altogether, a disheartening suggestion of approaching winter, and even the door of the outer kitchen, which Mrs. Owen kept throwing open in a willful, aggressive way, admitted a provoking draught of chilly air.

If Doris were chief offender of the family peace, her companions could not find it hard to be forgiving: she never had been more appealing in her gentleness and power of attraction. The bit of morning-glory vine still clung to her belt; the leaves were hardly wilted, and the lamp-light brought out a faint fleck of color on one of the crumpled blossoms. She felt a strange sense of security, as if she had come to a quiet place in the current which had so lately swept her along and beaten her to and fro. This evening was like a peaceful reach of still water; indeed, her thoughts kept wandering back to the quiet August night when she had waited for the haymakers at the landing-place, before the first sign had been given of any misunderstanding between Dan and herself. The soft air, the faint color of the western sky, the sweet notes of the thrushes, she remembered everything with a glow of pleasure, and smiled more than once unconsciously. The slight change and restfulness of the holiday had done her good, and Dick thought she had not looked so serene and untroubled for many an evening before. Her father gave a pleased glance at Doris from time to time, after he had wisely relapsed into silence. He ate his supper with an excellent appetite; but Dale felt himself upon the brink of a crisis, and pushed back his chair presently without a word, and went into the clock-room. Temperance made great eyes at the half-opened door, and shook her head as if in mournful foreboding; while Israel Owen gave a reproachful look in his wifes direction, as if to say accusingly that she had been destroying the household peace and harmony in his absence. In this disagreeable moment of suspense and uncertainty Temperance took a candle from the high mantel-piece, and disappeared down the cellar stairs; raising a hymn as she went, as if to protect her from evil spirits on her way. The farmer and Doris looked at each other with amused sympathy; there was something so absurdly unnecessary and incongruous in the outburst of psalmody. Temperance must have had the boldness of a pirate, but it was impossible for two of her audience not to accept the diversion with gratitude.

The light from the kitchen shone bright into the clock-room, where there was only a newly kindled fire on the hearth of the Franklin stove, and Dick summoned his host to join him in a comforting evening smoke. It was a serious loss that they could no longer keep each other company on the side-door step, for their conversation had become more conventional since they had been shut within four walls. The farmer was always sympathetic in his moods, and tilted himself backward in his chair now, while they both looked toward the kitchen; it may have been that one was as glad as the other when Doris flitted before the doorway. Wheres Jim Fales? they heard her ask; and a surly voice from the outer kitchen made a mysterious reply. If the listeners had only known it, Dan Lesters most ardent champion at present was the mistress of the Marsh Island. She was indignant with everybody, but most of all with Doris, and she said to herself, with ever-increasing decision, that the poor fellow should have his rights. There were no half-way measures with Martha Owen.

You should come on and make us a visit in the winter, Israel Owen was saying to his guest. I tell you we keep amazin warm and comfortable here, to what some folks can.

Warm! exclaimed Mrs. Owen, who looked in disapprovingly at that moment. I should think you had been burning up the chopping-block now. Im all of a roast. Dick did not know why, but he had never had such a consciousness of being a foreigner as that night; he was like a cinder in the family eye, and it winked and winked, in the hope of dismissing him. He even felt like an interloper suddenly discovered at the meeting of a secret society. They were all linked together by their prejudices and interests, after all, these friendly Owens, and would no more lend themselves for his idle observation and picture-making, being intent upon their own more important concerns. He, Dick Dale, was out of place; but where was his place? What had been the use of him, and what would be his fate? A man who has been led and encouraged by fortune to complacently avail himself of all sorts of rights and favors is suddenly brought face to face with his duties: what then? Dick, who had always thought a great deal of what he meant to do, was forced to contemplate with great dismay the things he had not done. Fortune had unkindly deserted him, and left him in deep water, after a most inadequate swimming lesson. He was sensitive to such convicting moods and misgivings, and suffered deeply when the demands of life and reproaches of conscience showed him his shortcomings. He had not aimed at reaching one goal, there had seemed rather to be a succession of goals; and happily at this point there dawned upon his mind a suspicion that all these were simply stations on his great highway, and perhaps he was going in the right direction, after all. That very day a letter had come from Bradish, announcing that he and a few comrades would join Dick at the Marsh Island for a week. There was yet time for such a pilgrimage. They could catch the last tints of the autumn foliage, and no doubt on such marshes there was the best of gunning. In the time of coots, therefore, and of ducks and snipe, they might be expected. Of course the cheerful farmer would stow them away somewhere, and they would not steal Dales material; they would only look him over, and have a jolly week together. Dick had already answered such inflammatory proposals; he had sent Jim Fales away, on his own responsibility, to the nearest post-office with the letter. To-morrow he would dismantle the spinning-room studio, and the next day he would go back to town; and so the good time would be over with. No doubt the fellows would make it an excuse for a supper when he put in an appearance, and a sickening dislike to the aimless, silly routine of existence possessed this young man whom almost everybody envied and admired. Then Dick lifted his head, and, with his eyes a little dazzled by looking at the glowing coals of the fire, took a good view of the old-fashioned room. The farmer was dozing in the high-backed rocking-chair at his side. Temperance and Doris had joined them, and were talking together in low tones by the lamp. Oh, that beautiful Doris! The truth was that he felt powerless to keep the reins of his self-control; it was all nonsense to pretend to himself that he must go away from her to make sure. He belonged here as much as anywhere, and he could not make a fool of himself any longer. The shape of her head was something exquisite; the sound of her voice thrilled him through and through, and he grew unbearably impatient. No more meditation and philosophy and vague plans for him, with such a woman as this, such a love as theirs might be! No; he would stay until Doris said she would give herself to him, and then they would go out into the wide world together. Here she would be undeveloped on every side save that of the affections, but he could give her the sort of life for which nature had made her fit. One thing had been proved to him by his short absence: that he longed to see her again, and longed to put her in her rightful place, among the books and pictures and silks, among the thoughtful, beauty-loving, and progressive people with whom his own life had been associated. He did not know that Doris herself had been thinking of many things that very day, as she sat on the step of the great house, with the sound of the sea in her ears. He would not have been willing to believe that her serenity to-night came from her decision, instinctive as it was, and almost unrecognized, that she did not belong to the existence or the surroundings so familiar to him, that there was an unlikeness which never could be bridged over between her and himself.

But some unsilenced monitor kept soberly telling Dick Dale to wait, something kept holding him back; a lack of trust in his own sincerity stung this flower of passion at its heart, and it was already beginning to fade. He had spent a miserable day, poor Dick, as must any man who fears that his love may prove his fall. As for the man who through his love had hoped to rise, he also had been wretched. Doris, the woman around whom so much revolved, on whom so much depended, seemed calm enough; but who knows what knowledge of being a pivot, what fixity and steadfastness, were almost dulling her sense of responsibility! She felt her heart beat heavily at every sound from without the house. It was impossible that Dan should not come that night; she had such a sense of his presence that at one moment she was impelled to go out under the willow boughs, and find him there waiting in the darkness, wishing only for her, and dreading to come in to meet her where the others would watch them curiously. But how late it was growing! What could be keeping him! At last, in her excitement and suspense, she rose, as if the room were too hot, and went to the side-doorway. Indeed, there was a step close by, and Doris started back. Oh, Jim Fales, is that you? she said sharply, a moment afterward, and went on to the kitchen, where her mother sat in surly silence, mending the family stockings, which service she never allowed any one else to perform, and always did herself as if it were a penance.

Jim Fales came blundering in with an air of great consequence, and threw his hat on the floor, beside the chair which he drew before the kitchen stove. Got some news now, I guess, he announced, looking at Martha Owen, who did not vouchsafe the slightest notice of him. I heard as I come along that Dan Lesters been and shipped for the Banks. They was short o hands for that new schooner thats just rigged and ready, and he up and said he wanted to go a vyge. If I want promised here I do know but Id gone along too, and Jim looked round, slightly dismayed by the silence of his audience. Temperance was standing in the doorway behind him, casting glances at Doris, who looked shocked and white. I see Dan myself, as I come along, said Jim, as if he had kept the best of his news to the last. Mrs. Owen had condescended to lay her stocking down. He had been home to say good-by to the old lady, I expect. Dont know how he settled with her; she always has been so against his follerin the sea, they said. Praps he was here earlier? asked the lad suddenly, with a crestfallen countenance. It would be a dreadful blow if he were telling an old story, after all.

No, said Temperance briskly; and everybody was grateful to her for not being stricken with speechlessness, no, weve seen nothing of him hereabouts. When d you hear they was going to sail?

Quick s they can git away; some said t was to-morrow mornin at daybreak, - and Doris turned her face toward the window. Oh, Dan, Dan! she thought, as if calling his name in such an agony of pity and remorse would be enough to bring him back again.

The hoss was peltin right along, I tell you, pursued Jim Fales. Where ye goin? says I, and he kind of hauled up and went slow for a minute. That you? says he, and I says Yes; and he waited, kind of, and then says he, Hows all the folks? and I told him we was smart, and asked him when he calclated Bangss schooner was goin to sail; and he says to-morrow, early. They wanted to get her off by daybreak, if t was so they could. He was goin right over then; hed promised to do a little job for the capn before they went to sea. T was only a minute he stopped, and then drove right along. Gorry! I wished Id asked him who he was goin to let keep his hoss. Id rather have that colt than any I see go by. T aint none o your Canady lunkheads, that colt aint!

But nobody responded to Jims enthusiasm. Dick Dale followed the farmer to the kitchen, after a minutes reflection and an unworthy feeling of elation and of triumph over his rival. Dear, dear! said Mr. Owen ruefully as if to Dick alone. Hot haste makes a long road back. Well, t is a great pity. I wouldnt have believed Dan could be such a fool. Hes master of a good trade to help him out, and hes got good prospects ashore, but hes of a mind to throw em to the four winds, thats plain.

Martha Owen looked at nobody, and drudged away at her stocking. Dale knew that he was unwelcome. He meekly went back to the clock-room, and listened with a sense of personal responsibility to the murmur of voices which began directly after Jim Faless heavy boots had been dropped behind the stove, and he had gone softly up the back stairs to bed. Jim must be up early in the morning, in these cider-making days. There was something absurd in the lack of disguise as to the state of affairs. In a city household there would have been a thin icing of general conversation over the dangerous depths of such a misfortune, but here the stranger was not considered, and indeed was made to feel his evident agency in bringing about the disaster. I dont care who hears me, said his hostess once, in a raised voice, which came as straight to Dicks ears as if there had been no others on the way: Dan ought nt to have been drove away from his rights. Hes just come into a handsome property in the West, and nobody knows whether therell be a straw of it left when he gets back, if ever he does; and at this point somebody - Dick thought it might be Doris herself - came nearer, and shut the kitchen door.

Dick was thoroughly uncomfortable. He was ashamed to quietly disappear, and hide himself in his bed at that early hour. He took one of his own books from the table, and tried to read; but the situation was too startling a combination of tragedy and comedy. It was something, however, to preserve the appearance of a devotion to literature when Temperance reappeared. She looked at him as if he were a blameless but mistaken baby, who had played with matches and beggared its family. When Mr. Richard Dale tried to behave as if nothing had happened, and, looking at his own sketch of the young soldier which hung on the wall before him, ventured at last to say that the younger Israel must have been a fine fellow and a terrible loss, Temperance clicked her knitting-needles vindictively, and made no reply.

It is a glorious thing to die for ones country, Dale added pensively; and this brought his companion to an expression of her opinion. Thats what everybody sposed they must remark, she snapped; but I called it a darned shame, and I always shall: whereupon Dick took up his book again to conceal his quite unexpected revulsion of feeling. He wished, and yet he feared, to see Doris again that night; but she did not appear, and after lingering a while this unhappy stranger and foreigner took a candle and departed. The old clock ticked in a more leisurely fashion than ever that night, as if to keep a check upon the excited household. It had measured off sadder hours than these many times over. Life should not be spoiled by haste or waste; to-morrow would be a new day. Some younger timekeepers might be saying, Hurry, hurry! but this was one that said, Wait, wait!


XXI.
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DORIS NEVER HAD known so long a night. Her poor eyes were worn out with tears, for she accused herself a hundred times of being wholly to blame. She had not meant to be faithless or provoking, and yet she had brought down such calamity upon everybody. She tried to think over Dans grievances as he had evidently seen them, but she failed to convict herself of any real fault. She liked Mr. Dale; she enjoyed the pleasantness and novelty of the new interests his coming had brought. She had dreamed a little, as girls will, of her future if she should love him. There had been times when she did not shrink from the new atmosphere that had surrounded the young artist and herself, and the remembrance of one moment under the beech-tree would always keep a tender place for him in her heart. But she knew now once for all that she never could belong to anybody but Dan, and Dan was angry with her; he was putting his dear life in peril all for a foolish mistake. The girl was long at her prayers in the cold little chamber. She shivered and cried. She feared, as she never had feared anything before, that this handsome, reckless fellow would be drowned, if he went to sea. She remembered his sad old mother, and grew every hour more alarmed and hopeless. At last she thought of a plan, or to her it was like the bidding of an angel: she would go herself to Westmarket in the morning, and find Dan Lester, and beg him to stay at home.

The moonlight was clear and bright, and many times Doris looked out of her narrow window to see if there were any signs of dawn. She must get to the schooner by daylight, if she were to be in time. They would be likely to sail at high water from that wharf, for the harbor was shallow near by. She counted the hours, and laid her plan with the intensity of one out of her reason; though once, when from very weariness the exigency of it faded away, it seemed to poor Doris as if the punishment for her fault and foolishness were out of all proportion to its deserts. And if Dan were so unreasonable and jealous the worst was his own. The next minute a sense of his great love, a love that had always been growing, and of his bitter disappointment made her cry with pity for him and for herself. How could they live through so many wretched, silent weeks apart! Perhaps these fishermen, like many others, would never be heard from after they left port; for many a schooner, Doris knew, had been ploughed under by the great prow of a steamship, its little light gone out through carelessness, and the sleeping men drowned in the sea and lost, as if it were a bad dream of danger mingled with their dreams of home.

It was still night when Doris left her comfortless bed, and stepping carefully about the room, so that she would wake nobody, dressed herself in her warmest clothes. Her heart was breaking with fear and shame together. She had determined at last not to wake her father or Jim, to beg them to go with her to Westmarket; neither would she wait even to drive along the highway, as if this were any other errand. The remembrance of the shorter distance across the marshes to the town filled her mind wholly. It was already four oclock; she had heard the great timekeeper count it out slowly, and there was not a minute to lose. Enough time had been wasted already in fruitless self-reproaches and bewailings, and the relief of action under so great a sense of disaster was a blessing in itself. A little later the girl was fairly out-of-doors, outside the silent house, outside all protection and precedent also, as if she had been launched off the face of this familiar earth, and must find her way unwelcomed and unheralded through space.

The frost had fallen, and glistened white along the trodden pathway that led up through the dooryard. The window of the spinning-room caught the moonlight, and flashed in her face as she passed by; and Doris turned once and looked at the old house, as if she were asking forgiveness, and wondering if life would ever be the same to her after this dreadful night. She thought of her soldier brother, and wondered, too, if he had not sometimes been brave alone at night, like this, and so would keep her company in love and pity. Oh, there were so many reasons why she must get to Dan in time! Everybody would guess his reason for going; everybody would talk of it, and laugh, and watch her until he came back, and blame her forever, for his poor mothers sake, if he were lost. In time of war and peril women had done such things as this, but Doris could not think of herself as heroic. She only repented the sins for which she must be blamed if she did not get to Westmarket before the schooner sailed. Out of her quiet life and simple thoughts, troubled with pain and sorrow of the keenest sort, she hurried away into the night. After one great shiver she did not feel cold again, but hurried, hurried, over the crisp gray grass, down across the long, clean-swept field, where the moon, sinking low in the sky, hindered her with a trailing shadow that seemed to delay her more and more.

There was a high tide of treacherous-looking water, and when she came to the brink of it she stopped an instant, as if hesitating. The creek was wide here, and it never had looked half so far across; but Doris went carefully along the shore until she came to an old boat, which had been on many an errand, but never in all its life had carried a young girl alone on a night like this. Before long she was afloat. The boat leaked and went heavily; the oars that she had pulled from their familiar hiding-place were short and heavy, and splintering at their handles. But Doris rowed as if this were a race, and looked often over her shoulder, until at last she heard the dry sedges of the farther shore rustle and bend, and she could step on dry land and be on her way again.

The dawn was glimmering in the east; the moon was almost down; the whole country lay dead and still, as if it would not live again with the morning. Beyond the marshes which Doris must cross there were great drifts of bleached white sand, as if the ghosts of the night had transformed the world to their color, and it had hardly regained its own again. It was a dead fragment of the world, at any rate, a field where little grew that needed more than rain and air. Doris kept her eyes fixed on the sand dunes, and they appeared to recede as she advanced, mocking her like a mirage, and at last coming close when she thought they were still far away. At length her feet stumbled in the white, shifting, slipping heaps, and she toiled and crept upon them, so slowly, so disappointingly; for they seemed to be planted there as a barrier, raised by enchantment. Alas! this night was all enchantment. Where was the sunshiny yesterday, when she had been secure and peaceful, and almost happy, when one compared those hours with these?

The sky was clear in the east, and fast growing brighter; but each way Doris looked, there was only this desert waste of sand, white as bone, deep and bewildering, and the coarse grass and hungry heather clung to the higher heaps of it here and there. It was like a picture of the misery and emptiness of the girls future, if her lover went away to sea. For the first time she grew afraid, and her strength left her suddenly, while she looked ahead to where, across more sand and more water and a long slope of upland pastures, the spires of Westmarket were already catching the color of the sunrise. Beside her were some old apple-trees that the shifting dunes had waged war against and defeated. They were discouraged and forlorn in their desolation, like the fig-tree that was cursed. Doris looked pityingly at their dead leaves and mossy tangle of branches; and at that moment a withered, pathetic mockery of fruit fell on the sand at her feet. It was like a conscious gift from these outlawed growths; it somehow gave her a bit of sympathy. Did they indeed know the bitterness of loneliness and the withdrawal of everything that makes life comfortable and dear? They had been walled in and condemned to death, the poor trees, though away in the world people were making merry fearlessly under the same great empty sky.

As the light grew clearer little tracks of birds and small wild creatures could be seen on the drifted sand. Once Doris surprised a fox that was stealing along through the hollows of the dunes. He was hardly startled; he only changed his course a little, and went gliding down toward the marshes, with his brush trailing after him. Doris felt as if she were a wild creature, too. She tried to remind herself of other days than this, to keep her wits together. She wondered once, if she should faint and fall here, how long it would be before any one would come and find her, or if they had missed her yet; her mother and Temperance would be sure to wake her early on this unhappy morning. She thought of herself as if she were still at home in her warm bed under the blue and white counterpane. She dreaded the sound of heavy footsteps in the entry outside. They might leave her to herself that one day, until Mr. Dale and Jim, and even her father, were out of the house. And all the while she was flitting on, on, over the white desert, with a chill autumn sky above her, with a fox and the wondering birds of the air for company.

When she gained the shore of the last inlet, all seemed lost! She had not thought how she could cross there; and she stopped still and looked about her, hoping in vain to see a boat. It was too late to retrace her steps, and go round by the neck of land that joined the sand wastes to some marshes and the mainland; and she sat down, and covered her face with her hands. The tears would come, because she was so tired and so desperate; she had not thought of crying before, but now it was a great comfort. O God, help me! said poor Doris, over and over again, and for one moment Dick Dales eyes looked into hers again, with that same dazzle. If he were only here, he would help her, anything would be better than this. He was so gentle! But her thoughts went roving away again to her own dear Dan. How many things she had learned of Mr. Dale which she could do for him by and by! Dan would like to have the house pleasant. Dan had a pretty taste, and his mother had always said that his fingers were as quick as a womans. She should always be sorry that he had not seen Mr. Dales pictures; he would have liked them better than anybody. Oh, if she were only at home! She never could go all the way back, and they would hunt for her soon, and grow frightened when she could not be found. How could she face them all when she got home? By that time Dan would be out of the harbor. How could he be so angry! - and Doris wished she could die there, and never open her eyes again upon this miserable world.

As the sun rose, a weather-beaten boat, with two boys for crew, came down the river. They were enjoying a stolen pleasure, and it was not surprising to them that in a time of such excitement and tremendous consequence a strange young woman, with a white, scared face, should call to them from the farther shore and ask to be set across. Their cheerful voices and red cheeks and their air of mystery and adventure did Doris good, and she put them on the track of the fox with their clumsy gun, and wished them a fine days sport. They looked at her furtively as they tugged the old boat through the water; they watched her quickly climb the low hill that rose between them and the town.

It was a bright, sunshiny morning at last, just the day to begin a voyage. The blue sea sparkled, and dazzled the eyes that looked eastward from the high ground, from whence one could overlook the village roofs and chimneys, with the line of masts between them and the narrow harbor beyond. At one place and another there were white sails hoisted, and a fleet of fishing-smacks were making ready to go out with the tide. As the wives and mothers of the fishermen were astir early in the little town, some of them tearful enough already, they might have seen a slender figure making its way to the shore. They did not know what a fear-stricken, heavy heart was passing by their windows, or how much need of comfort the young stranger had that morning. Would she be too late, after all? Was Dan beyond her reach even now? The schooners would drift quickly away from their moorings, the sails unfurl themselves to the fresh westerly breeze. Unless she could hurry along the harbor side and put off in a dory, there was no chance left, and a vision of the mocking faces of the sailors, and even of Dans displeasure, made Doris hesitate for one dismayed instant; then she hurried on again. The street looked endlessly long; she felt as if she were in a nightmare, and a dreadful dullness made her go more and more slowly. At last she came near the wharf; round the next corner she could see -

Doris! Here, Doris! and for a minute the girl looked bewildered, and the light faded in her eyes. Somebody was coming across the street, also to make his way down the lane that led to the water-side. Could it be Dan himself, in his every-day clothes? There never was a stranger sight; and yet this was truly Dan, not gone to sea at all. Were they there, where nobody was watching them, instead of at the harbor, where people could flout at such a scene?

Oh, Dan, said the girl faintly, please take me home as quick as you can. I thought you - Jim Fales said you were going to the Georges Banks. I didnt mean to make you feel bad -

Take right hold of my arm, said Dan. Come, wed better go home, Doris, as if she had been a child. I love the ground you step on, darlin. How did you get over here this time o day? I - But Dan faltered, and could say no more. He thought it would never do for him to cry there in the street, even if Doris were draggled and wet, and looked so pinched and cold; even, as he knew a little later, if she had come across the marshes, Heaven only knew how, for his unworthy sake.


XXII.
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WHEN THE LOVERS drove into the farmhouse yard, they were greeted with mingled expressions of relief and astonishment. Dan was instantly received as a member of the family, for it was unmistakable that the young folks had in some way or other made it up between them. I must say you have led us a pretty dance, Mrs. Owen said, with a cheerful, bantering air, to her daughter. We never missed you till just now. I thought likely you was sleeping late, after driving so far yesterday. Now, Dan, I hope Doris and your mother together have persuaded you out o such schoolboy nonsense as goin fishin? There could be detected a slight impatience with the girl, who was believed to have stolen away so early in the morning to join forces with her lovers mother. Mrs. Owen herself would never have stooped to such a thing, but this was no time to make a bad impression upon so prosperous and evidently victorious a son-in-law. She had been too fearful of losing him the night before.

Doris stole upstairs, grateful and bewildered, but longing only to be quiet for a while. She felt as if she had left the familiar room years ago instead of a few hours, all her life was so changed. The sweet warmth of the sun was pouring in at the window; some late flies buzzed at the panes, as if they wished to escape and share the freedom of the bright October day. Doris heard her lovers voice now and then. It seemed like a Sunday morning out-of-doors. Her thoughts went backward with wonder and delight, finding in every memory some proof and assurance that she and Dan were born to love each other. Their happiness had suddenly burst into bloom; but for all that, the flowers roots had been growing unseen in the darkness, and even the misunderstanding, of the past. 

Later, with an air of unusual hilarity, Temperance went out to meet Jim Fales, as he came loitering home from the pasture and a prolonged experience of salting sheep. Jim Fales, she inquired, with mysterious deference, I spose you dont know of a wanderin minister of the Orthodox persuasion anywhere about?

Lor, yes, said Jim promptly, equal to a joke, but puzzling his brains for the meaning of this. Got occasion for one right away, Temperance? Whove you picked out since Ive been gone? while at that moment his eyes fell upon Israel Owen and Dan Lester, who were leaning over the garden fence together in friendly intercourse.

Temperance gave an emphatic nod, as her colleague opened his eyes very wide and whistled a wild note; then she turned back toward the house, wearing her most circumspect expression. Her great checked apron fluttered and bulged in the breeze; she seemed to be looking down intently at some white geese feathers that had caught in the dry grass stalks, and were floating lightly like tiny flags of truce. One of the cats came running to meet her. Mrs. Owen was standing in the kitchen doorway, very amiable and friendly, it was plain to see, and offering no apparent objections to a good talk. Young Fales directed his steps toward the barn door, where he had observed the wheels of Lesters buggy, and there he passed a season of wonder and enjoyment. The vehicle bore traces of having been driven at uncommon speed, and the horse, a swift young creature, was drooping his head, and still breathing faster than usual. Heres some of that blamed red mud that comes from most over to Westmarket, meditated the curious lad. Hes given up goin fishin, thats plain enough; and Jim wandered into the kitchen, brimful of sincere interest and good-will, only to be promptly dismissed by Martha Owen, and blamed for hanging round at that time in the morning, when there was everything to be done. Aint he goin to sea? asked the lad, with uncalled-for sympathy in his tone, and the two women smiled at each other.

I guess he was only talkin about it, volunteered Temperance, evidently much amused; but Mrs. Owen gravely explained that Dans mother was set against it from the first, and Dan himself gave up the notion when he came to find out what kind of a crew theyd shipped.

The triumphant lover stayed to dinner, and that was a day of high festival at the farm, although there were few outward signs of the satisfaction and rejoicing. After a short absence Dan returned with his mother, both dressed in their best, and there was much hand-shaking among the men and a few kisses and tears to show the womens approval. Nobody spoke directly of the great event, perhaps the Marsh Islands vocabulary did not contain any form of speech for such deep thoughts; but the little group talked together about Dans Western prospects, as if they were one family already in very truth. Mr. Dale was not slow to offer his congratulations. He tried to forget that there had been the slightest cloud of discomfort over the sky; he imagined that he found it very charming at the studio, and that it seemed more like the first part of his residence on the island than the last. Dick was very sympathetic: he could not help being glad that everybody else was so happy, and there was a certain sort of relief in finding that there was no serious decision to be made after all, and that he had been mistaken in his consciousness of an uncommon responsibility and need of action. He could not bear the thought of Doriss narrow future; perhaps, if the truth were told, he was more concerned for her sake than for his own. And yet -

At supper-time Dick expressed much sorrow to his entertainers because he could not linger a week later. He should like to carry away a sketch or two of the cider-making, having just passed the press at their neighbor Bennets, and joined the friendly company that surrounded it. He was deeply touched when Mr. Owen turned to him, with an affectionate look, and said, I must say I hate to part with you, my lad.

I expect hell be a great man one of these days, added Mrs. Owen politely. You must always make it your home here, if you come this way, Mr. Dale. You mustnt get to feelin above us. After this it seemed to Dick as if the sooner he were gone the better.

That afternoon, as he was putting his sketches together in the spinning-room, he thought a good deal about Doris. He had not seen her since the day before, but he had won a confession of her morning journey from the wistful old father, who alternated complete delight with compassion for even the happy young people themselves. They dont know life as I know it. But Ive calclated for a considerable spell on havin Dan take holt of the farm. He couldnt help weepin, Dan couldnt, an I don know s I blame him, when he was tellin how Doris come after him. He made me promise that I nor nobody else shouldnt ever hint a word about it to her.

Dick nodded. There was no use in saying that he believed the beautiful girl capable of any heroism and masterly scope of achievement, as he knew her equality to all refinements and tenderness. He was bitterly ashamed of his deliberations. He wished more than ever that a strong tide might have assailed him and swept him off the shore where mistaken reason or any aspect of worldliness had given insecure foothold. Doris had seemed younger than her years, and had painted herself upon his consciousness in pale colors, and faint, though always perfectly defined, outlines. But his old knowledge of her seemed now as the enthusiasm and eagerness of a first sketch does to the dignity and fine assertion of a finished picture. One could say easily that Doris and Dan Lester were destined for each other, and console ones self by thinking there was never any chance to win. Alas for those who let the golden moment pass, who let the gate of opportunity be shut in their faces, while they wait before it trying to muster favoring conditions, or argument and authority, like an army with banners to escort them through.

Farmer Owen thought that Dick looked a good deal older than when he came, as he shook hands with the young man and said good-by. There, it always seemed more like having a girl about than a man, said the mistress of the Marsh Island, as she watched the wagon, already almost out of sight far down the road. I expect we shall miss him considerable, he was so pleasant. I believe he took to Doris more n hed let on. I shouldnt wonder if he sent her somethin real handsome for a weddin present.

He wont never set the river afire, said Temperance, whose countenance wore a most regretful and sentimental expression. He wants to have all the town ladders out to git him over a grain o sand.

I tell you hes got good grit, now! exclaimed Mr. Owen fiercely; theres more to him than you think for. He aint got a brow an eye so like pore Israels all for nothin. He promised hed write an tell me when hed been an voted to this next election, too, added the farmer, who was a conscientious politician. No wonder the countrys been goin to the dogs, when such folks dont think its wuth their while to take holt. But as the little company separated each could have told the other that Dicks going away reminded them of a far sadder day, not many years before.


XXIII.
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GOOD-MORNING, MY MELANCHOLY Jaques! said Mr. Bradish, a day or two afterward, looking up from his easel at a friend who had strayed into the studio as if he had left it only an hour or two before. Are you sure there was no malaria in your paradise?

Bradish was a sedate-looking young gentleman, with a roundish head, and short black hair, and pathetic brown eyes. He almost never laughed, he rarely even smiled, but he was always called the prince of good fellows by his comrades. There is a well-known chemical process, called the action of presence, where a certain substance produces a radical change in others, but remains unaffected itself. Bradish could make everybody else laugh and take a cheerful view of life. You smiled at the mere sight of him, as if he were some great comedian. At that moment his financial affairs had reached an unprecedented crisis, and he rejoiced to see his best ally at hand, though he painted busily, and apparently paid Dick no further attention for some minutes.

You might have given a poor beggar a chance, he asserted presently. I have had frightful luck all summer.

That sketch doesnt look like it, said Dick, coming nearer, and stepping to and fro to get a better light. Thats better than ever, Bradish, a first-rate blow-away sky. Whats going on? I feel like a hermit dropped down into the middle of the theatre. I came near waiting half the afternoon out here on the sidewalk, to let the crowd get by.

Welcome home, my love, said Bradish, in a delightful tone of voice. You must give away those clothes, you know.

Another aunt of mine frowned upon them, responded Dale meditatively, as he went sauntering about the room. But wait until I show you my sketches. Ah, heres the box from the farm, now! When did it get here? You would have just lost your head completely. It really was a lovely old place. I used to wish for you with all my heart.

I thought so.

Oh, never mind nonsense, and Dicks voice had a strange eagerness. Jim Fales had reckoned on the perils of travel when he drove the nails, and the comrades worked together diligently to loosen them. Dick had not anticipated the little shock, almost like pain, that the sight of his pictures would give him. Life at the farm seemed already very far away. Here was the first sketch of the birch-tree, the willows, and the wide outlook across the green marshes. It was odd that this should have come uppermost, and he held it off and looked at it without a word, while Bradish admired the pretty landscape with eager friendliness.

This was only the first, said Dale. I feel like Rip Van Winkle. Look them over, if you like, and say the worst you can. Ive had a good solid bit of life, at any rate. It was a good thing to get a look at such a permanent institution as that farm and its inhabitants. I felt all the time like an accident, an ephemeral sort of existence; but I believe we are all a sort of two-stalked vegetable, with a power of locomotion that ought not to be too severely taxed.

Bradish groaned. I hoped you would forsake your philosophy, when I found you had really taken to painting, he said, and gave his attention to the contents of the flat box. You rich fellows are always lucky, he added ruefully, a little later, after his enthusiasm had cooled enough to allow his thoughts to express themselves. The avarice of you in keeping such a mine to yourself was despicable, but therell be a convention of us there next summer. Of course you even fell in love with the daughter?

No, said Dick slowly, no. But I wish I had, Bradish, if you want the simple truth.

I should be wishing I hadnt, answered Bradish, with great gravity. Cry a little, Dale; it will do you good.

Yet Dick, who was always ready to be amused at his friends jokes, did not even smile. If there were any difference, existence was a more serious thing now he was back in town than it had been at the Sussex farm. Whether the warmth of his feeling for Doris Owen was equal or not to changing the iron of his character into steel, he was dimly conscious that for each revelation of truth or beauty Heaven demands tribute and better service than before. He had at least gained a new respect for his own life and its possible value.

One day in midwinter Doris went away by herself for a long walk over the crusted snow. She climbed the hill, and looked out across the marshes. They seemed larger than in summer, and there were black cracks in the ice, like scars. She wished that it were spring again, and thought eagerly of all the work she meant to do; being, indeed, happier as a wife than she had ever been as a maiden, and just beginning the very best of her days. The night before, a shower of rain had frozen as it fell, and the world was all sparkling and glistening, as if it were a great arctic holiday. The sky was a clear, dazzling blue, and the air was still and cold. Doris Lester thought of Mr. Dale, and with a quick sympathy imagined how much he would like to see this fantastic, ice-bound country. She could see through and through his feeling for her now, but she knew that he had not gone away and forgotten her; and half wistfully she gave a glance at the smaller island where she had found him asleep on the Sunday morning.

Dan and her father had gone away early in the day to visit a distant piece of woodland, and just as she reached the house they drove into the yard.

I expected youd have to go out to see the trees, Doris, said the elder man, smiling. Dont they look handsome? I wished you was with us up in the country where theres more growth; but I declare, its as pretty a place here as t is anywhere.

I tell you were just going to make the old farm hum next summer, said Lester, as he stepped out of the high-backed sleigh; but his companion did not follow him at once. Ive got a New York paper in my pocket, Israel Owen told the little audience. Young Mr. Dale sent it to me, and he marked a place that tells about his pictures being exhibited with the rest of the folks, and that they all come round his like a swarm of bees. Theres a long piece about em.

Mrs. Owen was listening eagerly. Now, Doris! she said. Dont you wish you was there, a-queenin it? But Doris and Dan gave each other a happy look that was answer enough. They could not imagine anything better than life was that very day on their own Marsh Island.


Betty Leicester (1890)
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A STORY FOR GIRLS

First published in 1890 by Houghton, Mifflin and Company, this novel is aimed at girls and young teenagers, being followed by the sequel Betty Leicesters Christmas (1899). In a letter sent to her publisher in October 1904, Jewett stated that ...among the letters I have been going over, a good many from young persons who seem to have taken my stories of Betty Leicester much to heart. She suggests that the letters combined with ...these books having done noticeably well in the last six months might mean there is an opportunity to re-release the Betty Leicester books in a fresh way to capitalise on their popularity.

The novel opens with fifteen year old Betty Leicester, who has just arrived in Boston from London, England with her beloved father. Bettys father is a naturalist and he has to leave her with her aunts for a few months to travel to Alaska for work. Bettys aunts live in Tideshead: a fictional village in New England that Jewett based on her memories of South Berwick during her youth. The novel details Bettys experiences over the course of the summer in Tideshead, as she encounters eccentric characters and enjoys the sights of the village. Betty is presented as a bright and lively presence, who brings a new spark of energy to village life.
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I. AS FAR AS RIVERPORT.
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TWO PERSONS SAT at a small breakfast-table near an open window, high up in Youngs Hotel in Boston. It was a pleasant June morning, just after eight oclock, and they could see the white clouds blowing over; but the gray walls of the Court House were just opposite, so that one cannot say much of their view of the world. The room was pleasanter than most hotel rooms, and the persons at breakfast were a girl of fifteen, named Betty Leicester, and her father. Their friends thought them both good-looking, but it ought to be revealed in this story just what sort of good looks they had, since character makes the expression of peoples faces. But this we can say, to begin with: they had eyes very much alike, very kind and frank and pleasant, and they had a good fresh color, as if they spent much time out-of-doors. In fact, they were just off the sea, having come in only two days before on the Catalonia from Liverpool; and the Catalonia, though very comfortable, had made a slower voyage than some steamers do in coming across.

They had nearly finished breakfast, but Betty was buttering one more nice bit of toast to finish her marmalade, while Mr. Leicester helped himself to more strawberries. They both looked a little grave, as if something important were to be done when breakfast was over; and if you had sat in the third place by the table, and, instead of looking out of the window, had looked to right and left into the bedrooms that opened at either hand, you would guess the reason. In Bettys room, on her table, were ulster and her umbrella and her traveling-bag beside a basket, these last being labeled Miss E. Leicester, Tideshead; and in the room opposite was a corresponding array, excepting that the labels read, T. Leicester, Windsor Hotel, Montreal. So for once the girl and her father were going in different directions.

Papa, dear, said Betty, how long will it be before you can tell about coming back from Alaska?

Perhaps I shall know in a month, said Mr. Leicester; but you understand that it will not be like a journey through civilized countries, and there are likely to be many hindrances and delays. Beside, you must count upon our finding everything enormously interesting. I shall try hard not to forget how interesting a waiting young somebody called Betty is!

Betty made an attempt to smile, but she began to feel very dismal. The aunts will ask me, you know, papa dear, she said. I am sure that Aunt Barbara felt a little grumpy about your not coming now.

Dear Aunt Barbara! said Mr. Leicester seriously; I wish that I could have managed it, but I will stay long enough to make up, when I get back from the North.

Your birthday is the first of September; thirty-nine this year, you poor old thing! Oh if we could only have the day in Tideshead, it would be such fun! Betty looked more cheerful again with this hope taking possession of her mind.

You are always insisting upon my having a new birthday! said Mr. Leicester, determined upon being cheerful too. You will soon be calling me your grandfather. I mean to expect a gold-headed cane for my present this year. Now we must be getting ready for the station, dear child. I am sure that we shall miss each other, but I will do things for you and you will do things for me, wont you, Betsey? and he kissed her affectionately, while Betty clung fast to him with both arms tight round his neck. Somehow she never had felt so badly at saying good-by.

And you will be very good to the old aunts? Remember how fond they have always been of your dear mamma and of me, and how ready they are to give you all their love. I think you can grow to be a very great comfort to them and a new pleasure. They must really need you to play with.

There was a loud knock at the door; the porter came in and carried away a high-heaped armful from Bettys room. Carriage is ready at the door, sir, he said. Plenty of time, sir; and then went hurrying away again to summon somebody else. Bettys eyes were full of tears when she came out of her room and met papa, who was just looking at his watch in the little parlor.

Say God bless you, Betty, she managed to ask.

God bless you, Betty, my dear Betty! Mr. Leicester said gravely. God bless you, dear, and make you a blessing.

Papa dear, I wasnt really crying. You know that youre coming back within three months, and we shall be writing letters all the time, and Tideshead isnt like a strange place.

Dear me, no! youll never wish to come away from Tideshead; give it my love, and call every bush my cousin, answered Mr. Leicester gayly as they went down in the elevator. The trying moment of the real good-by was over, and the excitement and interest of Bettys journey had begun. She liked the elevator boy and had time to find a bit of money for him, that being the best way to recognize his politeness and patience. Thank you; good-by, she said pleasantly as she put it into his hand. She was hoarding the minutes that were left, and tried to remember the things that she wished to say to papa as they drove to the Eastern Station; but the minutes flew by, and presently Mr. Leicester was left on the platform alone, while the cars moved away with his girl. She waved her hand and papa lifted his hat once more, though he had already lost sight of her, and so they parted. The girl thought it was very hard. She wondered all over again if she couldnt possibly have gone on the long journey to the far North which she had heard discussed so often and with such enthusiasm. It seemed wrong and unnatural that she and her father should not always be together everywhere.

It was very comfortable in the train, and the tide was high among the great marshes. The car was not very full at first, but at one or two stations there were crowds of people, and Betty soon had a seat-mate, a good-natured looking, stout woman, who was inclined to be very sociable. She was a little out of breath and much excited.

Would you like to sit next the window? inquired Betty.

No, lem me set where I be, replied the anxious traveler. Tis as well one place as another. I feel terrible unsartin on the cars. I dont expect you do?

Not very, said Betty. I have never had anything happen.

You ben on em before, then?

Oh, yes, indeed, said Betty.

Ever ben in Boston? — perhaps you come from that way?

I came from there this morning, but I am on my way from London to Tideshead. Somehow this announcement sounded ostentatious, and Betty, being modest, regretted it.

What London do you refer to? asked the woman, and, having been answered, said, Oh, bless ye! when it comes to seafarin Im right to home, I tell you. I didnt know but youd had to come from some o them Londons out West; all the way by cars. Ive got a sister that lives to London, Iowy; she comes East every three or four year; passes two days an two nights, I believe t is, on the cars; makes nothin of it. I aint been no great of a traveler. Creations real queer, aint it!

Bettys fellow-traveler was looking earnestly at the green fields, and seemed to express everything she felt of wonder and interest by her last remark, to which Betty answered yes, with a great shake of laughter — and hoped that there would be still more to say.

Have you been to sea a good deal? she asked.

Lor yes, dear. Father owned two thirds o the ship I was born on, and bought into another when she got old, an I was married off o her; the Sea Queen, Dexter, master, she was. Then I sailed long o my husband till the childn begun to come an I found there was some advantages in bringin up a family on shore, so I settled down for a spell; but just as I got round to leavin and goin back, my husband got tired o the sea and shippin all run down, so home he come, and you wouldnt know us now from shorefolks. Pretty good sailor, be ye? (looking at Betty sharply).

Yes, I love the sea, said Betty.

I want to know, said her new friend admiringly, and then took a long breath and got out of her gloves.

Your father a shipmaster? she continued.

No, said Betty humbly.

What trade does he follow?

He has written some books; he is a naturalist; but papa can do almost anything, replied Betty proudly.

I want to know, said the traveler again. Well, I dont realize just what naturalists hold to; theres too many sects a-goin nowadays for me. I was brought up good old-fashioned Methodist, but this very mornin in the depot I was speakin with a stranger that said she was a Calvin-Advent, and they was increasin fast. She did pear as well as anybody; a nice appearin woman. Well, theres room for all.

Betty was forced to smile, and tried to hide her face by looking out of the window. Just then the conductor kindly appeared, and so she pulled her face straight again.

Aint got no brothers an sisters? asked the funny old soul.

No, said Betty. Papa and I are all alone.

Mother aint livin? and the kind homely face turned quickly toward her.

She died when I was a baby.

My sakes, how you talk! You dont feel to miss her, but she would have set everything by you. (There was something truly affectionate in the way this was said.) All my childn are married off, she continued. The house seems too big now. I do know but what, if you dont like where youre goin, I will take ye in, longs you feel to stop.

Oh, thank you, said Betty gratefully. Im sure I should have a good time. Im going to stay with my grandaunts this summer. My father has gone to Alaska.

Oh, I do feel to hope its by sea! exclaimed the listener.

The cars rattled along and the country grew greener and greener. Betty remembered it very well, although she had not seen it for four years, so long it was since she had been in Tideshead before. After seeing the stonewalled and thatched or tiled roofs of foreign countries, the wooden buildings of New England had a fragile look as if the wind and rain would soon spoil and scatter them. The villages and everything but some of the very oldest farms looked so new and so temporary that Betty Leicester was much surprised, knowing well that she was going through some of the very oldest New England towns. She had a delightful sense of getting home again, which would have pleased her loyal father, and indeed Betty herself believed that she could not be proud enough of her native land. Papa always said the faults of a young country were so much better than the faults of an old one. However, when the train crossed a bridge near a certain harbor on the way and the young traveler saw an English flag flying on a ship, it looked very pleasant and familiar.

The morning was growing hot, and the good seafarer in the seat beside our friend seemed to grow very uncomfortable. Her dress was too thick, and she was trying to hold on her bonnet with her chin, though it slipped back farther and farther. Somehow a great many women in the car looked very warm and wretched in thick woolen gowns and unsteady bonnets. Nobody looked as if she were out on a pleasant holiday except one neighbor, a brisk little person with a canary bird and an Indian basket, out of which she now and then let a kittens head appear, long enough to be patted and then tucked back again.

Bettys companion caught sight of this smiling neighbor after a time and expressed herself as surprised that anybody should take the trouble to cart a kitten from town to town, when there were two to every empty saucer already. Betty laughed and supposed that she didnt like cats, and was answered gruffly that they were well enough in their place. It was one of our friends griefs that she never was sure of being long enough in one place to keep a kitten of her own, but the pleasant thought came that she was almost sure to find some at Aunt Barbaras where she was going.

It was not time to feel hungry, but Betty caught sight of a paper box which the waiter had brought to the carriage just as she was leaving the hotel. She was having a hot and dusty search under the car-seat for the sailor womans purse, which had suddenly gone overboard from the upper deck of her wide lap, but it was found at last, and Betty produced the luncheon-box too and opened it. Her new friend looked on with deep interest. Im only goins far as Newburyport, she explained eagerly, so Im not provided.

Papa knew that I should be hungry by noon, said Betty. We always try not to get too hungry when we are traveling because one gets so much more tired. I always carry some chocolate in my bag.

I expect youve had sights of experience. You aint ben kep short, thats plain. They aint many young gals looks so rugged. Enjoy good health, dear, dont ye? which Betty answered with enthusiasm.

The luncheon looked very inviting and Betty offered a share most hospitably, and in spite of its only being a quarter before eleven when the feast began, the chicken sandwiches entirely disappeared. There were only four, and half a dozen small sponge-cakes which proved to be somewhat dry and unattractive.

I only laid in a light breakfast, apologized Bettys guest. Im obliged to you, Im sure, but then I wa nt nigh so hungry as when I got adrift once, in an open boat, for two days and a night, and they give me up — 

But at this moment the train man shouted Newburyport, as if there were not a minute to be lost, and the good soul gathered her possessions in a great hurry, dropping her purse again twice, and letting fall bits of broken sentences with it from which Betty could gather only The fog come in, and coast o France, and then, as they said good-by, t was so divertin ridin along that I took no note of stoppin. After they had parted affectionately, she stood for a minute or two at the door of the still moving train, nodding and bobbing her kind old head at her young fellow-passenger whenever they caught each others eye. Betty was sorry to lose this new friend so soon, and felt more lonely than ever. She wished that they had known each others names, and especially that there had been time to hear the whole of the boat story.

Now that there was no one else in the car seat it seemed to be a good time to look over some things in the pretty London traveling bag, which had been pushed under its owners feet until then. Betty found a small bit of chocolate for herself by way of dessert to the early luncheon, and made an entry in a tidy little account book which she meant to keep carefully until she should be with papa again. It was a very interesting bag, with a dressing-case fitted into it and a writing case, all furnished with glass and ivory and silver fittings and yet very plain, and nice, and convenient. Bettys dear friend, Mrs. Duncan, had given it to her that very spring, before she thought of coming to America, and on the voyage it had been worth its weight in gold. Out of long experience the young traveler had learned not to burden herself with too many things, but all her belongings had some pleasant associations: her button-hook was bought in Amsterdam, and a queer little silver box for buttons came from a village very far north in Norway, while a useful jackknife had been found in Spain, although it bore J. Crookes of Sheffields name on the haft. Somehow the traveling bag itself brought up Mrs. Duncans dear face, and Bettys eyes glistened with tears for one moment. The Duncan girls were her best friends, and she had had lessons with them for many months at a time in the last few years, so they had the strong bond in friendship of having worked as well as played together. But Mrs. Duncan had been very motherly and dear to our friend, and just now seemed nearer and more helpful than ever. The train whistled along and the homesick feeling soon passed, though Betty remembered that Mrs. Duncan had said once that wherever you may put two persons one is always hostess and the other always guest, either from circumstances alone or from their different natures, and they must be careful about their duties to each other. Betty had not quite understood this when she heard it said, though the words had stayed in her mind. Now the meaning flashed clearly into her thought, and she was pleased to think that she had just now been the one who knew most about traveling. She wished so much that she could have been of more use to the old lady, but after all she seemed to have a good little journey, and Betty hoped that she could remember all about this droll companion when she was writing, at her own journeys end, to papa.


II. THE PACKET BOAT.
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THE DAY WAS one of the best days in June, with warm sunshine and a cool breeze from the east, for when Betty Leicester stepped from a hot car to the station platform in Riverport the air had a delicious sea-flavor. She wondered for a moment what this flavor was like, and then thought of a salt oyster. She was hungry and tired, the journey had been longer than she expected, and, as she made her way slowly through the crowded station and was pushed about by people who were hurrying out of or into the train, she felt unusually disturbed and lonely. Betty had traveled far and wide for a girl of fifteen, but she had seldom been alone, and was used to taking care of other people. Papa himself was very apt to forget important minor details, and she had learned out of her loving young heart to remember them, and was not without high ambitions to make their journeys as comfortable as possible. Still, she and her father had almost always been together, and Betty wondered if it had not after all been foolish to make a certain decision which involved not seeing him again until a great many weeks had gone by.

The cars moved away and the young traveler went to the ticket-office to ask about the Tideshead train. The ticket-agent looked at her with a smile.

Trains gone half an hour ago! he said, as if he were telling Betty some good news. Therell be another one at eight oclock to-morrow morning, and the express goes, same as to-day, at half past one. I suppose you want to go to Tideshead town; this road only goes to the junction and then theres a stage, you know. He looked at Betty doubtfully and as if he expected an instant decision on her part as to what she meant to do next.

I knew that there was a stage, she answered, feeling a little alarmed, but hoping that she did not show it. The time-table said there was a train to meet this — 

Oh, that train is an express now and doesnt stop. Everythings got to be sacrificed to speed.

The ticket-agent had turned his back and was looking over some papers and grumbling to himself, so that Betty could no longer hear what he was pleased to say. As she left the window an elderly man, whose face was very familiar, was standing in the doorway.

Well, maam, you an I pear to have got left. Tideshead, you said, if I rightly understood?

Perhaps there is somebody who would drive us there, said Betty. She never had been called maam before, and it was most surprising. It isnt a great many miles, is it?

No, no! said the new acquaintance. I was in considerable of a hurry to get home, but t isnt so bad as you think. We can go right up on the packet, up river, you know; get there by supper-time; the winds hauling round into the east a little. I understood you to speak about getting to Tideshead?

Yes, said Betty, gratefully.

Got a trunk, I expect. Well, Ill go out and look round for Asa Chick and his hancart, and well make for the wharf as quick as we can. You may step this way.

Betty stepped gladly, and Asa Chick and the handcart soon led the way riverward through the pleasant old-fashioned streets of Riverport. Her new friend pointed out one or two landmarks as they hurried along, for, strange to say, although a sea-captain, he was not sure whether the tide turned at half past two or at half past three. When they came to the river-side, however, the packet-boat was still made fast to the pier, and nothing showed signs of her immediate departure.

It is always a good thing to be in time, said the captain, who found himself much too warm and nearly out of breath. Now, weve got a good hour to wait. Like to go right aboard, my dear?

Betty paid Asa Chick, and then turned to see the packet. It was a queer, heavy-looking craft, with a short, thick mast and high, pointed lateen-sail, half unfurled and dropping in heavy pocket-like loops. There was a dark low cabin and a long deck; a very old man and a fat, yellow dog seemed to be the whole ships company. The old man was smoking a pipe and took no notice of anything, but the dog rose slowly to his feet and came wagging his tail and looking up at the new passenger.

I do know but Ill coast round up into the town a little, said the captain. T aint no use asking old Mr. Plunkett there any questions, hes deef as a hadick.

Will my trunk be safe? asked Betty; to which the captain answered that he would put it right aboard for her. It was not a very heavy trunk, but the captain managed it beautifully, and put Bettys hand-bag and wrap into the dark cabin. Old Plunkett nodded as he saw this done, and the captain said again that Betty might feel perfectly safe about everything; but, for all that, she refused to take a walk in order to see what was going on in the town, as she was kindly invited to do. She went a short distance by herself, however, and came first to a bakery, where she bought some buns, not so good as the English ones, but still very good buns indeed, and two apples, which the bakers wife told her had grown in her own garden. You could see the tree out of the back window, by which the hospitable woman had left her sewing, and they were, indeed, well-kept and delicious apples for that late season of the year. Betty lingered for some minutes in the pleasant shop. She was very hungry, and the buns were all the better for that. She looked through a door and saw the oven, but the baking was all done for the day. The baker himself was out in his cart; he had just gone up to Tideshead. Here was another way in which one might have gone to Tideshead by land; it would have been good fun to go on the bakers cart and stop in the farm-house yards and see everybody; but on the whole there was more adventure in going by water. Papa had always told Betty that the river was beautiful. She did not remember much about it herself, but this would be a fine way of getting a first look at so large a part of the great stream.

It was slack water now, and the wharf seemed high, and the landing-stage altogether too steep and slippery. When Betty reached the packets deck, old Mr. Plunkett was sound asleep; but while she was eating her buns the dog came most good-naturedly and stood before her, cocking his head sideways, and putting on a most engaging expression, so that they lunched together, and Betty left off nearly as hungry as she began. The old dog knew an apple when he saw it, and was disappointed after the last one was brought out from Bettys pocket, and lay down at her feet and went to sleep again. Betty got into the shade of the wharf and sat there looking down at the flounders and sculpins in the clear water, and at the dripping green sea-weeds on the piles of the wharf. She was almost startled when a heavy wagon was driven on the planks above, and a man shouted suddenly to the horses. Presently some barrels of flour were rolled down and put on deck — twelve of them in all — by a man and boy who gave her, the young stranger, a careful glance every time they turned to go back. Then a mowing-machine arrived, and was carefully put on board with a great deal of bustle and loud talking. There was somebody on deck, now, whom Betty believed to be the packets skipper, and after a while the old captain returned. He seated himself by Mr. Plunkett and shook hands with him warmly, and asked him for the news; but there did not seem to be any.

Ive been up to see my wifes cousin Jake Hallets folks, he explained, and I thought sure Id get left, and old Plunkett nodded soberly. They did not sail for at least half an hour after this, and Betty sat discreetly on the low cabin roof next the wharf all the time. When they were out in the stream at last she could get a pretty view of the town. There was some shipping farther down the shore, and some tall steeples and beautiful trees and quaintly built warehouses; it was very pleasant, looking back at it from the water.

A little past the middle of the afternoon they moved steadily up the river. The men all sat together in a group at the stern, and appeared to find a great deal to talk about. Old Mr. Plunkett may have thought that Betty looked lonely, for after he waked for the second time he came over to where she sat and nodded to her; so Betty nodded back, and then the old man reached for her umbrella, which was very pretty, with a round piece of agate in the handle, and looked at it and rubbed it with his thumb, and gave it back to her. Present to ye? he asked, and Betty nodded assent. Then old Plunkett went away again, but she felt a sense of his kind companionship. She wondered whom she must pay for her passage and how much it would be, but it was no use to ask so deaf a fellow-passenger. He had put on a great pair of spectacles and was walking round her trunk, apparently much puzzled by the battered labels of foreign hotels and railway stations.

Betty thought that she had seldom seen half so pleasant a place as this New England river. She kept longing that her father could see it, too. As they went up from the town the shores grew greener and greener, and there were some belated apple-trees still in bloom, and the farm-houses were so old and stood so pleasantly toward the southern sunshine that they looked as if they might have grown like the apple-trees and willows and elms. There were great white clouds in the blue sky; the air was delicious. Betty could make out at last that old Mr. Plunkett was the skippers father, that Captain Beck was an old shipmaster and a former acquaintance of her own, and that the flour and some heavy boxes belonged to one store-keeping passenger with a long sandy beard, and the mowing-machine to the other, who was called Jim Foss, and that he was a farmer. He was a great joker and kept making everybody laugh. Old Mr. Plunkett laughed too, now that he was wide awake, but it was only through sympathy; he seemed to be a very kind old man. One by one all the men came and looked at the trunk labels, and they all asked whether Betty hadnt been considerable of a traveler, or some question very much like it. At last the captain came with Captain Beck to collect the passage money, which proved to be thirty-seven cents.

Where did you say you was goin to stop in Tideshead? asked Captain Beck.

Im going to Miss Leicesters. Dont you remember me? Arent you Mary Becks grandfather? Im Betty Leicester.

Toe be sure, toe be sure, said the old gentleman, much pleased. I wonder that I had not thought of you at first, but you have grown as much as little Mary has. Youre getting to be quite a young woman. Command me, said the shipmaster, making a handsome bow. I am glad that I fell in with you. I see your fathers looks, now. The ladies had a hard fight some years ago to keep him from running off to sea with me. Hes been a great traveler since then, hasnt he? to which Betty responded heartily, again feeling as if she were among friends. The storekeeper offered to take her trunk right up the hill in his wagon, when they got to the Tideshead landing, and on the whole it was delightful that the trains had been changed just in time for her to take this pleasant voyage.


III. A BIT OF COLOR.
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BETTY HAD SEEN strange countries since her last visit to Tideshead. Then she was only a child, but now she was so tall that strangers treated her as if she were already a young lady. At fifteen one does not always know just where to find ones self. A year before it was hard to leave childish things alone, but there soon came a time when they seemed to have left Betty, while one by one the graver interests of life were pushing themselves forward. It was reasonable enough that she should be taking care of herself; and, as we have seen, she knew how better than most girls of her age. Her fathers rough journey to the far North had been decided upon suddenly; Mr. Leicester and Betty had been comfortably settled at Lynton in Devonshire for the summer, with a comfortable prospect of some charming excursions and a good bit of work on papas new scientific book. Betty was used to sudden changes of their plans, but it was a hard trial when he had come back from London one day, filled with enthusiasm about the Alaska business.

The only thing against it is that I dont know what to do with you, Betty dear, said papa, with a most wistful but affectionate glance. Perhaps you would like to go to Switzerland with the Duncans? You know they were very anxious that I should lend you for a while.

I will think about it, said Betty, trying to smile, but she could not talk any more just then. She didnt believe that the hardships of this new journey were too great; it was papa who minded dust and hated the care of railway rugs and car-tickets, not she. But she gave him a kiss and hurried out through the garden and went as fast as she could along the lonely long cliff-walk above the sea, to think the sad matter over.

That evening Betty came down to dinner with a serene face. She looked more like a young lady than she ever had before. I have quite decided what I should like to do, she said. Please let me go home with you and stay in Tideshead with Aunt Barbara and Aunt Mary. They speak about seeing us in their letters, and I should be nearer where you are going. Bettys brave voice failed her for a moment just there.

Why, Betty, what a wise little woman you are! said Mr. Leicester, looking very much pleased. Thats exactly right. I was thinking about the dear souls as I came from town, and promised myself that I would run down for a few days before I go North. That is, if you say I may go! and he looked seriously at Betty.

Yes, answered Betty slowly; yes, I am sure you may, papa dear, if you will be very, very careful.

They had a beloved old custom of papas asking his girls leave to do anything that was particularly important. In Bettys baby-days she had reproved him for going out one morning. Who said you might go, Master Papa? demanded the little thing severely; and it had been a dear bit of fun to remember the old story from time to time ever since. Bettys mother had died before she could remember; the two who were left were most dependent upon each other.

You will see how Betty came to have care-taking ways and how she had learned to think more than most girls about what it was best to do. You will understand how lonely she felt in this day or two when the story begins. Mr. Leicester was too much hurried after all when he reached America, and could not go down to Tideshead for a few days visit, as they had both hoped and promised. And here, at last, was Betty going up the long village street with Captain Beck for company. She had not seen Tideshead for four years, but it looked exactly the same. There was the great, square, white house, with the poplars and lilac bushes. There were Aunt Barbara and Aunt Mary sitting in the wide hall doorway as if they had never left their high-backed chairs since she saw them last.

Who is this coming up the walk? said Aunt Barbara, rising and turning toward her placid younger sister in sudden excitement. It cant be — why, yes, it is Betty, after all! and she hurried down the steps.

Grown out of all reason, of course! she said sharply, as she kissed the surprising grandniece, and then held her at arms-length to look at her again most fondly. Where did you find her, Captain Beck? We sent over to the train; in fact, I went myself with Jonathan, but we were disappointed. Your father always telegraphs two or three times before he really gets here, Betty; but you have not brought him, after all.

We had to come up river by the packet, said Captain Beck; the young ladys had quite a voyage; her sea-chestll be here directly.

The captain left Bettys traveling-bag on the great stone doorstep, and turned to go away, but Betty thanked him prettily for his kindness, and said that she had spent a delightful afternoon. She was now warmly kissed and hugged by Aunt Mary, who looked much younger than Aunt Barbara, and she saw two heads appear at the end of the long hall.

There are Serena and Letty; you must run and speak to them. They have been looking forward to seeing you, suggested Aunt Barbara, who seemed to see everything at once; but when Betty went that way nobody was to be found until she came to the kitchen, where Serena and Letty were, or pretended to be, much surprised at her arrival. They were now bustling about to get Betty some supper, and she frankly confessed that she was very hungry, which seemed to vastly please the good women.

What in the world shall we do with her? worried Aunt Mary, while Betty was gone. I had no idea she would seem so well grown. She used to be small for her age, you know, sister.

Do? do? answered Miss Barbara Leicester sternly. If she cant take care of herself by this time, she never will know how. Tom Leicester should have let her stay here altogether, instead of roaming about the world with him, or else have settled himself down in respectable fashion. I cant get on with teasing children at my age. Im sure Im glad shes well grown. She mustnt expect us to turn out of our ways, grumbled Aunt Barbara, who had the kindest heart in the world, and was listening anxiously every minute for Bettys footsteps.

It was very pleasant to be safe in the old house at last. The young guest did not feel any sense of strangeness. She used to be afraid of Aunt Barbara when she was a child, but she was not a bit afraid now; and Aunt Mary, who seemed a very lovely person then, was now a little bit tiresome, — or else Betty herself was tired and did not find it easy to listen.

After supper; and it was such a too-good supper, with pound-cakes, and peach jam, and crisp shortcakes, and four tall silver candlesticks, and Betty being asked to her great astonishment if she would take tea and meekly preferring some milk instead; they came back to the doorway. The moon had come up, and the wide lawn in front of the house (which the ladies always called the yard) was almost as light as day. The syringa bushes were in full bloom and fragrance, and other sweet odors filled the air beside. There were two irreverent little dogs playing and chasing each other on the wide front walk and bustling among the box and borders. Betty could hear the voices of people who drove by, or walked along the sidewalk, but Tideshead village was almost as still as the fields outside the town. She answered all the questions that the aunts kindly asked her for conversations sake, and she tried to think of ways of seeming interested in return.

Can I climb the cherry-tree this summer, Aunt Barbara? she asked once. Dont you remember the day when there was a tea company of ladies here, and Mary Beck and I got some of the companys bonnets and shawls off the best bed and dressed up in them and climbed up in the trees?

You looked like two fat black crows, laughed Aunt Barbara, though she had been very angry at the time. All the fringes of those thin best shawls were catching and snapping as you came down. Oh, dear me, I couldnt think what the old ladies would say. None of your mischief now, Miss Betty! and she held up a warning forefinger. Mary Beck is coming to see you to-morrow; you will find some pleasant girls here.

Tideshead has always been celebrated for its cultivated society, you know, dear, added Aunt Mary.

Just now a sad feeling of loneliness began to assail Betty. The summer might be very long in passing, and anything might happen to papa. She put her hand into her pocket to have the comfort of feeling a crumpled note, a very dear short note, which papa had written her only the day before, when he had suddenly decided to go out to Cambridge and not come back to the hotel for luncheon.

They talked a little longer, Betty and the grandaunts, until sensible Aunt Barbara said, Now run up-stairs to bed, my dear; I am sure that you must be tired, and Betty, who usually begged to stay up as long as the grown folks, was glad for once to be sent away like a small child. Aunt Barbara marched up the stairway and led the way to the east bedroom. It was an astonishing tribute of respect to Betty, the young guest, and she admired such large-minded hospitality; but after all she had expected a comfortable snug little room next Aunt Marys, where she had always slept years before. Aunt Barbara assured her that this one was much cooler and pleasanter, and she must remember what a young lady she had grown to be. But you may change to some other room if you like, my dear child, said the old lady kindly. I wouldnt unpack to-night, but just go to bed and get rested. I have my breakfast at half past seven, but your Aunt Mary doesnt come down. I hope that you will be ready as early as that, for I like company; and then, after seeing that everything was in order and comfortable, she kissed Betty twice most kindly and told her that she was thankful to have her come to them, and went away downstairs.

It was a solemn, big, best bedroom, with dark India-silk curtains to the bed and windows, and dull coverings on the furniture. This all looked as if there were pretty figures and touches of gay color by daylight, but now by the light of the two candles on the dressing-table it seemed a dim and dismal place that night. Betty was not a bit afraid; she only felt lonely. She was but fifteen years old, and she did not know how to get on by herself after all. But Betty was no coward. She had been taught to show energy and to make light of difficulties. What could she do? Why, unpack a little, and then go to bed and go to sleep; that would be the best thing.

She knelt down before her trunk, and had an affectionate feeling toward it as she turned the key and saw her familiar properties inside. She took out her pictures of her father and mother and Mrs. Duncan, and shook out a crumpled dress or two and left them to lie on the old couch until morning. Deep down in the sea-chest, as Captain Beck had called it, she felt the soft folds of a gay piece of Indian silk made like a little shawl, which papa had pleased himself with buying for her one day at Libertys shop in London. Mrs. Duncan had laughed when she saw it, and told Betty not to dare to wear it for at least ten years; but the color of it was marvelous in the shadowy old room. Betty threw the shining red thing over the back of a great easy-chair and it seemed to light the whole place. She could not help feeling more cheerful for the sight of that gay bit of color. Then a great wish filled her heart, dear little Betty; perhaps she could really bring some new pleasure to Tideshead that summer! The old aunties lives looked very gray and dull to her young eyes; it was a dull place, perhaps, for Betty, who had lived a long time where the brightest and busiest people were. The last thing she thought of before she fell asleep was the little silk shawl. She had often heard artistic people say a bit of color; now she had a new idea, though a dim one, of what a bit of color might be expected to do in every-day life. Good-night, Betty. Good-night, dear Betty, in your best bedroom, sound asleep all the summer night and dreaming of those you love!


IV. TIDESHEAD.
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HOWEVER OLD AND responsible Betty Leicester felt overnight, she seemed to return to early childhood in spite of herself next day. She must see the old house again and chatter with Aunt Barbara about the things and people she remembered best. She looked all about the garden, and spent an hour in the kitchen talking to Serena and Letty while they worked there, and then she went out to see Jonathan and a new acquaintance called Seth Pond, an awkward young man, who took occasion to tell Betty that he had come from way up-country where there was plenty greenern he was. There were a great many interesting things to see and hear in Jonathans and Seths domains, and Betty found the remains of one of her own old cubby-holes in the shed-chamber, and was touched to the heart when she found that it had never been cleared away. She had known so many places and so many people that it was almost startling to find Tideshead looking and behaving exactly the same, while she had changed so much. The garden was a most lovely place, with its long, vine-covered summer-house, and just now all the roses were in bloom. Here was that cherry-tree into which she and Mary Beck had climbed, decked in the proper black shawls and bonnets and black lace veils. But where could dear Becky be all the morning? They had been famous cronies in that last visit, when they were eleven years old. Betty hurried into the house to find her hat and tell Aunt Barbara where she was going.

Aunt Barbara took the matter into serious consideration. Why, Mary will come to see you this afternoon, I dont doubt, my dear, and perhaps you had better wait until after dinner. They dine earlier than we, and are apt to be busy.

Betty turned away disappointed. She wished that she had thought to find Mary just after breakfast in their friendly old fashion, but it was too late now. She would sit down at the old secretary in the library and begin a letter to papa.

Dear Papa, she wrote, Here I am at Tideshead, and I feel just as I used when I was a little girl, but people treat me, even Mary Beck, as if I were grown up, and it is a little lonely just at first. Everything looks just the same, and Serena made me some hearts and rounds for supper; wasnt she kind to remember? And they put on the old silver mug that you used to have, for me to drink out of. And I like Aunt Barbara best of the two aunts, after all, which is sure to make you laugh, though Aunt Mary is very kind and seems ill, so that I mean to be as nice to her as I possibly can. They seemed to think that you were going off just as far as you possibly could without going to a star, and it made me miss you more than ever. Jonathan talked about politics, whether I listened or not, and didnt like it when I said that you believed in tariff reform. He really scolded and said the country would go to the dogs, and I was sorry that I knew so little about politics. People expect you to know so many new things with every inch you grow. Dear papa, I wish that I were with you. Remember not to smoke too often, even if you wish to very much; and please, dear papa, think very often that I am your only dear child,

Betty.

P. S. — I miss you more because they are all so much older than we are, papa dear. Perhaps you will tell me about the tariff reform for a lesson letter when you cant think of anything else to write about. I have not seen Mary Beck yet, or any of the girls I used to know. Mary always came right over before. I must tell you next time about such a funny, nice old woman who came most of the way with me in the cars, and what will you think when I tell you the most important thing, — I had to come up river on the packet! I wished and wished for you.

Betty.

Dinner-time was very pleasant, and Aunt Mary, who first appeared then, was most kind and cheerful; but both the ladies took naps, after dinner was over and they had read their letters, so Betty went to her own room, meaning to put away her belongings; but Letty had done this beforehand, and the large room looked very comfortable and orderly. Aunt Barbara had smiled when another protest was timidly offered about the best bedroom, and told Betty that it was pleasant to have her just across the hall. I am well used to my housekeeping cares, added Aunt Barbara, with a funny look across the table at her young niece; and Betty thought again, how much she liked this grandaunt.

The house was very quiet and she did not know exactly what to do, so she looked about the guest-chamber.

There were some quaint-looking silhouettes on the walls of the room, and in a deep oval frame a fine sort of ornament which seemed to be made of beautiful grasses and leaves, all covered with glistening crystals. The dust had crept in a little at one side. Betty remembered it well, and always thought it very interesting. Then there were two old engravings of Angelica Kauffmann and Madame Le Brun. Nothing pleased her so much, however, as papas bright little shawl. It looked brighter than ever, and Letty had folded it and left it on the old chair.

Just then there came a timid rap or two with the old knocker on the hall-door. It was early for visitors, and the aunts were both in their rooms. Betty went out to see what could be done about so exciting a thing, and met quick-footed Letty, who had been close at hand in the dining-room.

Tis Miss Mary Beck come to call upon you, Miss Betty, said Letty, with an air of high festivity, and Betty went quickly downstairs. She was brimful of gladness to see Mary Beck, and went straight toward her in the shaded parlor to kiss her and tell her so.

Mary Beck was sitting on the edge of a chair, and was dressed as if she were going to church, with a pair of tight shiny best gloves on and shiny new boots, which hurt her feet if Betty had only known it. She wore a hat that looked too small for her head, and had a queer, long, waving bird-of-paradise feather in it, and a dress that was much too old for her, and of a cold, smooth, gray color, trimmed with a shade of satin that neither matched it nor made a contrast. She had grown to be even taller than Betty, and she looked uncomfortable, and as if she had been forced to come. That was a silly, limp shake of the hand with which she returned Bettys warm grasp. Oh dear, it was evidently a dreadful thing to go to make a call! It had been an anxious, discouraged getting-ready, and Betty thought of the short, red-cheeked, friendly little Becky whom she used to play with, and was grieved to the heart. But she bravely pushed a chair close to the guest and sat down. She could not get over the old feeling of affection.

I thought you would be over here long ago. I ought to have gone to see you. Why, youre more grown up than I am; isnt it too bad? said Betty, feeling afraid that one or the other of them might cry, they were both blushing so deeply and the occasion was so solemn.

Oh, do lets play in the shed-chamber all day to-morrow!

And then they both laughed as hard as they could, and there was the dear old Mary Beck after all, and a tough bit of ice was forever broken.

Betty threw open the parlor blinds, regardless of Serenas feelings about flies, and the two friends spent a delightful hour together. The call ended in Marys being urged to go home to take off her best gown and put on an every-day one, and away they went afterward for a long walk.

What are the girls doing? asked Betty, as if she considered herself a member already of this branch of the great secret society of girls.

Oh, nothing; we hardly ever do anything, answered Mary Beck, with a surprised and uneasy glance. It is so slow in Tideshead, everybody says.

I suppose it is slow anywhere if we dont do anything about it, laughed Betty, so good-naturedly that Mary laughed too. I like to play out-of-doors just as well as ever I did, dont you?

Mary Beck gave a somewhat doubtful answer. She had dreaded this ceremonious call. She could not quite understand why Betty Leicester, who had traveled abroad and done so many things and had, as people say, such unusual advantages, should seem the same as ever, and only wear that plain, comfortable-looking little gingham dress.

When my other big trunk comes there are some presents I brought over for you, confessed Betty shyly. I have had to keep one of them a long time because papa has always been saying every year that we were sure to come to Tideshead, and then we havent after all.

He has been here two or three times, said Mary. I saw him go by and I wanted to run out and ask him about you, but I was afraid to — 

Afraid of papa? What a funny thing! You never would be if you really knew him, exclaimed Betty, with delighted assurance. She laughed heartily and stopped to lean against a stone wall, and gave Mary Beck a little push which was meant to express a great deal of affection and amusement. Then she forgot everything in looking at the beautiful view across the farms and the river and toward the great hills and mountains beyond.

I knew you would think it was pretty here, said Mary. I have always thought that when you came back I would bring you here first. I liked to call this our tree, she said shyly, looking up into the great oak branches. It seems so strange to be here with you, at last, after all the times I have thought about it — 

Betty was touched by this bit of real sentiment. She was thankful from that moment that she was going to spend most of the summer in Tideshead. Here was the best of good things, — a real friend, who had been waiting for her all the time.


V. AT BECKYS HOUSE.
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WHEN THE HAPPY Becky flew in to free herself from her Sunday clothes she did not meet either member of her family, but on her return from the walk she found her mother grimly getting the supper ready.

Oh, I have had such a lovely time, cried Becky, brimful of the pleasure of Bettys return. She is just the same as she used to be, exactly; only grown like everything. And I saw Miss Barbara Leicester, and she was lovely and asked me to stay to tea, and Betty did too, but I didnt know whether you would like it.

I am going to have her come and take tea with us as soon as I can, but I dont see how to manage it this week, said Mrs. Beck complainingly. I have so much to do every day that I dread having company. What made you put on that spotted old dress? I dont know what she could have thought, Im sure. If you wanted to take off your best one, why didnt you put on your satine?

Oh, I dont know, mother! answered Becky fretfully. Betty had on a gingham dress, and she said I couldnt get over the fences in my best one, and I didnt think it made any difference.

Well, no matter, said Mrs. Beck sighing, they saw you dressed up decently at first. I think you girls are too old to climb fences and be tomboys, for my part. When I was growing up, young ladies were expected to interest themselves in things at home.

The good cheer of the afternoon served Becky in good stead. She was already helping her mother with the table, and was sorry in a more understanding way than ever before for the sad-looking little woman in black, who got so few real pleasures out of life. Betty Leicester says that we can have this one summer more any way before we are really grown up, she suggested, and Mrs. Beck smiled and hoped they would enjoy it, but they couldnt keep time back do what they might.

Did she show you anything she brought home, Mary?

No, not a single thing; we were out-doors almost all the time after I made the call, but she says she has brought me some presents.

I wonder what they are? said Mrs. Beck, much pleased. Theres one thing about the Leicesters, they are all generous where they take a liking. But then, they have got plenty to do with; everybody hasnt. You might have stayed to tea, I suppose, if they wanted you, but I wouldnt run after them.

Why mother! exclaimed honest Becky. Betty Leicester and I always played together; it isnt running after her to expect to be friends just the same now. Betty always comes here oftenest; she said she was coming right over.

I want you to show proper pride, said the mistaken mother. It would have been so much better to let the two girls go their own unsuspecting ways. But poor little Mrs. Beck had suffered many sorrows and disappointments, and had not learned yet that such lessons ought to make ones life larger instead of smaller.

Marys eyes were shining with delight in spite of her mothers plaintive discouragements, and now as they both turned away from the plain little supper-table, she took hold of her hand and held it fast as they went out to the kitchen together. They very seldom indulged in any signs of affection, but there was a very happy feeling roused by Betty Leicesters coming. Oh good! drop-cakes for tea! and Mary capered a little to show how pleased she was. I wish I had asked her to come home with me, she always used to eat so many of our drop-cakes when she was a little girl; dont you remember, mother?

Yes; but you mustnt expect her to be the same now, answered Mrs. Beck. She is used to having things very different, and we cant do as we could if father had lived.

Grandpa says nobody has things as nice as you do, said Mary, trying to make the sun shine again. I know Betty will eat more drop-cakes than ever, just because she can hold so many more. Shell be glad of that, now you see, mother! and Mrs. Beck gave a faint smile.

That very evening there were quick steps up the yard toward the side door, and Betty opened the door and came in to the Becks sitting-room. She stopped a moment on the threshold, it all looked so familiar. Becky had grown, as we know; that was the only change, and the old captain sat reading his newspaper as usual, with a small lamp held close against it in his right hand; Mrs. Beck was sewing, and on the wall hung the picture of Daniel Webster and the portraits in watercolors of two of the captains former ships. Betty spoke to Captain Beck with an air of intimacy and then went over to Beckys mother, who stood there with a pale apprehensive look as if she thought there was no chance of anybodys being glad to see her. However, Betty kissed her warmly and said she was so glad to get back to Tideshead, and then displayed a white paper bundle which she had held under her wrap. It looked like presents!

Aunt Barbara had to write some letters for the early mail and Aunt Mary was resting, so I thought I would run over for a few minutes, said the eager girl. My big trunk came this afternoon, Becky.

How is your Aunt Mary to-day? asked Mrs. Beck ceremoniously, though a light crept into her face which may have been a reflection from her daughters broad smile.

Oh, she is just the same as ever, replied Betty sadly. I believe she isnt sleeping so well lately, but she looks a great deal better than when I was a little girl. Aunt Barbara is always so anxious.

They were surprised, I observed, when you and I came up the street together last night; quite a voyage we had, said the captain.

Some day I mean to go down and come back again in the old packet; cant you go too, Becky? said our friend. Captain Beckll be going again, wont you, Captain Beck? I didnt look at the river half enough because I was in such a hurry to get here.

Youre sunburnt, arent you? said Mrs. Beck, looking very friendly.

Im always brown in summer, acknowledged Betty frankly. Hasnt Mary grown like everything? I didnt known how tall I must look until I saw her. Im so glad that school is done; I was afraid it wouldnt be.

She goes to the academy now, you know, said Mrs. Beck. The term ended abruptly because the principals wife met with affliction and they had to go out of town to her old home.

Betty, it must be confessed, had at this point an instinctive remembrance of Mrs. Becks love for dismal tales, so she hastened to change the subject of conversation. Mrs. Beck was very kind-hearted when any one was ill or in trouble. Betty herself had a grateful memory of such devotion when she had a long childish illness once at Aunt Barbaras, but Mary Becks mother never seemed to take half the pleasure in cheerful things and in well people who went about their every-day affairs. It seemed a good chance now to open the little package of presents. There were two pretty Roman cravats, and a carved Swiss box with a quantity of French chocolate in it, and a nice cake of violet soap, and a pretty ivory pin carved like an edelweiss, like one that Betty herself wore; for the captain there was a photograph of Bergen harbor in Norway, with all manner of strange vessels at the wharves. Then for Mrs. Beck Betty had brought a pretty handkerchief with some fine embroidery round the edge. It was a charming little heap of things. I have been getting them at different times and keeping them until I came, said Betty.

Mary Beck was delighted, as well she might be, and yet it was very hard to express any such feeling. Somehow the awkward feeling with which she went to make the call that afternoon was again making her dreadfully uncomfortable.

The old captain was friendly and smiling, and Mary and her mother said Thank you, a good many times, but Mrs. Beck took half the pleasure away by a sigh and lament that her girl couldnt make any return.

Its the best return to be so glad to see each other, Becky! said Betty Leicester, suddenly turning to her friend and blushing a good deal as they kissed one another, while the old captain gave a satisfied humph and turned to his newspaper again.

Mrs. Beck was really much pleased, and yet was overwhelmed with a suspicion that Betty thought her ungrateful. She was sorry that if there were going to be a handkerchief it had not been one with a black border, but after all this was a pretty one and very fine; it would be just right for Mary by and by.

The old cat seemed to know the young visitor, and came presently purring very loud and rubbing against Bettys gown, and was promptly lifted into her lap for a little patting and cuddling before she must run back again to the aunts. This cat had been known to Betty as a young kitten, and she and Becky had sometimes dressed her with a neat white ruffle about her neck to which they added a dolls dress. She was one of the limp obliging kittens which make such capital playmates, and the two girls laughed a great deal now as they reminded each other of certain frolics that had taken place. Once Mrs. Beck had entertained the Maternal Meeting in her staid best parlor, and the Busy Bs, as the captain sometimes called them, had dressed the kitten and encouraged her to enter the room at a most serious moment in the proceedings. Even Mrs. Beck laughed about it now, though she was very angry at the time. Her heart seemed to warm more and more, and by the time our friend had gone she was in really good spirits. Becky must keep the cake of soap in her upper drawer, she said; nothing gave such a nice clean smell to things. It seemed to her it was a strange present, but it was nice to have it, and all the things were pretty; it wasnt likely that any of them were very expensive.

Oh mother! pleaded Becky affectionately; and then, just think! you said last night perhaps she hadnt brought me anything, and it had been out of sight out of mind with her! Mary was truly fond of her friend, but she could not help looking at life sometimes from her mothers carping point of view. It was good for her to be so pleased and happy as she was that evening, and she looked at her new treasures again and prudently counted the seventeen little chocolates in their gay papers twice over before she treated herself to any. She could keep their little cases even after the chocolates were gone.

Mrs. Beck mended and sewed on buttons long after the captain and Mary had gone to bed. She could not help feeling happier for Betty Leicesters coming. She knew that she had been a little grumpy to the child; but Betty had luckily not been discomforted by it, and had even thought, as she ran across the street in the dark evening and up the long front walk, that Beckys mother was not half so disapproving as she used to be.


VI. THE GARDEN TEA.
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THERE WAS A gnarled old pear-tree of great age and size that grew near Betty Leicesters east window. By leaning out a little she could touch the nearest bough. Aunt Barbara and Aunt Mary said that it was a most beautiful thing to see it in bloom in the spring; and the family cats were fond of climbing up and leaping across to the window-sill, while there were usually some birds perching in it when the coast was clear of pussies.

One day Betty was looking over from Mary Becks and saw that the east window and the pear-tree branch were in plain sight; so the two girls invented a system of signals: one white handkerchief meant come over, and two meant no, but a single one in answer was for yes. A yellow handkerchief on the bough proposed a walk; and so the code went on, and was found capable of imparting much secret information. Sometimes the exchange of these signals took a far longer time than it did to run across from house to house, and at any rate in the first fortnight Mary and Betty spent the greater part of their waking hours together. Still the signal service, as they proudly called it, was of great use.

One morning, when Mary had been summoned, Betty came rushing to meet her.

Aunt Barbara is going to let me have a tea-party. What do you think of that? she cried.

Mary Beck looked pleased, and then a doubting look crept over her face.

I dont know any of the boys and girls very well except you, Betty explained, and Aunt Barbara likes the idea of having them come. Aunt Mary thinks that she cant come down, for the excitement would be too much for her, but I am going to tease her again as soon as I have time. It is to be a summer-house tea at six oclock; it is lovely in the garden then. Just as soon as I have helped Serena a little longer, you and I will go to invite everybody. Serena is letting me beat eggs.

It was a great astonishment that Betty should take the serious occasion so lightly. Mary Beck would have planned it at least a week beforehand, and have worried and worked and been in despair; but here was Betty as gay as possible, and as for Aunt Barbara and Serena and Letty, they were gay too. It was entirely mysterious.

I have sent word by Jonathan to the Picknell girls; he had an errand on that road. They looked so old and scared in church last Sunday that I kept thinking that they ought to have a good time. They dont come in to the village much, do they? inquired Betty with great interest.

Hardly ever, except Sundays, answered Mary Beck. They turn red if you only look at them, but they are always talking together when they go by. One of them can draw beautifully. Oh, of course I go to school with them, but I dont know them very well.

I hope theyll come, dont you? said Betty, whisking away at the eggs. I dont know when Ive ever been where I could have a little party. I can have two or three girls to luncheon or tea almost any time, especially in London, but thats different. Who else now, Becky? Lets see if we choose the same ones.

Mary and Julia Picknell, and Mary and Ellen Grant, and Lizzie French, and George Max, and Frank Crane, and my cousin Jim Beck, — Dans too little. They would be eight, and you and I make ten — oh, thats too many!

Dear me, no! said Betty lightly. I thought of the Fosters, too — 

We dont have much to do with the Fosters, said Mary Beck. I dont see why that Nelly Foster started up and came to see you. I never go inside her house now. Everybody despises her father — 

I think that Nelly is a dear-looking girl, insisted Betty. I like her ever so much.

They acted so stuck-up after Mr. Foster was put in jail, Mary went on. People pitied them at first and were carrying about a subscription-paper, but Mrs. Foster wouldnt take anything, and said that they were going to support themselves. People dont like Mrs. Foster very well.

Aunt Barbara respects her very much. She says that few women would show the courage she has shown. Perhaps she hasnt a nice way of speaking, but Aunt Barbara said that I must ask Harry and Nelly, when we were talking about to-night. Betty could not help a tone of triumph; she and Becky had fought a little about the Fosters before this.

Harry is just like a wild Indian, said Mary Beck; he goes fishing and trapping almost all the time. He wont know what to do at a party. I believe he makes ever so much money with his fish, and pays bills with it. Becky relented a little now. Oh, dear, I havent anything nice enough to wear, she added suddenly. We never have parties in Tideshead, except at the vestry in the winter; and theyre so poky.

Oh, wear anything; its going to be hot, thats all, said industrious Betty, in her business-like checked apron; and it now first dawned upon Beckys honest mind that it was not worth while to make ones self utterly miserable about ones clothes.

The two girls went scurrying away like squirrels presently to invite the guests. Nelly Foster looked delighted at the thought of such a pleasure.

But I dont know what Harry will say, she added, doubtfully.

Please ask him to be sure to come, urged Betty. I should be so disappointed, and Aunt Barbara asked me to say that she depended upon him, for she knows him better than she does almost any of the young people. Nelly looked radiant at this, but Mary Beck was much offended. I go to your Aunt Barbaras oftener than anybody, she said jealously, as they came away.

She asked me to say that, and I did, maintained Betty. Dont be cross, Becky, its going to be such a jolly tea-party. Why, heres Jonathan back again already. Oh, good! the Picknells are happy to come.

The rest of the guests were quickly made sure of, and Betty and reluctant Mary went back to the house. It made Betty a little disheartened to find that her friend took every proposition on the wrong side; she seemed to think most things about a tea-party were impossible, and that all were difficult, and she saw lions in the way at every turn. It struck Betty, who was used to taking social events easily, that there was no pleasuring at all in the old village, though people were always saying how gay and delightful it used to be and how many guests used to come to town in the summer.

The old Leicester garden was a lovely place on a summer evening. Aunt Barbara had been surprised when Betty insisted that she wished to have supper there instead of in the dining-room; but Betty had known too many out-of-door feasts in foreign countries not to remember how charming they were and how small any dining-room seems in summer by contrast. And after a few minutes thought, Aunt Barbara, too, who had been in France long before, asked Serena and Letty to spread the table under the large cherry-tree near the arbor; and there it stood presently, with its white cloth, and pink roses in two china bowls, all ready for the sandwiches and bread and butter and strawberries and sponge-cake, and chocolate to drink out of the prettiest cups in Tideshead. It was all simple and gay and charming, the little feast; and full of grievous self-consciousness as the shyest guest might have been when first met by Betty at the doorstep, the pleasure of the party itself proved most contagious, and all fears were forgotten. Everybody met on common ground for once, without any thought of self. It came with surprise to more than one girls mind that a party was really so little trouble. It was such a pity that somebody did not have one every week.

Aunt Barbara was very good to Harry Foster, who seemed at first much older and soberer than the rest; but Betty demanded his services when she was going to pass the sandwiches again, and Letty had gone to the house for another pot of chocolate. I will take the bread and butter; wont you please pass these? she said. And away they went to the rest of the company, who were scattered along the arbor benches by twos and threes.

I saw you in your boat when I first came up the river, Betty found time to say. I didnt know who you were then, though I was sure you were one of the boys whom I used to play with. Some time when Nelly is going down couldnt you take me too? I can row.

Nelly would go if you would. I never thought to ask her. I always wish there were somebody else to see how pleasant it is — and then a voice interrupted to ask what Harry was catching now.

Bass, said Harry, with brightening face. I do so well that I am sending them down to Riverport every day that the packet goes, and I wish that I had somebody to help me. You dont know what a rich old river it is!

Why, if here isnt Aunt Mary! cried Betty. Sure enough, the eager voices and the laughter had attracted another guest. And Aunt Barbara sprang up joyfully and called for a shawl and footstool from the house; but Betty didnt wait for them, and brought Aunt Mary to the arbor bench. Nobody knew when the poor lady had been in her own garden before, but here she was at last, and had her supper with the rest. The good doctor would have been delighted enough if he had seen the sight.

Nothing had ever tasted so good as that out-of-door supper. The white June moon came up, and its bright light made the day longer; and when everybody had eaten a last piece of sponge-cake, and the heap of strawberries on a great round India dish had been leveled, what should be heard but sounds of a violin. Betty had discovered that Seth Pond, — the clumsy, good-natured Seth of all people! — had, as he said, ears for music, and had taught himself to play.

So they had a country-dance on the green, girls and boys and Aunt Barbara, who had been a famous dancer in her youth; and those who didnt know the steps of Money Musk and the Virginia reel were put in the middle of the line, and had plenty of time to learn before their turns came. Afterward Seth played Bonny Doon, and Nelly was a Lady, and Johnny Comes Marching Home, and Annie Laurie, and half a dozen other songs, and everybody sang, but, to Bettys delight, Mary Becks voice led all the rest.

The moon was high in the sky when the guests went away. It seemed like a new world to some young folks who were there, and everybody was surprised because everybody else looked so pretty and was so surprisingly gay. Yet, here it was, the same old Tideshead after all!

Aunt Barbara, said Betty, as that aunt sat on the side of Bettys four-post bed,— Aunt Barbara, dont say good-night just yet. I must talk about one or two things before I forget them in the morning. Mary Picknell asked me ever so many questions about some of the pictures, but she knows more about them than I do, and I thought I would ask her to come some day so that you could tell her everything. She ought to be an artist. Didnt you see how she kept looking at the pictures? And then Harry Foster knows a lovely place down the river for a picnic, and can borrow boats enough beside his own to take us all there, only its a secret yet. Harry said that it was a beautiful point of land, with large trees, and that there was a lane that came across the fields from the road, so that you could be driven down to meet us, if you disliked the boats.

I am very fond of going on the water, said Aunt Barbara, with great spirit. I knew that point, and those oak-trees, long before either of you were born. It was very polite of Harry to think of my coming with the young folks. Yes, well think about the picnic, certainly, but you must go to sleep now, Betty.

Aunt Barbara must have been such a nice girl, thinks Betty, as the door shuts. And if we go, Harry must take her in his boat. It is strange that Mary Beck should not like the Fosters, just because their father was a scamp.

But the room was still and dark, and sleepiness got the better of Bettys thoughts that night.


VII. THE SIN BOOKS.
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ONE MORNING BETTY was hurrying down Tideshead street to the post-office, and happened to meet the ministers girls and Lizzie French, who were great friends with each other. They seemed to be unusually confidential and interested about something.

Weve got a secret club and were going to let you belong, said Lizzie French. Where can we go to tell you about it, and make you take the oath?

Come home with me just as soon as I post this letter, responded Betty with great pleasure. Do you think my front steps would be a good place?

It would be too hot; beside, we dont want Mary Beck to see us, objected Ellen Grant, who was the most pale and quiet of the two sisters. They were both pleasant, persistent, mild-faced girls, who never seemed tired or confused, and never liked to change their minds or to go out of their own way. Usually all the other girls liked to do as they said, and they were accordingly very much pleased with Betty, apparently because she hardly ever agreed with them.

Lets go to walk, then, said Betty.

Ill tell you what well do, Lizzie Grant said in a business-like tone. Lets go down the old road a little way, toward the river, and sit under the black cherry-tree on the stone wall; you know how cool it is there in the morning? I cant stay but a little while any way. I am going to help mother.

Nobody objected and away they went two by two. Evidently there was serious business on hand, which could by no means be told lightly or without some regard to the surroundings.

Now what is it? demanded Betty, when they had seated themselves under the old black cherry-tree; but neither of the girls took it upon her to speak first. I promise never, never to tell.

Mary Grant took a thin, square little book out of her pocket, half of a tiny account book of the plainest sort, and held it up to Betty so that she could see the letters S. B. C. on the pale brown pasteboard cover. It certainly looked very interesting and mysterious. We thought that we would admit another member, said Mary; but it is a very difficult thing to belong, and you must hold up your right hand and promise on your word of honor that you will never speak of it to any girl in Tideshead.

I may have to speak of it to papa. I always tell papa if I am not quite certain about things. He said a great while ago that it was the safest way. I mean I am on my honor about it, thats all. He never asks me. Bettys cheeks grew red as she spoke, but she did speak bravely, and the girls were more impressed than ever by the seriousness of the club.

I dont believe that she will have to tell him, do you, girls? Lizzie French insisted. Any way we want you to belong, Betty. You be the one to tell her, Mary.

It is a society to help us not to say things about people, said Mary Grant solemnly, and Betty Leicester gave a little sigh of relief. She thought that would be a most worthy object, though somewhat poky.

We have made a league that we will try to break ourselves of speaking harshly and making fun of people, and of not standing up for them when others talk scandal. There, you see this book is ruled into little squares for the days of the week, a month on a page, and when we get through a day without saying anything against anybody we can put a nice little cross in, but when we have broken the pledge we must mark it with a cipher, and then when we are just horrid and keep on being cross, we must black the day all over. Then once a week we have to show the books to each other and make our confessions.

Wouldnt it be splendid, if we could have a whole week of good marks, to wear a little badge or something? proposed Lizzie French.

Oh Lizzie! we never can, it will be so hard to get through one single day, Betty answered quickly. I should just love to belong, though; I am always saying ugly things and being sorry. What does S. B. C. mean? How did you ever think of it?

The Sin Book Club, Ellen Grant explained. Mary and I heard of one that our cousin belonged to at boarding-school. She said that it took weeks and weeks for some of the members to make one good mark, but after you get into the habit of it, you find it quite easy. I will let you take my book to make yours by, if you will let me have it back to-night. I bought a little book for Mary and me that was only three cents, and cut it in two; and Lizzie hasnt got hers yet, so you can buy one together and go halves.

Id like to know who will pay the two cents, laughed Betty. I will, and then you can give me half a one-cent lead pencil to make change. Papa always has such a joke about a man in one of Mr. Lowells poems who used to change a board nail for a shingle nail so as to make the weight come right.

No, you give me the pencil, said Lizzie, I lost mine yesterday, and the new members became unduly frivolous.

Now we mustnt laugh, girls, because it is a solemn moment, said Ellen Grant, though she did not succeed in looking very sober herself.

Betty was looking at Mary Grants sin book, which had kept the record of two days, both with bad marks. If Mary had failed, what could impulsive Betty hope for? it was one of her worst temptations to make fun or to find petty faults in people. She did not know what her friends would think of her as time went on, but she meant to try very hard.

Just think how lovely it will be if we learn never to say anything against any one! Perhaps we ought to make it a big club instead of a little one, but one of the girls said that people would laugh and would be watching them.

Oughtnt we to ask Becky to belong? It was difficult for Betty to ask this question, but she feared that her dear friend and neighbors sharp eyes would detect the secret alliance, and Mary Beck was very hard to console when she was once roused into displeasure. Somehow Betty liked the idea of belonging to a club that Mary Beck did not know about. She was a little ashamed of this feeling, but there it was! The Grants and Lizzie refused to have Becky join, at any rate just now; and so Betty said no more. Perhaps it would be just as well at first, and she would be as careful as possible to gain good marks for her friends sake as well as her own. Then the four members of the S. B. C. came back together into the village, and if the black cherry-tree heard their secret it never told. Whom should they meet as they turned the corner into the main street but Mary Beck herself, and Betty for one moment felt guilty of great disloyalty.

We have been to walk a little way; I met the girls as I was going to the post-office, and we just went down the old road and sat under the cherry-tree, she hastened to explain, but Becky was in a most friendly mood and joined them with no suspicion of having been left out of any pleasure. Betty felt a secret joy in belonging to the club while Becky did not, and yet she was sorry all the time for Becky, who had a great pride in being at the front when anything important was going on. Becky liked to keep Betty Leicester to herself, and indeed the two girls were growing more and more fond of each other, though a touch of jealousy in one and a spirit of independence and freedom in the other sometimes blew clouds over their sunny spring sky. Mary Beck had a way of seeing how people treated her and rating them accordingly — a silly self-compassionate way of saying that one was good to her, and a surly suspicion of another who did not pay her an expected attention, and these traits offended Betty Leicester, who was not given to putting either herself or other people under a microscope. There was nothing morbid about Betty and no sentimentality in her way of looking at herself. Beckys sensitiveness and prejudice were sometimes very tiresome, but they made nobody half so miserable as they did Becky herself; the talk she had always heard at home was very narrowing; a good deal of fruitless talk about small neighborhood affairs went on continually and had nothing to do with the real interests of life. It was a house where there was very little to show for the time that was spent. Mary Beck and her mother let many chances for their own usefulness and pleasure slip by, while they said mournfully that everything would have been so different if Marys father had lived. Betty Leicester was taught to do the things that ought to be done.

The Sin Book Club continued to be a profound secret, and was considered of great value. Some days passed without a second meeting of the members for reports, but they gave each other significant looks and tried very hard to gain the little crosses that were to mark a good day. Betty was in despair when evening after evening she had to put down a cipher, and it was a great humiliation to find how often she yielded to a temptation to say funny things about people. To be sure old Mrs. Max was an ugly old gossip, but Betty need not have confided this opinion to Serena and Letty as they happened to look out of the kitchen windows, to see Mrs. Max go by. Betty had succeeded in being blameless until past six oclock that day, and it was the fifth day of trial; lost now, and black-marked like those that had gone before. She went back to the garden and sat down in the summer-house much dejected. The light that came through the grape and clematis leaves was dim and tinted with green; it was a little damp there too, and quite like a sorrowful little hermitage. It is very hard work trying to cure a fault. Betty did so like to make people laugh, and she was always seeing what funny things people looked like; and altogether life was much soberer if one could no longer say whatever came into ones head. She was sure that all funny personalities did not make people think the less of their fellows, but it seemed as if most, and the very funniest, did. Our friend dreaded the inspection of her sin book, but when the Grants and Lizzie French showed theirs too in solemn conclave there was only one good mark for the whole four. This was Ellen Grants, who talked much less than either of the others and so may have found that silence cost less effort.

Even if we never succeed it will make us more careful, Lizzie French said, trying to keep up good courage.

I keep wishing that Mary Beck belonged; urged Betty loyally, but the others were resolute and insisted, nobody could tell exactly why, that Becky would spoil it all.

Betty was valiant enough in case of open war, but she hated heartily — as who does not hate? — a chilling atmosphere of disapproval, in which no good-fellowship can flourish. Of course the club soon betrayed its common interest, and because Mary Beck was unobservant for the first week or two, Betty took little pains to conceal the fact that she and the Grants had a new interest in common. Then one day Becky did not come over, though the white handkerchief was displayed betimes; and when, as soon as possible, Betty hurried over to see what the matter was, Becky showed unmistakable signs of briefness and grumpiness of speech, and declared that she was busy at home, and evidently did not care for the news that an old Æolian harp had been discovered on a high upper shelf and carried to one of the dormer windows, where it was then wailing. The plaintive strains of it would have suited Beckys spirit and temper of mind excellently. It did not occur to Betty until she was going home, disappointed, that the club was beginning to make trouble; then her own good temper was spoiled for that day, and she was angry with Becky for thinking that she had no right to be intimate with anybody else. So serious a disagreement had never parted them before. Betty Leicester assured herself that Mary knew she was fond of her and liked to be with her best, and that ought to be enough. The Æolian harp was quite forgotten.

Later in the day Betty happened to look across the street as she was shutting the blinds in the upper hall, and saw Mary Beck come proudly down her short front walk with her best hat on and go stiffly away without a look across. The sight made her feel misunderstood and lonely; and one minute later she was just going to shout to Becky when she remembered that it was a far cry and would wake the aunts from their afternoon naps. Then she ran lightly down the wide staircase and all the way to the gate and called as loud as she could, Mary! Mary! but either Becky was too far away or would not turn her proud head. There were some other persons in the street, who looked with surprise and interest to see where such an eager shout came from, but Betty Leicester had turned toward the house again with a heartful of rage and sorrow. It seemed to be the sudden and unlooked-for end of the summers pleasure. When Aunt Barbara waked she asked Betty, being somewhat surprised to find her in the house alone, to go to the other end of the village to do an errand.

It was good to have something to do beside growing crosser and crosser, and Betty gladly hurried away. She hoped that she should meet Becky, and yet she did not mean to make up too easily, and when she saw Mrs. Beck watching her out of a front window she felt certain that Mrs. Beck was cross too. Let them get pleased again! grumbled Miss Betty Leicester, and Mary Beck herself had not borne a more forbidding expression. She lingered a moment at Nelly Fosters gate, hoping to find Nelly free, but the noise of the sewing-machine was plainly to be heard, and Nelly said wistfully that she could not go out until after tea; then she would come down to the house for a little while if Betty would like it, and Betty gladly said yes. Her heart was shaken as she walked on alone and came to the oak-tree on the high ridge where Becky had taken her to see the view and told her that she always called it their tree, in that first afternoons walk. What could make poor old Becky so untrustful and unkind? Perhaps after all everything would be right when they met again; it might be one of Beckys freaks, only a little worse than usual. Alas, Mary with Julia Picknell, who happened to be in the village that afternoon, came out of one of the stores as the returning Betty was passing, and Becky looked another way and pushed by, though Betty had spoken pleasantly and tried to stop her.

I dont care one bit; youre rude and hateful, Mary Beck! said Betty hotly, at which Julia, mild little friend that she was, looked frightened and amazed. She had thought many times how lovely it must be to live in town and have friendships of a close and intimate kind with the girls. She pitied Betty Leicester, who looked as if she could hardly keep from crying; but the grievous Becky was more grumpy than before.



Serena was walking in the side yard in her nice plain afternoon dress, and somehow Betty felt more like seeking comfort from her than from Aunt Barbara, and was glad to go in at the little gate and join her kind old friend.

Whats fell upon you? asked Serena, with sincere compassion.

Mary Becks just as disagreeable as she can be to-day, responded Betty, regardless of her sin book. Serena! I just hate her, and I hate that horrid best hat of hers with the feather in it.

Oh, no you dont, sweetins; Serena protested peacefully. Youll be keepin company sames ever to-morrow. Now I think of t, youve been off a good deal with the Grants and that French girl (not a favorite of Serenas); I wonder if thats all?

Yes — no — wavered Betty. Dont you tell anybody, but I do belong to a little club, but Becky doesnt really understand, for weve kept it very secret indeed.

I want to know, exclaimed Serena.

Yes, and its for such a good object. Ill tell you some time, perhaps, but we want to cure ourselves of a fault. It seemed no harm to tell good old Serena; the compact had only been that none of the other girls should know. We keep a little book, and we can have a good mark at night if we havent said anything against anybody, but to-day I shall have such a black one! It makes us careful how we speak; truly, Serena; but Becky doesnt know, and shes making me feel so badly just because she suspects something.

The tongue is an evil member, said Serena. I dont know but doing things is full as bad as sayin em, though. I spose you aint kind of flaunted it a little speck that you had some secret amonst you, to spite Mary?

She was stuffy about it and she had no right to be, Betty said this at first hastily, and then added: I did wish yesterday that she would ask to belong and find that for once she couldnt.

Serena took Bettys light hand in her own work-worn one and held it fast. Les come and set on the doorstep a spell, she said; I want to tell you something about me an a girl I thought everything of when we was young.

She was real pretty, and we went together and had our young men — not serious, only kind o going together; an Cynthy an me we had a misunderstandin o one another and we didnt speak for muchs a fortnight an said spiteful things. I was here sames I be now, an your Aunt Barbara, she was young too, an the old lady, Madam Leicester, she was alive and they all was inquirin what had come over me. I used to have a pretty voice then, and I wouldnt go to singin-school or evenin meetin nor nothin. I set out to leave here an my good kind home an go off to Lowell working in the mill, t was when so many did, and girls liked it. Cynthy lived to the ministers folks. Ive never got over it how ugly spoken I was about that poor girl, and she used to look kind of beseechin at me the two or three times we met, as if shed make up if I would, but I wouldnt. An dont you think, one night her brother come after her to take her home, up Great Hill way, and the horse got scared and threw em out on the ice; an when they picked Cynthy up she was just breathin an that was all, an never spoke nor knew nothin again. T was at the foot o that hill just this side o the Picknells. It give me a fit o sickness; it did so, said Serena mournfully. I cant bear to think about her never. Oh, she was one of the prettiest girls you ever saw. I try to go every summer an lay a bunch o pink roses on to her grave; she used to like em. I know t was a fault o youth an hastiness, but I aint never forgot it all my long life. I tell you with a reason. Folks says it takes two to make a quarrel but only one to end it. Now you bear that in your mind.

Betty glanced at old Serena, and saw two great tears slowly running down her faded cheek. She was much moved by the sad little story, and Serenas pretty friend and the pink roses. She wondered what the quarrel had been about, but she did not like to ask, and as Serena still held one hand she put the other over it, while Serena took the corner of her afternoon apron to wipe away the tears.

Its very hard to be good, isnt it, Serena dear? asked Betty.

Its master hard, sweetins, answered Serena gravely,— master hard; but it can be done with help. They sat there on the shady doorstep for some minutes without speaking. A robin was chirping loud, as if for rain, high in one of the elms overhead, and the sun was getting low. Presently Serena was mindful of her evening duties and rose to go in, but not before Betty had put both arms round her and kissed her.

There, there! somebody ll see you, protested the kind soul, but her face shone with joy. Which d you want for your supper, shortcakes or some o them crispy rye ones? she asked, trying to be very matter-of-fact. As for Betty, she turned and went down the yard and out of the carriage gate and straight across the wide street. She opened the Becks front door and saw Becky at the end of the entry trying to escape to the garden.

Dont lets be grumpy, she said in a friendly tone, Ive come over to make up.

Becky tried to preserve a stern expression, but somehow there was a warmth at her heart which suddenly came to the surface in a smile and the two girls were friends again. That night Betty put down a black mark, but not without feeling that the day had ended well in spite of its dark shadows.

I dont believe that we ought to keep the sin books secret, she told the members of the club one afternoon when the second weeks trial was over and there had been four or five good days for encouragement. I dont wish everybody to know, but now that we find how much good they do us, we ought to let somebody else try; only Becky and the Picknells and Nelly Foster.

But there was no expression of approval.

Then Im going to do this: not tell them about this club, but behave as if it was something new and start another club. I could belong to two as well as one, you know.

I wouldnt be such a copy-cat, said Lizzie French quickly. Its our secret; we shall be provoked that we ever asked you, and with this verdict Betty was forced to be contented. She felt as if she had taken most inflexible vows, but there was a pleasing excitement in such dark mystery. The girls had to employ much stratagem in order to have their weekly meetings unsuspected, for Betty was determined not to make any more trouble among her friends. When she was first in Tideshead she often felt more enlightened than her neighbors, as if she had been beyond those bounds and experiences of every-day life known to the other girls, but she soon discovered herself to be single-handed and weak before their force of habit and prejudice. With all their friendliness and affection for Betty Leicester they held their own with great decision, and sometimes she found herself nothing but a despised minority. This was very good for her, especially when, as it sometimes happened, she was quite in the wrong, while if she were right she became more sure of it and was able to make her reasons clear.

There were several solemn evening meetings of the Sin Book Club after this; the favorite place of assemblage was a shady corner of Lizzie Frenchs damp garden, where the records were sorrowfully inspected by the fleeting light of burnt matches, and gratified crowds of mosquitoes forced the sessions to be extremely brief. Whether it was that new interests took the place of the club, or whether the members thought best to keep their trials to themselves, no one can say, but by the middle of August the regular meetings had ceased. Yet sometimes the little books came accidentally out of pocket with a members handkerchief, and were not without a good and lasting effect upon four quick young tongues; perhaps this will be seen as the story goes on.


VIII. A CHAPTER OF LETTERS.
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THE SUMMER DAYS flew by. Some letters came from Mr. Leicester on his rapid journey northward, and Betty said once that it seemed months since she left England instead of a few weeks, everybody was so friendly and pleasant. Tideshead was most delightful to a girl who had been used to seeing strange places and to knowing nobody but papa at first, and only getting acquainted by degrees with the lodgings people and the shops, and perhaps with some new or old friends of papas who lived out of the town. Once or twice she had stayed for many weeks in rough places in the north of Scotland, going from village to village and finding many queer people, and sometimes being a little lonely when her father was away on his scientific quests. Mr. Leicester insisted that Betty learned more than she would from books in seeing the country and the people, and Betty herself liked it much better than if she had been kept steadily at her lessons. The most doleful time that she could remember was once when papa had gone to the south of Italy late in spring and had left her at a French convent school until his return. However, there were delightful things to remember, especially about some of the good sisters whom Betty learned to love dearly, and it may be imagined how brimful of stories she was, after all these queer and pleasant experiences, and how short she made the evenings to Aunt Barbara and Aunt Mary by recounting them. It was no use for the ladies to worry any more about Bettys being spoiled by such an erratic course of education, as they often used to worry while she was away. They had blamed Bettys father for letting her go about with him so much, but there did not seem to be any great harm wrought after all. She knew a great many things that she never would have known if she had stayed at school. Still, she had a great many things to learn, and the summer in Tideshead would help to teach her those. She was really a home-loving girl, our Betty Leicester, and the best part of any new town was always the familiar homelike place that she and papa at once made in it with their kits, as Betty called their traveling array of books and a few little pictures, and papas special kits and collections of the time being. Aunt Barbara could never know upon how many different rooms her little framed photograph had looked. She had grown older since it was taken, but when she said so Betty insisted that it was a picture of herself and would always look exactly like her. Betty had grown so attached to it that it was still displayed on the dressing-table of the east bedroom, even though the original was hourly to be seen.

In this summer quiet of the old town it seemed impossible that papa should not come hurrying home, as he used in their long London winters, to demand an instant start for some distant place. When the traveling kit was first bestowed in the lower drawer of one of the deep bureaus, Betty felt as if it might have to come out again next day, but there it stayed, and was abandoned to neglect unless its owner needed the tumbler in its stiff leather box for a picnic, or thought of a particular spool that might be found in the traveling work-bag. But with all the quiet and security of her surroundings, sometimes her thoughts followed papa most wistfully, or she wondered what her friends were doing on the other side of the sea. It was very queer to be obliged to talk about entirely new and different things, and Tideshead affairs alone, and not to have anybody near who knew the same every-day life that had stopped when she came to Tideshead, and so letters were most welcome. Indeed, they made a great part of the summers pleasure. Suppose we read a handful as if we had picked them from Bettys pocket: — 

Interlaken, July 2.

My dear Betty, — It was very good of you to write me so soon. You would be sure that I was eager to hear from you, and to know whether you had a good voyage and found yourself contented in Tideshead. I am sure that your grandaunts are even more glad to have you than I was sorry to let you go. But we must have a summer here together one of these days; you would be sure to like Interlaken. It seems to me pleasanter and quainter than ever; that is, if one takes the trouble to step a little one side of the torrent of tourists. Our rooms in the old pension are well lighted and aired, and two of my windows give on the valley toward the Jungfrau and the high green mountain slopes. Every morning since we have been here I have looked out to see a fresh dazzling whiteness of new snow that has covered the Jungfrau in the night, and we always say with a sigh every evening, as we look up out of the shadowy valley and see the high peak still flushed with red sunset light, that such clear weather cannot possibly last another day. There are some old Swiss châlets across the green, and we hear pleasant sounds of every-day life now and then; last night there was a festival of some sort, and the young people sang very loud and very late, jodeling famously and as if breath never failed them. I suppose that the girls have already written to you, and that you will have two full descriptions of our scramble up to one of the highest châlets which I can see now as I look up from my writing-table, like a toy from a Nürnberg box with a tiny patch of greenest grass beside it and two or three tufts of trees. In truth it is a good-sized, very old house, and the green square is a large field. It is so steep that I wonder all the small children have not rolled out of the door and down to the valley one after the other, which is indeed a foolish remark to have made.

I take great pleasure in my early morning walks, in which you have so often kept me company, dear child. I meet the little peasants coming down from the hillsides to eight oclock school in their quaint long frocks like little old fairies, they look so wise and sedate. Often I go to the village of Unterseen, just beyond the great modern hotels, but looking as if it belonged to another century than ours. We have some friends, artists, who have lodgings in one of the old houses, and when I go to see them I envy them heartily. Here it is very comfortable, but some of the people at table dhôte are very tiresome to see, noisy strangers, who eat their dinners in most unpleasant fashion; but I should not forget two delightful German ladies from Hanover, who are taking their first journey after many years, and are most simple and enviable in their deep enjoyment of the Kursaal and other pleasures easily to be had. But I must not write too long about familiar pictures of travel. I will not even tell you our enthusiastic plan for a long journey afoot which will take nine days even with the best of weather. Ada and Bessie will be sure to keep a journal for your benefit and their own. Are you really well, my dear Betty, and busy, and do you find yourself making new friends with your old friends and playmates? It goes without saying that you are missing your papa, but before one knows we shall all be at home in London, as hurried and surprised as ever with the interesting people and events that pass by. Mr. Duncan is to join us for the walking tour, and has planned at least one daring ascent with the Alpine Club. I came upon his terrible shoes this morning in one of his boxes and they made me quite gloomy. Pray give my best regards to Miss Leicester, and Miss Mary Leicester; they seem very dear friends to me already, and when I come to America I shall be seeing old friends for the first time, which is always charming. I leave the girls to write their own words to you, but Standish desires her duty to Miss Betty, and says that her winter coat is to be new-lined, if she would kindly bear it in mind; the silk is badly frayed, if Standish may say so! I do not think from what I know of the American climate that you will be needing it yet, but dear old Standish is very thoughtful of all her charges. We had only a flying note from your papa, written on his way north, and shall be glad when you can send us news of him. God bless you, my dear child, and make you a blessing! I hope that you will do good and get good in this quiet summer. Write to me often; I feel as if you were almost my own girl. Yours most tenderly,

Mary Duncan.

From papa, these: — 

Dearest Betty, — This morning it is a wild country all along the way, untamed and unhumanized for the most part, and we go flying along through dark forests and forlorn burnt lands from tiny station to station. I am getting a good bit of writing done with the only decent stylographic pen I ever saw. I thought I had brought plenty of pencils, but they were not in my small portmanteau, and after going to the baggage-car and putting everybody to great trouble to get out my large one, they were not there either. Can any one explain? I found the dear small copy of Florios Montaigne which you must have tucked in at the last moment. I like to have it with me more than I can say. You must have bought it that last morning when I had to leave you to go to Cambridge. I do so like to own such a Betty! Why do you still wish that you had come with me? Tideshead is much the best place in the world. I send my dear love to the best of aunts, and you must assure Serena and Jonathan and all my old friends of my kind remembrance. I wish every day that our friend Mr. Duncan could have come with me. The country seems more and more wide and wonderful, and I am quite unconscious now of the motion of the cars and feel as fresh every morning and as sleepy every night as possible; so dont worry about me, but pick me a sprig of Aunt Barbaras sweetbrier roses now and then, and try not to be displeasing to any one, dear little girl. Your fond father,

Thomas Leicester.



Canadian Pacific Railway, 18th June.

Dear Betty, — The pencils all tumbled on the car-floor out of my light overcoat pocket. I then recalled somebodys command that I should put them into the portmanteau at once, the day they came home from the stationers. I have found a fortune-telling, second-sighted person in the car. She has the section next to mine and has been directed by a familiar spirit to go to Seattle. She has a parrot with her, and they are both very excitable and communicative. She just told me that it is revealed to her that my youngest boy will have a genius for sculpture. I miss you more than usual to-day. You could help me with some copying, and there is positively nothing interesting to see out of the window; what there is of uninteresting twirls itself about. We shall soon be reaching the mountains, in fact, I have just caught my first glimpse of them beyond these great plains. I must really have some one to write for me next year, but this winter we keep holiday, you and I, if we get in for nothing new. It pleases me to write to you and takes up the long day. You will have finished LAllegro by this time; suppose you learn two of the Sonnets next. I wish you to know your Milton as well as possible, but I am sorry to have you take it while I am away. Take Lowells Biglow Papers and learn the Spring poem. You will find nothing better to have in your mind in the Tideshead June weather. And so good-by for this day.

T. Leicester.

Mr dear Betty, — Your letter is very good, and I am more glad than ever that you chose to go to Tideshead. You will learn so much from Aunt Barbara that I wish my girl to know and to be. And you must remember, in Aunt Marys self-pitying moments, all her sympathy and her true love for us both, and remember that she has in her character something that makes her the dearest being in the world to such a woman as Aunt Barbara. She is a person, in fact they both are, to be liked and appreciated more and more. You and your Mary Beck interest me very much, Are you sure that it is wise to call her Becky? I thought that she was a new girl, but a nickname is indeed hard to drop. I remember her, a good little red-cheeked child. Let me say this: You have indeed lived a wider sort of life, but I fear that I have made you spread your young self over too great a space, while your Becky has stepped patiently to and fro in a smaller one. You each have your advantages and disadvantages, so be very observant and respectful of your neighbor, as that good old Scottish preacher prayed for us in Kelso. Be sure that you dont feel superior, as your Miss Murdon used to say. It is a great thing to know Tideshead well. Remember Selborne and how famous that town came to be!

Yours fondly,
T. L.

Interlaken, July 11th.

Dear Betty, — Ada and I mean to take turns in writing to you, — one letter on Sunday and one in the middle of the week; for if we write together we shall tell you exactly the same things. So, you see, this is my turn. We do so wish for you and think that you cannot possibly be having so much fun in Tideshead as if you had come with us. We see such droll people in traveling; they do not look as if they were going anywhere, but as if they were lost and trying hard to find their way back, poor dears! There was an old woman sitting near us on a bench with a stupid-looking young man, to hear the band play, and when it stopped she said to him: Now weve only got three tunes more, and they will soon be done. We wondered why she couldnt go and do something else if she hated them so much. Ada and I play a game every morning when we walk in the town: We take sides and one has the Germans and one the English, and then see which of us can count the most. Of course we dont always know them apart, and then we squabble for little families that pass by, and Ada is sure they are Germans, — you know how sure Ada always is if she feels a little doubtful! — but yesterday there were Cooks tourists as thick as ants and so she had no chance at all. Miss Winter writes that she will be ready to join us the first of August, which will be delightful, and mamma wont have us to worry about. She said yesterday that we were much less wild without you and Miss Winter, and we told her that it was because life was quite triste. She wishes to go to some far little villages quite off the usual line of travel, with papa, and does not yet know whether to go now and take us, or wait and leave us with Miss Winter. I promised to be triste if she would let us go. Triste is my word for everything. Do you still wear out two or three dozen hates a day? Ada said this morning that you would hate so many hard little green pears for breakfast; but we are coming to plum-time now, and they are so good and sweet. Every morning such a nice Swiss maiden called Marie (they are all Maries, I believe) comes and bumps the corner of her tray against our door and smiles a very wide smile and says Das frühstück in exactly the same tone as she comes in, and we have such delectable breakfasts of crisp little rolls and Swiss honey and very weak and hot-milky café au lait. I dont believe Miss Winter will let us have honey every day, but mamma doesnt mind. I think she gives orders for a very small dish of it, because Ada and I have requested more until we are disheartened. Mamma says that while we run up so many hillsides here we may eat what we please. Oh, and one thing more: no end of dry little mountain strawberries, sometimes they taste like strawberries and sometimes they dont; but this is enough about what one eats in Interlaken. I have filled my four pages and Ada is calling me to walk. We are going on with our botany. Are you? I send a better edelweiss which I plucked myself. I must let Ada tell you next time about that day. She is the best at a description, but I love you more than ever and I am always your fond and faithful

Bessie Duncan.

P. S. I forgot to say that Ada has made such clever sketches. Papa says that they quite surprise him, and we just long to show them to Miss Winter. There is one of a little girl whom we saw making lace at Lauterbrunnen. The Drummonds of Park Lane drove by us yesterday; we couldnt hear the name of their hotel, though they called it out, but we are sure to find them. They looked, however, as if they were on a journey, the carriage was so dusty. It was so nice to see the girls again.


IX. BETTYS REFLECTIONS.
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AS BETTY SHUT the gate behind her one day and walked down the main street of Tideshead she felt more than ever as if the past four years had been a dream, and as if she were exactly the same girl who had paid that last visit when she was eleven years old. Yet she seemed to herself to have clearer eyes than before; her years of travel had taught her to observe, the best gift that traveling can bestow. She saw new beauties in the gardens and the queer-shaped porches over the front doors, and noticed particularly the cupolas of one or two barns that were clear and sharp in their good outlines. More than all, she was astonished at the beauty of the old trees. Tideshead was not a forest of maples, like many other New England towns, but there were oaks along the village streets, and ash-trees, and willows, beside great elms in stately rows, and silver poplars, and mountain ashes, and even some fruit-trees along the roadsides outside the village. Betty remembered a story that she had often heard with great interest about one of the old Tideshead ministers who had been much beloved, and whose influence was still felt. Every year he had brought ten trees from the woods and planted them either on the streets or in his neighbors yards; one year he chose one sort of tree and the next another, and at last, when he grew older and could not go far afield in his search he asked his friends for fruit-trees and planted them for the benefit of wayfarers. These had made a delightful memorial of the good old man, but many of the trees had fallen by this time, and though everybody said that they ought to be replaced, and complained of such shiftless neglect, as usual what was everybodys business was nobodys business, and Tideshead looked as if it were sorry to be forgotten. Betty had been used to the thrifty English and French care of woodlands, and felt as if it were a great pity not to take better care of the precious legacy. Aunt Barbara sometimes sent Jonathan and Seth Pond to care for the trees that needed pruning or covering at the roots, but hardly any one else in Tideshead did anything but chop them up and clear them away when they blew down.

It seemed very strange that all the old houses were so handsome and all the new ones so ugly. A stranger might wonder, why, with the good proportions, and even a touch of simple elegance that the house builders of the last century almost always gave, their successors seemed to have no idea of either, and to take no lessons from the good models before their eyes. Makeshifts o splendor, sensible old Serena called some of the new houses which had run much to cheap decoration and irregular roofs and fancy colors of paint. But the old ministers elms and willows hung their green boughs before some of these architectural failures as if to kindly screen them from the passers-by. They looked like imitations of houses, one or two of them, and as if they were put down to fill spaces, and not meant to live in, as the old plain-roofed and wide-roomed dwellings are. The sober old village looked here and there as if it were a placid elderly lady upon whom a child had put its own gay raiment. People do not consider the becomingness of a building to its surroundings as they should, but Betty did not make this clear to herself exactly, though she was sorry at the change in the familiar streets. She was more delighted than she knew because she felt so complete a sense of belongingness; as if she were indeed made of the very dust of Tideshead, and were a part of it. It was much better than getting used to new places, though even in the dullest ones she had known there was some charm and some attaching quality ever to be remembered. She liked dearly to think of some of the places where she and papa had made their home, but after all there was the temporary feeling about every one. She could bear transplanting from most of them with equanimity, no matter how deep her roots had seemed to strike.

After she had posted her letters there was a question of what to do next. She had really come out for a walk, but Mary Becks mother had a dressmaker that day and Becky was not at liberty; and Nelly Foster was busy, too. The Grants were away for a few days on a visit; it was a lonely morning with our friend, who felt a hearty wish for one of her usual companions. She strayed out toward the fields and seated herself in the shade of Beckys favorite tree, looking off toward the hills. The country was very green and fresh-looking after a long rain, and the farmers were out cutting the later hay in the lower meadows. She could hear the mowing-machines like the whirr of great locusts, and the mens voices as they shouted to each other and the horses. On the field side of the fence, in the field corner, she and Becky had made a comfortable seat by putting a piece of board across the angle of the two fences, and there was a black cherry-tree thicket near, so that the two girls could not be seen from the road as they sat there. As Betty perched herself here alone she could look along the road, but not be discovered easily. She wished for Becky more than ever after the first few minutes, but her thoughts were very busy. She had had a misunderstanding with both the aunts that morning, and was still moved by a little pity for herself. They had grown used to their own orderly habits, and it seemed to be no trouble to them to keep their possessions in order, and Betty had found them standing before an open bureau drawer in her room quite aghast with the general disarray, and also with the buttonless and be-ripped condition of different articles of her underclothing. They had laughed good-naturedly and were not so hard upon Betty as they meant to be, when they saw her shame-stricken face, and Betty herself tried to laugh. She did not mind Aunt Barbaras seeing the things so much as Aunt Marys aggravating assumption that it was a perfectly hopeless case, and nothing could be done about it.

Nobody knows how or where they were washed, Aunt Barbara said in her brisk way; and though she looked very stern, Betty knew that she meant it partly for an excuse.

You certainly ought to have been looking them over in this rainy weather, complained Aunt Mary. A young lady of your age is expected to keep her clothing in exquisite order.

Betty hated being called a young lady of her age.

I hope that you take better care of your fathers wardrobe than this: why, there isnt a whole thing here, and they are most expensive new things, one can see; unmended and spoiled. Aunt Mary held up a pretty underwaist and sighed deeply.

Mrs. Duncan chose them with me; one doesnt have to give so much for such things in London, explained Betty somewhat hotly. It is no use to pick out ugly things to wear.

Dear, dear! said Aunt Barbara, dont fret about it, either of you! Well look them over by and by, Betty, and see what can be done; and she shut the drawer upon the pathetic relics. You must be ready to meet your responsibilities better than this, she said sharply to her niece, but Betty was already hurrying out of the door. She did not mind Aunt Barbara, but Aunt Mary in the distressing silk wrapper that belonged to cross days was too much for one to bear. They had no business to be looking over her bureau drawer; then Betty was sorry for having been so ill-natured about it. Letty had told her, earlier, that some of her clothes could not be worn again until they were mended, and Aunt Barbara had, no doubt, been consulted also, and was wondering what was best to be done. Bettys great pride had been in being able to take care of papa, and she had almost boasted of her skill, and of her management of housekeeping affairs when they were in lodgings. She was too old now to be treated like a child, and hated being what Serena called stood over.

Bettys temper was usually very good, and such provocations could not make her miserable very long. As she sat under the oak-tree she even laughed at the remembrance of Aunt Marys expression of perfect hopelessness as she held up the underwaist. Aunt Barbaras favorite maxim that there was nothing so inconvenient as disorder seemed to have deeper reason and wisdom than ever. Betty considered the propriety of throwing away all her subterfuges of pins, so that a proper stitch must be inevitably taken when it was needed. Pins in underclothes are not always comfortable, but our heroine was apt to be in a hurry, and to suffer the consequences in more ways than one. She made some brave resolutions now, and promised herself to look over her belongings, and to mend all that could be mended and throw away the remainder rags that very day after dinner. Betty was fond of making good resolutions, and it seemed to help her much about keeping them if she wrote them down. She had learned lately from Aunt Barbara, who complained of forgetting things over night, to make little lists of things to be done, and it appeared a good deal easier to mark off the items on the list one by one, than to carry them in ones mind and wonder what should be done next. Our friend liked to make notes about life in general and her own responsibilities, and had many serious thoughts now that she was growing older.

She made her lead pencil as pointed as possible with a knife newly sharpened by Jonathan, and wrote at the end of her slip of paper, which had come out much crumpled from her pocket: Look over my clothes and every one of my stockings, and put them in as good order as possible. Then she smoothed out another larger piece of paper on her knee and read it. One day she had copied some scattered sentences from a book, and prefaced them with some things that her father often had said: Learn the right way to do things. Do everything that you can for yourself. Try to make yourself fit to live with other people. Try to avoid making other people wait upon you. Remember that every person stands in a different place from every other and so sees life from a different point of view. Remember that nobody likes to be proved in the wrong, and be careful in what manner you say things to people that they do not wish to hear.

Betty read slowly with great approval at first, but the end seemed disturbing. Thats just what Aunt Mary likes! she reflected, with suddenly rising wrath. She says things over twice, for fear I dont hear them the first time. I wish she would let me alone! but Bettys conscience smote her at this point. She really was beginning to wish most heartily that she were good, and like every one else wished for the approval of others as well as for the peace of her own conscience. This was a black-mark day when she had neither, and she thought about her life more intently than usual. When she liked herself everybody liked her, but when she was on bad terms with herself everybody else seemed ready to join in the stern disapproval. Papa was always ready to lend a helping hand at such times, but papa was far away. Nothing was so pleasant as usual that morning, and a fog of discouragement seemed to shut out all the sunshine in Betty Leicesters heart. She did not often get low-spirited, but for that hour all the excitement of coming to Tideshead and being liked and befriended by her old friends had vanished and left only a miserable hopelessness in its place. The road of life appeared to lead nowhere, and perhaps our friend missed the constant change and excitement of interest brought to her by living alongside such a busy, inspiriting life as her fathers. Here in Tideshead she had to provide her own motive power instead of being tributary to a stronger current.

I dont seem to have anything to do, thought Betty. I used to be so busy all the time last spring in London and never had half time enough, and now everything is raveling out instead of knitting up. I poke through the days hoping something nice will happen, just like the Tideshead girls. This thought came with a curious flash of self-recognition such as rarely comes, and always is the minute of inspiration. I must think and think what to do, Betty went on, leaning her cheek on her hand and looking off at the blue mountains far to the northward. There was a tuft of rudbeckias in bloom near by, and just then the breeze made them bow at her as if they were watching and approved her serious thoughts. They had indeed a friendly and cheering look, as if there were still much hope in life, and Betty forgot herself for a minute as she was suddenly conscious of their companionship. She even gave the gay yellow flowers a friendly nod, and resolved to carry some of them home to the aunts. It would be a good thing to make a rule for devoting the first half hour after breakfast to the care of her clothes and that sort of thing: then she could take the next hour for her writing. But it was often very pleasant to scurry down into the garden or to the yard for a word with Jonathan or Seth. Aunt Barbara was always busy housekeeping with Serena just after breakfast, and Betty was left to herself for a while; it would take stern principle to settle at once to the days work, but to-morrow morning the plan should be tried. Betty had offered, soon after she came, to take care of the flowers in the house, to pick fresh ones or to put fresh water in the vases, but she had forgotten to do it regularly of late, though Aunt Barbara had been so pleased in the beginning. I ought to do my part in the house, she thought, and again the gay rude beckies nodded approval, and a catbird overhead said a great deal on the subject which was difficult to understand but very insistent. Betty was beginning to be cheerful again; in truth, nothing gets a girl out of a tangle of provocations and bewilderments and regrets like going out into the fields alone.

Nobody had driven by in all the time that Betty had sat in the fence corner until now there was a noise of wheels in the distance. It seemed suddenly as if the session were over, and Betty, quite restored to her usual serenity, said good-by to her solitary self and the cheerful wild-flowers. I am going to be good, papa, she thought with a warm love in her hopeful heart, as she looked out through the young black cherry-trees to see who was going by in the road. Seth! Seth Pond! she called, Where are you going? for it proved to be that important member of the aunts household, with the old wagon and Jimmy, the old black horse.

Goin to mill, answered Seth, recognizing the voice and looking about him, much pleased. Want to come? be pleased to have ye, and Betty was over the fence in a minute and appeared to his view from behind the thicket. I dare say the flowers waved a farewell and looked fondly after her as she drove away.

Seth was not in the least vexed by his thoughts. He was much gratified by Bettys company and behaved with great dignity, giving her much information about the hay crop, and how many tons were likely to be cut in this field and the next. They could not drive very fast because the wagon was well loaded with bags of corn, and so they jogged on at an even pace, though Seth flourished his whip a good deal, striking sometimes at the old horse, and sometimes at the bushes by the roadside.

Do you expect I shall ever get to be much of a hand to play the violin? he inquired with much earnestness.

I dont know, Seth, answered Betty, a little distressed by the responsibility of answering. Do you mean to be a musician and do nothing else?

I used to count on it when I was little, said Seth humbly. I heard a fellow play splendid in a show once, and I just used to lay awake nights an be good for nothin days, wonderin how I could learn; but I can play now bouts goods he could, I spose, an it dont seem to be nothin. Them tunes in the book you give me let in some light on me as to what playin was. I mean them tough ones over in the back part.

I suppose you would have to go away and study; teachers cost a great deal. That is, the best ones do.

Theyre wuth it; I dont grudge em the best they get, said Seth, honorably. Ive got to think o marm, you see, up-country. She couldnt get along nohow without my wages comin in. You see I send her the most part. I aint to no expense myself while I live there to Miss Leicesters. If there was only me Id fetch it to live somehow up in somebodys garret, and go to one o them crack teachers after Id saved up considable. Then Id go to work again an practice them lessons till I earnt some more. But I aint never goin to pinch marm; she worked an slaved an picked huckleberries and went out nussin and tailorin an any work she could git, slick or rough, an give me everything she could till I got a little schoolin together and was big enough to work. Shes kind o slim now; I think she worked too hard. I was awful homesick when I was first to your aunts, but Jonathan he used me real good. He come there a boy from up to our place just the same, an used to know marm. Miss Leicester she lets me go up and spend Sunday considable often. Marms all alone except what use she gets of the neighbors comin in. But seems if Id lived for nothin, if I cant learn to play a fiddle better than I can now, and Seth struck hard with his whip at an unoffending thistle.

Then youre sure to do it, said Betty. I believe you must learn, Seth. Where theres a will theres a way.

Why, thats just what Sereny says, exclaimed Seth with surprise. Well, they say t was the little dog that kep runnin that got there Saturday night.

Should you play in concerts, do you suppose? asked Betty, with reverence for such overpowering ambition in the rough lad.

You bet, an travel with shows an things, responded Seth. But if I kep to work on somethin else that give mother an me a good livin, Id like to be the one they sent for all round this part of the country when they wanted first-rate playin; an Id be ready, you know, and just make the old fiddle squeak lovely for dancin or set pieces for weddings an any occasions that might rise. Id like to be the player, an I tell ye Im goin to be fore I die. Marm she knows I can, but one spell she used to expect t would draw me into bad company.

Oh you wouldnt let it, Im sure, Seth, agreed Betty, with pleasing confidence. I like to hear you play now, she said. I wish we could get you a teacher. Perhaps papa can tell you, and — well, well see.

Id just like to have you see marm, said Seth shyly as they drove to the mill door. Shed like you an youd like her. I dont suppose your aunts would let you go up-country, would they? Its pretty up there; mountains, an cleared pasturs way up their sides higher n youd git in an afternoon. You can see way down here right from our house, he whispered, as they stopped before the mill, door.

Betty thought it was very pleasant in the old mill. While Seth and the miller were transacting their business, she went to one of the little windows on the side next the swift rushing mill-stream and looked out awhile, and watched some swallows and the clear water and the house on the other side where the miller lived. Then she was shown how the corn was ground and tasted the hot meal as it came sifting down from the little boxes on the band, and the miller even had the big wheel stopped in its dripping dark closet where it seemed to labor hard to keep the mill going. Something works hard for us in our lives to make them all come right, she thought with wistful gratitude, and looked with new interest at the busy maze of wheels and hoppers and rude machinery that joggled on steadily from the touch of the hidden wheel and the plash of its live water. She wandered out into the sunshine and down the river side a little way. There was a clean yellow sandy bottom in one place with shoals of frisky little minnows and a small green island only a little way out, and Betty was much tempted to take off her shoes and stockings and wade across. Her toes curled themselves in their shoes with pleased anticipation, but she thought with a sigh that she was too tall to go wading now, that is, near a public place like the mill. It was impossible not to give a heavy sigh over such lost delights. Then she looked up at the mill and discovered that there were only one or two high and dusty windows at that end, and down she sat on the short green turf to pull off the shoes and stockings as fast as she could, lest second thoughts might again hinder this last wade. She gathered her petticoats and over to the island she splashed, causing awful apprehension of disaster among the minnows.

The green island was a delightful place indeed; the upper end was near the roaring dam, and the water plashed and dashed as it ran away on either side. There were two or three young elms and some alders on the island, and the alders were full of clematis just coming into bloom. The lower end of this strip of island-ground was much less noisy, and Betty went down to sit there after she had seen two or three turtles slide into the water, and more minnows slip away into deeper pools out of sight. There was a pleasant damp smell of cool water, and a ripple of light went dancing up the high stone foundation of the old mill. Betty could still hear the great wet wheel lumbering round. She thought that she never had found a more delightful place, so much business was going on all about her and yet it was so quiet there, and as she looked under a young alder what should she see but a wild duck on its nest. Even if the shy thing had fluttered off at her approach, it had gone back again, and now watched her steadily as if to be ready to fly, yet not really frightened. It was a dear kind of relationship to be in this wild little place with another living creature, and Betty settled herself on the soft turf, against the straight young elm trunk, determined not to give another glance in the ducks direction. It would be great fun to come and see it go away with its ducklings when they were hatched, if one only knew the proper minute. She wished that she could paint a picture of the mill and the river, or could write a song about it, even if she could not sing it, so many girls had such gifts and did not care half so much for them as Betty herself would. Dear Betty! she did not know what a rare gift she had in being able to enjoy so many things, and to understand the pictures and songs of every day.

Then it was time to wade back to shore, and so she rose and left the duck to her peaceful seclusion, not knowing how often she would think of this pretty place in years to come. The best thing about such pleasures is that they seem more and more delightful, as years go on. Seth was just coming to tell Betty that the meal was all ground and ready when she appeared discreetly from behind the willows that grew at the mill end, and so they drove home without anything exciting to mark the way.

Betty had taken many music lessons, but she was by no means a musician, and seldom played for the pleasure of it. For some reason, after tea was over that evening she opened Aunt Barbaras piano and began to play a gay military march which she had toilsomely learned from one of the familiar English operas. She played it once or twice, and played it very well; in fact, an old gentleman who was going slowly along the street stopped and leaned on the fence to listen. He had been a captain in the militia in the days of the old New England trainings, and now though he walked with two canes and was quite decrepit, he liked to be reminded of his military service, and the march gave him a great pleasure and made him young again while he stood there beating time on the front fence, and nodding his head. One may often give pleasure without knowing it, if one does pleasant things.

Next morning, early after breakfast, Betty appeared at Miss Mary Leicesters door with an armful of mending. Aunt Mary waked up early and had her breakfast in bed, and liked very much to be called upon afterward and to hear something pleasant. One of the windows of her room looked down into the garden and it was cool and shady there at this time of the day, so Betty seated herself with a dutiful and sober feeling not unmixed with enjoyment.

I have thought ever since yesterday that I was too severe, my dear, said Aunt Mary somewhat wistfully from her three pillows. But you see, Betty, I am so conscious of the mistakes of my own life that I wish to help you to avoid them. It is a terrible thing to become dependent upon other people, — especially if they are busy people, she added plaintively.

Oh, I ought to have managed everything better, responded Betty, looking at the ends of two fingers that had poked directly through a stocking toe. I dont mean to let things get so bad again. I never do when I am with papa, because — I know better. But it has been such fun to play since I came to Tideshead! I dont feel a bit grown up here.

Aunt Mary looked at little Betty with an affectionate smile.

I think fifteen is such a funny age, Betty went on; you seem to just perch there between being a little girl and a young lady, and first you think you are one and then you think you are the other. I feel like a bird on a bough, or as if I were living in a railway station, waiting for a train to come in before I could do anything.

Betty said this gravely, and then felt a little shy and self-conscious. Aunt Mary watched her as she sat by the window sewing, and was wise enough not to answer, but she could not help thinking that Betty was a dear girl. It was one of Aunt Marys very best days, and there were some things one could say more easily to her than to Aunt Barbara, though Aunt Barbara was what Betty was pleased to irreverently call her pal.

I do wish that I had a talent for something, said Betty. I cant sing: if I could, I am sure that I would sing for everybody who asked me. I dont see what makes people so silly about it; hear that old robin now! and they both laughed. Nobody asks me to play who knows anything about music. I wish I had Aunt Barbaras fingers; I dont believe I can ever learn. I told papa it was just throwing money away, and he said it was good to know how to play even a little, and good for my hands, to make them quick and clever.

You played that march very well last night, said Aunt Mary kindly.

Oh, that sort of thing! But I mean other music, the hard things that papa likes. There is one of the Chopin nocturnes that Mrs. Duncan plays, oh, it is so beautiful! I wish you and Aunt Barbara knew it.

You must ask Aunt Barbara to practice it. I like to have her keep on playing. We used to hear a great deal of music when I was well enough to go to Boston in the winter, years ago, and Aunt Mary sighed. I think it is a great thing to have a gift for home life, as you really have, Betty dear.

Papa and I have been in such queer holes, laughed Betty. Mrs. Duncan and some of our friends are never tired of hearing about them. But you know we always try to do the same things. If I hadnt any other teacher when we were just flying about, papa always heard my lessons and made me keep lesson hours; and he goes on with his affairs and we are quite orderly, indeed we are, so it doesnt make much difference where we happen to be. Then I have been whole winters in London, and Mrs. Duncan looks after us a good deal.

Mary Duncan is a wise and charming woman, said Aunt Mary.

All the big Duncans are so nice to the little ones! said Betty; but papa and I can be old or young just as we choose, and we try to make up for not being a large family, which seemed to amuse both Aunt Mary and Letty, who had just come in.

The hour soon slipped by and Bettys needle had done great execution, but a little heap was laid aside for the rag-bag as too hopeless a wreck for any mending. It was plain that too much trust had been reposed in strange washerwomen, for one could put a finger through the underwaists anywhere, such damaging soap had evidently been used to make them clean. Betty had heard that paper clothes were coming into fashion from Japan, and informed her aunt of this probable change for the better with great glee. Then she went away to the garden to cut some flowers for the house, and found Aunt Barbara there before her, tying up the hollyhock stalks to some stakes that Seth Pond was driving down. Aunt Barbara had a shallow basket and was going to cut the sweet-clover flowers that morning, to dry and put on her linen shelves along with some sprigs of lavender, and this pleasant employment took another half hour.

Aunt Mary was so dear this morning! said Betty, as they stood on opposite sides of a tall sweet-clover top.

She feels pretty well, then, answered Miss Leicester, much pleased.

Yes, said Betty, snipping away industriously; she didnt wish to be pitied one bit. Dont you think we could give her some chloroform, Aunt Bab, and put her on the steamer and take her to England? She would get so excited and have such a good time and be well forever after.

I really have thought so, acknowledged Aunt Barbara, smiling at Bettys audacity. But your Aunt Mary has suffered many things, and has lost her motive power. She cannot rouse herself when she wishes to, nowadays, but must take life as it comes. I can see that it was a mistake to yield years ago to her nervous illness, but I was not so wise then, and now it is too late. You know, Betty, she had a great sorrow, and has never been the same person since.

So had papa when mamma died, said Betty gravely, and trying hard to understand; but he cured himself by just living for other people, and thinking whether they were happy.

It is the only way, dear, said Aunt Barbara, but when you are older you will know better how it has been with my poor sister.

Betty said no more, but she had many thoughts. Something that had been said about losing ones motive power had struck very deep. She had said something herself about waiting for her train in the station, and she had a sudden vision of the aimlessness of it, and of even the train bills and advertisements on the wall. She was eager, as all girls are, for one single controlling fate or fortune to call out all her growing energies, but she was aware at this moment that she herself must choose and provide; she must learn to throw herself heartily into her life just as it was. It was a moment of clear vision to Betty Leicester, and her cheeks flushed with bright color. It wasnt the thing one had to do, but the way one learned to do it, that distinguished ones life. Perhaps she could be famous for every-day homely things and have a real genius for something so simple that nobody else had thought of it. That night when Betty said her prayers one new thing came into her mind to be asked for, and was a great help, so that she often remembered it afterward. Help me to have a good time doing every-day things, and to make my work my pleasure.


X. UP-COUNTRY.
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AUNT BARBARA AND Betty had finished their breakfast in the cool breakfast-room, or little dining-room as it was sometimes called by the family. This looked out on the short elm-shaded grass of the side yard, but it was apt to get too warm later in the day. The dining-room was much larger, and had most of the family portraits in it and a ponderous sideboard and side tables, and Betty sometimes thought that a good deal of machinery had to be set running there to give a quiet dinner or supper just to Aunt Barbara and herself. But the little dining-room was very cosy, with a small sideboard and a tall clock and an old looking-glass and very old-fashioned slender wooden armchairs. The sun came dancing in through the leaves at a square window. The breakfast-room was nearer the kitchen, and Serena had a sociable custom of appearing now and then to ask Miss Leicester about the housekeeping.

There now, Miss Barbra, she exclaimed, putting her head in at the door, while Betty and her aunt still lingered. You excuse me this time, but heres Jonathan considers it best to go off up-country looking for winters wood, of all things! I told him Id like to ride up long of him to see sister Sarah when he went, but I never expected hed select the very day I set two weeks ago for us to pick the currants.

But one day will make very little difference; I thought yesterday when you spoke of them that they needed a little more sun, said Miss Leicester persuasively.

T will bring the jelly right into the last o the week when theres enough to do any way. One would have thought that Serena was being forced into unpleasant duty, but this was her way of beginning a days pleasure, and Miss Leicester had been familiar with it for many years.

Hes goin right off; puttin the hosses in now; never gives nobody a moment to consider, grumbled Serena, but Miss Leicester laughed and bade the good soul hurry and get herself ready. There was nothing to be done that day that Letty could not manage, or Lettys sister would come over in the afternoon, or Mrs. Grimshaw, the extra helper who was frequently on hand. I think Jonathan is wise not to give you any more time to think about it. Theres no use in scouring the whole house outside and in before you take a days pleasure, she suggested cheerfully.

I like to have my mind at rest, responded Serena, but still there was something unsaid. Bettys eyes were eager, but she considerately waited for Serena to speak first. You see, Miss Barbra, Jonathans got to take up the rag-bags, t is most a year since I got em up to sister Sarahs before, and theyre in the way here, we all know, and Ive got some bundles beside, and I told Seth Pond to run out an pick a mess o snap beans. Sister Sarahs piece is very late land and I spose she wont have any; and Jonathan he knows when I start I fill up more than the little wagon; so hes got the big one, and that makes empty seats, an Miss Betty was saying that when I was goin up again — 

You are base conspirators, both of you, said Aunt Barbara, much amused. It is a delightful day; the weather couldnt be better. Now hurry, Betty, and dont keep Serena waiting.

If its so that you really want to go, Miss Betty.

I do, indeed, Miss Serena, responded Betty with great spirit, and off she ran up-stairs, while her aunt hurried to find something to send by way of remembrance, not only to Serenas sister Sarah, but to Seths mother, who lived two miles this side.

There was great excitement for the next half hour. Everybody behaved as if there were danger of missing a train, and Seth and Letty were sent this way and that, and Serena gave as many last charges as if she meant to be absent a fortnight, while Jonathan, already in the wagon, grumbled at the delay and shouted to the horses if they so much as lifted a foot at a fly. When they had fairly started he gave a chuckle of satisfaction and said that he didnt expect when he was harnessing to get off until much as an hour later, whereat Serena with unwonted levity called him a deceivin old sarpent. The wind was blowing gently from the north, and was cool enough to make one comfortable in a jacket, though Betty could not be persuaded that hers was needed. Serenas shawl was pinned neatly about her shoulders. She sat alone on the back seat of the wagon, for Jonathan had said that it would ride better not to be too heavy behind and therefore Betty was keeping him company in front, of which scheme Serena had her own secret opinion. The piece-bags took up a large part of the spare seat. Sister Sarah was lame and took great joy in working the waste material of the Leicester house into rugs and rag carpets, and it was one of Serenas joys to fill the round piece-bags even to bursting.

Then there were the beans, and the bundles large and small, and Betty was in charge of a package of newspapers and magazines and patent medicine almanacs and interesting circulars of all sorts which Seth had been saving for his mother.

Jonathan was a tall, thin man, with a shrewd clean-shaven face. He wore a new straw hat that day, with a faded linen coat, and a much washed-out plaid gingham cravat under his shirt collar. The best hat was worn on Bettys account, and was evidently a little stiff and uncomfortable, for he took it off once or twice and looked into the crown soberly and then put it on again.

Sorry you wore it, I spose? observed Serena on one of these occasions.

Got to wear it some time, answered Jonathan gruffly, so that nobody thought best to speak of the hat again even when a sudden puff of wind blew it over into a field. Betty had been ready to put on one of her old play-gowns, as she still called them, but upon reflection decided that it would be hardly respectful when she had been invited to go visiting with such kind and proper friends, and indeed Serena had given her a hasty and complacent glance from head to foot when she came down dressed in one of the prettiest of the London ginghams. Mrs. Duncan, Bettys kind friend and adviser, had been sure that these ginghams would all four be needed to clothe our heroine comfortably through the summer, that is to judge from experience in other summers; but it made a difference in the stress put upon ginghams, to be a year older.

The up-country road wound first among farms and within sight of the river, then it took a sudden northward turn and there were not so many white elder flowers by the way as there were junipers and young birches. There were long reaches through the cool woods, and the road was always rising to a higher part of the country, veritable up-country, among the hills. From one high point where they stopped to let the horses rest a minute there was a beautiful view of the low lands that lay toward the sea, and the river which ran southward in shining lines. It would be hard to say who most enjoyed the morning. The elder members of the party seldom felt themselves free for a holiday, and Betty was always ready to enjoy whatever came in her way; but there was a delicious novelty in being asked to spend a day with Serena and Jonathan. They were hostess and host, and Betty felt an unusual spirit of deference and gratitude toward them; it seemed as if they were both quite conscious of a different relationship toward Betty from that at home. It was wonderful to see what cordial greetings most of the people gave them along the road, and how many warm friends they seemed to possess. The farther they went, the more struck by this was our Betty, who gave a little sigh at some unworded thought about always being a newcomer and stranger. She had begun to feel so recognized and at home in Tideshead that it was a little hard now to find herself unknown again.

But Serena liked to tell her who every one was, and there was as much friendly interest shown in Miss Betty Leicester as any heart could wish.

They had gone almost fourteen miles, and Betty was just nearing the end of a long description of her experiences at the Queens Jubilee, when Jonathan said: Now you can reclect just where you put the mark in. I dont calclate to lose none of it, but here weve got to stop top of the hill an see Seths folks. Youve got them papers an things handy, aint you, Serena?

Betty saw a yellow story-and-a-half house by the roadside with some queer little sheds and outbuildings, and looked with great interest to see if any one came to the window. Seths folks meant nobody but his mother, who lived alone as Betty knew, and there she was standing in the door, a kind-faced, round-shouldered little creature, who had the patient, half-apprehensive look of those women who live alone in lonely places. She threw her big clean gingham apron over her head and came forward just as Jonathan had got out of the wagon and Betty followed him.

There, bless ye! said Seths folks. I waked up this morning kind of expecting that I should see somebody from down Seths way. I expect hes wells common?

Oh, yes, responded Jonathan. We had to leave him to keep house. He was full o messages, but I cant seem to remember none on em now.

No matter, so long I knows hes well, said the little woman, shaking hands with Betty and looking at her delightedly. Now I want you all to come in and stop to dinner, but Serena could not even be persuaded to light down on account of her duty to sister Sarah. Betty carried in the armful of reading matter and Mrs. Pond followed her, and while our friend looked at the plain little house and fancied Seth practicing his tunes, and saw the beautiful cone frame which he had helped his mother to make, the hospitable little mother was getting some home-made root-beer out of a big stone jug, and soon served it to her three guests in pretty old-fashioned blue and white mugs. Betty thought she had never tasted anything so delicious as the flavor of spice and pleasing bitterness in the cold drink, and Jonathan smacked his lips loudly and promised to call for more as he came back. Mrs. Pond took another good long look at Betty before they parted. I wasnt expectin you to be so much of a young lady, I do knows you be quite growed up yet, though, she said. This was not the least of the pleasures of that day, and they went on next to sister Sarahs, where Betty and Serena and the freight were to be left while Jonathan went off about his business.

It almost seemed as if up-country existed for the sake of its market town of Tideshead. Betty had been there once or twice in her childhood, but her memories even of sister Sarah were rather indistinct. She had taken a long nap once on the patchwork quilt in the bedroom, and had waked to find four or five women hooking a large rug in the kitchen, all talking together, which had made an impression upon her young mind. It was strawberry-time too on that last visit. But sister Sarah remembered a great deal more about it than this, and was delighted to see Betty once more. There was the very rug on the floor, already beginning to look worn. One could remember it by a white, or rather a gray, rabbit under some large green leaves which made part of the design. It was impossible to say how many rugs there were in the house, as if life went on for the sole purpose of making hooked and braided rugs. Those in the kitchen at Aunt Barbaras were evidently the work of sister Sarahs industrious fingers. Serena might have left the place of her birth the week before instead of nearly forty years, if one might judge by the manner in which she hung her bonnet and shawl on a nail behind the door and put her gray thread gloves into the table drawer.

Sister Sarah looked like a neat little nun, and limped painfully as she went about the room. Sometimes she used a crutch, but she seemed as lame with it as without it, and she was such a brisk little creature in spirit, and was so little depressed by her misfortune that one felt it would be unwelcome to express any pity. Betty knew that sometimes the poor woman suffered a great deal of pain and could not move at all, and that a neighbor who also lived alone came at those times and stayed with her for a few weeks. Sister Sarah aint one mite lame in her mind, Serena said proudly one day, and Betty found this to be the truth. She did not like to read, however, and told Betty that it was never anything but a task, except to study geography, and she only had one old geography, fairly worn to pieces, which she knew by heart, with all its lists of towns and countries and rivers, the productions and boundaries and capitals and climatic conditions and wild animals were at her tongues end for anybody who cared to hear them. The old folks used to think shed better exercise her memory learning hymns, and Sister Sarah favored geography, Serena once explained; but she knows what other folks knows, and has got a head crammed full o learning. She never forgets nothing, whilst I leak by the way, myself, and do know whether I know anything or not, she ended triumphantly.

Serenas mind was full of plans that day, and after resting a little while and hearing the news, she asked Betty whether she would go with her to a cousins about a mile away by a pasture path, or whether she would stay where she was. The path sounded very pleasant, but from the tone of the invitation it seemed best to remain behind, so she quickly decided and Serena set forth alone. It was only about eleven oclock and she meant to be back by twelve, and dinner was put off half an hour. Then Serena would have the afternoon clear until it was time to go. The cousin had seen trouble since the last visit, so it never would do to go home without seeing her. Sister Sarah and Betty sat by the front windows of the living-room, and Betty obeyed a parting charge to tell her companion about seeing the Queen and the times when she used to go and see the Prince o Waless girls, so that the last of the morning was soon gone.

Such folks has their aches an pains just like us, commented sister Sarah at last. I expected, though, they was more pompous-behaved than you seem to describe. Well, they have to think o their example, and so does others, for that matter. I wonderfmongst all theyve learned to do, anybody ever showed em how to braid or hook em a nice mat. I spose not, but with all their hired help an all their rags that must come of a years wear, t would be a shame for them to buy.

I never saw any rugs just like these, said Betty, turning quickly to look out of the window. I dont believe people make them except in America. But the princesses know how to do a good many things. It was very funny to Betty to think of their hooking rugs for themselves, however, but Serenas sister did not appear to suspect it.

Land, wont I have a good time picking over those big full bags! said she, looking at Aunt Barbaras rag-bags with delight, and forgetting the employments of royalty. Your aunts real generous, she is so! I sort out everything into heaps on the spare floor and if I have too much white I just reach for the dyepot. I do enjoy myself over them piece-bags.

I dont know what would become of Aunt Barbara and Aunt Mary without Serena, said Betty, but I dont see how you can spare her all the time.

She wouldnt be spared by them, said sister Sarah, putting her head on one side like a bird. When I was first left alone after marms decease, folks thought shed ought to come back, but I says No. She wouldnt be contented now sames she was before she went, and I should get wuss and wuss if I was waited on stiddy. No! says I to every one, let me be and let her be. Shes free to come, and shes puttin by her good earnins. I wept all night when she first went off to Tideshead, seventeen year old, to be maid to Madam Leicester, but I knew from that day she was set to go her way sames I was mine. But shes ben a good sister to me; we never passed an hour unfriendly, and t aint all can say the same.

No, indeed, said Betty cheerfully.

Queen Victori knows what it is to be alone, continued the little sister. I always read how she was a real mourner. Now I seem to enter into her feelins, bein left by myself, though not a widow-woman.

Betty thought of the contrast between the Queens life, with its formality and crowded households, and its retinues and solemn pageantry and this empty little New England farm-house on a long hillside that sloped eastward. It was so funny to hear the Queen discussed and to find her a familiar personage, just as one might in old England, where one was always hearing about our dear Queen. But to sister Sarah the Queen was only another woman who lived alone, and had many responsibilities.

I expect youre a regular little Britisher by this time, aint you, Miss Betty?

Indeed, Im not, answered our friend with spirit. Papa would be ashamed of me. Im a great American. What made you think so? Sister Sarah looked pleased, but did not have anything more to offer on the subject. Were all English to start with, but with the glory of America added on, said Betty with girlish enthusiasm. You cant take away our English inheritance. I used to be always insisting upon that with the girls, that Shakespeare and King Arthur were just as much ours as theirs.

I expect you know a sight o things I never dreamt of, said sister Sarah, but to me what takes place in this neighborhood is just as interesting as foreign parts. Folks is folks, I tell em. There aint but a few kinds, neither, but theyre put into all sorts of places, aint they?

Betty found that her hostess had a great many entertaining things to say, but presently there was a fear expressed lest Serena might be beguiled into staying too long at the cousins, and so delay the dinner.

Let me begin; oh please let me, said Betty, springing up. She had a sudden delighted instinct that it would be charming to wait upon Serena to-day and sister Sarah, and take her turn at making them comfortable. As quick as thought she turned up her skirt and pinned it behind her and said, What next, if you please, mam, in a funny little tone copied from that of a precise London damsel in Mrs. Duncans employ, who always amused the family very much.

Sister Sarah was fond of a joke, and to tell the truth this was one of her aching days and she had been dreading to take so many steps. She saw how pleased Betty was with her kind little plan.

To lay the table and step lively, she answered, shaking with laughter. And Betty followed her directions until the square dinner-table stood in the middle of the floor, covered with a nice homespun linen cloth of which the history had to be told; and the old blue crockery; and Betty had cut just so many slices of bread, and brought just so many spiced pears from the brown jar in the cellar-way, and found the nice little square piece of cold corned beef which the hostess was so glad to have on hand, and had looked at the potatoes two or three times where they were baking in the stove oven in the shed-room where sister Sarah did her summer cooking; all these and other things were done when Serena, out of breath, and heated with hurrying, came in at the door.

Im going to finish since I have begun, said Betty proudly. Now please use this fan, Serena, and rest yourself, and I shall be ready in a few minutes. Im having a beautiful good time. Which pitcher shall I take for the fresh water? and out she went to the cool old well under the apple-tree.

Now was there ever such a darlin gal, said sister Sarah, and Serena nodded her head. I dare say she does like to take holt. Miss Barbra never was one that shirked at nothing, she had time to reply before Betty came back and filled the tumblers and called the sisters to their dinner.

Sarah, said Serena decisively, as she saw how hard it was for sister Sarah to move, youve got to get Ann Sparks, aint ye?

And the lame woman answered Yes.

I hate to give up, as you know, but one of my poor times is coming on, she said sadly.

The dinner was a great pleasure; Betty would do all the waiting, and there was an unexpected dessert of a jelly cake which Serena had brought with her, being mindful of her sisters fondness for it. Betty was touched with the sisters delight in being together, for in spite of what Miss Sarah had said about their being contented apart, she knew that the family had seen trouble in earlier times, and that Serenas wages had been the main dependence while sister Sarah could not be happy any where but in her own home.

There never were such delicious baked potatoes, and Betty humbly waited until she was perfectly sure neither of the sisters wanted the last one before she eagerly took it. It was delightful to be so hungry, as hungry as one could be on shipboard! And when the gay little dinner was over Betty made the hostess still play guest, and put on her apron again and carried the plates to the shed kitchen, and found the dish pan and the soap, and in spite of what anybody could say she washed them every one and only let Serena wipe them and put them away. Serena entered into the spirit of the thing and was so funny and nice — making believe to be afraid they were not doing things right and that sister Sarah would turn to and do em over again, being amazing particular.

Then when the flies were whisked out by two efficient aprons, Betty left the sisters to themselves for a good talk and rest, and wandered out along the hillsides by the path Serena had taken, and there she sat and thought and looked off at the green country and at the sky. A little black and white dog came trotting along the path on some errand of his own, and when he saw Betty he held up one paw and looked at her and then came to be patted and to snuggle down by her side as if she were an old friend. Betty was touched by this expression of confidence and sympathy, as indeed she might be, and was sorry to say good-by to the little dog when it was time to go back to the house. He licked her fingers affectionately as she gave him a last patting, and seemed disappointed because she left him so soon, as if he had gone trotting about the world all his life to find her and now she was going away again. He did not offer to follow her, but whenever she looked back there he was, sitting quite still and watching.

Jonathan was already at the house, impatient to be on his way home, and Serenas bonnet was just being taken down from its nail as Betty came in. It seemed too bad to leave sister Sarah behind, but then she had all the piece-bags for company, as Serena said.


XI. THE TWO FRIENDS.
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THE LEICESTER HOUSEHOLD had been so long drifting into a staid and ceremonious fashion of life that this visit of Bettys threatened at times to be disturbing. If Aunt Barbaras heart had not been kept young, under all her austere look and manners, Betty might have felt constrained more than once, but there always was an excuse to give Aunt Mary, who sometimes complained of too much chattering on the front door steps, or too much scurrying up and down stairs from Bettys room. It was impossible to count the number of times that important secrets had to be considered in the course of a week, or to understand why there were so many flurries of excitement among the girls of Bettys set, while the general course of events in Tideshead flowed so smoothly. Miss Barbara Leicester was always a frank and outspoken person, and the young people were sure to hear her opinion whenever they asked for it; but she herself seemed to grow younger, in these days, and Betty pleased her immensely one day, when it was mentioned that a certain person who wore caps, and was what Betty called poky, was about Miss Barbaras age: Aunt Barbara, you are always the same age as anybody except a baby!

I must acknowledge that I feel younger than my grandniece, sometimes, said Aunt Barbara, with a funny little laugh; but Betty was puzzled to know exactly what she meant.



In one corner of the upper story of the large old house there was a delightful little place by one of the dormer-windows. It lighted the crooked stairway which came up to the open garret-floor, and the way to some bedrooms which were finished off in a row. Betty remembered playing with her dolls in this pleasant little corner on rainy days, years before, and revived its old name of the cubby-house. Her father had kept his guns and a collection of minerals there, in his boyhood. It was over Bettys own room, and noises made there did not affect Aunt Marys nerves, while it was a great relief from the dignity of the east bedroom, or, still more, the lower rooms of the house, to betake ones self with ones friend to this queer-shaped, brown-raftered little corner of the world. There was a great sea-chest under the eaves, and an astounding fireboard, with a picture of Apollo in his chariot. There was a shelf with some old brown books that everybody had forgotten, an old guitar, and a comfortable wooden rocking-chair, beside Bettys favorite perch in the broad window-seat that looked out into the tops of the trees. Her fathers boyish trophies of rose-quartz and beryl crystals and mica were still scattered along on the narrow ledges of the old beams, and hanging to a nail overhead were two dusty bunches of pennyroyal, which had left a mild fragrance behind them as they withered.

Betty had added to this array a toppling light-stand from another part of the garret and a china mug which she kept full of fresh wild flowers. She pinned London Graphic pictures here and there, to make a little brightness, and there were some of her favorite artists (Caldecotts) sketches of country squires and dames, reproduced in faint bright colors, which looked delightfully in keeping with their surroundings. As midsummer came on the cubby-house grew too hot for comfort, but one afternoon, when rain had been falling all the morning to cool the high roof, Mary Beck and Betty sat there together in great comfort and peace. See for yourself Mary in the rocking-chair, and Betty in the window-seat; they were deep in thought of girlish problems, and, as usual, taking nearly opposite sides. They had been discussing their plans for the future. Mary Beck had confessed that she wished to learn to be a splendid singer and sing in a great church or even in public concerts. She knew that she could, if she were only well taught; but there was nobody to give her lessons in Tideshead, and her mother would not hear of her going to Riverport twice a week.

She says that I can keep up with my singing at home, and she wants me to go into the choir, and I cant bear it. I hate to hear we cant afford it, and I am sure to, if I set my heart on anything. Mother says that it will be time enough to learn to sing when I am through school. Oh, dear me! and poor Mary looked disappointed and fretful.

A disheartening picture of the present Becky on the concert-stage flashed through Bettys usually hopeful mind. She felt a heartache, as she thought of her friends unfitness and inevitable disappointment. Becky — plain, ungainly, honest Becky — felt it in her to do great things, yet she hardly knew what great things were. Persons of Bettys age never count upon having years of time in which to make themselves better. Everything must be finally decided by the state of things at the moment. Years of patient study were sure to develop the wonderful gift of Beckys strong, sweet voice.

Why dont you sing in the choir, Becky? asked Betty suddenly. It would make the singing so much better. I should love to do it, if I could, and it would help to make Sunday so pleasant for everybody, to hear you sing. Poor Miss Fedges voice sounds funny, doesnt it? Sing me something now, Becky dear; sing Bonny Doon!

But Becky took no notice of the request. What do you mean to be, yourself? she asked her companion, with great interest.

You know that I cant sing or paint or do any of those things, answered Betty humbly. I used to wish that I could write books when I grew up, or at any rate help papa to write his. I am almost discouraged, though papa says I must keep on trying to do the things I really wish to do. And a bright flush covered Bettys eager face.

Oh, Becky dear! she said suddenly. You have something that I envy you more than even your singing: just living at home in one place and having your mother and the boys. I am always wishing and wishing, and telling myself stories about living somewhere in the same house all the time, with papa, and having a real home and taking care of him. You dont know how good it would feel! Papa says the best we can do now is to make a home wherever we are, for ourselves and others — but I think it is pretty hard, sometimes.

Well, I think the nicest thing would be to see the world, as you do, insisted Mary Beck. I just hate dusting and keeping things to rights, and I never shall learn to cook! I like to do fancy work pretty well. You would think Tideshead was perfectly awful, in winter!

Why should it be? asked Betty innocently. Winter is house-time. I save things to do in winter, and — 

Oh, you are so preachy, you are so good-natured, you believe all the prim things that grown people say! exclaimed Becky. What would you say if you never went to Boston but once, and then had the toothache all the time? You have been everywhere, and you think its great fun to stay a little while in poky old Tideshead, this one summer!

Why, it is because I have seen so many other places that I know just how pleasant Tideshead is.

Well, I want to see other places, too, maintained the dissatisfied Becky.

Papa says that we ourselves are the places we live in, said Betty, as if it took a great deal of courage to tell Mary Beck so unwelcome a truth. I like to remember just what he says, for sometimes, when I havent understood at first, something will happen, may be a year after, to make it flash right into my mind. Once I heard a girl say London was stupid; just think! London!

Mary Beck was rocking steadily, but Betty sat still, with her feet on the window-seat and her hands clasped about her knees. She could look down into the green yard below, and watch some birds that were fluttering near by in the wet trees. The wind blew in very soft and sweet after the rain.

I used to think, when I was a little bit of a girl, that I would be a missionary, but I should perfectly hate it now! said Mary, with great vehemence. I just hate to go to Sunday-school and be asked the questions; it makes me prickle all over. I always feel sorry when I wake up and find it is Sunday morning. I suppose you think thats heathen and horrid.

I always have my Sunday lessons with papa; he reads to me, and gives me something to learn by heart, — a hymn or some lovely verses of poetry. I suppose that his telling me what things in the Bible really mean keeps me from being prickly when other people talk about it. What made you wish to be a missionary? Betty inquired, with interest.

Oh, there used to be some who came here and talked in the vestry Sunday evenings about riding on donkeys and camels. Sometimes they would dress up in Syrian costumes, and I used to look grandpas Missionary Herald all through, to find their names afterward. It was so nice to hear about their travels and the natives; but that was a long while ago, and Becky rocked angrily, so that the boards creaked underneath.

Last summer I used to go to such a dear old church, in the Isle of Wight, said Betty. You could look out of the open door by our pew and see the old churchyard, and look away over the green downs and the blue sea. You could see the red poppies in the fields, and hear the larks, too.

What kind of a church was it? asked Mary, with suspicion. Episcopal?

Yes, answered Betty. Church of England, people say there.

I heard somebody say once that your father was very lax in religious matters, said Becky seriously.

Id rather be very lax and love my Sundays, said Betty severely. I dont think it makes any difference, really, about what one does in church. I want to be good, and it helps me to be in church and think and hear about it. Oh, dear! my foots getting asleep, said Betty, beginning to pound it up and down. The two girls did not like to look at each other; they were considering questions that were very hard to talk about.

I suppose its being good that made you run after Nelly Foster. I wished that I had gone to see her more, when you went; but she used to act hatefully sometimes before you came. She used to cry in school, though, confessed Becky.

I didnt run after her. You do call things such dreadful names, Mary Beck! There, Im getting cross, my foot is all stinging.

Turn it just the other way, advised Mary eagerly. Let me pound it for you, and she briskly went to the rescue. Betty wondered afresh why she liked this friend herself so much, and yet disliked so many things that she said and did.

Serena always said that Betty had a wont-you-please-like-me sort of way with her, and Mary Beck felt it more than ever as she returned to her rocking-chair and jogged on again, but she could not bend from her high sense of disapproval immediately. What do you think the unjust steward parable means, then? she asked, not exactly returning to the fray, but with an injured manner. It is in the Sunday-school lesson to-morrow, and I cant understand it a bit, — I never could.

Nor I, said Betty, in a most cheerful tone. See here, Becky, it doesnt rain, and we can go and ask Mr. Grant to tell us about it.

Go ask the minister! exclaimed Mary Beck, much shocked. Why, would you dare to?

Thats what ministers are for, answered Betty simply. We can stay a little while and see the girls, if he is busy. Come now, Becky, and Becky reluctantly came. She was to think a great many times afterward of that talk in the garret. She was beginning to doubt whether she had really succeeded in settling all the questions of life, at the age of fifteen.

The two friends went along arm-in-arm under the still-dripping trees. The parsonage was some distance up the long Tideshead street, and the sun was coming out as they stood on the doorsteps. The minister was amazed when he found that these parishioners had come to have a talk with him in the study, and to ask something directly at his willing hands. He preached the better for it, next day, and the two girls listened the better. As for Mary Beck, the revelation to her honest heart of having a right in the minister, and the welcome convenience of his fund of knowledge and his desire to be of use to her personally, was an immense surprise. Kind Mr. Grant had been a part of the dreaded Sundays, a fixture of the day and the church and the pulpit, before that; he was, indirectly, a reproach, and, until this day, had never seemed like other people exactly, or an every-day friend. Perhaps the good man wondered if it were not his own fault, a little. He tried to be very gay and friendly with his own girls at supper-time, and said afterward that they must have Mary Beck and Betty Leicester to take tea with them some time during the next week.

But there are others in the parish who will feel hurt, urged Mrs. Grant anxiously; and Mr. Grant only answered that there must be a dozen tea-parties, then, as if there were no such things as sponge-cake and ceremony in the world!


XII. BETTY AT HOME.
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EVERYBODY WAS AS kind as possible when Betty Leicester first came to Tideshead, and best company manners prevailed toward her; but as the girls got used to having a new friend and playmate, some of them proved disappointing. Nothing could shake her deep affection for honest-hearted Mary Beck, but in some directions Mary had made up her inexperienced and narrow mind, and would listen to none of Bettys kindly persuasions. The Fosters father had done some very dishonest deeds, and had run away from justice after defrauding some of the most trustful of his neighbors. Mary Becks mother had lost some money in this way, and old Captain Beck even more, so that the girl had heard sharp comments and indignant blame at home; and she shocked Miss Barbara Leicester and Betty one morning by wondering how Henry and Nelly Foster could have had the face to go to church the very Sunday after their father was sent to jail. She did not believe that they cared a bit what people thought.

Poor children, said Miss Leicester, with quiet compassion, the sight of their pitiful young faces was enough for me. When should one go to church if not in bitter trouble? That boy and girl look years older than the rest of you young folks.

It never seemed to me that they thought any less of themselves, said Mary Beck, in a disagreeable tone; and I wouldnt ask them to my party, if I had one.

But they have worked so hard, said Betty. Jonathan said yesterday that Harry Foster told him this spring, when he was working here, that he was going to pay every cent that his father owed, if he lived long enough. He is studying hard, too; you know that he hoped to go to college before this happened. They always look as if they were grateful for just being spoken to.

Plenty of people have made everything of them and turned their heads, said Mary Beck, as if she were repeating something that had been said at home. I think I should pity some people whose father had behaved so, but I dont like the Fosters a bit.

They are carrying a heavy load on their young shoulders, said Miss Barbara Leicester. You will feel differently by and by, about them. Help them all you can, Mary!

Mary Beck went home that morning much displeased. She didnt mean to be hard-hearted, but it had seemed to her like proper condemnation of wrong-doing to treat the Fosters loftily. Now that Bettys eyes had filled with tears as she listened, and Miss Leicester evidently thought less of her for what had been said, Mary began to feel doubtful about the matter. Yes, what if her father had been like theirs, — could she be shut up like a prisoner, and behave as she expected the Fosters to behave? By the time she reached her own house she was ashamed of what she had said. Miss Leicester was at that moment telling Betty that she was astonished at such bitter feeling in their young neighbor. She has never really thought about it. I dare say she only needs a sensible word or two to change her mind. You children have such tremendous opinions, and Aunt Barbara smiled.

Once when I was staying in the Isle of Wight, said Betty, I belonged to such a nice out-of-door club, Aunt Barbara.

Did you? What was it like?

Oh, not really like anything that I can think of, only we had great fun together. We used to walk miles and miles, and carry some buns or buy them, and get milk or ginger-beer at the farms. There are so many ruins to go to see, and old churches, and homes of eminent persons of the time of Elizabeth, and we would read from their works; and it was so pleasant coming home by the foot-paths afterward, announced Betty with satisfaction. The governesses used to go, too, but we could outrun all but one of them, the Barrys, and my Miss Winter, who was as dear as could be. I had my lessons with the Duncans, you know. Oh, it was such fun! — the others would let us go on as fast as we liked, and come poking along together, and have their own quiet pleasures. Betty was much diverted with her recollections. I mean to begin an out-of-door club here, Aunt Barbara.

In my time, said Aunt Barbara, girls were expected to know how to sew, and to learn to be good housekeepers.

You would join the club, wouldnt you? asked Betty anxiously.

And be run away from, like the stout governesses, I dare say.

There was an attempt at a serious expression, but Miss Leicester could not help laughing a little. Down came Miss Mary at this moment, with Letty behind her, carrying cushions, and Betty sprang up to help make the couch ready.

I wish that you would belong, too, and come with us on wheels, said she, returning to the subject that had been interrupted. You could drive to the meetings and be head-member, Aunt Mary. But Aunt Mary was tired that day, and wished to have no demands made upon her. There were days when Betty had a plan for every half-hour, remarked Aunt Barbara indulgently.

Suppose you come out to the garden with me to pick some raspberries? and Betty was quietly removed from the weak nerves of Aunt Mary, who plaintively said that Betty had almost too much life.

Too much life! Not a bit of it, said Serena, who was the grandnieces chief upholder and champion. We did need waking up, t was a fact, Miss Leicester; now, want it? It seemed just like old times, that night of the tea-party. Trouble is, weve all got to bein too master comfortable, and thought we couldnt step one foot out o the beaten rut. T is the misfortune o livin in a little place.

And Serena marched back to the kitchen, carrying the empty glass from which Miss Mary Leicester had taken some milk, as if it were the banner of liberty.

She put it down on the clean kitchen-table. Too much life! the good woman repeated scornfully. Id like to see a gal that had too much life for me. I was that kind myself, and right up an doin. All these Tideshead gals behave as slow as the everlastin month o March. Fussin about their clothes, and fussin about you do this and I cant do that, an lettin folks that know something ride right by em. See this little Betty, now, sweet as white laylocks, I do declare. There she goes long o Miss Barbary, out into the rosberry bushes.

Aunt Barbara, Betty was saying a few minutes later, as one knelt each side of the row of white raspberries,— Aunt Barbara, do you like best being grown up or being about as old as I am?

Being grown up, Im sure, dear, replied the aunt, after serious reflection.

Im so glad. I dont believe people ever have such hard times with themselves afterward as they do growing up.

What is the matter now, Betty?

Mary Beck, Aunt Barbara. I thought that I liked her ever and ever so much, but I have days when I want to shake her. Its my fault, because I wake up and think about her and feel cross before I even look at her, and then I cant get on all day. Then some days I can hardly wait to get over to see her, and we have such a good time. But you cant change her mind about anything.

I thought that you wouldnt be so unreasonable all summer, said Aunt Barbara, picking very fast. You see that you expect Mary Beck to be perfect, and the poor child isnt. You made up a Mary Beck in your own mind, who was perfect at all points and just the kind of a girl you would like best to spend all your time with. Be thankful for all you do like in her; thats the best way.

I just fell in love with a girl in the Isle of Wight, last summer, said Betty sorrowfully. We wished to be together all the time, and we wrote notes and always went about together. She was older than I. But one day she said things that made me forget I ever liked her a bit. She wanted to make up afterward, but I couldnt; and she writes and writes me letters, but I never wish to see her again. I am sorry I ever liked her. Bettys eyes flashed, and her cheeks were very red.

I suppose it has been hard for her too, said Aunt Barbara; but we must like different friends for different reasons. Just try to remember that you cannot find perfection. I used to know a great many girls when I was growing up, and some of them are my friends still, the few who are left. To find one true-hearted friend is worth living through a great many disappointments.



Two or three weeks went over before Betty ceased to have the feeling that she was a stranger and foreigner in Tideshead. At first she said you and I when she was talking with the girls, but soon it became easier to say we. She took great pleasure in doing whatever the rest did, from joining a class in Sunday-school to carrying round one of the subscription-papers to pay for some Fourth of July fireworks, which went up in a blaze of splendor on the evening of that glorious day.

After the garden tea-party, nothing happened, of a social nature, for some time, although several of the boys and girls gave fine hints that something might be expected to happen at their own houses. There was a cheerful running to and fro about the Leicester house, and the high white gate next the street was heard to creak and clack at least once in every half-hour. Nelly Foster came seldom, but she was the brightest and merriest of all the girls when she grew a little excited, and lost the frightened look that had made lines on her forehead much too soon. Harry was not seen very often, but Betty wondered a great deal about him, and fancied him hunting and fishing in all sorts of dangerous places. The Picknell girls came into the village on Sundays always, and often once or twice in the week; but it was haying time now, and they were very busy at the farm. Betty liked them dearly, and so did Mary Beck, who did not get on with the ministers daughters at all, and had a prejudice, as we know, against Nelly Foster. These made the little company which seemed most closely allied, especially after the Sin Book Club became a thing of the past as an active society. Betty had proposed the out-of-door club, and had started a tennis-court, and devoted much time to it; but nobody knew how to play very well yet, except Harry Foster and Julia Picknell, and they were the most difficult ones to catch for an idle afternoon. George Max could play, and one or two others could stumble through a game and like it pretty well; but as for Mary Beck, her shoes were too small for much agility, and she liked to wear her clothes so tight that she was very clumsy with a racket. Bettys light little gowns looked prim and plain to the Tideshead girls, who thought their colors very strange, to begin with, and had not the sense to be envious when their wearer went by, as light-footed and graceful as they were awkward. They could not understand the simplicity that was natural to Betty, but everybody liked her, and felt as much interested as if she were an altogether new variety of human being. Perhaps we shall understand the situation better if we read a letter which our heroine wrote just then: — 

My dear Papa, — This is from your Betty, who intended to take a long walk with Mary Beck this afternoon, but is now prevented by a thunder-shower. It makes me wonder what you do when you get wet, and who sees that you take off your wet clothes and tries not to let you have a cold. Isnt it almost time for you to come home now, papa? I do miss taking care of you so very much. You will be tired hearing about Mary Beck, and you cant stop it, can you? as if you laughed and then talked about something else when we were walking together. You must remember that you said we must be always fighting an enemy in ourselves, and my enemy just now is making little funs of Mary, and seeing that she doesnt know so much as she thinks she does. I like too well to show her that she is mistaken when she tells about things; but it makes me sorry afterward, because, in spite of myself, I like her better than I do anybody. I truly love her, papa; indeed, I do, but I like to tease her better than to help her, when she puts on airs about the very places where I have been and things I have done. Aunt Barbara speaks of her manners, and wishes I would play with Nelly Foster and the ministers girls: but Nelly is like anybody grown up, — I suppose it is because she has seen trouble, as people say here; and the ministers girls are little fraid cats. That is what Serena says, and is sure to make you laugh. Try and make em hop round, Serena told me at the party, and I did try; but they arent good hoppers, and thats all there is to say. I sent down to Riverport and bought Seth a book of violin airs, and he practiced until two oclock one morning, so that Serena and Jonathan were saying dreadful things. Aunt Mary is about the same, and so is Aunt Barbara, and they send their love. Papa, you must never tell, but I hate the one and love the other. Mary Beck isnt half so bad as I am to say that, but now it is a black mark and must stay. There is one awful piece of news. The Fosters father has broken out of jail and escaped, and they are offering a great reward, and it is in all the papers. I ought to go to see Nelly, but I dread it. I am writing this last page another day, for yesterday the sun came out after the shower and I went out with Aunt Barbara. She is letting Mrs. Foster do some sewing for me. She says that my clothes were in ruins; she did indeed, and that they had been badly washed. I hope that yours are not the same. Mrs. Foster looked terribly frightened and pale, and asked Aunt B. to come into the other room, and told her about Mr. Foster. Then it was in the paper last night. Papa, dear, I do remember what you said in one of your letters about being a Tideshead girl myself for this summer, and not standing off and finding fault. I feel more like a Tideshead girl lately, but I wish they wouldnt keep saying how slow it is and nothing going on. We might do so many nice things, but they make such great fusses first, instead of just going and doing them, the way you and I do. They think of every reason why you cant do things that you can do. The currants are all gone. You cant have a currant pie this year. I thought those by the fence, under the cherry-tree, might last until you came, because it is shady, but they all spoiled in the rain. Now I am going to read in Waltons Lives to Aunt Mary. She says it is a book everybody ought to know, and that I run wild more than I ought at my age. I like to read aloud, as you know, so good-by, but my age is such a trouble. If you were here, we would have the best good time.

Your own child, Betty.


XIII. A GREAT EXCITEMENT.
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THAT AFTERNOON BETTYS lively young voice grew droning and dull after a while, as she read the life of Dr. Donne, and at last she stopped altogether.

Aunt Mary, I cant help thinking about the Fosters father. Do you suppose he will come home and frighten them some night?

No, he would hardly dare to come where they are sure to be looking for him, said Aunt Mary. Dear me, the thought makes me so nervous.

When I have read to the end of this page I will just run down to see Nelly a few minutes, if you can spare me. I keep dreading to see her until I am almost afraid to go.

Miss Mary sighed and said yes. Somehow she didnt get hold of Bettys love, — only her duty.

Betty lingered in the garden and picked some mignonette before she started, and a bright carnation or two from Aunt Barbaras special plants. The Fosters house was farther down the street on the same side, and Nellys blinds were shut, but if Betty had only known it, poor Nelly was looking out wistfully through them, and wishing with all her heart that her young neighbor would come in. She dreaded the meeting, too, but there was such a simple, frank friendliness about Betty Leicester that it did not hurt as if one of the other girls had come.

There came the sound of the gate-latch, and Nelly went eagerly down. Come up to my room; I was sitting there sewing, she said, blushing very red, and Betty felt her own cheeks burn. How dreadful it must be not to have such a comforting dear father as hers! She put her arms round Nellys neck and kissed her, and Nelly could hardly keep from crying; but up-stairs they went to the bedroom, where Betty had never happened to go before. She felt suddenly, as she never had before, how pinched and poor the Fosters must be. Nelly was determined to be brave and cheerful, and took up her sewing again. It happened to be a little waist of Bettys own. Betty tried to talk gayly about being very tired of reading Waltons Lives. She had come to a dull place in Dr. Donnes memoirs, though she thought them delightful at first. She was just reading The Village on the Cliff, on her own account, with perfect delight.

Harry reads Waltons Angler, said Nelly. Thats the same man, isnt he? It is a stupid-looking old brown book that belonged to my grandfather.

Papa reads it, too, said Betty, nodding her head wisely. I am in such a hurry to have him come, when I think of Harry. I am sure that he will help him to be a naturalist or something like that. Mr. Buckland would have just loved Harry. I knew him when I was a little bit of a thing. Papa used to take me to see him in London, and all his dreadful beasts and snakes used to frighten me, but I do so like to remember him now. Harry makes me think of Robinson Crusoe and Mayne Reids books, and those story-book boys who used to do such wild things fishing and hunting.

We used to think that Harry never would get on because he spent so much time in the woods, but somehow he always learned his lessons too, said Nelly proudly; and now his fishing brings in so much money that I dont know how we shall live when winter comes. We are so anxious about winter. Oh, Betty, it is easy to tell you, but I cant bear to have other people even look at me; and she burst into tears and hid her face in her hands.

Let us go out-doors, just down through the garden and across into the woods a little while, pleaded Betty. Do, Nelly, dear! and presently they were on their way. The fresh summer air and the sunshine were much better than the close-shaded room, where Nelly was startled by every sound about the house, and they soon lost their first feeling of constraint as they sat under a pine-tree whipping two of Miss Barbara Leicesters new tea-napkins. Betty had many things to say about her English life and her friends. Mary Beck never cared to hear much about England, and it was always delightful to have an interested listener. At last the sewing was finished, and Nelly proposed that they should go a little way farther, and come out on the river bank. Harry would be coming up about this time with his fare of fish, if he had had good luck. It would be fun to shout to him as he went by.

They pushed on together through the open pasture, where the sweet-fern and bayberry bushes grew tall and thick; there was another strip of woods between them and the river, and just this side was a deserted house, which had not been lived in for many years and was gray and crumbling. The fields that belonged to it had been made part of a great sheep pasture, and two or three sheep were standing by the half-opened door, as if they were quite at home there in windy or wet weather. Betty had seen the old house before, and thought it was most picturesque. She now proposed that they should have a picnic party by and by, and make a fire in the old fireplace; but Nelly Foster thought there would be great danger of burning the house down.

Suppose we go and look in? pleaded Betty. Mary Beck and I saw it not long after I came, but she thought it was going to rain, so that we didnt stop. I like to go into an empty old ruin, and make up stories about it, and wonder who used to live there. Dont stop to pick these blackberries; you know they arent half ripe, she teased Nelly; and so they went over to the old house, frightening away the sheep as they crossed the doorstep boldly. It was all in ruins; the roof was broken about the chimney, so that the sun shone through upon the floor, and the light-red bricks were softened and sifting down. In one corner there was a heap of withes for mending fences, which had been pulled about by the sheep, and there were some mud nests of swallows high against the walls, but the birds seemed to have already left them. This room had been the kitchen, and behind it was a dark, small place which must have been a bedroom when people lived there, dismal as it looked now.

I am going to look in here and all about the place, said Betty cheerfully, and stepped in to see what she could find.

Oh, go back, Nelly! she screamed, in a great fright, the next moment; and they fled out of the house into the warm sunshine. They had had time to see that a man was lying on the floor as if he were dead. Bettys heart was beating so that she could hardly speak.

We must get somebody to come, she panted, trying to stop Nelly. Was it somebody dead?

But Nelly sank down as pale as ashes into the sweet-fern bushes, and looked at her strangely. Oh, Betty Leicester, it will kill mother, it will kill her! I believe it was my father; what shall I do?

Your father, faltered Betty,— your father? We must go and tell. Then she remembered that he was a hunted man, a fugitive from justice.

They looked fearfully at the house; the sheep had come back and stood again near the doorway. There was something more horrible than the two girls had ever known in the silence of the place. It would have been less awful if there had been a face at the broken door or windows.

Henry — we must try to stop Henry, said poor pale Nelly, and they hurried toward the river shore. They could not help looking anxiously behind them as they passed the belt of pine; a terrible fear possessed them as they ran. He is afraid that somebody will see him. I wonder if he will come home to-night.

He must be ill there, said Betty, but she did not dare to say anything else. What an unendurable thing to be afraid and ashamed of ones own father!

They looked down the river with eager eyes. Yes, there was Harry Fosters boat coming up slowly, with the three-cornered sail spread to catch the light breeze. Nelly gave a long sigh and sank down on the turf, and covered her face as she cried bitterly. Betty thought, with cowardly longing, of the quiet and safety of Aunt Marys room, and the brown-covered volume of Waltons Lives. Then she summoned all her courage. These two might never have sorer need of a friend than in this summer afternoon.

Henry Fosters boat sailed but slowly. It was heavily laden, and the wind was so light that from time to time he urged it with the oars. He did not see the two girls waiting on the bank until he was close to them, for the sun was in his eyes and his thoughts were busy. His fathers escape from jail was worse than any sorrow yet; nobody knew what might come of it. Harry felt very old and careworn for a boy of seventeen. He had determined to go to see Miss Barbara Leicester that evening, and to talk over his troubles with her. He had been able to save a little money, and he feared that it might be demanded. He had already paid off the smaller debts that were owed in the village; but he knew his father too well not to be afraid of getting some menacing letters presently. If his father had only fled the country! But how could that be done without money? He would not work his passage; Harry was certain enough of that. Would it not be better to let him have the money and go to the farthest limit to which it could carry him?

Something made the young man shade his eyes with his hand and look toward the shore; then he took the oars and pulled quickly in. That was surely his sister Nelly, and the girl beside her, who wore a grayish dress with a white blouse waist, was Betty Leicester. It was just like kind-hearted little Betty to have teased poor Nelly out into the woods. He would carry them home in his boat; he could rub it clean with some handfuls of hemlock twigs or river grass. Then he saw how strangely they looked, as he pushed the boat in and pulled it far ashore. What in the world had happened?

Nelly tried to speak again and again, but her voice could not make itself heard. Oh, dont cry any more, Nelly, dear, said Betty, trembling from head to foot, and very pale. We went into the old house up there by the pasture, and found — Nelly said it was your father, and we thought he was very ill.

Ill take you both home, then, said Harry Foster, speaking quickly and with a hard voice. Get in, both of you, — this is the shortest way, — then Ill come back by myself.

Oh, no, no! sobbed Nelly. He looked as if he were dying, Harry; he was lying on the floor. We will go, too; he couldnt hurt us, could he? And the three turned back into the woods. Bettys heart almost failed her. She felt like a soldier going into battle. Oh, could she muster bravery enough to go into that house again? Yet she loved her father so much that doing this for another girls father was a great comfort, in all her fear.

The young man hurried ahead when they came near the house, and it was only a few minutes before he reappeared.

You must go and tell mother to come as quick as she can, and hurry to find the doctor and tell him; he will know what to do. Father has been dreadfully hurt somehow. Perhaps Miss Leicester will let Jonathan come to help us get him home. Harry Fosters face looked old and strange; he never would seem like a boy any more, Betty thought, with a heart full of sympathy. She hurried away with Nelly; they could not bring help fast enough.



After the great excitement was over, Betty felt very tired and unhappy. That night she could be comforted only by Aunt Barbaras taking her into her own bed, and being more affectionate and sympathetic than ever before, even talking late, like a girl, about the Out-of-Door Club plans. In spite of this attempt to return to every-day thoughts, Betty waked next morning to much annoyance and trouble. She felt as if the sad affairs of yesterday related only to the poor Fosters and herself, but as she went down the street, early, she was stopped and questioned by eager groups of people who were trying to find out something more about the discovery of Mr. Foster in the old house. It proved that he had leaped from a high window, hurting himself badly by the fall, when he made his escape from prison, and that he had been wandering in the woods for days. The officers had come at once, and there was a group of men outside the Fosters house. This had a terrible look to Betty. Everybody said that the doctor believed there was only a slight chance for Mr. Fosters life, and that they were not going to try to take him back to jail. He had been delirious all night. One or two kindly disposed persons said that they pitied his poor family more than ever, but most of the neighbors insisted that it served Foster just right. Betty did her errand as quickly as possible, and hastily brushed by some curious friends who tried to detain her. She felt as if it were unkind and disloyal to speak of her neighbors trouble to everybody, and the excitement and public concern of the little village astonished her very much. She did not know, until then, how the joy or trouble of one home could affect the town as if it were one household. Everybody spoke very kindly to her, and most people called her Betty, and seemed to know her very well, whether they had ever spoken to her before or not. The women were standing at their front doors or their gates, to hear whatever could be told, and our friend looked down the long street and felt that it was like running the gauntlet to get home again. Just then she met the doctor, looking gray and troubled, as if he had been awake all night, but when he saw Betty his face brightened.

Well done, my little lady, he said, in a cheerful voice, which made her feel steady again, and then he put his hand on Bettys shoulder and looked at her very kindly.

Oh, doctor! may I walk along with you a little way? she faltered. Everybody asks me to tell — 

Yes, yes, I know all about it, said the doctor; and he turned and took Bettys hand as if she were a child, and they walked away together. It was well known in Tideshead that Dr. Prince did not like to be questioned about his patients.

I was wondering whether I ought to go to see Nelly, said Betty, as they came near the house. I havent seen her since I came home with her yesterday. I — didnt quite dare to go in as I came by.

Wait until to-morrow, perhaps, said the doctor. The poor man will be gone then, and you will be a greater comfort. Go over through the garden. You can climb the fences, I dare say, and he looked at Betty with a queer little smile. Perhaps he had seen her sometimes crossing the fields with Mary Beck.

Do you mean that he is going to die to-day? asked Betty, with great awe. Ought I to go then?

Love may go where common kindness is shut out, said Dr. Prince. You have done a great deal to make those poor children happy, this summer. They had been treated in a very narrow-minded way. It was not like Tideshead, I must say, he added, but people are shy sometimes, and Mrs. Foster herself could not bear to see the pity in her neighbors faces. It will be easier for her now.

I keep thinking, what if it were my own papa? said Betty softly. He couldnt be so wicked, but he might be ill, and I not there.

Dear me, no! said the doctor heartily, and giving Bettys hand a tight grasp and a little swing to and fro. I suppose hes having a capital good time up among his glaciers. I wish that I were with him for a months holiday; and at this Betty was quite cheerful again.

Now they stopped at Bettys own gate. You must take your Aunt Mary in hand a little, before you go away. Theres nothing serious the matter now, only lack of exercise and thinking too much about herself.

She did come to my tea-party in the garden, responded Betty, with a faint smile, and I think sometimes she almost gets enough courage to go to walk. She didnt sleep at all last night, Serena said this morning.

You see, she doesnt need sleep, explained Dr. Prince, quite professionally. We are all made to run about the world and to work. Your aunt is always making blood and muscle with such a good appetite, and then she never uses them, and nature is clever at revenges. Let her hunt the fields, as you do, and she would sleep like a top. I call it a disease of too-wellness, and I only know how to doctor sick people. Now theres a lesson for you to reflect upon, and the busy doctor went hurrying back to where he had left his horse standing, when he first caught sight of Bettys white and anxious face.

As she entered the house Aunt Barbara was just coming out. I am going to see poor Mrs. Foster, my dear, or to ask for her at the door, she said, and Serena and Letty and Jonathan all came forward to ask whether Betty knew any later news. Seth Pond had been loitering up the street most of the morning, with feelings of great excitement, but he presently came back with instructions from Aunt Barbara to weed the long box-borders behind the house, which he somewhat unwillingly obeyed.

A few days later the excitement was at an end, the sad funeral was over, and on Sunday the Fosters were at church in their appealing black clothes. Everybody had been as kind as they knew how to be, but there were no faces so welcome to the sad family as our little Bettys and the doctors.

It comes of simply following her instinct to be kind and do right, said the doctor to Aunt Barbara, next day. The child doesnt think twice about it, as most of us do. We Tideshead people are terribly afraid of one another, and have to go through just so much before we can take the next step. Theres no way to get right things done but to simply do them. But it isnt so much what your Betty does as what she is.

She has grown into my old heart, said Aunt Barbara. I cannot bear to think of her going away and taking the sunshine with her! — and yet she has her faults, of course, added the sensible old lady.

Oh, by the way! said Dr. Prince, turning back. My wife told me to ask you to come over to tea to-night and bring the little girl; I nearly forgot to give the message.

I shall be very happy to come, answered Miss Leicester, and the doctor nodded and went his busy way. Betty was very fond of going to drive with him, and he looked about the neighborhood as he drove along, hoping to catch sight of her; but Betty was at that moment deeply engaged in helping Letty shell some peas for dinner, at the other side of the house, in the garden doorway of the kitchen. She had spent an hour before that with Mrs. Beck, while they tried together with more or less success to trim a new sailor hat for Mary Beck like one of Bettys own. Mrs. Beck was as friendly as possible in these days, but whenever the Fosters were mentioned her face grew dark. She did not like Mrs. Foster; she did not exactly blame her for all that had happened, but she did not pity her either, or feel a true compassion for such a troubled neighbor. Betty never could understand it. At any rate, she had been saved by her unsettled life from taking a great interest in her own or other peoples dislikes.

That evening, just as the tea-party was in full progress, somebody came for Dr. Prince; and when he returned from his study he announced that he must go at once down the river road to see one of his patients who was worse. Perhaps he saw an eager look in Bettys eyes, for he asked gravely if Miss Leicester had a niece to lend, it being a moonlight evening and not too long a drive. Aunt Barbara made no objection, and our friend went skipping off to the doctors stable in high glee.

Oh, thats nice! she exclaimed. Im so glad that youre going to take Pepper; shes such a dear little horse.

Pepper is getting old, said the doctor, but she really likes to go out in the evening. You can see how fast she will scurry home. Get me a whip from the rack, will you, child? I am anxious to be off.

Mrs. Prince and Aunt Barbara were busy talking in the parlor, and were taking great pleasure in their social occasion, but Betty was so glad that she need not stay to listen, instead of going down the town street and out among the quiet farms behind brisk old Pepper. The wise, kind doctor at her side was silent as he thought about his patient, yet he felt much pleasure in Bettys companionship. They could smell the new marsh hay and hear the tree-toads; it was a most beautiful summer night. Betty felt very grateful and happy, she did not exactly know why; it was not altogether the effect of Mrs. Princes tea and cakes, or even because she was driving with the doctor, but the restlessness and uncertainty that make so great a part of a girls life seemed to have gone away out of her heart. Instead of the excitement there was a pleasant quietness and sense of security, no matter what might be going to happen.

Presently the doctor appeared to have thought enough about his patient. You dont feel chilly, do you? he asked kindly. I find it damp and cold, sometimes, after a hot day, crossing this low land.

Oh, no, Im as warm as toast, answered Betty. Whom are you going to see, Dr. Prince? Old Mr. Duff?

No, he is out-of-doors again. I saw him in the hayfield this morning. You havent been keeping up with my practice as well as usual, of late, said the doctor, laughing a little. I am going to see a girl about your own age. I am afraid that I am going to lose her, too.

Is it that pretty Lizzie Edwards who sits behind the Becks pew? I heard that she had a fever. I saw her the last Sunday that she was at church. Bettys heart was filled with dismay, and the doctor did not speak again. They were near the house now, and could see some lights flitting about; and as they stopped the sick girls father stole silently from behind the bushes and began to fasten the horse, so that Dr. Prince could go in directly. Betty could hear the ominous word sinking, as they whispered together; then she was left alone. It seemed so sad that this other girl should be near the door of death, and so close to the great change that must come to every one. Betty had never known so direct a consciousness of the inevitableness of death, but she was full of life herself, and so eager and ready for whatever might be coming. What if this other girl had felt so, too? She watched the upper windows where the dim light shone, and now and then a shadow crossed the curtain. Everything out-of-doors was quiet and sweet; the moon went higher and higher, and the wind rustled among the apple-trees. Some white petunias in a little plot near by looked strangely white, and Betty thought that perhaps the other girl had planted them, and there they were growing on. Now she was going to die. Betty wondered what it would be like, and if the other girl knew, and if she minded so very much. After a few minutes she found herself saying an eager prayer that the doctor might still cure her, and keep her alive. If she must die, Betty hoped that she herself might do some of the things that Lizzie Edwards would have done, and take her place. When old people had to go, who had done all they wished to do, and got tired, and could not help thinking about having a new life, that was one thing; but to go now and leave all your hopes and plans behind, — indeed, it seemed too hard. But Betty had a sense of the difference between what things could be helped and what were in Gods hands, and when she had said her prayer she waited again hopefully for a long time in the moonlight.

At last there seemed to be more movement in the house and she could hear voices; then she heard somebody sobbing, and the light in the upper room went quickly out.

The doctor came after a few minutes more, which seemed very long and miserable. Pepper had fallen asleep, good old horse! and Betty did not dare to ask any questions.

Well, well, said the doctor, in a surprisingly cheerful voice, I forgot all about you, Miss Betty Leicester. I hope that youre not cold this time, and I dont know what the aunts will have to say about us; it is nearly eleven oclock.

Im not cold, but I did get frightened, acknowledged Betty faintly; then she felt surprisingly light-hearted. Dr. Prince could not be in such good spirits if he had just seen his poor young patient die!

We got here just in time, he said, tucking the light blanket closer about Betty. Weve pulled the child through, but she was almost gone when I first saw her; there was just a spark of life left, — a spark of life, repeated the doctor.

Who was it crying? Betty asked.

The mother, said the doctor. I had just told her that she was going to keep the little girl. Why, heres a good sound sassafras lozenge in my pocket. Now well have a handsome entertainment.

Betty, who had just felt as if she were going to cry for nobody knew how long, began to laugh instead, as Dr. Prince broke his unexpected lozenge into honest halves and presented her solemnly with one of them. There was never such a good sassafras lozenge before or since, and Pepper trotted steadily home to her stall and the last end of her supper. Only think, if the doctor hadnt known just what to do, said Betty later to Aunt Barbara, and how he goes all the time to peoples houses! Every day we see him going by to do things to help people. This might have been a freezing, blowing night, and he would have gone just the same.

Dear child, run up to your bed now, said Aunt Barbara, kissing her good-night; for Betty was very wide awake, and still had so many things to say. She never would forget that drive at night. She had been taught a great lesson of the good doctors helpfulness, but Aunt Barbara had learned it long ago.


XIV. THE OUT-OF-DOOR CLUB.
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THE OUT-OF-DOOR CLUB in Tideshead was slow in getting under way, but it was a great success at last. Its first expedition was to the Picknell farm, to see the place where there had been a great battle with the French and Indians, in old times, and the relics of a beaver-dam were to be inspected besides. Mr. Picknell came to talk about the plan with Miss Barbara Leicester, who was going to drive out to the farm in the afternoon, and then walk back with the club, as besought by Betty. She was highly pleased with the eagerness of her young neighbors, who had discovered in her an unsuspected sympathy and good-fellowship at the time of Bettys June tea-party. It had been a pity to make believe old in all these late years, and to become more and more a stranger to the young people. Perhaps, if the club proved a success, it would be a good thing to have winter meetings too, and read together.

Somehow Miss Barbara had never before known exactly what to do for the young folks. She could have a little supper for them in the evening, and ask them to come and read with her; or perhaps she might propose to read some good story to them, and some poetry. They ought to know something of the great poets. Miss Mary Leicester was taken up with the important business of her own invalidism, but it might be a very good thing for her to take some part in such pleasant plans. Under all Aunt Barbaras shyness and habit of formality Betty had discovered her warm and generous heart. They had become fast friends, and, to tell the truth, Aunt Mary was beginning to have an uneasy and wistful consciousness that she was causing herself to be left out of many pleasures.

The gloom and general concern at the time of the Fosters sorrow had caused the first club meeting to be postponed until early in August; and then, though August weather would not seem so good for out-of-door expeditions, this one Wednesday dawned like a cool, clear June day, and at three oclock the fresh easterly wind had not ceased to blow and yet had not brought in any seaward clouds. There were eleven boys and girls, and Miss Barbara Leicester made twelve, while with the two Picknells the club counted fourteen. The Fosters promised to come later in the summer, but they did not feel in the least hurt because some of their friends urged them to join in cheerful company this very day. It seemed to Betty as if Nelly looked brighter and somehow unafraid, now that the first miserable weeks had gone. It may have been that poor Nelly was lighter-hearted already than she often had been in her fathers lifetime.

Betty and Mary Beck walked together, at first; but George Max asked Mary to walk with him, so they parted. Betty liked Harry Foster better than any other of the boys, and really missed him to-day. She was brimful of plans about persuading her father to help Harry to study natural history. While the club was getting ready to walk two by two, Betty suddenly remembered that she was an odd one, and hastily took her place between the Grants, insisting that they three must lead the procession. The timid Grants were full of fun that day, for a wonder, and a merry head to the procession they were with Betty, walking fast and walking slowly, and leading the way by short cuts across-country with great spirit. They called a halt to pick huckleberries, and they dared the club to cross a wide brook on insecure stepping-stones. Everybody made fun for everybody else whenever they saw an opportunity, and when they reached the Picknell farm, quite warm and excited, they were announced politely by George Max as the Out-of-Breath Club. The shy Picknells wore their best white Sunday dresses, and the long white farm-house with its gambrel roof seemed a delightfully shady place as the club sat still a while to cool and rest itself and drink some lemonade. Mrs. Picknell was a thin, bright-eyed little woman, who had the reputation of being the best housekeeper in town. She was particularly kind to Betty Leicester, who was after all no more a stranger to her than were some of the others who came. It was lovely to see that Mrs. Picknell and Julia were so proud of Marys gift drawing, and evidently managed that she should have time for it. Mary had begun to go to Riverport every week for a lesson.

She heard that Mr. Clinturn, the famous artist, was spending the summer there, and started out by herself one day to ask him to give her lessons, Mrs. Picknell told Betty proudly. He said at first that he couldnt spare the time; but I had asked Mary to take two or three of her sketches with her, and when he saw them he said that it would be a pleasure to help her all that he could.

I do think this picture of the old packet-boat coming up the river is the prettiest of all. Oh, heres Aunt Barbara; do come and see this, Aunty! said Betty, with great enthusiasm. It makes me think of the afternoon I came to you.

Miss Leicester took out her eyeglasses and looked as she was bidden. It is a charming little water-color, she said, with delighted surprise. Did you really teach yourself until this summer?

I only had my play paint-box until last winter, said Mary Picknell. I am so glad you like it, Miss Leicester; for Miss Leicester had many really beautiful pictures of her own, and her praise was worth having.

Then Mr. Picknell took his stick from behind the door, and led the company of guests out across the fields to a sloping rough piece of pasture land, with a noisy brook at the bottom, where a terrible battle had been fought in the old French and Indian war. He read them an account of it from Mr. Parkmans history, and told all the neighborhood traditions of the frightened settlers, and burnt houses, and murdered children and very old people, and the terrible march of a few captives through the winter woods to Canada. How his own great-great grandfather and grandmother were driven away from home, and each believed the other dead for three years, until the man escaped, and then went, hearing that his wife was alive, to buy her freedom. They came to the farm again, and were buried in the old burying-lot, side by side.

There was a part of the story which you left out, Mrs. Picknell said. When they killed the little baby, the Indians told its poor mother not to cry about it or they would kill her too; and when her tears would fall, a kind-hearted squaw was quick enough to throw some water in the poor womans face, so that the men only laughed and thought it was a taunt, and not done to hide tears at all.

I have not heard these old town stories for years. We ought to thank you heartily, said Miss Barbara, when the battle-ground had been shown and the club had heard all the interesting things that were known about the great fight. Then they came back by way of the old family burying-place and read the quaint epitaphs, which Mr. Picknell himself had cut deeper and kept from wearing away. It seemed that they never could forget the old farms history.

I maintain that every old place in town ought to have its history kept, said Mr. Picknell. Now, you boys and girls, what do you know about the places where you live? Why dont you make town clerks of yourselves? Take the edges of almanacs, if you cant get courage to begin a blank-book, and make notes of things, so that dates will be kept for those who come after you. Most of you live where your great-grandfathers did, and you ought to know about the old folks. Most of what Ive kept alive about this old farm I learned from my great-grandmother, who lived to be a very old woman, and liked to tell me stories in the long winter evenings, when I was a boy. Now well go and see where the beavers used to build, down here where the salt water makes up into the outlet of the brook. Plenty of their logs lay there moss-covered, when I was a grown man.

Somehow the getting acquainted with each other in a new way was the best part of the club, after all. It was quite another thing from even sitting side by side in school, to walk these two or three miles together. Betty Leicester had taught her Tideshead cronies something of her own lucky secret of taking and making the pleasures that were close at hand. It was great good fortune to get hold of a common wealth of interest and association by means of the club; and as Mr. Picknell and Miss Leicester talked about the founders and pioneers of the earliest Tideshead farms, there was not a boy nor girl who did not have a sense of pride in belonging to so valiant an old town. They could plan a dozen expeditions to places of historic interest. There had been even witches in Tideshead, and soldiers and scholars to find out about and remember. There was no better way of learning American history (as Miss Leicester said) than to study thoroughly the history of a single New England village. As for newer towns in the West, they were all children of some earlier settlements, and nobody could tell how far back a little careful study would lead.

There was time for a good game of tennis after the stories were told, and the play was watched with great excitement, but some of the club girls strayed about the old house, part of which had been a garrison-house. The doors stood open, and the sunshine fell pleasantly across the floors of the old rooms. Usually they meant to go picnicking, but to-day the Picknells had asked their friends to tea, and a delicious country supper it was. Then they all sang, and Mary Becks clear voice, as usual, led all the rest. It was seven oclock before the party was over. The evening was cooler than August evenings usually are, and after many leave-takings the club set off afoot toward the town.

What a good time! said Betty to the Grants and Aunt Barbara, for she had claimed one Grant and let Aunt Barbara walk with the other; and everybody said What a good time! at least twice, as they walked down the lane to the road. There they stopped for a minute to sing another verse of Good-night, ladies, and indeed went away singing along the road, until at last the steepness of the hill made them quiet. The Picknells, in their doorway, listened as long as they could.

At the top of the long hill the club stopped for a minute, and kept very still to hear the hermit-thrushes singing, and did not notice at first that three persons were coming toward them, a tall man and a boy and girl. Suddenly Bettys heart gave a great beat. The taller figure was swinging a stick to and fro, in a way that she knew well; the boy was Harry Foster, and the girl was Nelly. Surely — but the other? Oh, yes, it was papa! Oh, papa! and Betty gave a strange little laugh and flew before the rest of the club, who were still walking slowly and sedately, and threw herself into her fathers arms. Then Miss Leicester hurried, too, and the rest of the club broke ranks, and felt for a minute as if their peace of mind was troubled.

But Bettys papa was equal to this emergency. This must be Becky, but how grown! he said to Mary Beck, holding out his hand cordially; and George Max, and the Grants, and — Frank Crane, is it? I used to play with your father; and so Mr. Leicester, pioneered by Betty, shook hands with everybody and was made most welcome.

You see that I know you all very well through Betty! So nobody believed that I could come on the next train after my letter, and get here almost as soon? he said, holding Bettys hand tighter than ever, and looking at her as if he wished to kiss her again. He did kiss her again, it being his own Betty. They were very fond of each other, these two; but some of their friends agreed with Aunt Barbara, who always said that her nephew was much too young to have the responsibility of so tall a girl as Betty Leicester.

Nobody noticed that Harry and Nelly Foster were there too, in the first moment of excitement, and so the first awkwardness of taking up every-day life again with their friends was passed over easily. As for our Betty, she fairly danced along the road as they went homeward, and could not bear to let go her hold of her fathers hand. It was even more dear and delightful than she had dreamed to have him back again.


XV. THE STARLIGHT COMES IN.
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THERE WAS A most joyful evening in the old Leicester house. Everybody forgot to speak about Bettys going to bed, and even Aunt Mary was in high spirits. It was wonderful how much good a little excitement did for her, and Betty had learned that an effort to be entertaining always brought the pleasant reward of saving Aunt Mary from a miserable, tedious morning or afternoon. When she waked next morning, her first thought was about papa, and her next that Aunt Mary was likely to have a headache after sitting up so late. Betty herself was tired, and felt as if it were the day after the fair; but when she hurried down to breakfast she found Aunt Barbara alone, and was told that papa had risen at four oclock, and, as she expressed it to Aunt Mary a little later, stolen his breakfast from Serena and gone down to Riverport on the packet, the tide having served at that early hour.

I heard a clacketing in the kitchen closet, said Serena, and I just got my skirt an a cape on to me an flew down to see what t was. I expected somebody was took with fits; an there was yr father with both his hands full o somethin hed collected to stay himself with, an he looked s much o a boys ever he did, and I so remarked, an he told me he was goin to Riverport. Want a little change, I spose? says I, an he laughed good an clipped it out o the door and down towards the landin.

I wonder what hes after now, Serena? said Betty sagely, but Serena shook her head absently. It was evident to Bettys mind that papa had shaken off all thought of care, and was taking steps towards some desired form of enjoyment. He had been disappointed the evening before to find that there were hardly any boats to be had. Very likely he meant to bring one up on the packet that afternoon; but Betty was disappointed not to find him in the house, and thought that he might have called her to go down on the packet with him. She felt as if she were going to have a long and dull morning.

However, she found that Aunt Mary was awake and in a cheerful frame, so she brought her boots in, and sat by the garden window while she put some new buttons on with the delightful little clamps that save so many difficult stitches. Aunt Mary was already dressed, though it was only nine oclock, and was seated before an open bureau drawer, which her grandniece had learned to recognize as a good sign. Aunt Mary had endless treasures of the past carefully tucked away in little bundles and boxes, and she liked to look these over, and to show them to Betty, and tell their history. She listened with great eagerness to Bettys account of papas departure.

I was afraid that you would feel tired this morning, said the girl, turning a bright face toward her aunt.

I am sure I expected it myself, replied Aunt Mary plaintively, but it isnt neuralgia weather, perhaps. At any rate, I am none the worse.

I believe that a good frolic is the very best thing for you, insisted Betty, feeling very bold; but Aunt Mary received this news amiably, though she made no reply. Betty had recovered by this time from her sense of bitter wrong at her fathers departure, and after she had talked with Aunt Mary a little while about the grand success of the Out-of-Door Club, she went her ways to find Becky.

Becky was in a very friendly mood, and admired Mr. Leicester, and wondered too at ever having been afraid of him in other years, when she used to see him walking sedately down the street.

Papa is very sober sometimes when he is hard at work, explained Betty with eagerness. He gets very tired, and then — oh, I dont mean that papa is ever aggravating, but for days and days I know that he is working hard and cant stop to hear about my troubles, so I try not to talk to him; but he always makes up for it after a while. I dont mind now, but when I was a little girl and first went away from here I used to be lonely, and even cry sometimes, and of course I didnt understand. We get on beautifully now, and I like to read so much that I can always cover up the dull times with a nice book.

Do they last long, — the dull times? asked Mary Beck in an unusually sympathetic voice. Betty had spoken sadly, and it dawned upon her friends mind that life was not all a holiday even to Betty Leicester.

Ever so long, answered Betty briskly; but you see I have my mending and housekeeping when we are in lodgings. We are masters of the situation now, papa always says; but when I was too small to look after him, we used to have to depend upon old lodging-house women, and they made us miserable, though I love them all for the sake of the good ones who will let you go into the kitchen yourself and make a cup of tea for papa just right, and be honest and good, and cry when you go away instead of slamming the door. Oh, I could tell you stories, Mary Eliza Beck! and Betty took one or two frisky steps along the sidewalk as if she meant to dance. Mary Beck felt as if she were looking out of a very small and high garret window at a vast and surprising world. She was not sure that she should not like to keep house in country lodgings, though, and order the dinner, and have a housekeeping purse, as Betty had done these three or four years. They had often talked about these experiences; but Beckys heart always faltered when she thought of being alone in strange houses and walking alone in strange streets. Sometimes Betty had delightful visits, and excellent town lodgings, and diversified hotel life of the most entertaining sort. She seemed to be thinking about all this and reflecting upon it deeply. I wish that papa and I were going to be here a year, she said. I love Tideshead.



Mr. Leicester did not wait to come back with the packet boat, but appeared by the stage from the railway station in good season for dinner. He was very hungry, and looked well satisfied with his mornings work, and he told Betty that she should know toward the end of the afternoon the reason of his going to Riverport, so that there was nothing to do but to wait. She was disappointed, because she had fancied that he meant to bring home a new row-boat; perhaps, after all, he had made some arrangements about it. Why, yes! it might be coming up by the packet, and they would go out together that very evening. Betty could hardly wait for the hour to come.

When dinner was over, papa was enticed up to see the cubby-house, while the aunts took their nap. There was a little roast pig for dinner, and Aunt Barbara had been disappointed to find that her guest had gone away, as it was his favorite dinner; but his unexpected return made up for everything, and they had a great deal of good fun. Papa was in the best of spirits, and went out to speak to Serena about the batter pudding as soon as Aunt Barbara rose from her chair.

Now dont you tell me you dont get them batter puddings a sight better in the dwellings of the rich and great, insisted Serena, with great complacency. Setting down to feast with lords and dukes, sames you do, you must eat of the best the year round. We do season the sauce well, I will allow. Miss Barbara, she always thinks it may need a drop more.

Serena, said Bettys father solemnly, I assure you that I have eaten a slice of bacon between two tough pieces of hard tack for my dinner many a day this summer, and I havent had such a batter pudding since the last one you made yourself.

You dont tell me theyre goin out o fashion, said Serena, much shocked. I know some aint got the knack o makin em.

Betty stood by, enjoying the conversation. Serena always said proudly that a great light of intellect would have been lost to the world if she had not rescued Mr. Leicester from the duck-pond when he was a boy, and they were indeed the best of friends. Serenas heart rejoiced when anybody praised her cooking, and she turned away now toward the pantry with a beaming smile, while the father and daughter went up to the garret.

It was hot there at this time of day; still the great elms outside kept the sun from shining directly on the roof, and a light breeze was blowing in at the dormer window.

Mr. Leicester sat down in the high-backed wooden rocking-chair, and looked about the quaint little place with evident pleasure. Betty was perched on the window-sill. She had looked forward eagerly to this moment.

There is my old butterfly-net, he exclaimed, and my minerals, and — why, all the old traps! Where did you find them? I remember that once I came up here and found everything cleared away but the gun, — they were afraid to touch that.

I looked in the boxes under the eaves, explained Betty. Your little Fourth of July cannon is there in the dark corner. I had it out at first, but Becky tumbled over it three times, and once Aunt Mary heard the noise and had a palpitation of the heart, so I pushed it back again out of the way. I did so wish that you were here to fire it. I had almost forgotten what fun the Fourth is. I wrote you all about it, didnt I?

Some day we will come to Tideshead and have a great celebration, to make up for losing that, said papa. Betty, my child, Im sleepy. I dont know whether it is this rocking-chair or Serenas dinner.

Perhaps it was getting up so early in the morning, suggested Betty. Go to sleep, papa. Ill say some of my new pieces of poetry. I learned all you gave me, and some others beside.

Not the Scholar Gypsy, I suppose?

Yes, indeed, said Betty. The last of it was hard, but all those verses about the fields are lovely, and make me remember that spring when we lived in Oxford. That was the only long one you gave me. I am not sure that I can say it without the book. I always play that I am in the high field corner looking down at the meadows, and I can remember the first pages beautifully.

Papas eyes were already shut, and by the time Betty had said

All the live murmur of a summers day

she found that he was fast asleep. She stole a glance at him now and then, and a little pang went through her heart as she saw that his hair was really growing gray. Aunt Mary and Aunt Barbara appeared to believe that he was hardly more than a boy, but to Betty thirty-nine years was a long lifetime, and indeed her father had achieved much more than most men of his age. She was afraid of waking him and kept very still, so that a sparrow lit on the window-sill and looked at her a moment or two before he flew away again. She could even hear the pigeons walking on the roof overhead and hopping on the shingles, with a tap, from the little fence that went about the house-top. When Mr. Leicester waked he still wished to hear the Scholar Gypsy, which was accordingly begun again, and repeated with only two or three stops. Sometimes they said a verse together, and then they fell to talking about some of the people whom they both loved in Oxford, and had a delightful hour together. At first Betty had not liked to learn long poems, and thought her father was stern and inconsiderate in choosing such old and sober ones; but she was already beginning to see a reason for it, and was glad, if for nothing else, to know the poems papa himself liked best, even if she did not wholly understand them. It was easy now to remember a new one, for she had learned so many. Aunt Barbara was much pleased with this accomplishment, for she had learned a great many herself in her lifetime. It seemed to be an old custom in the Leicester family, and Betty thought one day that she could let this gift stand in the place of singing as Becky could; ones own friends were not apt to care so much for poetry, but older people liked to be repeated to. One night, however, she had said Tennysons ballad of The Revenge to Harry Foster and Nelly as they came up the river, and they liked it surprisingly.



Papa reached for the old guitar presently and after mending the broken strings he began to sing a delightful little Italian song, a great favorite of Bettys. Then there was a step on the stairs, Aunt Barbaras dignified head appeared behind the railing, and they called her to come up and join them.

I felt as if there must be ghosts walking in daylight when I heard the old guitar, she said a little wistfully. When she was seated in the rocking-chair and Bettys father had pulled forward a flowered tea-chest for himself, he went on with his singing, and then played a Spanish dancing tune, with a nod to Betty, so that she skipped at once to the open garret-floor and took the pretty steps with much gayety. Aunt Barbara smiled and kept time with her foot; then she left the prim rocking-chair and began to follow the dance too, soberly chasing Betty and receding and even twirling her about, until they were both out of breath and came back to their places very warm and excited. They looked strangely alike as they danced. Betty was almost as tall and only a little more quick and graceful than her grandaunt.

It is such fun to be just the same age as you and papa, insisted Betty. We do everything together now. She took on a pretty grown-up air, and looked at Aunt Barbara admiringly. It was only this summer that she had begun to understand how young grown people really are. Aunt Mary seemed much older because she had stopped doing so many pleasant things. This garret dance was a thing to remember. Betty liked Aunt Barbara better every day, but it had never occurred to her that she knew that particular Spanish dance. An army officers wife had taught it to Betty and some of her friends the summer she was in the Isle of Wight. Becky had been brought up to be very doubtful about dancing, which was a great pity, for she was apt to be stiff and awkward when she walked or tried to move about in the room. Somehow she moved her feet as if they had been made too heavy for her, but she learned a good deal from trying to keep step as she walked with Betty, who was naturally light-footed.

Mr. Leicester put down the guitar at last, and said that he had an errand to do, and that Betty had better come along.

Cant you sit still five minutes, either of you? maliciously asked Aunt Barbara, who had quite regained her breath. I really did not know how cozy this corner was. I must say that I had forgot to associate it with anything but Serenas and my putting away blankets in the spring. I used to like to sit by the window and read when I was your age, Betty. In those days I could look over this nearest elm and see way down the river, just as you can now in winter when the leaves are gone. I dare say the three generations before me have played here too. I am so glad that we could have Betty this summer; it is time she began to strike her roots a little deeper here.

Yes, said Mr. Leicester, but I cant do without her, my only Betsey! and they all laughed, but Betty had a sudden suspicion that Aunt Barbara would try to keep her altogether now. This frightened our friend a little, for though she loved the old home dearly, she must take care of papa. It was her place to take care of him now; she had been looking over his damaged wardrobe most anxiously that morning, as if her own had never known ruin. His outside clothes were well enough, but alas for his pocket handkerchiefs and stockings! He looked a little pale, too, and as if he had on the whole been badly neglected in minor ways.

But there never was a more cheerful and contented papa, as they walked toward the river together hand-in-hand, in the fashion of Bettys childhood. They found that the packet had come in, and there was a group of spectators on the old wharf, who were looking eagerly at something which proved to be a large cat-boat which the packet had in tow. Mr. Leicester left Betty suddenly and went to the wharfs edge.

Did you have any trouble bringing her up? he asked.

Bless ye, no, sir, said the packets skipper; didnt hinder us one grain; had a clever little breeze right astern all the way up.

Look here, Betty, said papa, returning presently. I went down this morning to hunt for a dory with a sail, and I saw this cat-boat which somebody was willing to let, and I have hired it for a while. I wish to look up the river shell-fish a bit; its not altogether play, I mean you to understand.

Oh, papa! cried Betty joyfully. The only thing we needed was a nice boat. But you cant have clutters in pots and pans at Aunt Barbaras, can you, and your works going on? Serena wont like it, and she can be quite terrible, you know!

Come on board and look at her, said Mr. Leicester, regardless of the terrors of Serenas disapproval. The cat-boat carried a jib beside a good-sized mainsail, and had a comfortable little cabin with a tiny stove and two berths and plenty of lockers. Two young men had just spent their vacation in her, coasting eastward, and one of them told Mr. Leicester that she was the quickest and steadiest boat he ever saw, sailing close to the wind and answering her rudder capitally. They had lived on board altogether and made themselves very comfortable indeed. There was a light little flat-bottomed boat for tender, and the white cat-boat itself had been newly painted with gilt lettering across the stern, Starlight, Riverport.

I can ask the Out-of-Door Club one day next week, announced Betty, with great enthusiasm. Isnt she clean and pretty? Wont Aunt Barbara like her, papa?

I must look about for some one to help me to sail her, said Mr. Leicester, with uncommon gravity. What do you think of young Foster? He must know the river well, and his fishing may be falling off a little now. It would be a good way to help him, dont you think so?

Bettys eyes shone with joy. Oh, yes, she said; they do have such a hard time now. Nelly told me so yesterday morning. It has cost them so much lately. Harry has been trying to get something to do in Riverport.

They were busy anchoring the Starlight out in the stream, and now Mr. Leicester helped Betty over the side into the tender and sculled her ashore. Some of the men on the wharf had disappeared, but others were still there, and there was a great bustle of unloading some bags of grain from the packet. Mr. Leicester invited one of his old acquaintances who asked many questions to come out and see the cat-boat, and as Betty hurried up the street to the house she saw over her shoulder that a large company in small leaky crafts had surrounded the pretty Starlight like pirates. It was apt to be very dull in Tideshead for many of the idle citizens, and Mr. Leicesters return was always hailed with delight. It was nearly tea-time, so that Betty could not go over to tell Mary Beck the good news; but one white handkerchief, meaning Come over, was quickly displayed on the pear-tree branch, and while Betty was getting dressed in a much-needed fresh gown for tea Becky kindly appeared, and was delighted with the good news. She had seen the Starlight already from a distance.

My father used to have a splendid sailboat, said fatherless Becky with much wistfulness, and Betty put her arms round her and gave her a warm kiss. Sometimes it seemed that whatever one had the other lacked.


XVI. DOWN THE RIVER.
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THERE WAS A great stirring about and opening and shutting of kitchen doors early the next morning but one. Betty had been anxious the day before to set forth on what she was pleased to call a long cruise in the Starlight, but Mr. Leicester said that he must give up the morning to his letters, and after that came a long business talk with Aunt Barbara in the library, where she sat before her capacious secretary and produced some neat packages of papers from a little red morocco trunk which Betty had never seen before. To say truth, Aunt Barbara was a famous business woman and quite the superior of her nephew in financial matters, but she deferred to him meekly, and in fact gained some long-desired information about a northwestern city in which Mr. Leicester had lately been obliged to linger for two or three days.

It was a day of clear hot sunshine and light breeze, not in the least a good day for sailing; but Betty was just as much disappointed to be kept at home as if it had been, and after breakfast she loitered about in idleness, with a look of dark disapproval, until papa suddenly faced about and held her before him by her two shoulders, looking gravely into her eyes, which fell at once.

Dont be cross, Betty, he said quietly; we shall play all the better if we dont forget our work. What is there to do first? Wheres Things to be Done?

Betty dipped into her pocket and pulled out a bit of paper with the above heading, and held it up to him. Papas eyes began to twinkle and she felt her cheeks grow red, but good humor was restored. 1. Ask Seth to sharpen my knife. 2. Find Aunt Marys old Evenings at Home and read her the Transmigrations of Indur. 3. Find out what hedonism means in the dictionary. 4. Sew on papas buttons.

Those were all the things I could think of last night, explained Betty apologetically. I was so sleepy.

It strikes me that the most important duty happened to be set down last, said Mr. Leicester, beginning to laugh. If you will look after the buttons, I will tell you the meaning of hedonism and sharpen the jack-knife, and I am not sure that I wont read the Transmigrations to Aunt Mary beside, for the sake of old times. I know where those little old brown books are, too, unless they have been moved from their old places. I am willing to make a good offer, for I have hardly a button to my back, you know. And this evening we will have a row, if not a sail. The sky looks as if the wind were rising, and you can ask Mary Beck to go with us to-morrow down the river, if you like. I am going to see young Foster the first time I go down the street. Now good-by until dinner-time, dear child.

Good-by, dear papa! and Betty ran up-stairs two steps at a time. She had already looked to see if there were plenty of ink in his ink-bottle, and some water in a tiny vase on his writing-table for the quill pens. It was almost the only thing she had done that morning, but it was one of her special cares when they were together. She gathered an armful of his clothes, and finding that Aunt Mary was in a hospitable frame went into her room for advice and society, and sat busily sewing by the favorite cool western window nearly all the morning.

In the evening, when the tide was high, Betty and Mr. Leicester went out for a little row by themselves, floating under some overhanging oak-boughs and talking about things that had happened when they were apart.

Now we come back to where we began this chapter, — the early morning of the next day, and Serenas and Lettys bustling in the pantry to have a basket of luncheon ready, so that the boating party need not lose the tide; the boating party itself at breakfast in the dining-room; Mary Beck in a transport of delight sitting by her window at the other side of the street, all ready to rush out the minute she saw Betty appear. As for Harry Foster and Seth, they had already gone down to the shore.

On the wide sofa in the hall was a funny old-fashioned leather satchel with a strong strap-handle. It seemed full to overflowing, and beside it lay a warm shawl neatly folded, and, not to make too long a story, Aunt Barbaras third-best bonnet was close at hand, and these were her provisions for spending the day on the river. Mr. Leicester had insisted that she should go with them, and that if she found it tiresome there was nothing to prevent her coming back by train from Riverport in the afternoon. Aunt Barbara felt as if she were being a little adventurous, and packed her small portmanteau with a secret foreboding that she might be kept out over night; still she had always been very fond of boating, and had seen almost none of it for many years, in fact since Bettys father had been at home sometimes, in his college vacations. There was a fine breeze blowing already in the elms and making the tall hollyhocks bow in the garden, and when they reached the wharf and put down the creaking wicker basket on the very edge the tide was still high, and Harry Foster had already hoisted the Starlights sail with one careful reef in it, and was waiting to row them out two at a time in the tag-boat. Nelly Foster could not go, as she and her mother were very busy that day, but Harrys face looked brighter than Betty had ever seen it, and she was sure that papa must have been very good, and, to use a favorite phrase of his, opened a new gate for him. Mary Beck was strangely full of fears, considering that she was the granddaughter of a brave old sailor; but after she was out of the unsteady smaller boat, and had been decoyed by Betty to the bows of the Starlight, and shown how to stow herself away so that she hindered neither jib nor boom, she began to enjoy herself highly. Aunt Barbara sat under her every-day parasol, looking quite elegant and unseaworthy, but very happy. Harry Foster was steering just beside her, and Mr. Leicester, with Seths assistance, was shaking out the reef; for the wind was quieter just now, and they wished to get farther down river as soon as possible, since here, where the banks were often high and wooded and the stream narrow, it was gusty and uncertain sailing for so large a boat. They slipped down fast with the wind and tide, and passed the packet, which had started out ahead of them. She carried an unusual number of passengers, and was loaded deep with early potatoes. The girls waved their handkerchiefs and the men on board the packet gave a cheer, while Mr. Leicester saluted with the Starlights flag, and it was altogether a ceremonious occasion. Seth said that he guessed folks would think old Tideshead was waking up. Of all the pleasure-boats company Seth was perhaps the best satisfied. He had been in a state of torture lest he might not be asked to make one of the crew, and it being divulged that although of up-country origin he had once gone to the Georges Banks fishing with a seafaring uncle, Mr. Leicester considerately asked for his services. Seth had put on the great rubber-boots and a heavy red woolen shirt that he wore on shipboard in March weather. He was already obliged to fan himself incessantly with his straw hat, as they were running before the wind, and presently, after much suffering, made an excuse to go into the little cabin, whence he reappeared, much abashed, in his stocking feet and a faded calico shirt, which had been luckily put on under the red one. Aunt Barbara held her parasol so that it covered her face for a few minutes, and there was a considerate silence, until Seth mentioned that he had thought he knew before what it was to be het up, but you never knew what kind of weather t was to be on the water.

At the next bend of the river the wind made them much cooler, while the boat sailed even better than before. There had been plenty of rain, so that the shore was as green as in June and the old farm-houses looked very pleasant. Betty had not been so far down as this since the day she came to Tideshead, and was looking eagerly for certain places that she remembered. Aunt Barbara and papa were talking about John Paul Jones and his famous river crew, some of whom Aunt Barbara had known in their old age, while she was a girl. Harry Foster was listening with great interest. Betty and even Becky felt proud of Harry as he steered, looking along the river with quick, sure eyes. They did not feel so familiar with him as usual; somehow, he looked a good deal older since the trouble about his father, and there was a new manliness and dignity about him, as if he knew that his mother and Nelly had no one but himself to depend upon. It was plain to see that his early burden of shame and sorrow had developed a strong character in the lad. There was none of the listlessness and awkward incapacity and self-admiration that made some of the other Tideshead boys so unattractive, but Harry Foster had a simple way of speaking and of doing whatever had to be done.

There was a group of wooden pails on the boat, and a queer apparatus for dredging which Mr. Leicester had made the afternoon before with Seths and Jonathans help. They had implored a flat-iron from Serena for one of the weights, and she had also contributed a tin pail, which was curiously weighted also with small pieces of iron, so that it would sink in a particular way. It was believed that a certain uncommon little creature would be found in the flats farther down the river, and Mr. Leicester told the ships company certain interesting facts about its life and behavior which made everybody eager to join the search. I have been meaning to hunt for it for years, he said. Professor Agassiz told me about it when I was in college; but then he always roused ones enthusiasm as no one else could, and made whatever he was interested in seem the one thing in the world that was of very first importance. Bettys heart glowed as she listened; she thought the same thing of papa. He was such an inspirer of others to do good work, said Mr. Leicester, still thinking lovingly of his great teacher.

Sometimes the river was narrow and deep and the Starlights course lay near the shore, so that the children came running down to the waters edge to see the pretty boat go by, and envy Betty and Mary Beck in the shadow of her great white sail. Some of them shouted Hollo! and the two girls answered again and again, until the little voices sounded small and piping and were lost in the distance. Halfway to Riverport, where the houses were a good way from any village, it seemed as if these old homes had remained the same for many years; none of them had bay-windows, and the paint was worn away by wind and weather. It was like stepping back twenty or thirty years in the rural history. Aunt Barbara said that everything looked almost exactly the same along one reach of the river as it did when she could first remember it. The shores were green with pines and ferns and gray with ledges. It was salt water here, so that they could smell the seaweed and the woods, and could hear the song-sparrows and the childrens voices as they passed the lonely farm-houses standing high and fog-free above the water. From one of these they heard the sound of womens voices singing.

Theyre havin a meetin in there, I expect, explained Seth. Yes, I hear Liza Loomiss voice too. You know, Miss Leicester, she used to live up to Tideshead and sing in the Methodist choir. Shes got a lovely voice to sing. Shes married down this way. They like to git together in these scattered places, but t is more customary up where I come from to have them neighborhood meetins of an afternoon. Betty watched the small gray house with deep interest, and thought she should like to go in. There were little children playing about the door, as if they had been brought and left outside to amuse themselves. It was very touching to hear the old hymn as they sailed by, and Aunt Barbara and Bettys father looked at each other significantly as they listened. Becky, you ought to be there to help sing, Betty whispered, as they sat side by side, but Becky thought it was very stupid to be having a prayer-meeting that lovely morning.

Seth Pond had celebrated the Fourth of July by going down to Riverport on the packet, and he had gathered much information about the river which he was glad to give now for everybodys pleasure and enlightenment.

Theres a bot layin up in that cove thats drowned two men, he said solemnly. There was a lady with em, but she was saved. I understand theyd been drinking heavy.

Betty looked at the boat with awe where it lay with the stern under water and the bows ashore and all warped apart. Isnt she good for anything? she asked.

Nobodyll ever touch her, said Seth contemptuously,— shes drowned two men.

But Miss Leicester smiled, and said that it appeared to have been their own fault.

They could see into the low ruined cabin from the deck of the Starlight, and, after they passed, the cabin port-hole seemed to watch them like an eye until it was far astern.

I suppose she will lie there until she breaks up in a high tide, and then the women will gather her wreck wood to burn, said Mr. Leicester, watching the warped mast, and Harry Foster said that no fishermen on the river would ever touch a boat that they believed to be unlucky. Just then they came round a point and passed a little house close by the water, where there were flakes for drying fish and a collection of little weather-beaten boxes shaped like roofs which were used to cover the fish in wet weather. Betty thought they looked like a village of baby-houses. At this moment a woman darted out of the house door, screaming to some one inside, Ive lost Georgie and Idy both! and off the anxious mother hurried along the steep path to the fish flakes, as if that were where she usually found the runaways. Presently they heard a childs shrill voice, and a pink pinafore emerged from among the little roofs. Ida was deposited angrily in the lane, while the mother went back to hunt for the other one. It was very droll to see and hear it all from the river, but it was some minutes before loud shrieks announced the adventurous Georgies capture.

Georgie must ha been hull down on the horizon, remarked Seth blandly, trying to be very nautical, and everybody laughed; but Betty and Mary thought the woman very cross, when it was such a pretty place to play out there among the bayberry, and perhaps there were ripe blackberries. Harry Foster said that children did mischief in pulling off bits of the dry fish and spoiling them for market; but there was no end of fish, and everybody felt a sympathy for Idy and Georgie both in their sad captivity.

Before long the houses were nearer together, and even clustered in little groups close by the river, and sometimes the Starlight passed some schooners going up or down, or being laden with bricks or hay or firewood at small wharves. Then they came in sight of the Riverport steeples, only a few miles below. The wind was not so gusty now and blew steadily, but it was very light, and the Starlight moved slowly. Harry and Seth had already hoisted a topsail, and while Mr. Leicester steered Harry came and stood by the masts, looking out ahead and talking with the two girls. But Harry felt responsible for the boat, and could not give himself up to pleasuring until, as he said, he understood the tricks and manners of the Starlight a little better. It was toward noon, now, for they had come slowly the last third of the way; and Mr. Leicester, after a word with Aunt Barbara, proposed that they should go ashore for a while, for there was a beautiful piece of pine woods close at hand, and the flats which he was going to investigate were also within rowing distance. So down came the sails and alongside came the tag-boat; and Aunt Barbara was landed first, parasol and all, and the others followed her. The tide was running out fast, and it was not easy to find a landing-place along the muddy shores. Betty thought the Starlight looked much smaller from the shore than she seemed when they were on board. Harry and Seth made everything trig and came in last, leaving the cat-boat at anchor far out.

Even after the joy of sailing it was very pleasant ashore under the shady pines, and Mr. Leicester found a delightfully comfortable place for Aunt Barbara to sit in, while the girls were near by. What an interesting morning we have had! Betty heard Aunt Barbara say. Sailing down the river brings to mind so many things in the past. The beginnings of history in this part of the country always have to do with the river. I wish that I could remember all the stories of the early settlements that I used to hear old people tell in my childhood.

See that little green farm in the middle of the sunburnt pastures across the river, said Mr. Leicester, who had been looking that way intently. Look, Betty! what a small green spot it makes with its orchard and fields among the woods and brown pastures, and yet what toil has been spent there year after year!

Betty looked with great interest. She had seen the green farm, but she had not thought about it, and neither had Mary Beck, who could not tell why she kept looking that way again and again, and somehow could not help thinking how good it would be to make a green place like that by ones own life among dull and difficult surroundings. Betty was her green place; by and by she could do the same thing for somebody else, perhaps.

What a lovely place this is! said Aunt Barbara, still enthusiastic. There is such sweet air here among the pines, and I delight in the wide outlook over the river. I begin to feel as young as ever. I thought that I was almost too old to enjoy myself any more, last winter. It is such a mistake to let ones self make great things out of little ones, as I did, and carry life too heavily, she added.

You must feel ever so much older inside than you look outside, said Betty, who was in famous spirits.

Mr. Leicester laughed with the rest, and then looked over his shoulder with a droll expression, as if something was causing him great apprehension. Aunt Barbara! he began, and then hid his face with his arm, as if he were about to be well whipped.

What mischief now? said she.

I have played you a trick: you are not leaving your home and friends for one day, but for two.

Miss Leicester looked puzzled.

You were very good not to say that I was foolish to carry two extra sails.

I did think it was nonsense, Tom, he was promptly assured, but then I remembered that you had only hired the boat, and thought perhaps the sails went with it. Of course they take up too much room in the cabin. You cant mean that you are going on a longer voyage?

Tents! shouted Betty, jumping up and dancing about in great excitement. Tents! dont you see, Aunt Barbara? and were going to camp out. It was a very anxious moment, for if Aunt Barbara said, We must go home to-night, there would be nothing to do but obey.

But your Aunt Mary will be worried, wont she? asked Miss Leicester, whose quick wit suspected a deep-laid plot. She was already filled with a spirit of adventure; she really looked pleased, but was not without a sense of responsibility.

I thought you would like it, explained Mr. Leicester, in a matter-of-fact way; and there was no need of telling you beforehand, so that you would make your will and pay your taxes and get in all the winter supplies and have the minister to tea before you started. Aunt Mary knows, and so does Serena; you will see that Serena contemplated the situation by the way she filled these big baskets.

I saw that they were amused with something that I didnt quite understand. And Mary Becks mother will not feel anxious? she asked, for a final assurance. I never expected to turn myself into a wild Indian at my age, even to please foolish children like you and Betty, but I have always wished that I could sleep one night under the pine woods.

You said so when we were reading Mr. Stevensons Travels with a Donkey aloud to Aunt Mary, Betty stated eagerly, as if the others would find it hard to believe her grandaunt. Somehow, a stranger would have found it difficult to believe that Miss Leicester had unsatisfied desires about gypsying.

Mary Beck was deeply astonished; she had a huge admiration for her dignified neighbor across the way, and yet it was always a little perilous to her ease of mind and self-possession to find herself in Miss Leicesters company. Many a time, in the days before Betty came to Tideshead, she had walked to and fro before the old house hoping to be spoken to or called in for a visit, and yet was too shy to properly answer a kind good-morning when they met. Aunt Barbara used to think that Becky was a dull girl, but they were already better friends. It took a long time to rouse Beckys enthusiasm, but when roused it burned with steady flame. To think that she should be camping out with Miss Leicester!

But Mr. Leicester and Betty and Becky were soon at work making their camp, and the novices took their first lesson in woodcraft. The young men, Harry Foster and Seth, came ashore bringing the tender loaded deep with tents and blankets, some of them from Jonathans carefully kept chests in the carriage-house, and Miss Leicester wondered again how anybody had contrived to get so many things from the house to the boat without her knowledge. There were two sharp hatchets, and presently Seth and Harry were dispatched to gather some dry wood for the fire, though until near evening the tents need not be put up nor the last arrangements made for sleeping. By and by everybody could help either to cut or carry hemlock and spruce boughs for the beds.

Betty helped her father to roll some stones together for a fireplace just at the edge of the river beach, and pleased him very much by rolling a heavy one up to the top of the heap on a piece of board which had washed ashore, just as she had seen farmers do in building a stone wall. Mary Beck, in a trepidation of delight, was helping Miss Barbara Leicester unpack the baskets, to see what should be eaten for dinner and what should be kept for future meals, when Mr. Leicester called them.

Aunt Barbara, he proclaimed, I am not going to let you keep tent; you only know how to keep house; and beside, you mustnt do what you always do at home. Let the girls manage dinner and you come with me, now that the fire is started. I have thought of an errand.

Miss Leicester meekly obeyed; she was ready for anything, having once cast off, as she said, all obligation to society, and with a few parting charges to Betty about the provisions she disappeared among the pines with her nephew.

Isnt it fun? said Mary Beck, and she put on such a comical face when Betty sedately quoted,

What is that, mother?
A lark, my child,

that Betty fell into a fit of laughter, and Becky caught it, and they were gasping for breath before they could stop. Oh, think of Aunt Barbara camping out and setting herself up for a gypsy! said Betty. This is just the way papa does now and then. I always told you so, didnt I? — only you never know when to watch for his tricks. He doesnt always catch me like this, I can tell you. Think of Aunt Barbara! I hope the dear thing will pass a good night; she isnt a bit older than we are in her dear heart. How will she ever have the face to walk into church so grandly Sunday morning! and so the merry girls chattered on, while they spread the cloth and Betty put a decoration of leaves round the edge and a handful of flowers in the middle. You have such a way of prettifying things, said Mary Beck; there, the chocolate pot is beginning to boil already.

We ought to have some fresh water; it is time papa came back, said Betty anxiously; and just then appeared papa and smiling Aunt Barbara, and a small tin pail which had to be borrowed at a farm-house half a mile away because it was forgotten.

The wind blew cool across the river, and more and more boats went gliding up and down in the channel, though the tide was very low. Everybody was hungrier than ever, because the sea wind is famous for helping on an appetite, and the hot chocolate was none too hot after all, though Aunt Barbaras bonnet was hanging on a branch and she did not seem to miss the shelter of it. Becky was forced to change her opinion about cooking; she had always disliked to have anything to do with it; it seemed to her a thing to be ignored and concealed in polite society, and yet Betty was openly proud of having had a few cooking-school lessons, and of knowing the right way to do things. Becky suddenly began to parade her own knowledge, and found herself of great use to the party. Instead of being unwilling when her mother asked for help again, she meant to learn a great many more things. She was overjoyed when she found a tin box of coffee, and remembered that Betty had said it was her fathers chief delight. She would make a good cup for him in the morning. Betty was always saying how nice it was to know how to do things. She never expected to like to wash dinner dishes, but the time had come, though a hot sun was somehow pleasanter than a hot stove, and it had been a gypsy dinner, with potatoes in the ashes and buns toasted on a hot stone, and no end of good things beside.

We must have some oysters to roast for our supper. I know a place just below here where they are very salt and good, said Mr. Leicester; and one of you young men might go fishing, and bring us in a string of flounders, or anything you can get. We have breakfast to look out for, you remember.

Ay, ay, sir, said Harry Foster, sailor fashion, but with uncommon heartiness. Harry had been very quiet and care-taking on the boat, and had not said much, either, since he came ashore, but his eyes had been growing brighter, and as Miss Leicester looked up at him she was touched at the change in his face. How boyish and almost gay he was again! She caught his eye, and gave him a kind reassuring little nod, as if nobody could be more pleased to have him happy than herself.

The Starlight was now aground in the bright green river grass and the flats were bare for a long distance beyond, so that there was no more boating for the present. There were plenty of comfortable hollows to rest in farther back on the soft carpet under the pines, and so the dining-room nearer the shore was abandoned and the provisions cachéd, as Mr. Leicester called it, under an oak-tree. Certain things had been forgotten, but just round the point the steeples of Riverport were in full view; and when everybody had rested enough and the tide was creeping in, Mr. Leicester first sent Harry out in the small boat and his long-legged fishing-boots to get two buckets of river mud, and after he had seated himself beside them with his magnifying-glasses and a paraphernalia of tools familiar to Betty, Harry was given orders to take Seth Pond and the two girls and go down to Riverport shopping, as soon as the Starlight floated again.

Harry was hovering over the scientific enterprise and looked sorry for a minute, but it seemed to the girls as if the tide had stopped rising. At last they got on board by going down the shore a little way to be taken off the sooner from some rock. Aunt Barbara announced that she meant to go too; indeed, she was not tired; what had there been to tire her? So off they all went, and left Mr. Leicester to his investigations. It took some time to go to Riverport, for the wind was light and the tide against them. Everybody, and Betty in particular, thought it great fun to make fast to the wharf and go ashore up into the town shopping. Aunt Barbara gayly stepped off first, to see an old friend who lived a little way above the business part of the town, and, asked to be called for, as they went back, at the friends river gate. Harry knew it? — the high house with the lookout on top and the gate at the garden-foot. Betty went first to find her early friend, the woman who kept the bake-house, and was recognized at once and provided with fresh buns and crisp molasses cookies which had hardly cooled. Then Betty and Becky walked about the narrow streets for an hour, enjoying themselves highly and collecting ships stores at two or three fruit shops; also laying in a good store of chocolate, which Betty proclaimed to be very nourishing. She got two pots of her favorite orange marmalade too, in case they made toast for supper.

All the old ladies are looking out of their windows, just as they were the day I was coming to Tideshead, she said; and Becky replied that their faces were always at just the same pane of glass. The fences were very high and had their tops cut in points, and over them here and there drooped the heavy bough of a fruit-tree or a long tendril of grapevine, as if there were delightful gardens inside. The sidewalks were very narrow underneath these fences, so that Betty often walked in the street to be alongside her companion. There were pretty old knockers on the front doors, and sometimes a parrot hung out under the porch, and shouted saucily at the passers-by. Riverport was a delightful old town. Betty was sure that if she did not love Tideshead best she should like to belong in Riverport, and have a garden with a river gate, and a great square house of three stories and a lookout on top.

The stores were put on board, and Seth Pond came back from researches which had been rewarded by a half-bushel basket full of clams. Then they swung out into the stream again, and ever so many little boys with four grown men on the wharf gave them a cheer. It was great fun stopping for Aunt Barbara, who was in the garden watching for them, and was escorted by a charming white-haired old gentleman who teased her a little upon her youthful escapade, and a younger lady who walked sedately under an antique Chinese parasol. Betty sprang ashore to greet this latter personage, who had lately paid a visit to Miss Barbara at Tideshead. She was fond of Miss Marcia Drummond.

It seems like old times to have you going home by boat, said Miss Marcia, kissing Aunt Barbara good-by. It is much pleasanter than a car journey. Betty, my dear, you know that your aunt is a very rash and heedless person; I hope you will hold her in check. I have been trying to persuade her that she will be much safer to-night in one of our old four-posters; and so they said good-by merrily and were off again, while the young people in the boat looked back as long as they could see the old garden with its hollyhocks and lilies, and the two figures of the courtly old gentleman and the lady with the parasol going up the broad walk.

What a good thing it was in Tom Leicester to send his daughter to Tideshead this summer! said the old gentleman. I think that Barbara is renewing her youth. Tom is a man of distinction, and yet keeps to his queer wild ways. You are sure that Barbara quite understands about our wishing them to dine here? I think this camping business is positively foolish conduct in a person of her age.

But Miss Marcia Drummond looked wistfully over her shoulder at the cat-boats lessening sail, and wished that she too were going to spend a night under the pines.

A little way up the river they passed the packet boat, a little belated and heavily laden, but moving steadily.

Look at old Step-an-fetch-it, said Seth. She spears all the little winds with that peakéd sail o hern. Aint one on em can git by her. They kept company for a while, until in the broad river bay above Riverport bridge the Starlight skimmed far ahead, like a great white moth. Seth mentioned that folks would think they was settin up a navy up to Tideshead, and just then the Starlight yawed, and the boom threw Seth off his balance and nearly overboard, as much to his own amusement as the rest of the ships companys. Betty and Mary Beck stowed themselves away before the mast, and wished that the sail were longer. The sun was low, and the light made the river and the green shores look most beautiful. Miss Leicester suggested that they should sail a little farther before going in, and so they went as far as the next reach, a mile above the camp, on the accommodating west wind. It was a last puff before sundown, and by the time Harry had anchored the Starlight in deeper water than before, her sail drooped in the perfectly still evening air.

Once on shore everybody was busy; the spruce and hemlock boughs must be arranged carefully for the beds and the tents pitched over them before the August dew began to fall. Mr. Leicester was chief of this part of camp duty, and Miss Barbara, who seemed to enjoy herself more every moment, was allowed by the girls to help, just that once, about getting supper. It was growing cool and the fire was not unwelcome, but by and by a gentle wind began to blow and kept away the midges. Betty began to think that there would be nothing left for breakfast by the time supper was half through, but she managed to secrete part of her cherished buns, and reflected that it would be easy to send to Riverport for further supplies even if breakfast were a little late. Betty felt a certain care and responsibility over the whole expedition, it was so delightful to be looking after papa again; and she was obliged to tell him that he must not touch the river mud any more, or he would not be fit to go through the streets of Riverport next day, at which Mr. Leicester, though deeply attached to his old friends in that town, looked very distressed and unwilling.

The darkness fell fast, and the supper dishes had to be put under some bayberry bushes until morning. The salt air was very sweet and fresh, and it was just warm enough and just cool enough, as Betty said. The stars were bright; in fact, the last few days had been much more like June than August, and it was what English people call Queens weather. Mary Beck said sagely that it must be because Miss Leicester came, and then was quite ashamed, dear little soul, not understanding that nothing is so pleasant to an older woman as to find herself interesting and companionable to a girl. People do not always grow away from their youth; they add to it experiences and traits of different sorts; and it is easy sometimes to throw off all these, and find the boy or the girl again, eager and fresh and ready for simple pleasures, and to make new beginnings.

Seth Pond had stolen out to the cat-boat on some errand of his own which nobody questioned, and now there suddenly resounded the surprising notes of his violin. It was very pretty to hear his familiar old tunes over the water, and everybody respected Seths amiable desire to afford entertainment, even if he failed a little now and then in time or tone. He had mastered several old Scottish and English airs in the book Betty had given him, and already had become proficient in some lively jigs and dancing tunes, as we knew at the time of Bettys first party in the garden. The clumsy fellow had a real gift for music. Some stray fairy must have passed his way and left an unexpected gift. The little audience on the shore were ready to applaud, and two or three boats came near, while some young people in one began to sing Bonny Doon, softly, while Seth played, and, encouraged by the applause, went on more boldly, and took up the strain again when Seth changed suddenly to Lochaber no more. Miss Leicester was overjoyed when she heard such fresh young voices sing the plaintive old air so readily. It had always been a great favorite of hers, and she said so with enthusiasm. Mary Beck was sorry that she never had learned it, but by the time the last verse came she began to join in as best she could.

Ill bring thee a heart with love running oer,
And then Ill leave thee and Lochaber no more,

the words ended. Nobody who heard it that summer night in the starlight by the river shore would ever forget the old song.

You must have influenced Seths choice of music, Bettys father said to Aunt Barbara, who confessed that the droning of the violin over cheap music was more than she could bear at first, and she had been compelled to suggest something in the place of The Sweet By-and-By and Golden Slippers. Luckily, Seth seemed to abandon these without regret.

At last the boats all disappeared into the darkness, and the little camp was made ready for night. The open air made every one sleepy but Miss Barbara, who consoled herself by thinking that if she did not sleep it would be little matter; she had been awake many a night in her life and felt none the worse. But in fact the sound of rippling water against the bank and the sea-like sound of the pine boughs overhead sent her to sleep before she had half time to properly enjoy them. She and Betty declared that their thick-set evergreen boughs and warm blankets made the best of beds. They could see the stars through the open end of the tent. One was so bright that it let fall a slender golden track of light on the river. Mary Beck thought that she had never been so happy. Camping-out had always been such a far-off thing, and belonged to summer tourists and the remote unsettled parts of country; but here she was, close to her own home, with all the delights of gypsy life suddenly made her own. Betty and Bettys friends had such a way of enjoying every-day things. Becky was learning to be happy in simple ways she never had before. She went to sleep too, and the stars shone on, and late in the night the waning moon came up, strange and red; then the dawn came creeping into the morning sky, and one wild creature after another, in the crevices of rocks or branches of trees, waked and went its ways silently or gay with song.

When Bettys eyes first opened she could not remember where she was, for a moment. Then she was filled with a sense of great contentment, and lay still, looking out through the open end of the tent across the wide still river down which some birds were flying seaward. It was most beautiful in that early morning of a new day, and from beyond the water on the opposite shore came the far sweet sound of a womans voice singing as she worked, as if a long-looked-for day had come and held great joy for her. She was singing just as the birds sing, and Betty tried to fancy how she looked as she went to and fro so busily in one of the farm-houses.

Aunt Barbara did not wake until after Betty, which was a great joy, and there was a peal of delighted laughter from the girls when she waked and found their bright young eyes watching her. She complained of nothing, except a moment of fright when she saw her own bonnet at the top of a lopped fir which had been stuck into the ground at the foot of the bed, to hang her raiment on. Her wrap had been put neatly round the trees shoulders by Betty, so that it looked like a queer sort of skeleton creature with every sort of garment on its sharp pegs of bones. Nobody had taken the least bit of cold, and everybody was as cheerful as possible, and so the day began. Seth Pond had trudged off to get some milk at one of the farm-houses, and had lighted a fire before he went and covered it with bits of dry turf, which served to keep it in as well as peat. Mr. Leicester complained that he had found the tent too warm, and so had rolled himself in his blanket and spent the night in the open air. Evidently he and Harry Foster had been awake some time, and they were having a famous talk about one of the treasured creatures in the muddy wooden pail. Harry had managed to learn a great deal by spending an hour now and then in a famous old library in Riverport, in which Miss Leicester had given him the use of her share; and Betty knew that her father was delighted and surprised with the young mans interest in his own favorite studies. She had felt sure all summer that papa would know just how to help Harry Foster on, and as she watched them she could not help thinking that she wished Harry were her brother. But then she would no longer have entire right to papa.

Come, Elizabeth Leicester! said papa, in high spirits. I never had such a dilatory damsel to make my first tent breakfast! So Betty hastened, and poked the fire nearly to death in her desire for promptness with the morning meal. After it was over Miss Leicester sat in the shade with a book, while all the rest went fishing and took a long sail seaward beside.

That evening they went home with the tide, in great delight, every one. Aunt Barbara was unduly proud of her exploits and a sunburnt nose, and the younger members of the party were a little subdued from their first enthusiasm by all sorts of exciting pleasures. As for Harry Foster, the lad felt as if a door had been kindly opened in the solid wall of hindrance which had closed about him, and as if he could look through now into a new life.


XVII. GOING AWAY.
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MISS LEICESTER AND her nephew, Bettys father, were sitting together in the library. Betty had gone to bed. It was her last night in Tideshead, and the summer which had been so long to look forward to was spent and gone. She had felt very sorry before she went to sleep, and thought of many things which might have been better, but after all one could not help being very rich and happy with so many pleasures to remember. When she thought how many new friends she had made, and how dear all the old ones had been, and that she had become very friendly even with Mrs. Beck, it was a great satisfaction. And now in less than a fortnight she was to be with Ada and Bessie Duncan and their delightful mother in London again. She certainly had a great deal to look forward to; still there was a wistful feeling in her heart at leaving Tideshead.

There had been a fire in the library fireplace, for the evening was cool, and papa and Aunt Barbara sat opposite each other. Papa was smoking, as he always did before he went to bed; and happily Miss Leicester liked the odor of tobacco, so that they were comfortable together. They were talking most affectionately about Betty.

I think you have done wonderfully with her, Tom, said the aunt. Nobody knows how anxious your Aunt Mary and I have felt at the thought of your carrying her hither and yon, and spoiling her because she couldnt settle down to regular habits of life.

The only way is not to let ones habits become irregular, answered Bettys papa. I found out long ago that I could have my hours for work and for exercise, and could go on with my reading as well in one place as in another. I have tried not to let Betty see too many people in town life, yet pretty soon she will be sixteen. She has always seemed to look at life from a childs point of view until last spring. I dont mean that she doesnt still have many days when she only considers the worlds relation to herself; but on the whole she begins to be very serious about her own relation to the world, and is constantly made to think more of what she can give than of what she can get. This is a very trying season in many ways, the first really hard time that comes into a boys or a girls life.

Yes, and one is constantly learning those lessons in one way and another during all the rest of ones life, sighed Aunt Barbara. Then her face lighted up, and she added, Just in proportion as she thinks that she does things for other people she is making steps upward for herself.

I always think that Betty looks like Bewicks picture of the robin redbreast; you remember it? There is an expression to its little beak which always reminds me of my girl.

Aunt Barbara was much amused, but confessed that she remembered it, and that Betty and the bird really resembled each other. I think there is a very good print of it in the large Whites Selborne which you sent me, she said, going to one of the bookshelves and taking it down. Yes, they are certainly like one another, she repeated. You see that this copy has been used? I lent it for a long time to my young neighbor, Henry Foster.

I am very much interested in that lad! exclaimed Mr. Leicester. I dont know that among all the students I can remember I have seen one who strikes me as being so intent and so really promising. Betty has written about him, but I imagined that he interested her because he had a boat and could take her out on the river. I supposed that he was one of the idle fellows who evade their honest work, and, with a smattering of pretty tastes which give them plenty of conceit, come to no sort of use in the end. Betty knows enough of my hobbies to talk about his fish a little, and I thought it was all girlish nonsense; the truth is that she has shown real discernment of character, — young Foster is a fine fellow.

Can you do anything for him? asked Miss Leicester. I pity his poor mother with all my heart. She is very ambitious for her son. I wish that he could earn enough for their needs, and still be able to go on with some serious study. Mrs. Foster and the daughter would make any sacrifice, but they must have something to eat and to wear. I cannot see how they can absolutely do without him even if his own expenses are paid. They will not accept charity.

I could learn by talking with him this evening that he is able already to take some minor post in a museum. He would very soon make up what he lacks in fitness, if we could put him where he could get hold of the proper books. He must be put under the right influences, for though he seems to have energy, many a boy with an unusual gift gets stranded in a small town like this, and becomes less useful in the end than if he were like everybody else.

I think it has been a great thing for him to be developed on the every-day side, and to have care and even trouble, said Miss Leicester. Now I wish to see the exceptional side of him have a chance. I stand ready to help at any point, you must remember.

I can give him some work at once, with the understanding that he is to study at Cambridge this winter. I have plans for next summer in which he could be of great service. We will not say too much, but keep our own counsel until we watch him a little longer.

Aunt Barbara nodded emphatically, but for her part she felt no doubt of Harry Fosters power of keeping at his work; then she proposed another subject of personal concern, and they talked a long time in the pleasant old library, among the familiar books and pictures, until the fire had given its last flicker and settled quietly down into a few red coals among the gray ashes.



Every one was glad to know that Harrys collection of fishes and insects and his scientific tastes had won great approval from a man of Mr. Leicesters fame, and that the boy was to be forwarded in his studies as fast as possible.

Who shall tell the wonder of the town over a phonograph which Mr. Leicester brought with him? In fact, the last of the summer seemed altogether the pleasantest, and papa and Betty had a rare holiday together. Aunt Mary and Aunt Barbara, Serena and Letty, and Seth and Jonathan were all in a whirl from morning until night. Serena thought that the phonograph was an invention of the devil, and after hearing the uncanny little machine repeat that very uncomplimentary remark which she had just made about it, she was surer than before. Serena did not relish being called an invention of the evil one, herself, but it does not do to call names at a phonograph.



It was lonely when I first came, said Betty, the evening before she was to go away, as she walked to and fro between the box-borders with her father, but I like everybody better and better, — even poor Aunt Mary, she added in a whisper. It is lovely to live in Tideshead. Sometimes one gets cross, though, and it is so provoking about the left-out ones, and the wont-play ones, and the ones that want everything done some other way, and then let you do it after all. But I thought at first it was going to be so stupid, and that nobody would like any of the things I did; and here is Mary Picknell, who can paint beautifully, and Harry Foster knows so many of the things you do, and George Max is going to be a sea-captain, and so is Jim Beck, and poor dear Becky can sing like a bird when she feels good-natured. Why, papa, dear, I do believe that there is one person in Tideshead of every kind in the world. And Aunt Barbara is a duchess!

I never saw so grand a duchess as your Aunt Barbara in her very best gown, said Bettys papa, but I havent seen all the duchesses there are in existence.

Oh, papa, do let us come and live here together, pleaded the girl, with shining eyes. Must you go back to England for very long? After I see Mrs. Duncan and the rest of the people in London, I am so afraid I shall be homesick. You can keep on having the cubby-house for a very private study, and I know you could write beautifully on the rainy days, when the elm branches make such a nice noise on the roof. Oh, papa, do let us come some time!

Some time, repeated Mr. Leicester, with great assurance. How would next summer do, for instance? I have been talking with Aunt Barbara about it, and we have a grand plan for the writing of a new book, and having some friends of mine come here too, and for the doing of great works. I shall need a stenographer, and we are — 

Those other people could live at the Fosters and Becks, Betty interrupted, delightedly entering into the plans. She was used to the busy little colonies of students who gathered round her father. Here comes Mr. Marsh, the teacher of the academy, to see you, and she danced away on the tips of her toes.

Serena and Letty! I am coming back to stay all next summer, and papa too, she said, when she reached the middle of the kitchen.

Thank the goodness! said Serena. Only dont let your pa bring his talking-machine to save up everybodys foolish speeches. Your aunt said this morning that what I ought to ha said into it was, Miss Leicester, were all out o sugar. But the sugars goin to last longer when youre gone. I expect we shall miss you, said the good woman, with great feeling.

Now, everything was to be done next summer: all the things that Betty had forgotten and all that she had planned and could not carry out. It was very sad to go away, when the time came. Poor Aunt Mary fairly cried, and said that she was going to try hard to be better in health, so that she could do more for Betty when she came next year, and she should miss their reading together, sadly; and Aunt Barbara held Betty very close for a minute, and said, God bless you, my darling, though she had never called her my darling before.

And Captain Beck came over to say good-by, and wished that they could have gone down by the packet boat, as Betty came, and gave our friend a little brass pocket-compass, which he had carried to sea many years. The minister came to call in the evening, with his girls; and the dear old doctor came in next morning, though he was always in a hurry, and kissed Betty most kindly, and held her hand in both his, while he said that he had lost a good deal of practice, lately, because she kept the young folks stirring, and he did not know about letting her come back another summer.

But when poor Mrs. Foster came, with Nelly, and thanked Betty for bringing a ray of sunshine into her sad home, it was almost too much to bear; and good-by must be said to Becky, and that was harder than anything, until they tried to talk about what they would do next summer, and how often they must write to each other in the winter months between.

Why, sometimes I have been afraid that you didnt like me, said Betty, as her friends tears again began to fall.

It was only because I didnt like myself, said dear Becky forlornly. It was a most sad and affectionate leave-taking, but there were many things that Becky would like to think over when her new old friend had fairly gone.

I never felt as if I really belonged to any place, until now. You must always say that I am Betty Leicester of Tideshead, said Betty to her father, after she had looked back in silence from the car window for a long time. Aunt Barbara had come to the station with them, and was taking the long drive home alone, with only Jonathan and the slow horses. Bettys thoughts followed her all along the familiar road. Last night she had put the little red silk shawl back into her trunk with a sorry sigh. Everybody had been so good to her, while she had done so little for any one!

But Aunt Barbara was really dreading to go back to the old house, she knew that she should miss Betty so much.

Papa was reading already; he always read in the cars himself, but he never liked to have Betty do so. He looked up now, and something in his daughters face made him put down his book. She was no longer only a playmate; her face was very grave and sweet. I must try not to scurry about the world as I have done, he thought, as he glanced at Betty again and again. We ought to have a home, both of us; her mother would have known. A girl should grow up in a home, and get a girls best life out of the cares and pleasures of it.

I am afraid you wont wish to come down to the hospitalities of lodgings this winter, said Mr. Leicester. Perhaps we had better look for a comfortable house of our own near the Duncans.

Oh, were sure to have the best of good times! said Betty cheerfully, as if there were danger of his being low-spirited. We must wait about all that, papa, dear, until we are in London.


The Country of the Pointed Firs (1896)
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This novel was serialised in The Atlantic Monthly from January until September 1896, after which it was published in book form by Houghton, Mifflin and Company in November of the same year. Jewett made revisions and expanded certain aspects of the novel between its serialisation and its publication as a book. The County of the Pointed Firs is the authors most read novel and also widely regarded as her finest achievement. It was well received by critics at the time, with a reviewer from The Literary World, asserting that as excellent as all her work has been nothing has been so enticing and so satisfying as The County of the Pointed Firs. In the review from The Critic, (February 1897) the novel is favourably compared with Deephaven, while the critic from The Athenaeum declares that the book is marked by good taste throughout.

It is a prime example and encapsulation of the genre of American literary regionalism or local color fiction of the late nineteenth century. Regionalism as a genre typically emphasises its rural or coastal setting, while focusing on the customs, dialect, beliefs and lifestyle of the inhabitants. It is highly descriptive and frequently possesses a sense of nostalgia and mourning for a decaying world and an idealised past. 

The County of the Pointed Firs is set in the fictional coastal village of Dunnet Landing in Maine. The unnamed narrator has visited the village before and returns in order to finish writing her book. She initially stays with the widow and herbalist, Almira Todd, who is a central figure in the community and the narrators conduit into the lives of those in the village. Even after she has relocated to the schoolhouse to concentrate on her writing, she and Mrs Todd continue to grow closer as friends and the narrator finds herself increasingly involved in the community, to the extent that she begins to think of it as her home.
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TO

ALICE GREENWOOD HOWE


I. The Return
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THERE WAS SOMETHING about the coast town of Dunnet which made it seem more attractive than other maritime villages of eastern Maine. Perhaps it was the simple fact of acquaintance with that neighborhood which made it so attaching, and gave such interest to the rocky shore and dark woods, and the few houses which seemed to be securely wedged and tree-nailed in among the ledges by the Landing. These houses made the most of their seaward view, and there was a gayety and determined floweriness in their bits of garden ground; the small-paned high windows in the peaks of their steep gables were like knowing eyes that watched the harbor and the far sea-line beyond, or looked northward all along the shore and its background of spruces and balsam firs. When one really knows a village like this and its surroundings, it is like becoming acquainted with a single person. The process of falling in love at first sight is as final as it is swift in such a case, but the growth of true friendship may be a lifelong affair.

After a first brief visit made two or three summers before in the course of a yachting cruise, a lover of Dunnet Landing returned to find the unchanged shores of the pointed firs, the same quaintness of the village with its elaborate conventionalities; all that mixture of remoteness, and childish certainty of being the centre of civilization of which her affectionate dreams had told. One evening in June, a single passenger landed upon the steamboat wharf. The tide was high, there was a fine crowd of spectators, and the younger portion of the company followed her with subdued excitement up the narrow street of the salt-aired, white-clapboarded little town.


II. Mrs. Todd
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LATER, THERE WAS only one fault to find with this choice of a summer lodging-place, and that was its complete lack of seclusion. At first the tiny house of Mrs. Almira Todd, which stood with its end to the street, appeared to be retired and sheltered enough from the busy world, behind its bushy bit of a green garden, in which all the blooming things, two or three gay hollyhocks and some London-pride, were pushed back against the gray-shingled wall. It was a queer little garden and puzzling to a stranger, the few flowers being put at a disadvantage by so much greenery; but the discovery was soon made that Mrs. Todd was an ardent lover of herbs, both wild and tame, and the sea-breezes blew into the low end-window of the house laden with not only sweet-brier and sweet-mary, but balm and sage and borage and mint, wormwood and southernwood. If Mrs. Todd had occasion to step into the far corner of her herb plot, she trod heavily upon thyme, and made its fragrant presence known with all the rest. Being a very large person, her full skirts brushed and bent almost every slender stalk that her feet missed. You could always tell when she was stepping about there, even when you were half awake in the morning, and learned to know, in the course of a few weeks experience, in exactly which corner of the garden she might be.

At one side of this herb plot were other growths of a rustic pharmacopoeia, great treasures and rarities among the commoner herbs. There were some strange and pungent odors that roused a dim sense and remembrance of something in the forgotten past. Some of these might once have belonged to sacred and mystic rites, and have had some occult knowledge handed with them down the centuries; but now they pertained only to humble compounds brewed at intervals with molasses or vinegar or spirits in a small caldron on Mrs. Todds kitchen stove. They were dispensed to suffering neighbors, who usually came at night as if by stealth, bringing their own ancient-looking vials to be filled. One nostrum was called the Indian remedy, and its price was but fifteen cents; the whispered directions could be heard as customers passed the windows. With most remedies the purchaser was allowed to depart unadmonished from the kitchen, Mrs. Todd being a wise saver of steps; but with certain vials she gave cautions, standing in the doorway, and there were other doses which had to be accompanied on their healing way as far as the gate, while she muttered long chapters of directions, and kept up an air of secrecy and importance to the last. It may not have been only the common aids of humanity with which she tried to cope; it seemed sometimes as if love and hate and jealousy and adverse winds at sea might also find their proper remedies among the curious wild-looking plants in Mrs. Todds garden.

The village doctor and this learned herbalist were upon the best of terms. The good man may have counted upon the unfavorable effect of certain potions which he should find his opportunity in counteracting; at any rate, he now and then stopped and exchanged greetings with Mrs. Todd over the picket fence. The conversation became at once professional after the briefest preliminaries, and he would stand twirling a sweet-scented sprig in his fingers, and make suggestive jokes, perhaps about her faith in a too persistent course of thoroughwort elixir, in which my landlady professed such firm belief as sometimes to endanger the life and usefulness of worthy neighbors.

To arrive at this quietest of seaside villages late in June, when the busy herb-gathering season was just beginning, was also to arrive in the early prime of Mrs. Todds activity in the brewing of old-fashioned spruce beer. This cooling and refreshing drink had been brought to wonderful perfection through a long series of experiments; it had won immense local fame, and the supplies for its manufacture were always giving out and having to be replenished. For various reasons, the seclusion and uninterrupted days which had been looked forward to proved to be very rare in this otherwise delightful corner of the world. My hostess and I had made our shrewd business agreement on the basis of a simple cold luncheon at noon, and liberal restitution in the matter of hot suppers, to provide for which the lodger might sometimes be seen hurrying down the road, late in the day, with cunner line in hand. It was soon found that this arrangement made large allowance for Mrs. Todds slow herb-gathering progresses through woods and pastures. The spruce-beer customers were pretty steady in hot weather, and there were many demands for different soothing syrups and elixirs with which the unwise curiosity of my early residence had made me acquainted. Knowing Mrs. Todd to be a widow, who had little beside this slender business and the income from one hungry lodger to maintain her, ones energies and even interest were quickly bestowed, until it became a matter of course that she should go afield every pleasant day, and that the lodger should answer all peremptory knocks at the side door.

In taking an occasional wisdom-giving stroll in Mrs. Todds company, and in acting as business partner during her frequent absences, I found the July days fly fast, and it was not until I felt myself confronted with too great pride and pleasure in the display, one night, of two dollars and twenty-seven cents which I had taken in during the day, that I remembered a long piece of writing, sadly belated now, which I was bound to do. To have been patted kindly on the shoulder and called darlin, to have been offered a surprise of early mushrooms for supper, to have had all the glory of making two dollars and twenty-seven cents in a single day, and then to renounce it all and withdraw from these pleasant successes, needed much resolution. Literary employments are so vexed with uncertainties at best, and it was not until the voice of conscience sounded louder in my ears than the sea on the nearest pebble beach that I said unkind words of withdrawal to Mrs. Todd. She only became more wistfully affectionate than ever in her expressions, and looked as disappointed as I expected when I frankly told her that I could no longer enjoy the pleasure of what we called seein folks. I felt that I was cruel to a whole neighborhood in curtailing her liberty in this most important season for harvesting the different wild herbs that were so much counted upon to ease their winter ails.

Well, dear, she said sorrowfully, Ive took great advantage o your bein here. I aint had such a season for years, but I have never had nobody I could so trust. All you lack is a few qualities, but with time youd gain judgment an experience, an be very able in the business. Id stand right here an say it to anybody.

Mrs. Todd and I were not separated or estranged by the change in our business relations; on the contrary, a deeper intimacy seemed to begin. I do not know what herb of the night it was that used sometimes to send out a penetrating odor late in the evening, after the dew had fallen, and the moon was high, and the cool air came up from the sea. Then Mrs. Todd would feel that she must talk to somebody, and I was only too glad to listen. We both fell under the spell, and she either stood outside the window, or made an errand to my sitting-room, and told, it might be very commonplace news of the day, or, as happened one misty summer night, all that lay deepest in her heart. It was in this way that I came to know that she had loved one who was far above her.

No, dear, him I speak of could never think of me, she said. When we was young together his mother didnt favor the match, an done everything she could to part us; and folks thought we both married well, butt want what either one of us wanted most; an now were left alone again, an might have had each other all the time. He was above bein a seafarin man, an prospered more than most; he come of a high family, an my lot was plain an hard-workin. I aint seen him for some years; hes forgot our youthful feelins, I expect, but a womans heart is different; them feelins comes back when you think youve done with em, as sure as spring comes with the year. An Ive always had ways of hearin about him.

She stood in the centre of a braided rug, and its rings of black and gray seemed to circle about her feet in the dim light. Her height and massiveness in the low room gave her the look of a huge sibyl, while the strange fragrance of the mysterious herb blew in from the little garden.


III. The Schoolhouse
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FOR SOME DAYS after this, Mrs. Todds customers came and went past my windows, and, haying-time being nearly over, strangers began to arrive from the inland country, such was her widespread reputation. Sometimes I saw a pale young creature like a white windflower left over into midsummer, upon whose face consumption had set its bright and wistful mark; but oftener two stout, hard-worked women from the farms came together, and detailed their symptoms to Mrs. Todd in loud and cheerful voices, combining the satisfactions of a friendly gossip with the medical opportunity. They seemed to give much from their own store of therapeutic learning. I became aware of the school in which my landlady had strengthened her natural gift; but hers was always the governing mind, and the final command, Take of hysop one handful (or whatever herb it was), was received in respectful silence. One afternoon, when I had listened, — it was impossible not to listen, with cottonless ears, — and then laughed and listened again, with an idle pen in my hand, during a particularly spirited and personal conversation, I reached for my hat, and, taking blotting-book and all under my arm, I resolutely fled further temptation, and walked out past the fragrant green garden and up the dusty road. The way went straight uphill, and presently I stopped and turned to look back.

The tide was in, the wide harbor was surrounded by its dark woods, and the small wooden houses stood as near as they could get to the landing. Mrs. Todds was the last house on the way inland. The gray ledges of the rocky shore were well covered with sod in most places, and the pasture bayberry and wild roses grew thick among them. I could see the higher inland country and the scattered farms. On the brink of the hill stood a little white schoolhouse, much wind-blown and weather-beaten, which was a landmark to seagoing folk; from its door there was a most beautiful view of sea and shore. The summer vacation now prevailed, and after finding the door unfastened, and taking a long look through one of the seaward windows, and reflecting afterward for some time in a shady place near by among the bayberry bushes, I returned to the chief place of business in the village, and, to the amusement of two of the selectmen, brothers and autocrats of Dunnet Landing, I hired the schoolhouse for the rest of the vacation for fifty cents a week.

Selfish as it may appear, the retired situation seemed to possess great advantages, and I spent many days there quite undisturbed, with the sea-breeze blowing through the small, high windows and swaying the heavy outside shutters to and fro. I hung my hat and luncheon-basket on an entry nail as if I were a small scholar, but I sat at the teachers desk as if I were that great authority, with all the timid empty benches in rows before me. Now and then an idle sheep came and stood for a long time looking in at the door. At sundown I went back, feeling most businesslike, down toward the village again, and usually met the flavor, not of the herb garden, but of Mrs. Todds hot supper, halfway up the hill. On the nights when there were evening meetings or other public exercises that demanded her presence we had tea very early, and I was welcomed back as if from a long absence.

Once or twice I feigned excuses for staying at home, while Mrs. Todd made distant excursions, and came home late, with both hands full and a heavily laden apron. This was in pennyroyal time, and when the rare lobelia was in its prime and the elecampane was coming on. One day she appeared at the schoolhouse itself, partly out of amused curiosity about my industries; but she explained that there was no tansy in the neighborhood with such snap to it as some that grew about the schoolhouse lot. Being scuffed down all the spring made it grow so much the better, like some folks that had it hard in their youth, and were bound to make the most of themselves before they died.


IV. At the Schoolhouse Window
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ONE DAY I reached the schoolhouse very late, owing to attendance upon the funeral of an acquaintance and neighbor, with whose sad decline in health I had been familiar, and whose last days both the doctor and Mrs. Todd had tried in vain to ease. The services had taken place at one oclock, and now, at quarter past two, I stood at the schoolhouse window, looking down at the procession as it went along the lower road close to the shore. It was a walking funeral, and even at that distance I could recognize most of the mourners as they went their solemn way. Mrs. Begg had been very much respected, and there was a large company of friends following to her grave. She had been brought up on one of the neighboring farms, and each of the few times that I had seen her she professed great dissatisfaction with town life. The people lived too close together for her liking, at the Landing, and she could not get used to the constant sound of the sea. She had lived to lament three seafaring husbands, and her house was decorated with West Indian curiosities, specimens of conch shells and fine coral which they had brought home from their voyages in lumber-laden ships. Mrs. Todd had told me all our neighbors history. They had been girls together, and, to use her own phrase, had both seen trouble till they knew the best and worst on t. I could see the sorrowful, large figure of Mrs. Todd as I stood at the window. She made a break in the procession by walking slowly and keeping the after-part of it back. She held a handkerchief to her eyes, and I knew, with a pang of sympathy, that hers was not affected grief.

Beside her, after much difficulty, I recognized the one strange and unrelated person in all the company, an old man who had always been mysterious to me. I could see his thin, bending figure. He wore a narrow, long-tailed coat and walked with a stick, and had the same cant to leeward as the wind-bent trees on the height above.

This was Captain Littlepage, whom I had seen only once or twice before, sitting pale and old behind a closed window; never out of doors until now. Mrs. Todd always shook her head gravely when I asked a question, and said that he wasnt what he had been once, and seemed to class him with her other secrets. He might have belonged with a simple which grew in a certain slug-haunted corner of the garden, whose use she could never be betrayed into telling me, though I saw her cutting the tops by moonlight once, as if it were a charm, and not a medicine, like the great fading bloodroot leaves.

I could see that she was trying to keep pace with the old captains lighter steps. He looked like an aged grasshopper of some strange human variety. Behind this pair was a short, impatient, little person, who kept the captains house, and gave it what Mrs. Todd and others believed to be no proper sort of care. She was usually called that Mari Harris in subdued conversation between intimates, but they treated her with anxious civility when they met her face to face.

The bay-sheltered islands and the great sea beyond stretched away to the far horizon southward and eastward; the little procession in the foreground looked futile and helpless on the edge of the rocky shore. It was a glorious day early in July, with a clear, high sky; there were no clouds, there was no noise of the sea. The song sparrows sang and sang, as if with joyous knowledge of immortality, and contempt for those who could so pettily concern themselves with death. I stood watching until the funeral procession had crept round a shoulder of the slope below and disappeared from the great landscape as if it had gone into a cave.

An hour later I was busy at my work. Now and then a bee blundered in and took me for an enemy; but there was a useful stick upon the teachers desk, and I rapped to call the bees to order as if they were unruly scholars, or waved them away from their riots over the ink, which I had bought at the Landing store, and discovered to be scented with bergamot, as if to refresh the labors of anxious scribes. One anxious scribe felt very dull that day; a sheep-bell tinkled near by, and called her wandering wits after it. The sentences failed to catch these lovely summer cadences. For the first time I began to wish for a companion and for news from the outer world, which had been, half unconsciously, forgotten. Watching the funeral gave one a sort of pain. I began to wonder if I ought not to have walked with the rest, instead of hurrying away at the end of the services. Perhaps the Sunday gown I had put on for the occasion was making this disastrous change of feeling, but I had now made myself and my friends remember that I did not really belong to Dunnet Landing.

I sighed, and turned to the half-written page again.


V. Captain Littlepage
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IT WAS A long time after this; an hour was very long in that coast town where nothing stole away the shortest minute. I had lost myself completely in work, when I heard footsteps outside. There was a steep footpath between the upper and the lower road, which I climbed to shorten the way, as the children had taught me, but I believed that Mrs. Todd would find it inaccessible, unless she had occasion to seek me in great haste. I wrote on, feeling like a besieged miser of time, while the footsteps came nearer, and the sheep-bell tinkled away in haste as if someone had shaken a stick in its wearers face. Then I looked, and saw Captain Littlepage passing the nearest window; the next moment he tapped politely at the door.

Come in, sir, I said, rising to meet him; and he entered, bowing with much courtesy. I stepped down from the desk and offered him a chair by the window, where he seated himself at once, being sadly spent by his climb. I returned to my fixed seat behind the teachers desk, which gave him the lower place of a scholar.

You ought to have the place of honor, Captain Littlepage, I said.

A happy, rural seat of various views,

he quoted, as he gazed out into the sunshine and up the long wooded shore. Then he glanced at me, and looked all about him as pleased as a child.

My quotation was from Paradise Lost: the greatest of poems, I suppose you know? and I nodded. Theres nothing that ranks, to my mind, with Paradise Lost; its all lofty, all lofty, he continued. Shakespeare was a great poet; he copied life, but you have to put up with a great deal of low talk.

I now remembered that Mrs. Todd had told me one day that Captain Littlepage had overset his mind with too much reading; she had also made dark reference to his having spells of some unexplainable nature. I could not help wondering what errand had brought him out in search of me. There was something quite charming in his appearance: it was a face thin and delicate with refinement, but worn into appealing lines, as if he had suffered from loneliness and misapprehension. He looked, with his careful precision of dress, as if he were the object of cherishing care on the part of elderly unmarried sisters, but I knew Mari Harris to be a very common-place, inelegant person, who would have no such standards; it was plain that the captain was his own attentive valet. He sat looking at me expectantly. I could not help thinking that, with his queer head and length of thinness, he was made to hop along the road of life rather than to walk. The captain was very grave indeed, and I bade my inward spirit keep close to discretion.

Poor Mrs. Begg has gone, I ventured to say. I still wore my Sunday gown by way of showing respect.

She has gone, said the captain,— very easy at the last, I was informed; she slipped away as if she were glad of the opportunity.

I thought of the Countess of Carberry, and felt that history repeated itself.

She was one of the old stock, continued Captain Littlepage, with touching sincerity. She was very much looked up to in this town, and will be missed.

I wondered, as I looked at him, if he had sprung from a line of ministers; he had the refinement of look and air of command which are the heritage of the old ecclesiastical families of New England. But as Darwin says in his autobiography, there is no such king as a sea-captain; he is greater even than a king or a schoolmaster!

Captain Littlepage moved his chair out of the wake of the sunshine, and still sat looking at me. I began to be very eager to know upon what errand he had come.

It may be found out some o these days, he said earnestly. We may know it all, the next step; where Mrs. Begg is now, for instance. Certainty, not conjecture, is what we all desire.

I suppose we shall know it all some day, said I.

We shall know it while yet below, insisted the captain, with a flush of impatience on his thin cheeks. We have not looked for truth in the right direction. I know what I speak of; those who have laughed at me little know how much reason my ideas are based upon. He waved his hand toward the village below. In that handful of houses they fancy that they comprehend the universe.

I smiled, and waited for him to go on.

I am an old man, as you can see, he continued, and I have been a shipmaster the greater part of my life, — forty-three years in all. You may not think it, but I am above eighty years of age.

He did not look so old, and I hastened to say so.

You must have left the sea a good many years ago, then, Captain Littlepage? I said.

I should have been serviceable at least five or six years more, he answered. My acquaintance with certain — my experience upon a certain occasion, I might say, gave rise to prejudice. I do not mind telling you that I chanced to learn of one of the greatest discoveries that man has ever made.

Now we were approaching dangerous ground, but a sudden sense of his sufferings at the hands of the ignorant came to my help, and I asked to hear more with all the deference I really felt. A swallow flew into the schoolhouse at this moment as if a kingbird were after it, and beat itself against the walls for a minute, and escaped again to the open air; but Captain Littlepage took no notice whatever of the flurry.

I had a valuable cargo of general merchandise from the London docks to Fort Churchill, a station of the old company on Hudsons Bay, said the captain earnestly. We were delayed in lading, and baffled by head winds and a heavy tumbling sea all the way north-about and across. Then the fog kept us off the coast; and when I made port at last, it was too late to delay in those northern waters with such a vessel and such a crew as I had. They cared for nothing, and idled me into a fit of sickness; but my first mate was a good, excellent man, with no more idea of being frozen in there until spring than I had, so we made what speed we could to get clear of Hudsons Bay and off the coast. I owned an eighth of the vessel, and he owned a sixteenth of her. She was a full-rigged ship, called the Minerva, but she was getting old and leaky. I meant it should be my last vyge in her, and so it proved. She had been an excellent vessel in her day. Of the cowards aboard her I cant say so much.

Then you were wrecked? I asked, as he made a long pause.

I want caught astern o the lighter by any fault of mine, said the captain gloomily. We left Fort Churchill and run out into the Bay with a light pair o heels; but I had been vexed to death with their red-tape rigging at the companys office, and chilled with stayin on deck an tryin to hurry up things, and when we were well out o sight o land, headin for Hudsons Straits, I had a bad turn o some sort o fever, and had to stay below. The days were getting short, and we made good runs, all well on board but me, and the crew done their work by dint of hard driving.

I began to find this unexpected narrative a little dull. Captain Littlepage spoke with a kind of slow correctness that lacked the longshore high flavor to which I had grown used; but I listened respectfully while he explained the winds having become contrary, and talked on in a dreary sort of way about his voyage, the bad weather, and the disadvantages he was under in the lightness of his ship, which bounced about like a chip in a bucket, and would not answer the rudder or properly respond to the most careful setting of sails.

So there we were blowin along anyways, he complained; but looking at me at this moment, and seeing that my thoughts were unkindly wandering, he ceased to speak.

It was a hard life at sea in those days, I am sure, said I, with redoubled interest.

It was a dogs life, said the poor old gentleman, quite reassured, but it made men of those who followed it. I see a change for the worse even in our own town here; full of loafers now, small and poor as tis, who once would have followed the sea, every lazy soul of em. There is no occupation so fit for just that class o men who never get beyond the focasle. I view it, in addition, that a community narrows down and grows dreadful ignorant when it is shut up to its own affairs, and gets no knowledge of the outside world except from a cheap, unprincipled newspaper. In the old days, a good part o the best men here knew a hundred ports and something of the way folks lived in them. They saw the world for themselves, and likes not their wives and children saw it with them. They may not have had the best of knowledge to carry with em sight-seein, but they were some acquainted with foreign lands an their laws, an could see outside the battle for town clerk here in Dunnet; they got some sense o proportion. Yes, they lived more dignified, and their houses were better within an without. Shippings a terrible loss to this part o New England from a social point o view, maam.

I have thought of that myself, I returned, with my interest quite awakened. It accounts for the change in a great many things, — the sad disappearance of sea-captains, — doesnt it?

A shipmaster was apt to get the habit of reading, said my companion, brightening still more, and taking on a most touching air of unreserve. A captain is not expected to be familiar with his crew, and for companys sake in dull days and nights he turns to his book. Most of us old shipmasters came to know most everything about something; one would take to readin on farming topics, and some were great on medicine, — but Lord help their poor crews! — or some were all for history, and now and then thered be one like me that gave his time to the poets. I was well acquainted with a shipmaster that was all for bees an beekeepin; and if you met him in port and went aboard, hed sit and talk a terrible while about their havin so much information, and the money that could be made out of keepin em. He was one of the smartest captains that ever sailed the seas, but they used to call the Newcastle, a great bark he commanded for many years, Tuttles beehive. There was old Capn Jameson: he had notions of Solomons Temple, and made a very handsome little model of the same, right from the Scripture measurements, sames other sailors make little ships and design new tricks of rigging and all that. No, theres nothing to take the place of shipping in a place like ours. These bicycles offend me dreadfully; they dont afford no real opportunities of experience such as a man gained on a voyage. No: when folks left home in the old days they left it to some purpose, and when they got home they stayed there and had some pride in it. Theres no large-minded way of thinking now: the worst have got to be best and rule everything; were all turned upside down and going back year by year.

Oh no, Captain Littlepage, I hope not, said I, trying to soothe his feelings.

There was a silence in the schoolhouse, but we could hear the noise of the water on a beach below. It sounded like the strange warning wave that gives notice of the turn of the tide. A late golden robin, with the most joyful and eager of voices, was singing close by in a thicket of wild roses.


VI. The Waiting Place
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HOW DID YOU manage with the rest of that rough voyage on the Minerva? I asked.

I shall be glad to explain to you, said Captain Littlepage, forgetting his grievances for the moment. If I had a map at hand I could explain better. We were driven to and fro way up toward what we used to call Parrys Discoveries, and lost our bearings. It was thick and foggy, and at last I lost my ship; she drove on a rock, and we managed to get ashore on what I took to be a barren island, the few of us that were left alive. When she first struck, the sea was somewhat calmer than it had been, and most of the crew, against orders, manned the long-boat and put off in a hurry, and were never heard of more. Our own boat upset, but the carpenter kept himself and me above water, and we drifted in. I had no strength to call upon after my recent fever, and laid down to die; but he found the tracks of a man and dog the second day, and got along the shore to one of those far missionary stations that the Moravians support. They were very poor themselves, and in distress; twas a useless place. There were but few Esquimaux left in that region. There we remained for some time, and I became acquainted with strange events.

The captain lifted his head and gave me a questioning glance. I could not help noticing that the dulled look in his eyes had gone, and there was instead a clear intentness that made them seem dark and piercing.

There was a supply ship expected, and the pastor, an excellent Christian man, made no doubt that we should get passage in her. He was hoping that orders would come to break up the station; but everything was uncertain, and we got on the best we could for a while. We fished, and helped the people in other ways; there was no other way of paying our debts. I was taken to the pastors house until I got better; but they were crowded, and I felt myself in the way, and made excuse to join with an old seaman, a Scotchman, who had built him a warm cabin, and had room in it for another. He was looked upon with regard, and had stood by the pastor in some troubles with the people. He had been on one of those English exploring parties that found one end of the road to the north pole, but never could find the other. We lived like dogs in a kennel, or so youd thought if you had seen the hut from the outside; but the main thing was to keep warm; there were piles of bird-skins to lie on, and hed made him a good bunk, and there was another for me. Twas dreadful dreary waitin there; we begun to think the supply steamer was lost, and my poor ship broke up and strewed herself all along the shore. We got to watching on the headlands; my men and me knew the people were short of supplies and had to pinch themselves. It ought to read in the Bible, Man cannot live by fish alone, if theyd told the truth of things; taint bread that wears the worst on you! First part of the time, old Gaffett, that I lived with, seemed speechless, and I didnt know what to make of him, nor he of me, I dare say; but as we got acquainted, I found hed been through more disasters than I had, and had troubles that want going to let him live a great while. It used to ease his mind to talk to an understanding person, so we used to sit and talk together all day, if it rained or blew so that we couldnt get out. Id got a bad blow on the back of my head at the time we came ashore, and it pained me at times, and my strength was broken, anyway; Ive never been so able since.

Captain Littlepage fell into a reverie.

Then I had the good of my reading, he explained presently. I had no books; the pastor spoke but little English, and all his books were foreign; but I used to say over all I could remember. The old poets little knew what comfort they could be to a man. I was well acquainted with the works of Milton, but up there it did seem to me as if Shakespeare was the king; he has his sea terms very accurate, and some beautiful passages were calming to the mind. I could say them over until I shed tears; there was nothing beautiful to me in that place but the stars above and those passages of verse.

Gaffett was always brooding and brooding, and talking to himself; he was afraid he should never get away, and it preyed upon his mind. He thought when I got home I could interest the scientific men in his discovery: but theyre all taken up with their own notions; some didnt even take pains to answer the letters I wrote. You observe that I said this crippled man Gaffett had been shipped on a voyage of discovery. I now tell you that the ship was lost on its return, and only Gaffett and two officers were saved off the Greenland coast, and he had knowledge later that those men never got back to England; the brig they shipped on was run down in the night. So no other living soul had the facts, and he gave them to me. There is a strange sort of a country way up north beyond the ice, and strange folks living in it. Gaffett believed it was the next world to this.

What do you mean, Captain Littlepage? I exclaimed. The old man was bending forward and whispering; he looked over his shoulder before he spoke the last sentence.

To hear old Gaffett tell about it was something awful, he said, going on with his story quite steadily after the moment of excitement had passed. Twas first a tale of dogs and sledges, and cold and wind and snow. Then they begun to find the ice grow rotten; they had been frozen in, and got into a current flowing north, far up beyond Fox Channel, and they took to their boats when the ship got crushed, and this warm current took them out of sight of the ice, and into a great open sea; and they still followed it due north, just the very way they had planned to go. Then they struck a coast that wasnt laid down or charted, but the cliffs were such that no boat could land until they found a bay and struck across under sail to the other side where the shore looked lower; they were scant of provisions and out of water, but they got sight of something that looked like a great town. For Gods sake, Gaffett! said I, the first time he told me. You dont mean a town two degrees farther north than ships had ever been? for hed got their course marked on an old chart that hed pieced out at the top; but he insisted upon it, and told it over and over again, to be sure I had it straight to carry to those who would be interested. There was no snow and ice, he said, after they had sailed some days with that warm current, which seemed to come right from under the ice that theyd been pinched up in and had been crossing on foot for weeks.

But what about the town? I asked. Did they get to the town?

They did, said the captain, and found inhabitants; twas an awful condition of things. It appeared, as near as Gaffett could express it, like a place where there was neither living nor dead. They could see the place when they were approaching it by sea pretty near like any town, and thick with habitations; but all at once they lost sight of it altogether, and when they got close inshore they could see the shapes of folks, but they never could get near them, — all blowing gray figures that would pass along alone, or sometimes gathered in companies as if they were watching. The men were frightened at first, but the shapes never came near them, — it was as if they blew back; and at last they all got bold and went ashore, and found birds eggs and sea fowl, like any wild northern spot where creatures were tame and folks had never been, and there was good water. Gaffett said that he and another man came near one o the fog-shaped men that was going along slow with the look of a pack on his back, among the rocks, an they chased him; but, Lord! he flittered away out o sight like a leaf the wind takes with it, or a piece of cobweb. They would make as if they talked together, but there was no sound of voices, and they acted as if they didnt see us, but only felt us coming towards them, says Gaffett one day, trying to tell the particulars. They couldnt see the town when they were ashore. One day the captain and the doctor were gone till night up across the high land where the town had seemed to be, and they came back at night beat out and white as ashes, and wrote and wrote all next day in their notebooks, and whispered together full of excitement, and they were sharp-spoken with the men when they offered to ask any questions.

Then there came a day, said Captain Littlepage, leaning toward me with a strange look in his eyes, and whispering quickly. The men all swore they wouldnt stay any longer; the man on watch early in the morning gave the alarm, and they all put off in the boat and got a little way out to sea. Those folks, or whatever they were, come about em like bats; all at once they raised incessant armies, and come as if to drive em back to sea. They stood thick at the edge o the water like the ridges o grim war; no thought o flight, none of retreat. Sometimes a standing fight, then soaring on main wing tormented all the air. And when theyd got the boat out o reach o danger, Gaffett said they looked back, and there was the town again, standing up just as theyd seen it first, comin on the coast. Say what you might, they all believed twas a kind of waiting-place between this world an the next.

The captain had sprung to his feet in his excitement, and made excited gestures, but he still whispered huskily.

Sit down, sir, I said as quietly as I could, and he sank into his chair quite spent.

Gaffett thought the officers were hurrying home to report and to fit out a new expedition when they were all lost. At the time, the men got orders not to talk over what they had seen, the old man explained presently in a more natural tone.

Werent they all starving, and wasnt it a mirage or something of that sort? I ventured to ask. But he looked at me blankly.

Gaffett had got so that his mind ran on nothing else, he went on. The ships surgeon let fall an opinion to the captain, one day, that twas some condition o the light and the magnetic currents that let them see those folks. Twant a right-feeling part of the world, anyway; they had to battle with the compass to make it serve, an everything seemed to go wrong. Gaffett had worked it out in his own mind that they was all common ghosts, but the conditions were unusual favorable for seeing them. He was always talking about the Gegraphical Society, but he never took proper steps, as I viewed it now, and stayed right there at the mission. He was a good deal crippled, and thought theyd confine him in some jail of a hospital. He said he was waiting to find the right men to tell, somebody bound north. Once in a while they stopped there to leave a mail or something. He was set in his notions, and let two or three proper explorin expeditions go by him because he didnt like their looks; but when I was there he had got restless, fearin he might be taken away or something. He had all his directions written out straight as a string to give the right ones. I wanted him to trust em to me, so I might have something to show, but he wouldnt. I suppose hes dead now. I wrote to him an I done all I could. Twill be a great exploit some o these days.

I assented absent-mindedly, thinking more just then of my companions alert, determined look and the seafaring, ready aspect that had come to his face; but at this moment there fell a sudden change, and the old, pathetic, scholarly look returned. Behind me hung a map of North America, and I saw, as I turned a little, that his eyes were fixed upon the northernmost regions and their careful recent outlines with a look of bewilderment.


VII. The Outer Island
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GAFFETT WITH HIS good bunk and the bird-skins, the story of the wreck of the Minerva, the human-shaped creatures of fog and cobweb, the great words of Milton with which he described their onslaught upon the crew, all this moving tale had such an air of truth that I could not argue with Captain Littlepage. The old man looked away from the map as if it had vaguely troubled him, and regarded me appealingly.

We were just speaking of — and he stopped. I saw that he had suddenly forgotten his subject.

There were a great many persons at the funeral, I hastened to say.

Oh yes, the captain answered, with satisfaction. All showed respect who could. The sad circumstances had for a moment slipped my mind. Yes, Mrs. Begg will be very much missed. She was a capital manager for her husband when he was at sea. Oh yes, shipping is a very great loss. And he sighed heavily. There was hardly a man of any standing who didnt interest himself in some way in navigation. It always gave credit to a town. I call it low-water mark now here in Dunnet.

He rose with dignity to take leave, and asked me to stop at his house some day, when he would show me some outlandish things that he had brought home from sea. I was familiar with the subject of the decadence of shipping interests in all its affecting branches, having been already some time in Dunnet, and I felt sure that Captain Littlepages mind had now returned to a safe level.

As we came down the hill toward the village our ways divided, and when I had seen the old captain well started on a smooth piece of sidewalk which would lead him to his own door, we parted, the best of friends. Step in some afternoon, he said, as affectionately as if I were a fellow-shipmaster wrecked on the lee shore of age like himself. I turned toward home, and presently met Mrs. Todd coming toward me with an anxious expression.

I see you sleevin the old gentleman down the hill, she suggested.

Yes. Ive had a very interesting afternoon with him, I answered, and her face brightened.

Oh, then hes all right. I was afraid twas one o his flighty spells, an Mari Harris wouldnt — 

Yes, I returned, smiling, he has been telling me some old stories, but we talked about Mrs. Begg and the funeral beside, and Paradise Lost.

I expect he got tellin of you some o his great narratives, she answered, looking at me shrewdly. Funerals always sets him goin. Some o them tales hangs together tolerble well, she added, with a sharper look than before. An hes been a great reader all his seafarin days. Some thinks he overdid, and affected his head, but for a man o his years hes amazin now when hes at his best. Oh, he used to be a beautiful man!

We were standing where there was a fine view of the harbor and its long stretches of shore all covered by the great army of the pointed firs, darkly cloaked and standing as if they waited to embark. As we looked far seaward among the outer islands, the trees seemed to march seaward still, going steadily over the heights and down to the waters edge.

It had been growing gray and cloudy, like the first evening of autumn, and a shadow had fallen on the darkening shore. Suddenly, as we looked, a gleam of golden sunshine struck the outer islands, and one of them shone out clear in the light, and revealed itself in a compelling way to our eyes. Mrs. Todd was looking off across the bay with a face full of affection and interest. The sunburst upon that outermost island made it seem like a sudden revelation of the world beyond this which some believe to be so near.

Thats where mother lives, said Mrs. Todd. Cant we see it plain? I was brought up out there on Green Island. I know every rock an bush on it.

Your mother! I exclaimed, with great interest.

Yes, dear, certin; Ive got her yet, olds I be. Shes one of them spry, light-footed little women; always was, an light-hearted, too, answered Mrs. Todd, with satisfaction. Shes seen all the trouble folks can see, without its her last sickness; an shes got a word of courage for everybody. Life aint spoilt her a mite. Shes eighty-six an Im sixty-seven, and Ive seen the time Ive felt a good sight the oldest. Land sakes alive! says she, last time I was out to see her. How you do lurch about steppin into a bot? I laughed so I liked to have gone right over into the water; an we pushed off, an left her laughin there on the shore.

The light had faded as we watched. Mrs. Todd had mounted a gray rock, and stood there grand and architectural, like a caryatide. Presently she stepped down, and we continued our way homeward.

You an me, well take a bot an go out some day and see mother, she promised me. Twould please her very much, an theres one or two scace herbs grows better on the island than anywhere else. I aint seen their like nowheres here on the main.

Now Im goin right down to get us each a mug o my beer, she announced as we entered the house, an I believe Ill sneak in a little mite o camomile. Goin to the funeral an all, I feel to have had a very wearin afternoon.

I heard her going down into the cool little cellar, and then there was considerable delay. When she returned, mug in hand, I noticed the taste of camomile, in spite of my protest; but its flavor was disguised by some other herb that I did not know, and she stood over me until I drank it all and said that I liked it.

I dont give that to everybody, said Mrs. Todd kindly; and I felt for a moment as if it were part of a spell and incantation, and as if my enchantress would now begin to look like the cobweb shapes of the arctic town. Nothing happened but a quiet evening and some delightful plans that we made about going to Green Island, and on the morrow there was the clear sunshine and blue sky of another day.


VIII. Green Island
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ONE MORNING, VERY early, I heard Mrs. Todd in the garden outside my window. By the unusual loudness of her remarks to a passer-by, and the notes of a familiar hymn which she sang as she worked among the herbs, and which came as if directed purposely to the sleepy ears of my consciousness, I knew that she wished I would wake up and come and speak to her.

In a few minutes she responded to a morning voice from behind the blinds. I expect youre goin up to your schoolhouse to pass all this pleasant day; yes, I expect youre goin to be dreadful busy, she said despairingly.

Perhaps not, said I. Why, whats going to be the matter with you, Mrs. Todd? For I supposed that she was tempted by the fine weather to take one of her favorite expeditions along the shore pastures to gather herbs and simples, and would like to have me keep the house.

No, I dont want to go nowhere by land, she answered gayly,— no, not by land; but I dont knows we shall have a better day all the rest of the summer to go out to Green Island an see mother. I waked up early thinkin of her. The winds light northeast,— twill take us right straight out, an this time o year its liable to change round southwest an fetch us home pretty, long late in the afternoon. Yes, its goin to be a good day.

Speak to the captain and the Bowden boy, if you see anybody going by toward the landing, said I. Well take the big boat.

Oh, my sakes! now you let me do things my way, said Mrs. Todd scornfully. No, dear, we wont take no big bot. Ill just git a handy dory, an Johnny Bowden an me, well man her ourselves. I dont want no abler bot than a good dory, an a nice light breeze aint goin to make no sea; an Johnnys my cousins son, — motherll like to have him come; an hell be down to the herrin weirs all the time were there, anyway; we dont want to carry no men folks havin to be considered every minute an takin up all our time. No, you let me do; well just slip out an see mother by ourselves. I guess what breakfast youll wants about ready now.

I had become well acquainted with Mrs. Todd as landlady, herb-gatherer, and rustic philosopher; we had been discreet fellow-passengers once or twice when I had sailed up the coast to a larger town than Dunnet Landing to do some shopping; but I was yet to become acquainted with her as a mariner. An hour later we pushed off from the landing in the desired dory. The tide was just on the turn, beginning to fall, and several friends and acquaintances stood along the side of the dilapidated wharf and cheered us by their words and evident interest. Johnny Bowden and I were both rowing in haste to get out where we could catch the breeze and put up the small sail which lay clumsily furled along the gunwale. Mrs. Todd sat aft, a stern and unbending lawgiver.

You better let her drift; well get there bout as quick; the tidell take her right out from under these old buildins; theres plenty wind outside.

Your bot aint trimmed proper, Mis Todd! exclaimed a voice from shore. Youre loded so the botll drag; you cant git her before the wind, maam. You set midships, Mis Todd, an let the boy hold the sheet n steer after he gits the sail up; you wont never git out to Green Island that way. Shes loded bad, your bot is, — shes heavy behinds she is now!

Mrs. Todd turned with some difficulty and regarded the anxious adviser, my right oar flew out of water, and we seemed about to capsize. That you, Asa? Good-mornin, she said politely. I alays liked the starn seat best. Whend you git back from up country?

This allusion to Asas origin was not lost upon the rest of the company. We were some little distance from shore, but we could hear a chuckle of laughter, and Asa, a person who was too ready with his criticism and advice on every possible subject, turned and walked indignantly away.

When we caught the wind we were soon on our seaward course, and only stopped to underrun a trawl, for the floats of which Mrs. Todd looked earnestly, explaining that her mother might not be prepared for three extra to dinner; it was her brothers trawl, and she meant to just run her eye along for the right sort of a little haddock. I leaned over the boats side with great interest and excitement, while she skillfully handled the long line of hooks, and made scornful remarks upon worthless, bait-consuming creatures of the sea as she reviewed them and left them on the trawl or shook them off into the waves. At last we came to what she pronounced a proper haddock, and having taken him on board and ended his life resolutely, we went our way.

As we sailed along I listened to an increasingly delightful commentary upon the islands, some of them barren rocks, or at best giving sparse pasturage for sheep in the early summer. On one of these an eager little flock ran to the waters edge and bleated at us so affectingly that I would willingly have stopped; but Mrs. Todd steered away from the rocks, and scolded at the sheeps mean owner, an acquaintance of hers, who grudged the little salt and still less care which the patient creatures needed. The hot midsummer sun makes prisons of these small islands that are a paradise in early June, with their cool springs and short thick-growing grass. On a larger island, farther out to sea, my entertaining companion showed me with glee the small houses of two farmers who shared the island between them, and declared that for three generations the people had not spoken to each other even in times of sickness or death or birth. When the news come that the war was over, one of em knew it a week, and never stepped across his wall to tell the other, she said. There, they enjoy it; theyve got to have somethin to interest em in such a place; tis a good deal more tryin to be tied to folks you dont like than tis to be alone. Each of em tell the neighbors their wrongs; plenty likes to hear and tell again; them as fetch a bonell carry one, an so they keep the fight a-goin. I must say I like variety myself; some folks washes Monday an irons Tuesday the whole year round, even if the circus is goin by!

A long time before we landed at Green Island we could see the small white house, standing high like a beacon, where Mrs. Todd was born and where her mother lived, on a green slope above the water, with dark spruce woods still higher. There were crops in the fields, which we presently distinguished from one another. Mrs. Todd examined them while we were still far at sea. Mothers late potatoes looks backward; aint had rain enough so far, she pronounced her opinion. They look weedier than what they call Front Street down to Cowper Centre. I expect brother William is so occupied with his herrin weirs an servin out bait to the schooners that he dont think once a day of the land.

Whats the flag for, up above the spruces there behind the house? I inquired, with eagerness.

Oh, thats the sign for herrin, she explained kindly, while Johnny Bowden regarded me with contemptuous surprise. When they get enough for schooners they raise that flag; an when tis a poor catch in the weir pocket they just fly a little signal down by the shore, an then the small bots comes and get enough an over for their trawls. There, look! there she is: mother sees us; shes wavin somethin out o the fore door! Shell be to the landin-place quicks we are.

I looked, and could see a tiny flutter in the doorway, but a quicker signal had made its way from the heart on shore to the heart on the sea.

How do you suppose she knows it is me? said Mrs. Todd, with a tender smile on her broad face. There, you never get over bein a child longs you have a mother to go to. Look at the chimney, now; shes gone right in an brightened up the fire. Well, there, Im glad mothers well; youll enjoy seein her very much.

Mrs. Todd leaned back into her proper position, and the boat trimmed again. She took a firmer grasp of the sheet, and gave an impatient look up at the gaff and the leech of the little sail, and twitched the sheet as if she urged the wind like a horse. There came at once a fresh gust, and we seemed to have doubled our speed. Soon we were near enough to see a tiny figure with handkerchiefed head come down across the field and stand waiting for us at the cove above a curve of pebble beach.

Presently the dory grated on the pebbles, and Johnny Bowden, who had been kept in abeyance during the voyage, sprang out and used manful exertions to haul us up with the next wave, so that Mrs. Todd could make a dry landing.

You don that very well, she said, mounting to her feet, and coming ashore somewhat stiffly, but with great dignity, refusing our outstretched hands, and returning to possess herself of a bag which had lain at her feet.

Well, mother, here I be! she announced with indifference; but they stood and beamed in each others faces.

Lookin pretty well for an old lady, aint she? said Mrs. Todds mother, turning away from her daughter to speak to me. She was a delightful little person herself, with bright eyes and an affectionate air of expectation like a child on a holiday. You felt as if Mrs. Blackett were an old and dear friend before you let go her cordial hand. We all started together up the hill.

Now dont you haste too fast, mother, said Mrs. Todd warningly; tis a far reach o risin ground to the fore door, and you wont set an get your breath when youre once there, but go trotting about. Now dont you go a mite faster than we proceed with this bag an basket. Johnny, there, ll fetch up the haddock. I just made one stop to underrun Williams trawl till I come to jes such a fishs I thought youd want to make one o your nice chowders of. Ive brought an onion with me that was layin about on the window-sill at home.

Thats just what I was wantin, said the hostess. I give a sigh when you spoke o chowder, knowin my onions was out. William forgot to replenish us last time he was to the Landin. Dont you haste so yourself Almiry, up this risin ground. I hear you commencin to wheeze aready.

This mild revenge seemed to afford great pleasure to both giver and receiver. They laughed a little, and looked at each other affectionately, and then at me. Mrs. Todd considerately paused, and faced about to regard the wide sea view. I was glad to stop, being more out of breath than either of my companions, and I prolonged the halt by asking the names of the neighboring islands. There was a fine breeze blowing, which we felt more there on the high land than when we were running before it in the dory.

Why, this aint that kitten I saw when I was out last, the one that I said didnt appear likely? exclaimed Mrs. Todd as we went our way.

Thats the one, Almiry, said her mother. She always had a likely look to me, an shes right after business. I never see such a mouser for one of her age. Ift want for William, I never should have housed that other dronin old thing so long; but he sets by her on account of her havin a bob tail. I dont deem it advisable to maintain cats just on account of their havin bob tails; theyre like all other curiosities, good for them that wants to see m twice. This kitten catches mice for both, an keeps me respectable as I aint been for a year. Shes a real understandin little help, this kitten is. I picked her from among five Miss Augusta Pernell had over to Burnt Island, said the old woman, trudging along with the kitten close at her skirts. Augusta, she says to me, Why, Mis Blackett, youve took and homeliest; and, says I, Ive got the smartest; Im satisfied.

Id trust nobody soonern you to pick out a kitten, mother, said the daughter handsomely, and we went on in peace and harmony.

The house was just before us now, on a green level that looked as if a huge hand had scooped it out of the long green field we had been ascending. A little way above, the dark, spruce woods began to climb the top of the hill and cover the seaward slopes of the island. There was just room for the small farm and the forest; we looked down at the fish-house and its rough sheds, and the weirs stretching far out into the water. As we looked upward, the tops of the firs came sharp against the blue sky. There was a great stretch of rough pasture-land round the shoulder of the island to the eastward, and here were all the thick-scattered gray rocks that kept their places, and the gray backs of many sheep that forever wandered and fed on the thin sweet pasturage that fringed the ledges and made soft hollows and strips of green turf like growing velvet. I could see the rich green of bayberry bushes here and there, where the rocks made room. The air was very sweet; one could not help wishing to be a citizen of such a complete and tiny continent and home of fisherfolk.

The house was broad and clean, with a roof that looked heavy on its low walls. It was one of the houses that seem firm-rooted in the ground, as if they were two-thirds below the surface, like icebergs. The front door stood hospitably open in expectation of company, and an orderly vine grew at each side; but our path led to the kitchen door at the house-end, and there grew a mass of gay flowers and greenery, as if they had been swept together by some diligent garden broom into a tangled heap: there were portulacas all along under the lower step and straggling off into the grass, and clustering mallows that crept as near as they dared, like poor relations. I saw the bright eyes and brainless little heads of two half-grown chickens who were snuggled down among the mallows as if they had been chased away from the door more than once, and expected to be again.

It seems kind o formal comin in this way, said Mrs. Todd impulsively, as we passed the flowers and came to the front doorstep; but she was mindful of the proprieties, and walked before us into the best room on the left.

Why, mother, if you havent gone an turned the carpet! she exclaimed, with something in her voice that spoke of awe and admiration. Whend you get to it? I spose Mis Addicks come over an helped you, from White Island Landing?

No, she didnt, answered the old woman, standing proudly erect, and making the most of a great moment. I done it all myself with Williams help. He had a spare day, an took right holt with me; an twas all well beat on the grass, an turned, an put down again afore we went to bed. I ripped an sewed over two o them long breadths. I aint had such a good nights sleep for two years.

There, what do you think o havin such a mother as that for eighty-six year old? said Mrs. Todd, standing before us like a large figure of Victory.

As for the mother, she took on a sudden look of youth; you felt as if she promised a great future, and was beginning, not ending, her summers and their happy toils.

My, my! exclaimed Mrs. Todd. I couldnt ha done it myself, Ive got to own it.

I was much pleased to have it off my mind, said Mrs. Blackett, humbly; the more so because along at the first of the next week I wasnt very well. I suppose it may have been the change of weather.

Mrs. Todd could not resist a significant glance at me, but, with charming sympathy, she forbore to point the lesson or to connect this illness with its apparent cause. She loomed larger than ever in the little old-fashioned best room, with its few pieces of good furniture and pictures of national interest. The green paper curtains were stamped with conventional landscapes of a foreign order, — castles on inaccessible crags, and lovely lakes with steep wooded shores; under-foot the treasured carpet was covered thick with home-made rugs. There were empty glass lamps and crystallized bouquets of grass and some fine shells on the narrow mantelpiece.

I was married in this room, said Mrs. Todd unexpectedly; and I heard her give a sigh after she had spoken, as if she could not help the touch of regret that would forever come with all her thoughts of happiness.

We stood right there between the windows, she added, and the minister stood here. William wouldnt come in. He was always odd about seein folks, justs he is now. I run to meet em from a child, an William, hed take an run away.

Ive been the gainer, said the old mother cheerfully. William has been son an daughter both since you was married off the island. Hes been most too satisfied to stop at home long o his old mother, but I always tell em Im the gainer.

We were all moving toward the kitchen as if by common instinct. The best room was too suggestive of serious occasions, and the shades were all pulled down to shut out the summer light and air. It was indeed a tribute to Society to find a room set apart for her behests out there on so apparently neighborless and remote an island. Afternoon visits and evening festivals must be few in such a bleak situation at certain seasons of the year, but Mrs. Blackett was of those who do not live to themselves, and who have long since passed the line that divides mere self-concern from a valued share in whatever Society can give and take. There were those of her neighbors who never had taken the trouble to furnish a best room, but Mrs. Blackett was one who knew the uses of a parlor.

Yes, do come right out into the old kitchen; I shant make any stranger of you, she invited us pleasantly, after we had been properly received in the room appointed to formality. I expect Almiry, here, ll be driftin out mongst the pasture-weeds quicks she can find a good excuse. Tis hot now. Youd better content yourselves till you get nice an rested, an long after dinner the sea-breeze ll spring up, an then you can take your walks, an go up an see the prospect from the big ledge. Almiryll want to show off everything there is. Then Ill get you a good cup o tea before you start to go home. The days are plenty long now.

While we were talking in the best room the selected fish had been mysteriously brought up from the shore, and lay all cleaned and ready in an earthen crock on the table.

I think William might have just stopped an said a word, remarked Mrs. Todd, pouting with high affront as she caught sight of it. Hes friendly enough when he comes ashore, an was remarkable social the last time, for him.

He aint disposed to be very social with the ladies, explained Williams mother, with a delightful glance at me, as if she counted upon my friendship and tolerance. Hes very particular, and hes all in his old fishin-clothes to-day. Hell want me to tell him everything you said and done, after youve gone. William has very deep affections. Hell want to see you, Almiry. Yes, I guess hell be in by an by.

Ill search for him by n by, if he dont, proclaimed Mrs. Todd, with an air of unalterable resolution. I know all of his burrows down long the shore. Ill catch him by hand fore he knows it. Ive got some business with William, anyway. I brought forty-two cents with me that was due him for them last lobsters he brought in.

You can leave it with me, suggested the little old mother, who was already stepping about among her pots and pans in the pantry, and preparing to make the chowder.

I became possessed of a sudden unwonted curiosity in regard to William, and felt that half the pleasure of my visit would be lost if I could not make his interesting acquaintance.


IX. William
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MRS. TODD HAD taken the onion out of her basket and laid it down upon the kitchen table. Theres Johnny Bowden come with us, you know, she reminded her mother. Hell be hungry enough to eat his size.

Ive got new doughnuts, dear, said the little old lady. You dont often catch William n me out o provisions. I expect you might have chose a somewhat larger fish, but Ill try an make it do. I shall have to have a few extra potatoes, but theres a field full out there, an the hoes leanin against the well-house, in mongst the climbin-beans. She smiled and gave her daughter a commanding nod.

Land sakes alive! Les blow the horn for William, insisted Mrs. Todd, with some excitement. He neednt break his spirit so fars to come in. Hell know you need him for something particular, an then we can call to him as he comes up the path. I wont put him to no pain.

Mrs. Blacketts old face, for the first time, wore a look of trouble, and I found it necessary to counteract the teasing spirit of Almira. It was too pleasant to stay indoors altogether, even in such rewarding companionship; besides, I might meet William; and, straying out presently, I found the hoe by the well-house and an old splint basket at the woodshed door, and also found my way down to the field where there was a great square patch of rough, weedy potato-tops and tall ragweed. One corner was already dug, and I chose a fat-looking hill where the tops were well withered. There is all the pleasure that one can have in gold-digging in finding ones hopes satisfied in the riches of a good hill of potatoes. I longed to go on; but it did not seem frugal to dig any longer after my basket was full, and at last I took my hoe by the middle and lifted the basket to go back up the hill. I was sure that Mrs. Blackett must be waiting impatiently to slice the potatoes into the chowder, layer after layer, with the fish.

You let me take holt o that basket, maam, said the pleasant, anxious voice behind me.

I turned, startled in the silence of the wide field, and saw an elderly man, bent in the shoulders as fishermen often are, gray-headed and clean-shaven, and with a timid air. It was William. He looked just like his mother, and I had been imagining that he was large and stout like his sister, Almira Todd; and, strange to say, my fancy had led me to picture him not far from thirty and a little loutish. It was necessary instead to pay William the respect due to age.

I accustomed myself to plain facts on the instant, and we said good-morning like old friends. The basket was really heavy, and I put the hoe through its handle and offered him one end; then we moved easily toward the house together, speaking of the fine weather and of mackerel which were reported to be striking in all about the bay. William had been out since three oclock, and had taken an extra fare of fish. I could feel that Mrs. Todds eyes were upon us as we approached the house, and although I fell behind in the narrow path, and let William take the basket alone and precede me at some little distance the rest of the way, I could plainly hear her greet him.

Got round to comin in, didnt you? she inquired, with amusement. Well, now, thats clever. Didnt knows I should see you to-day, William, an I wanted to settle an account.

I felt somewhat disturbed and responsible, but when I joined them they were on most simple and friendly terms. It became evident that, with William, it was the first step that cost, and that, having once joined in social interests, he was able to pursue them with more or less pleasure. He was about sixty, and not young-looking for his years, yet so undying is the spirit of youth, and bashfulness has such a power of survival, that I felt all the time as if one must try to make the occasion easy for some one who was young and new to the affairs of social life. He asked politely if I would like to go up to the great ledge while dinner was getting ready; so, not without a deep sense of pleasure, and a delighted look of surprise from the two hostesses, we started, William and I, as if both of us felt much younger than we looked. Such was the innocence and simplicity of the moment that when I heard Mrs. Todd laughing behind us in the kitchen I laughed too, but William did not even blush. I think he was a little deaf, and he stepped along before me most businesslike and intent upon his errand.

We went from the upper edge of the field above the house into a smooth, brown path among the dark spruces. The hot sun brought out the fragrance of the pitchy bark, and the shade was pleasant as we climbed the hill. William stopped once or twice to show me a great wasps-nest close by, or some fishhawks-nests below in a bit of swamp. He picked a few sprigs of late-blooming linnaea as we came out upon an open bit of pasture at the top of the island, and gave them to me without speaking, but he knew as well as I that one could not say half he wished about linnaea. Through this piece of rough pasture ran a huge shape of stone like the great backbone of an enormous creature. At the end, near the woods, we could climb up on it and walk along to the highest point; there above the circle of pointed firs we could look down over all the island, and could see the ocean that circled this and a hundred other bits of island ground, the mainland shore and all the far horizons. It gave a sudden sense of space, for nothing stopped the eye or hedged one in, — that sense of liberty in space and time which great prospects always give.

There aint no such view in the world, I expect, said William proudly, and I hastened to speak my heartfelt tribute of praise; it was impossible not to feel as if an untraveled boy had spoken, and yet one loved to have him value his native heath.


X. Where Pennyroyal Grew
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WE WERE A little late to dinner, but Mrs. Blackett and Mrs. Todd were lenient, and we all took our places after William had paused to wash his hands, like a pious Brahmin, at the well, and put on a neat blue coat which he took from a peg behind the kitchen door. Then he resolutely asked a blessing in words that I could not hear, and we ate the chowder and were thankful. The kitten went round and round the table, quite erect, and, holding on by her fierce young claws, she stopped to mew with pathos at each elbow, or darted off to the open door when a song sparrow forgot himself and lit in the grass too near. William did not talk much, but his sister Todd occupied the time and told all the news there was to tell of Dunnet Landing and its coasts, while the old mother listened with delight. Her hospitality was something exquisite; she had the gift which so many women lack, of being able to make themselves and their houses belong entirely to a guests pleasure, — that charming surrender for the moment of themselves and whatever belongs to them, so that they make a part of ones own life that can never be forgotten. Tact is after all a kind of mindreading, and my hostess held the golden gift. Sympathy is of the mind as well as the heart, and Mrs. Blacketts world and mine were one from the moment we met. Besides, she had that final, that highest gift of heaven, a perfect self-forgetfulness. Sometimes, as I watched her eager, sweet old face, I wondered why she had been set to shine on this lonely island of the northern coast. It must have been to keep the balance true, and make up to all her scattered and depending neighbors for other things which they may have lacked.

When we had finished clearing away the old blue plates, and the kitten had taken care of her share of the fresh haddock, just as we were putting back the kitchen chairs in their places, Mrs. Todd said briskly that she must go up into the pasture now to gather the desired herbs.

You can stop here an rest, or you can accompany me, she announced. Mother ought to have her nap, and when we come back she an Williamll sing for you. She admires music, said Mrs. Todd, turning to speak to her mother.

But Mrs. Blackett tried to say that she couldnt sing as she used, and perhaps William wouldnt feel like it. She looked tired, the good old soul, or I should have liked to sit in the peaceful little house while she slept; I had had much pleasant experience of pastures already in her daughters company. But it seemed best to go with Mrs. Todd, and off we went.

Mrs. Todd carried the gingham bag which she had brought from home, and a small heavy burden in the bottom made it hang straight and slender from her hand. The way was steep, and she soon grew breathless, so that we sat down to rest awhile on a convenient large stone among the bayberry.

There, I wanted you to see this,— tis mothers picture, said Mrs. Todd; twas taken once when she was up to Portland soon after she was married. Thats me, she added, opening another worn case, and displaying the full face of the cheerful child she looked like still in spite of being past sixty. And heres William an father together. I take after father, large and heavy, an William is like mothers folks, short an thin. He ought to have made something o himself, bein a man an so like mother; but though hes been very steady to work, an kept up the farm, an done his fishin too right along, he never had mothers snap an power o seein things just as they be. Hes got excellent judgment, too, meditated Williams sister, but she could not arrive at any satisfactory decision upon what she evidently thought his failure in life. I think it is well to see any one so happy an makin the most of life just as it falls to hand, she said as she began to put the daguerreotypes away again; but I reached out my hand to see her mothers once more, a most flowerlike face of a lovely young woman in quaint dress. There was in the eyes a look of anticipation and joy, a far-off look that sought the horizon; one often sees it in seafaring families, inherited by girls and boys alike from men who spend their lives at sea, and are always watching for distant sails or the first loom of the land. At sea there is nothing to be seen close by, and this has its counterpart in a sailors character, in the large and brave and patient traits that are developed, the hopeful pleasantness that one loves so in a seafarer.

When the family pictures were wrapped again in a big handkerchief, we set forward in a narrow footpath and made our way to a lonely place that faced northward, where there was more pasturage and fewer bushes, and we went down to the edge of short grass above some rocky cliffs where the deep sea broke with a great noise, though the wind was down and the water looked quiet a little way from shore. Among the grass grew such pennyroyal as the rest of the world could not provide. There was a fine fragrance in the air as we gathered it sprig by sprig and stepped along carefully, and Mrs. Todd pressed her aromatic nosegay between her hands and offered it to me again and again.

Theres nothin like it, she said; oh no, theres no such pennyryal as this in the state of Maine. Its the right pattern of the plant, and all the rest I ever see is but an imitation. Dont it do you good? And I answered with enthusiasm.

There, dear, I never showed nobody else but mother where to find this place; tis kind of sainted to me. Nathan, my husband, an I used to love this place when we was courtin, and — she hesitated, and then spoke softly— when he was lost, twas just off shore tryin to get in by the short channel out there between Squaw Islands, right in sight o this headland where wed set an made our plans all summer long.

I had never heard her speak of her husband before, but I felt that we were friends now since she had brought me to this place.

Twas but a dream with us, Mrs. Todd said. I knew it when he was gone. I knew it — and she whispered as if she were at confession— I knew it afore he started to go to sea. My heart was gone out o my keepin before I ever saw Nathan; but he loved me well, and he made me real happy, and he died before he ever knew what hed had to know if wed lived long together. Tis very strange about love. No, Nathan never found out, but my heart was troubled when I knew him first. Theres more women likes to be loved than there is of those that loves. I spent some happy hours right here. I always liked Nathan, and he never knew. But this pennyryal always reminded me, as Id sit and gather it and hear him talkin — it always would remind me of — the other one.

She looked away from me, and presently rose and went on by herself. There was something lonely and solitary about her great determined shape. She might have been Antigone alone on the Theban plain. It is not often given in a noisy world to come to the places of great grief and silence. An absolute, archaic grief possessed this countrywoman; she seemed like a renewal of some historic soul, with her sorrows and the remoteness of a daily life busied with rustic simplicities and the scents of primeval herbs.

I was not incompetent at herb-gathering, and after a while, when I had sat long enough waking myself to new thoughts, and reading a page of remembrance with new pleasure, I gathered some bunches, as I was bound to do, and at last we met again higher up the shore, in the plain every-day world we had left behind when we went down to the penny-royal plot. As we walked together along the high edge of the field we saw a hundred sails about the bay and farther seaward; it was mid-afternoon or after, and the day was coming to an end.

Yes, theyre all makin towards the shore, — the small craft an the lobster smacks an all, said my companion. We must spend a little time with mother now, just to have our tea, an then put for home.

No matter if we lose the wind at sundown; I can row in with Johnny, said I; and Mrs. Todd nodded reassuringly and kept to her steady plod, not quickening her gait even when we saw William come round the corner of the house as if to look for us, and wave his hand and disappear.

Why, Williams right on deck; I didnt knows we should see any more of him! exclaimed Mrs. Todd. Now motherll put the kettle right on; shes got a good fire goin. I too could see the blue smoke thicken, and then we both walked a little faster, while Mrs. Todd groped in her full bag of herbs to find the daguerreotypes and be ready to put them in their places.


XI. The Old Singers
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WILLIAM WAS SITTING on the side door step, and the old mother was busy making her tea; she gave into my hand an old flowered-glass tea-caddy.

William thought youd like to see this, when he was settin the table. My father brought it to my mother from the island of Tobago; an heres a pair of beautiful mugs that came with it. She opened the glass door of a little cupboard beside the chimney. These I call my best things, dear, she said. Youd laugh to see how we enjoy em Sunday nights in winter: we have a real company tea stead o livin right along just the same, an I make somethin good for a sprise an put on some o my preserves, an we get atalkin together an have real pleasant times.

Mrs. Todd laughed indulgently, and looked to see what I thought of such childishness.

I wish I could be here some Sunday evening, said I.

William an mell be talkin about you an thinkin o this nice day, said Mrs. Blackett affectionately, and she glanced at William, and he looked up bravely and nodded. I began to discover that he and his sister could not speak their deeper feelings before each other.

Now I want you an mother to sing, said Mrs. Todd abruptly, with an air of command, and I gave William much sympathy in his evident distress.

After Ive had my cup o tea, dear, answered the old hostess cheerfully; and so we sat down and took our cups and made merry while they lasted. It was impossible not to wish to stay on forever at Green Island, and I could not help saying so.

Im very happy here, both winter an summer, said old Mrs. Blackett. William an I never wish for any other home, do we, William? Im glad you find it pleasant; I wish youd come an stay, dear, whenever you feel inclined. But heres Almiry; I always think Providence was kind to plot an have her husband leave her a good house where she really belonged. Shed been very restless if shed had to continue here on Green Island. You wanted more scope, didnt you, Almiry, an to live in a large place where more things grew? Sometimes folks wonders that we dont live together; perhaps we shall some time, and a shadow of sadness and apprehension flitted across her face. The time o sickness an failin has got to come to all. But Almirys got an herb thats good for everything. She smiled as she spoke, and looked bright again.

Theres some herb thats good for everybody, except for them that thinks theyre sick when they aint, announced Mrs. Todd, with a truly professional air of finality. Come, William, lets have Sweet Home, an then motherll sing Cupid an the Bee for us.

Then followed a most charming surprise. William mastered his timidity and began to sing. His voice was a little faint and frail, like the family daguerreotypes, but it was a tenor voice, and perfectly true and sweet. I have never heard Home, Sweet Home sung as touchingly and seriously as he sang it; he seemed to make it quite new; and when he paused for a moment at the end of the first line and began the next, the old mother joined him and they sang together, she missing only the higher notes, where he seemed to lend his voice to hers for the moment and carry on her very note and air. It was the silent mans real and only means of expression, and one could have listened forever, and have asked for more and more songs of old Scotch and English inheritance and the best that have lived from the ballad music of the war. Mrs. Todd kept time visibly, and sometimes audibly, with her ample foot. I saw the tears in her eyes sometimes, when I could see beyond the tears in mine. But at last the songs ended and the time came to say good-by; it was the end of a great pleasure.

Mrs. Blackett, the dear old lady, opened the door of her bedroom while Mrs. Todd was tying up the herb bag, and William had gone down to get the boat ready and to blow the horn for Johnny Bowden, who had joined a roving boat party who were off the shore lobstering.

I went to the door of the bedroom, and thought how pleasant it looked, with its pink-and-white patchwork quilt and the brown unpainted paneling of its woodwork.

Come right in, dear, she said. I want you to set down in my old quilted rockin-chair there by the window; youll say its the prettiest view in the house. I set there a good deal to rest me and when I want to read.

There was a worn red Bible on the lightstand, and Mrs. Blacketts heavy silver-bowed glasses; her thimble was on the narrow window-ledge, and folded carefully on the table was a thick striped-cotton shirt that she was making for her son. Those dear old fingers and their loving stitches, that heart which had made the most of everything that needed love! Here was the real home, the heart of the old house on Green Island! I sat in the rocking-chair, and felt that it was a place of peace, the little brown bedroom, and the quiet outlook upon field and sea and sky.

I looked up, and we understood each other without speaking. I shall like to think o your settin here to-day, said Mrs. Blackett. I want you to come again. It has been so pleasant for William.

The wind served us all the way home, and did not fall or let the sail slacken until we were close to the shore. We had a generous freight of lobsters in the boat, and new potatoes which William had put aboard, and what Mrs. Todd proudly called a full kag of prime number one salted mackerel; and when we landed we had to make business arrangements to have these conveyed to her house in a wheelbarrow.

I never shall forget the day at Green Island. The town of Dunnet Landing seemed large and noisy and oppressive as we came ashore. Such is the power of contrast; for the village was so still that I could hear the shy whippoorwills singing that night as I lay awake in my downstairs bedroom, and the scent of Mrs. Todds herb garden under the window blew in again and again with every gentle rising of the seabreeze.


XII. A Strange Sail
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EXCEPT FOR A few stray guests, islanders or from the inland country, to whom Mrs. Todd offered the hospitalities of a single meal, we were quite by ourselves all summer; and when there were signs of invasion, late in July, and a certain Mrs. Fosdick appeared like a strange sail on the far horizon, I suffered much from apprehension. I had been living in the quaint little house with as much comfort and unconsciousness as if it were a larger body, or a double shell, in whose simple convolutions Mrs. Todd and I had secreted ourselves, until some wandering hermit crab of a visitor marked the little spare room for her own. Perhaps now and then a castaway on a lonely desert island dreads the thought of being rescued. I heard of Mrs. Fosdick for the first time with a selfish sense of objection; but after all, I was still vacation-tenant of the schoolhouse, where I could always be alone, and it was impossible not to sympathize with Mrs. Todd, who, in spite of some preliminary grumbling, was really delighted with the prospect of entertaining an old friend.

For nearly a month we received occasional news of Mrs. Fosdick, who seemed to be making a royal progress from house to house in the inland neighborhood, after the fashion of Queen Elizabeth. One Sunday after another came and went, disappointing Mrs. Todd in the hope of seeing her guest at church and fixing the day for the great visit to begin; but Mrs. Fosdick was not ready to commit herself to a date. An assurance of some time this week was not sufficiently definite from a free-footed housekeepers point of view, and Mrs. Todd put aside all herb-gathering plans, and went through the various stages of expectation, provocation, and despair. At last she was ready to believe that Mrs. Fosdick must have forgotten her promise and returned to her home, which was vaguely said to be over Thomaston way. But one evening, just as the supper-table was cleared and readied up, and Mrs. Todd had put her large apron over her head and stepped forth for an evening stroll in the garden, the unexpected happened. She heard the sound of wheels, and gave an excited cry to me, as I sat by the window, that Mrs. Fosdick was coming right up the street.

She may not be considerate, but shes dreadful good company, said Mrs. Todd hastily, coming back a few steps from the neighborhood of the gate. No, she aint a mite considerate, but theres a small lobster left over from your tea; yes, its a real mercy theres a lobster. Susan Fosdick might just as well have passed the compliment o comin an hour ago.

Perhaps she has had her supper, I ventured to suggest, sharing the housekeepers anxiety, and meekly conscious of an inconsiderate appetite for my own supper after a long expedition up the bay. There were so few emergencies of any sort at Dunnet Landing that this one appeared overwhelming.

No, shes rode way over from Nahum Braytons place. I expect they were busy on the farm, and couldnt spare the horse in proper season. You just sly out an set the teakittle on again, dear, an drop in a good hanful o chips; the fires all alive. Ill take her right up to lay off her things, as shell be occupied with explanations an gettin her bunnit off, so youll have plenty o time. Shes one I shouldnt like to have find me unprepared.

Mrs. Fosdick was already at the gate, and Mrs. Todd now turned with an air of complete surprise and delight to welcome her.

Why, Susan Fosdick, I heard her exclaim in a fine unhindered voice, as if she were calling across a field, I come near giving of you up! I was afraid youd gone an portioned out my visit to somebody else. I spose youve been to supper?

Lor, no, I aint, Almiry Todd, said Mrs. Fosdick cheerfully, as she turned, laden with bags and bundles, from making her adieux to the boy driver. I aint had a mite o supper, dear. Ive been lottin all the way on a cup o that best tea o yourn, — some o that Oolong you keep in the little chist. I dont want none o your useful herbs.

I keep that tea for ministers folks, gayly responded Mrs. Todd. Come right along in, Susan Fosdick. I declare if you aint the same old sixpence!

As they came up the walk together, laughing like girls, I fled, full of cares, to the kitchen, to brighten the fire and be sure that the lobster, sole dependence of a late supper, was well out of reach of the cat. There proved to be fine reserves of wild raspberries and bread and butter, so that I regained my composure, and waited impatiently for my own share of this illustrious visit to begin. There was an instant sense of high festivity in the evening air from the moment when our guest had so frankly demanded the Oolong tea.

The great moment arrived. I was formally presented at the stair-foot, and the two friends passed on to the kitchen, where I soon heard a hospitable clink of crockery and the brisk stirring of a tea-cup. I sat in my high-backed rocking-chair by the window in the front room with an unreasonable feeling of being left out, like the child who stood at the gate in Hans Andersens story. Mrs. Fosdick did not look, at first sight, like a person of great social gifts. She was a serious-looking little bit of an old woman, with a birdlike nod of the head. I had often been told that she was the best hand in the world to make a visit, — as if to visit were the highest of vocations; that everybody wished for her, while few could get her; and I saw that Mrs. Todd felt a comfortable sense of distinction in being favored with the company of this eminent person who knew just how. It was certainly true that Mrs. Fosdick gave both her hostess and me a warm feeling of enjoyment and expectation, as if she had the power of social suggestion to all neighboring minds.

The two friends did not reappear for at least an hour. I could hear their busy voices, loud and low by turns, as they ranged from public to confidential topics. At last Mrs. Todd kindly remembered me and returned, giving my door a ceremonious knock before she stepped in, with the small visitor in her wake. She reached behind her and took Mrs. Fosdicks hand as if she were young and bashful, and gave her a gentle pull forward.

There, I dont know whether youre goin to take to each other or not; no, nobody cant tell whether youll suit each other, but I expect youll get along some way, both having seen the world, said our affectionate hostess. You can inform Mis Fosdick how we found the folks out to Green Island the other day. Shes always been well acquainted with mother. Ill slip out now an put away the supper things an set my bread to rise, if youll both excuse me. You can come an keep me company when you get ready, either or both. And Mrs. Todd, large and amiable, disappeared and left us.

Being furnished not only with a subject of conversation, but with a safe refuge in the kitchen in case of incompatibility, Mrs. Fosdick and I sat down, prepared to make the best of each other. I soon discovered that she, like many of the elder women of the coast, had spent a part of her life at sea, and was full of a good travelers curiosity and enlightenment. By the time we thought it discreet to join our hostess we were already sincere friends.

You may speak of a visits setting in as well as a tides, and it was impossible, as Mrs. Todd whispered to me, not to be pleased at the way this visit was setting in; a new impulse and refreshing of the social currents and seldom visited bays of memory appeared to have begun. Mrs. Fosdick had been the mother of a large family of sons and daughters, — sailors and sailors wives, — and most of them had died before her. I soon grew more or less acquainted with the histories of all their fortunes and misfortunes, and subjects of an intimate nature were no more withheld from my ears than if I had been a shell on the mantelpiece. Mrs. Fosdick was not without a touch of dignity and elegance; she was fashionable in her dress, but it was a curiously well-preserved provincial fashion of some years back. In a wider sphere one might have called her a woman of the world, with her unexpected bits of modern knowledge, but Mrs. Todds wisdom was an intimation of truth itself. She might belong to any age, like an idyl of Theocritus; but while she always understood Mrs. Fosdick, that entertaining pilgrim could not always understand Mrs. Todd.

That very first evening my friends plunged into a borderless sea of reminiscences and personal news. Mrs. Fosdick had been staying with a family who owned the farm where she was born, and she had visited every sunny knoll and shady field corner; but when she said that it might be for the last time, I detected in her tone something expectant of the contradiction which Mrs. Todd promptly offered.

Almiry, said Mrs. Fosdick, with sadness, you may say what you like, but I am one of nine brothers and sisters brought up on the old place, and were all dead but me.

Your sister Dailey aint gone, is she? Why, no, Louisa aint gone! exclaimed Mrs. Todd, with surprise. Why, I never heard of that occurrence!

Yesm; she passed away last October, in Lynn. She had made her distant home in Vermont State, but she was making a visit to her youngest daughter. Louisa was the only one of my family whose funeral I wasnt able to attend, but twas a mere accident. All the rest of us were settled right about home. I thought it was very slack of em in Lynn not to fetch her to the old place; but when I came to hear about it, I learned that theyd recently put up a very elegant monument, and my sister Dailey was always great for show. Shed just been out to see the monument the week before she was taken down, and admired it so much that they felt sure of her wishes.

So shes really gone, and the funeral was up to Lynn! repeated Mrs. Todd, as if to impress the sad fact upon her mind. She was some years younger than we be, too. I recollect the first day she ever came to school; twas that first year mother sent me inshore to stay with aunt Tophams folks and get my schooling. You fetched little Louisa to school one Monday mornin in a pink dress an her long curls, and she set between you an me, and got cryin after a while, so the teacher sent us home with her at recess.

She was scared of seeing so many children about her; there was only her and me and brother John at home then; the older boys were to sea with father, an the rest of us want born, explained Mrs. Fosdick. That next fall we all went to sea together. Mother was uncertain till the last minute, as one may say. The ship was waiting orders, but the baby that then was, was born just in time, and there was a long spell of extra bad weather, so mother got about again before they had to sail, an we all went. I remember my clothes were all left ashore in the east chamber in a basket where motherd took them out o my chist o drawers an left em ready to carry aboard. She didnt have nothing aboard, of her own, that she wanted to cut up for me, so when my dress wore out she just put me into a spare suit o Johns, jacket and trousers. I wasnt but eight years old an he was most seven and large of his age. Quick as we made a port she went right ashore an fitted me out pretty, but we was bound for the East Indies and didnt put in anywhere for a good while. So I had quite a spell o freedom. Mother made my new skirt long because I was growing, and I poked about the deck after that, real discouraged, feeling the hem at my heels every minute, and as if youth was past and gone. I liked the trousers best; I used to climb the riggin with em and frighten mother till she said an vowed shed never take me to sea again.

I thought by the polite absent-minded smile on Mrs. Todds face this was no new story.

Little Louisa was a beautiful child; yes, I always thought Louisa was very pretty, Mrs. Todd said. She was a dear little girl in those days. She favored your mother; the rest of you took after your fathers folks.

We did certain, agreed Mrs. Fosdick, rocking steadily. There, it does seem so pleasant to talk with an old acquaintance that knows what you know. I see so many of these new folks nowadays, that seem to have neither past nor future. Conversations got to have some root in the past, or else youve got to explain every remark you make, an it wears a person out.

Mrs. Todd gave a funny little laugh. Yesm, old friends is always best, less you can catch a new one thats fit to make an old one out of, she said, and we gave an affectionate glance at each other which Mrs. Fosdick could not have understood, being the latest comer to the house.


XIII. Poor Joanna
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ONE EVENING MY ears caught a mysterious allusion which Mrs. Todd made to Shell-heap Island. It was a chilly night of cold northeasterly rain, and I made a fire for the first time in the Franklin stove in my room, and begged my two housemates to come in and keep me company. The weather had convinced Mrs. Todd that it was time to make a supply of cough-drops, and she had been bringing forth herbs from dark and dry hiding-places, until now the pungent dust and odor of them had resolved themselves into one mighty flavor of spearmint that came from a simmering caldron of syrup in the kitchen. She called it done, and well done, and had ostentatiously left it to cool, and taken her knitting-work because Mrs. Fosdick was busy with hers. They sat in the two rocking-chairs, the small woman and the large one, but now and then I could see that Mrs. Todds thoughts remained with the cough-drops. The time of gathering herbs was nearly over, but the time of syrups and cordials had begun.

The heat of the open fire made us a little drowsy, but something in the way Mrs. Todd spoke of Shell-heap Island waked my interest. I waited to see if she would say any more, and then took a roundabout way back to the subject by saying what was first in my mind: that I wished the Green Island family were there to spend the evening with us, — Mrs. Todds mother and her brother William.

Mrs. Todd smiled, and drummed on the arm of the rocking-chair. Might scare William to death, she warned me; and Mrs. Fosdick mentioned her intention of going out to Green Island to stay two or three days, if the wind didnt make too much sea.

Where is Shell-heap Island? I ventured to ask, seizing the opportunity.

Bears nor-east somewheres about three miles from Green Island; right off-shore, I should call it about eight miles out, said Mrs. Todd. You never was there, dear; tis off the thoroughfares, and a very bad place to land at best.

I should think twas, agreed Mrs. Fosdick, smoothing down her black silk apron. Tis a place worth visitin when you once get there. Some o the old folks was kind o fearful about it. Twas counted a great place in old Indian times; you can pick up their stone tools most any time if you hunt about. Theres a beautiful spring o water, too. Yes, I remember when they used to tell queer stories about Shell-heap Island. Some said twas a great bangeing-place for the Indians, and an old chief resided there once that ruled the winds; and others said theyd always heard that once the Indians come down from up country an left a captive there without any bot, an twas too far to swim across to Black Island, so called, an he lived there till he perished.

Ive heard say he walked the island after that, and sharp-sighted folks could see him an lose him like one o them citizens Capn Littlepage was acquainted with up to the north pole, announced Mrs. Todd grimly. Anyway, there was Indians — you can see their shell-heap that named the island; and Ive heard myself that twas one o their cannibal places, but I never could believe it. There never was no cannibals on the coast o Maine. All the Indians o these regions are tame-looking folks.

Sakes alive, yes! exclaimed Mrs. Fosdick. Ought to see them painted savages Ive seen when I was young out in the South Sea Islands! That was the time for folks to travel, way back in the old whalin days!

Whalin must have been dull for a lady, hardly ever makin a lively port, and not takin in any mixed cargoes, said Mrs. Todd. I never desired to go a whalin vyge myself.

I used to return feelin very slack an behind the times, tis true, explained Mrs. Fosdick, but twas excitin, an we always done extra well, and felt rich when we did get ashore. I liked the variety. There, how times have changed; how few seafarin families there are left! What a lot o queer folks there used to be about here, anyway, when we was young, Almiry. Everybodys just like everybody else, now; nobody to laugh about, and nobody to cry about.

It seemed to me that there were peculiarities of character in the region of Dunnet Landing yet, but I did not like to interrupt.

Yes, said Mrs. Todd after a moment of meditation, there was certain a good many curiosities of human natur in this neighborhood years ago. There was more energy then, and in some the energy took a singular turn. In these days the young folks is all copy-cats, fraid to death they wont be all just alike; as for the old folks, they pray for the advantage o bein a little different.

I aint heard of a copy-cat this great many years, said Mrs. Fosdick, laughing; twas a favorite term o my grandfathers. No, I want thinking o those things, but of them strange straying creaturs that used to rove the country. You dont see them now, or the ones that used to hive away in their own houses with some strange notion or other.

I thought again of Captain Littlepage, but my companions were not reminded of his name; and there was brother William at Green Island, whom we all three knew.

I was talking o poor Joanna the other day. I hadnt thought of her for a great while, said Mrs. Fosdick abruptly. Mis Brayton an I recalled her as we sat together sewing. She was one o your peculiar persons, want she? Speaking of such persons, she turned to explain to me, there was a sort of a nun or hermit person lived out there for years all alone on Shell-heap Island. Miss Joanna Todd, her name was, — a cousin o Almirys late husband.

I expressed my interest, but as I glanced at Mrs. Todd I saw that she was confused by sudden affectionate feeling and unmistakable desire for reticence.

I never want to hear Joanna laughed about, she said anxiously.

Nor I, answered Mrs. Fosdick reassuringly. She was crossed in love, — that was all the matter to begin with; but as I look back, I can see that Joanna was one doomed from the first to fall into a melancholy. She retired from the world for good an all, though she was a well-off woman. All she wanted was to get away from folks; she thought she wasnt fit to live with anybody, and wanted to be free. Shell-heap Island come to her from her father, and first thing folks knew shed gone off out there to live, and left word she didnt want no company. Twas a bad place to get to, unless the wind an tide were just right; twas hard work to make a landing.

What time of year was this? I asked.

Very late in the summer, said Mrs. Fosdick. No, I never could laugh at Joanna, as some did. She set everything by the young man, an they were going to marry in about a month, when he got bewitched with a girl way up the bay, and married her, and went off to Massachusetts. He wasnt well thought of, — there were those who thought Joannas money was what had tempted him; but shed given him her whole heart, an she want so young as she had been. All her hopes were built on marryin, an havin a real home and somebody to look to; she acted just like a bird when its nest is spoilt. The day after she heard the news she was in dreadful woe, but the next she came to herself very quiet, and took the horse and wagon, and drove fourteen miles to the lawyers, and signed a paper givin her half of the farm to her brother. They never had got along very well together, but he didnt want to sign it, till she acted so distressed that he gave in. Edward Todds wife was a good woman, who felt very bad indeed, and used every argument with Joanna; but Joanna took a poor old boat that had been her fathers and loded in a few things, and off she put all alone, with a good land breeze, right out to sea. Edward Todd ran down to the beach, an stood there cryin like a boy to see her go, but she was out o hearin. She never stepped foot on the mainland again long as she lived.

How large an island is it? How did she manage in winter? I asked.

Perhaps thirty acres, rocks and all, answered Mrs. Todd, taking up the story gravely. There cant be much of it that the salt spray dont fly over in storms. No, tis a dreadful small place to make a world of; it has a different look from any of the other islands, but theres a sheltered cove on the south side, with mud-flats across one end of it at low water where theres excellent clams, and the big shell-heap keeps some o the wind off a little house her father took the trouble to build when he was a young man. They said there was an old house built o logs there before that, with a kind of natural cellar in the rock under it. He used to stay out there days to a time, and anchor a little sloop he had, and dig clams to fill it, and sail up to Portland. They said the dealers always gave him an extra price, the clams were so noted. Joanna used to go out and stay with him. They were always great companions, so she knew just what twas out there. There was a few sheep that belonged to her brother an her, but she bargained for him to come and get them on the edge o cold weather. Yes, she desired him to come for the sheep; an his wife thought perhaps Joannad return, but he said no, an loded the bot with warm things an what he thought shed need through the winter. He come home with the sheep an left the other things by the house, but she never so much as looked out o the window. She done it for a penance. She must have wanted to see Edward by that time.

Mrs. Fosdick was fidgeting with eagerness to speak.

Some thought the first cold snap would set her ashore, but she always remained, concluded Mrs. Todd soberly.

Talk about the men not having any curiosity! exclaimed Mrs. Fosdick scornfully. Why, the waters round Shell-heap Island were white with sails all that fall. Twas never called no great of a fishin-ground before. Many of em made excuse to go ashore to get water at the spring; but at last she spoke to a bot-load, very dignified and calm, and said that shed like it better if theyd make a practice of getting water to Black Island or somewheres else and leave her alone, except in case of accident or trouble. But there was one man who had always set everything by her from a boy. Hed have married her if the other hadnt come about an spoilt his chance, and he used to get close to the island, before light, on his way out fishin, and throw a little bundle way up the green slope front o the house. His sister told me she happened to see, the first time, what a pretty choice he made o useful things that a woman would feel lost without. He stood off fishin, and could see them in the grass all day, though sometimes shed come out and walk right by them. There was other bots near, out after mackerel. But early next morning his present was gone. He didnt presume too much, but once he took her a nice firkin o things he got up to Portland, and when spring come he landed her a hen and chickens in a nice little coop. There was a good many old friends had Joanna on their minds.

Yes, said Mrs. Todd, losing her sad reserve in the growing sympathy of these reminiscences. How everybody used to notice whether there was smoke out of the chimney! The Black Island folks could see her with their spy-glass, and if theyd ever missed getting some sign o life theyd have sent notice to her folks. But after the first year or two Joanna was more and more forgotten as an every-day charge. Folks lived very simple in those days, you know, she continued, as Mrs. Fosdicks knitting was taking much thought at the moment. I expect there was always plenty of driftwood thrown up, and a poor failin patch of spruces covered all the north side of the island, so she always had something to burn. She was very fond of workin in the garden ashore, and that first summer she began to till the little field out there, and raised a nice parcel o potatoes. She could fish, o course, and there was all her clams an lobsters. You can always live well in any wild place by the sea when youd starve to death up country, except twas berry time. Joanna had berries out there, blackberries at least, and there was a few herbs in case she needed them. Mullein in great quantities and a plant o wormwood I remember seeing once when I stayed there, long before she fled out to Shell-heap. Yes, I recall the wormwood, which is always a planted herb, so there must have been folks there before the Todds day. A growin bush makes the best gravestone; I expect that wormwood always stood for somebodys solemn monument. Catnip, too, is a very endurin herb about an old place.

But what I want to know is what she did for other things, interrupted Mrs. Fosdick. Almiry, what did she do for clothin when she needed to replenish, or risin for her bread, or the piece-bag that no woman can live long without?

Or company, suggested Mrs. Todd. Joanna was one that loved her friends. There must have been a terrible sight o long winter evenins that first year.

There was her hens, suggested Mrs. Fosdick, after reviewing the melancholy situation. She never wanted the sheep after that first season. There want no proper pasture for sheep after the June grass was past, and she ascertained the fact and couldnt bear to see them suffer; but the chickens done well. I remember sailin by one spring afternoon, an seein the coops out front o the house in the sun. How long was it before you went out with the minister? You were the first ones that ever really got ashore to see Joanna.

I had been reflecting upon a state of society which admitted such personal freedom and a voluntary hermitage. There was something mediaeval in the behavior of poor Joanna Todd under a disappointment of the heart. The two women had drawn closer together, and were talking on, quite unconscious of a listener.

Poor Joanna! said Mrs. Todd again, and sadly shook her head as if there were things one could not speak about.

I called her a great fool, declared Mrs. Fosdick, with spirit, but I pitied her then, and I pity her far more now. Some other minister would have been a great help to her, — one that preached self-forgetfulness and doin for others to cure our own ills; but Parson Dimmick was a vague person, well meanin, but very numb in his feelins. I dont suppose at that troubled time Joanna could think of any way to mend her troubles except to run off and hide.

Mother used to say she didnt see how Joanna lived without having nobody to do for, getting her own meals and tending her own poor self day in an day out, said Mrs. Todd sorrowfully.

There was the hens, repeated Mrs. Fosdick kindly. I expect she soon came to makin folks o them. No, I never went to work to blame Joanna, as some did. She was full o feeling, and her troubles hurt her more than she could bear. I see it all now as I couldnt when I was young.

I suppose in old times they had their shut-up convents for just such folks, said Mrs. Todd, as if she and her friend had disagreed about Joanna once, and were now in happy harmony. She seemed to speak with new openness and freedom. Oh yes, I was only too pleased when the Reverend Mr. Dimmick invited me to go out with him. He hadnt been very long in the place when Joanna left home and friends. Twas one day that next summer after she went, and I had been married early in the spring. He felt that he ought to go out and visit her. She was a member of the church, and might wish to have him consider her spiritual state. I want so sure o that, but I always liked Joanna, and Id come to be her cousin by marriage. Nathan an I had conversed about goin out to pay her a visit, but he got his chance to sail soonern he expected. He always thought everything of her, and last time he come home, knowing nothing of her change, he brought her a beautiful coral pin from a port hed touched at somewheres up the Mediterranean. So I wrapped the little box in a nice piece of paper and put it in my pocket, and picked her a bunch of fresh lemon balm, and off we started.

Mrs. Fosdick laughed. I remember hearin about your trials on the vyge, she said.

Why, yes, continued Mrs. Todd in her company manner. I picked her the balm, an we started. Why, yes, Susan, the minister liked to have cost me my life that day. He would fasten the sheet, though I advised against it. He said the rope was rough an cut his hand. There was a fresh breeze, an he went on talking rather high flown, an I felt some interested. All of a sudden there come up a gust, and he gave a screech and stood right up and called for help, way out there to sea. I knocked him right over into the bottom o the bot, getting by to catch hold of the sheet an untie it. He wasnt but a little man; I helped him right up after the squall passed, and made a handsome apology to him, but he did act kind o offended.

I do think they ought not to settle them landlocked folks in parishes where theyre liable to be on the water, insisted Mrs. Fosdick. Think of the families in our parish that was scattered all about the bay, and what a sight o sails you used to see, in Mr. Dimmicks day, standing across to the mainland on a pleasant Sunday morning, filled with church-going folks, all sure to want him some time or other! You couldnt find no doctor that would stand up in the boat and screech if a flaw struck her.

Old Dr. Bennett had a beautiful sailboat, didnt he? responded Mrs. Todd. And how well he used to brave the weather! Mother always said that in time o trouble that tall white sail used to look like an angels wing comin over the sea to them that was in pain. Well, theres a difference in gifts. Mr. Dimmick was not without light.

Twas light o the moon, then, snapped Mrs. Fosdick; he was pompous enough, but I never could remember a single word he said. There, go on, Mis Todd; I forget a great deal about that day you went to see poor Joanna.

I felt she saw us coming, and knew us a great way off; yes, I seemed to feel it within me, said our friend, laying down her knitting. I kept my seat, and took the bot inshore without saying a word; there was a short channel that I was sure Mr. Dimmick wasnt acquainted with, and the tide was very low. She never came out to warn us off nor anything, and I thought, as I hauled the bot up on a wave and let the Reverend Mr. Dimmick step out, that it was somethin gained to be safe ashore. There was a little smoke out o the chimney o Joannas house, and it did look sort of homelike and pleasant with wild mornin-glory vines trained up; an there was a plot o flowers under the front window, portulacas and things. I believe shed made a garden once, when she was stopping there with her father, and some things must have seeded in. It looked as if she might have gone over to the other side of the island. Twas neat and pretty all about the house, and a lovely day in July. We walked up from the beach together very sedate, and I felt for poor Nathans little pin to see if twas safe in my dress pocket. All of a sudden Joanna come right to the fore door and stood there, not sayin a word.


XIV. The Hermitage
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MY COMPANION AND I had been so intent upon the subject of the conversation that we had not heard any one open the gate, but at this moment, above the noise of the rain, we heard a loud knocking. We were all startled as we sat by the fire, and Mrs. Todd rose hastily and went to answer the call, leaving her rocking-chair in violent motion. Mrs. Fosdick and I heard an anxious voice at the door speaking of a sick child, and Mrs. Todds kind, motherly voice inviting the messenger in: then we waited in silence. There was a sound of heavy dropping of rain from the eaves, and the distant roar and undertone of the sea. My thoughts flew back to the lonely woman on her outer island; what separation from humankind she must have felt, what terror and sadness, even in a summer storm like this!

You send right after the doctor if she aint better in half an hour, said Mrs. Todd to her worried customer as they parted; and I felt a warm sense of comfort in the evident resources of even so small a neighborhood, but for the poor hermit Joanna there was no neighbor on a winter night.

How did she look? demanded Mrs. Fosdick, without preface, as our large hostess returned to the little room with a mist about her from standing long in the wet doorway, and the sudden draught of her coming beat out the smoke and flame from the Franklin stove. How did poor Joanna look?

She was the same as ever, except I thought she looked smaller, answered Mrs. Todd after thinking a moment; perhaps it was only a last considering thought about her patient. Yes, she was just the same, and looked very nice, Joanna did. I had been married since she left home, an she treated me like her own folks. I expected shed look strange, with her hair turned gray in a night or somethin, but she wore a pretty gingham dress Id often seen her wear before she went away; she must have kept it nice for best in the afternoons. She always had beautiful, quiet manners. I remember she waited till we were close to her, and then kissed me real affectionate, and inquired for Nathan before she shook hands with the minister, and then she invited us both in. Twas the same little house her father had built him when he was a bachelor, with one livin-room, and a little mite of a bedroom out of it where she slept, but twas neat as a ships cabin. There was some old chairs, an a seat made of a long box that might have held boat tackle an things to lock up in his fishin days, and a good enough stove so anybody could cook and keep warm in cold weather. I went over once from home and stayed most a week with Joanna when we was girls, and those young happy days rose up before me. Her father was busy all day fishin or clammin; he was one o the pleasantest men in the world, but Joannas mother had the grim streak, and never knew what twas to be happy. The first minute my eyes fell upon Joannas face that day I saw how she had grown to look like Mis Todd. Twas the mother right over again.

Oh dear me! said Mrs. Fosdick.

Joanna had done one thing very pretty. There was a little piece o swamp on the island where good rushes grew plenty, and shed gathered em, and braided some beautiful mats for the floor and a thick cushion for the long bunk. Shed showed a good deal of invention; you see there was a nice chance to pick up pieces o wood and boards that drove ashore, and shed made good use o what she found. There wasnt no clock, but she had a few dishes on a shelf, and flowers set about in shells fixed to the walls, so it did look sort of homelike, though so lonely and poor. I couldnt keep the tears out o my eyes, I felt so sad. I said to myself, I must get mother to come over an see Joanna; the love in mothers heart would warm her, an she might be able to advise.

Oh no, Joanna was dreadful stern, said Mrs. Fosdick.

We were all settin down very proper, but Joanna would keep stealin glances at me as if she was glad I come. She had but little to say; she was real polite an gentle, and yet forbiddin. The minister found it hard, confessed Mrs. Todd; he got embarrassed, an when he put on his authority and asked her if she felt to enjoy religion in her present situation, an she replied that she must be excused from answerin, I thought I should fly. She might have made it easier for him; after all, he was the minister and had taken some trouble to come out, though twas kind of cold an unfeelin the way he inquired. I thought he might have seen the little old Bible a-layin on the shelf close by him, an I wished he knew enough to just lay his hand on it an read somethin kind an fatherly stead of accusin her, an then given poor Joanna his blessin with the hope she might be led to comfort. He did offer prayer, but twas all about hearin the voice o God out o the whirlwind; and I thought while he was goin on that anybody that had spent the long cold winter all alone out on Shell-heap Island knew a good deal more about those things than he did. I got so provoked I opened my eyes and stared right at him.

She didnt take no notice, she kep a nice respectful manner towards him, and when there come a pause she asked if he had any interest about the old Indian remains, and took down some queer stone gouges and hammers off of one of her shelves and showed them to him sames if he was a boy. He remarked that hed like to walk over an see the shell-heap; so she went right to the door and pointed him the way. I see then that shed made her some kind o sandal-shoes out o the fine rushes to wear on her feet; she stepped light an nice in em as shoes.

Mrs. Fosdick leaned back in her rocking-chair and gave a heavy sigh.

I didnt move at first, but Id held out just as long as I could, said Mrs. Todd, whose voice trembled a little. When Joanna returned from the door, an I could see that mans stupid back departin among the wild rose bushes, I just ran to her an caught her in my arms. I wasnt so big as I be now, and she was older than me, but I hugged her tight, just as if she was a child. Oh, Joanna dear, I says, wont you come ashore an live long o me at the Landin, or go over to Green Island to mothers when winter comes? Nobody shall trouble you an mother finds it hard bein alone. I cant bear to leave you here — and I burst right out crying. Id had my own trials, young as I was, an she knew it. Oh, I did entreat her; yes, I entreated Joanna.

What did she say then? asked Mrs. Fosdick, much moved.

She looked the same way, sad an remote through it all, said Mrs. Todd mournfully. She took hold of my hand, and we sat down close together; twas as if she turned round an made a child of me. I havent got no right to live with folks no more, she said. You must never ask me again, Almiry: Ive done the only thing I could do, and Ive made my choice. I feel a great comfort in your kindness, but I dont deserve it. I have committed the unpardonable sin; you dont understand, says she humbly. I was in great wrath and trouble, and my thoughts was so wicked towards God that I cant expect ever to be forgiven. I have come to know what it is to have patience, but I have lost my hope. You must tell those that ask how tis with me, she said, an tell them I want to be alone. I couldnt speak; no, there want anything I could say, she seemed so above everything common. I was a good deal younger then than I be now, and I got Nathans little coral pin out o my pocket and put it into her hand; and when she saw it and I told her where it come from, her face did really light up for a minute, sort of bright an pleasant. Nathan an I was always good friends; Im glad he dont think hard of me, says she. I want you to have it, Almiry, an wear it for love o both o us, and she handed it back to me. You give my love to Nathan, — hes a dear good man, she said; an tell your mother, if I should be sick she mustnt wish I could get well, but I want her to be the one to come. Then she seemed to have said all she wanted to, as if she was done with the world, and we sat there a few minutes longer together. It was real sweet and quiet except for a good many birds and the sea rollin up on the beach; but at last she rose, an I did too, and she kissed me and held my hand in hers a minute, as if to say good-by; then she turned and went right away out o the door and disappeared.

The minister come back pretty soon, and I told him I was all ready, and we started down to the bot. He had picked up some round stones and things and was carrying them in his pocket-handkerchief; an he sat down amidships without making any question, and let me take the rudder an work the bot, an made no remarks for some time, until we sort of eased it off speaking of the weather, an subjects that arose as we skirted Black Island, where two or three families lived belongin to the parish. He preached next Sabbath as usual, somethin high soundin about the creation, and I couldnt help thinkin he might never get no further; he seemed to know no remedies, but he had a great use of words.

Mrs. Fosdick sighed again. Hearin you tell about Joanna brings the time right back as if twas yesterday, she said. Yes, she was one o them poor things that talked about the great sin; we dont seem to hear nothing about the unpardonable sin now, but you may say twas not uncommon then.

I expect that if it had been in these days, such a person would be plagued to death with idle folks, continued Mrs. Todd, after a long pause. As it was, nobody trespassed on her; all the folks about the bay respected her an her feelings; but as time wore on, after you left here, one after another ventured to make occasion to put somethin ashore for her if they went that way. I know mother used to go to see her sometimes, and send William over now and then with something fresh an nice from the farm. There is a point on the sheltered side where you can lay a boat close to shore an land anything safe on the turf out o reach o the water. There were one or two others, old folks, that she would see, and now an then shed hail a passin boat an ask for somethin; and mother got her to promise that she would make some sign to the Black Island folks if she wanted help. I never saw her myself to speak to after that day.

I expect nowadays, if such a thing happened, shed have gone out West to her uncles folks or up to Massachusetts and had a change, an come home good as new. The worlds bigger an freer than it used to be, urged Mrs. Fosdick.

No, said her friend. Tis like bad eyesight, the mind of such a person: if your eyes dont see right there may be a remedy, but theres no kind of glasses to remedy the mind. No, Joanna was Joanna, and there she lays on her island where she lived and did her poor penance. She told mother the day she was dyin that she always used to want to be fetched inshore when it come to the last; but shed thought it over, and desired to be laid on the island, if twas thought right. So the funeral was out there, a Saturday afternoon in September. Twas a pretty day, and there want hardly a boat on the coast within twenty miles that didnt head for Shell-heap cram-full o folks an all real respectful, sames if shed always stayed ashore and held her friends. Some went out o mere curiosity, I dont doubt, — theres always such to every funeral; but most had real feelin, and went purpose to show it. Shed got most o the wild sparrows as tame as could be, livin out there so long among em, and one flew right in and lit on the coffin an begun to sing while Mr. Dimmick was speakin. He was put out by it, an acted as if he didnt know whether to stop or go on. I may have been prejudiced, but I want the only one thought the poor little bird done the best of the two.

What became o the man that treated her so, did you ever hear? asked Mrs. Fosdick. I know he lived up to Massachusetts for a while. Somebody who came from the same place told me that he was in trade there an doin very well, but that was years ago.

I never heard anything more than that; he went to the war in one o the early regiments. No, I never heard any more of him, answered Mrs. Todd. Joanna was another sort of person, and perhaps he showed good judgment in marryin somebody else, if only hed behaved straight-forward and manly. He was a shifty-eyed, coaxin sort of man, that got what he wanted out o folks, an only gave when he wanted to buy, made friends easy and lost em without knowin the difference. Shed had a piece o work tryin to make him walk accordin to her right ideas, but shed have had too much variety ever to fall into a melancholy. Some is meant to be the Joannas in this world, an twas her poor lot.


XV. On Shell-heap Island
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SOME TIME AFTER Mrs. Fosdicks visit was over and we had returned to our former quietness, I was out sailing alone with Captain Bowden in his large boat. We were taking the crooked northeasterly channel seaward, and were well out from shore while it was still early in the afternoon. I found myself presently among some unfamiliar islands, and suddenly remembered the story of poor Joanna. There is something in the fact of a hermitage that cannot fail to touch the imagination; the recluses are a sad kindred, but they are never commonplace. Mrs. Todd had truly said that Joanna was like one of the saints in the desert; the loneliness of sorrow will forever keep alive their sad succession.

Where is Shell-heap Island? I asked eagerly.

You see Shell-heap now, layin way out beyond Black Island there, answered the captain, pointing with outstretched arm as he stood, and holding the rudder with his knee.

I should like very much to go there, said I, and the captain, without comment, changed his course a little more to the eastward and let the reef out of his mainsail.

I dont knows we can make an easy landin for ye, he remarked doubtfully. May get your feet wet; bad place to land. Trouble is I ought to have brought a tag-boat; but they clutch on to the water so, an I do love to sail free. This gret boat gets easy bothered with anything trailin. Taint breakin much on the meetin-house ledges; guess I can fetch in to Shell-heap.

How long is it since Miss Joanna Todd died? I asked, partly by way of explanation.

Twenty-two years come September, answered the captain, after reflection. She died the same year as my oldest boy was born, an the town house was burnt over to the Port. I didnt know but you merely wanted to hunt for some o them Indian relics. Longs you want to see where Joanna lived — No, taint breakin over the ledges; well manage to fetch across the shoals somehow, tis such a distance to go way round, and tides a-risin, he ended hopefully, and we sailed steadily on, the captain speechless with intent watching of a difficult course, until the small island with its low whitish promontory lay in full view before us under the bright afternoon sun.

The month was August, and I had seen the color of the islands change from the fresh green of June to a sunburnt brown that made them look like stone, except where the dark green of the spruces and fir balsam kept the tint that even winter storms might deepen, but not fade. The few wind-bent trees on Shell-heap Island were mostly dead and gray, but there were some low-growing bushes, and a stripe of light green ran along just above the shore, which I knew to be wild morning-glories. As we came close I could see the high stone walls of a small square field, though there were no sheep left to assail it; and below, there was a little harbor-like cove where Captain Bowden was boldly running the great boat in to seek a landing-place. There was a crooked channel of deep water which led close up against the shore.

There, you hold fast forard there, an wait for her to lift on the wave. Youll make a good landin if youre smart; right on the port-hand side! the captain called excitedly; and I, standing ready with high ambition, seized my chance and leaped over to the grassy bank.

Im beat if I aint aground after all! mourned the captain despondently.

But I could reach the bowsprit, and he pushed with the boat-hook, while the wind veered round a little as if on purpose and helped with the sail; so presently the boat was free and began to drift out from shore.

Used to call this pint Joannas wharf privilege, but t has worn away in the weather since her time. I thought one or two bumps wouldnt hurt us none, — paints got to be renewed, anyway, — but I never thought shed tetch. I figured on shyin by, the captain apologized. Shes too gret a boat to handle well in here; but I used to sort of shy by in Joannas day, an cast a little somethin ashore — some apples or a couple o pears if I had em — on the grass, where shed be sure to see.

I stood watching while Captain Bowden cleverly found his way back to deeper water. You neednt make no haste, he called to me; Ill keep within call. Joanna lays right up there in the far corner o the field. There used to be a path led to the place. I always knew her well. I was out here to the funeral.

I found the path; it was touching to discover that this lonely spot was not without its pilgrims. Later generations will know less and less of Joanna herself, but there are paths trodden to the shrines of solitude the world over, — the world cannot forget them, try as it may; the feet of the young find them out because of curiosity and dim foreboding; while the old bring hearts full of remembrance. This plain anchorite had been one of those whom sorrow made too lonely to brave the sight of men, too timid to front the simple world she knew, yet valiant enough to live alone with her poor insistent human nature and the calms and passions of the sea and sky.

The birds were flying all about the field; they fluttered up out of the grass at my feet as I walked along, so tame that I liked to think they kept some happy tradition from summer to summer of the safety of nests and good fellowship of mankind. Poor Joannas house was gone except the stones of its foundations, and there was little trace of her flower garden except a single faded sprig of much-enduring French pinks, which a great bee and a yellow butterfly were befriending together. I drank at the spring, and thought that now and then some one would follow me from the busy, hard-worked, and simple-thoughted countryside of the mainland, which lay dim and dreamlike in the August haze, as Joanna must have watched it many a day. There was the world, and here was she with eternity well begun. In the life of each of us, I said to myself, there is a place remote and islanded, and given to endless regret or secret happiness; we are each the uncompanioned hermit and recluse of an hour or a day; we understand our fellows of the cell to whatever age of history they may belong.

But as I stood alone on the island, in the sea-breeze, suddenly there came a sound of distant voices; gay voices and laughter from a pleasure-boat that was going seaward full of boys and girls. I knew, as if she had told me, that poor Joanna must have heard the like on many and many a summer afternoon, and must have welcomed the good cheer in spite of hopelessness and winter weather, and all the sorrow and disappointment in the world.


XVI. The Great Expedition
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MRS. TODD NEVER by any chance gave warning over night of her great projects and adventures by sea and land. She first came to an understanding with the primal forces of nature, and never trusted to any preliminary promise of good weather, but examined the day for herself in its infancy. Then, if the stars were propitious, and the wind blew from a quarter of good inheritance whence no surprises of sea-turns or southwest sultriness might be feared, long before I was fairly awake I used to hear a rustle and knocking like a great mouse in the walls, and an impatient tread on the steep garret stairs that led to Mrs. Todds chief place of storage. She went and came as if she had already started on her expedition with utmost haste and kept returning for something that was forgotten. When I appeared in quest of my breakfast, she would be absent-minded and sparing of speech, as if I had displeased her, and she was now, by main force of principle, holding herself back from altercation and strife of tongues.

These signs of a change became familiar to me in the course of time, and Mrs. Todd hardly noticed some plain proofs of divination one August morning when I said, without preface, that I had just seen the Beggs best chaise go by, and that we should have to take the grocery. Mrs. Todd was alert in a moment.

There! I might have known! she exclaimed. Its the 15th of August, when he goes and gets his money. He heired an annuity from an uncle o his on his mothers side. I understood the uncle said none o Sam Beggs wifes folks should make free with it, so after Sams gone itll all be past an spent, like last summer. Thats what Sam prospers on now, if you can call it prosperin. Yes, I might have known. Tis the 15th o August with him, an he generly stops to dinner with a cousins widow on the way home. Febuary n August is the times. Takes him bout all day to go an come.

I heard this explanation with interest. The tone of Mrs. Todds voice was complaining at the last.

I like the grocery just as well as the chaise, I hastened to say, referring to a long-bodied high wagon with a canopy-top, like an attenuated four-posted bedstead on wheels, in which we sometimes journeyed. We can put things in behind — roots and flowers and raspberries, or anything you are going after — much better than if we had the chaise.

Mrs. Todd looked stony and unwilling. I counted upon the chaise, she said, turning her back to me, and roughly pushing back all the quiet tumblers on the cupboard shelf as if they had been impertinent. Yes, I desired the chaise for once. I aint goin berryin nor to fetch home no more wilted vegetation this year. Seasons about past, except for a poor few o late things, she added in a milder tone. Im goin up country. No, I aint intendin to go berryin. Ive been plottin for it the past fortnight and hopin for a good day.

Would you like to have me go too? I asked frankly, but not without a humble fear that I might have mistaken the purpose of this latest plan.

Oh certain, dear! answered my friend affectionately. Oh no, I never thought o any one else for compny, if its convenient for you, longs poor mother aint come. I aint nothin like so handy with a conveyance as I be with a good bot. Comes o my early bringing-up. I expect weve got to make that great high wagon do. The tires want settin and tis all loose-jointed, so I can hear it shackle the other side o the ridge. Well put the basket in front. I aint goin to have it bouncin an twirlin all the way. Why, Ive been makin some nice hearts and rounds to carry.

These were signs of high festivity, and my interest deepened moment by moment.

Ill go down to the Beggs and get the horse just as soon as I finish my breakfast, said I. Then we can start whenever you are ready.

Mrs. Todd looked cloudy again. I dont know but you look nice enough to go just as you be, she suggested doubtfully. No, you wouldnt want to wear that pretty blue dress o yourn way up country. Taint dusty now, but it may be comin home. No, I expect youd rather not wear that and the other hat.

Oh yes. I shouldnt think of wearing these clothes, said I, with sudden illumination. Why, if were going up country and are likely to see some of your friends, Ill put on my blue dress, and you must wear your watch; I am not going at all if you mean to wear the big hat.

Now youre behavin pretty, responded Mrs. Todd, with a gay toss of her head and a cheerful smile, as she came across the room, bringing a saucerful of wild raspberries, a pretty piece of salvage from supper-time. I was cast down when I see you come to breakfast. I didnt think twas just what youd select to wear to the reunion, where youre goin to meet everybody.

What reunion do you mean? I asked, not without amazement. Not the Bowden Familys? I thought that was going to take place in September.

To-days the day. They sent word the middle o the week. I thought you might have heard of it. Yes, they changed the day. I been thinkin wed talk it over, but you never can tell beforehand how its goin to be, and taint worth while to wear a day all out before it comes. Mrs. Todd gave no place to the pleasures of anticipation, but she spoke like the oracle that she was. I wish mother was here to go, she continued sadly. I did look for her last night, and I couldnt keep back the tears when the dark really fell and she want here, she does so enjoy a great occasion. If William had a mite o snap an ambition, hed take the lead at such a time. Mother likes variety, and there aint but a few nice opportunities round here, an them she has to miss less she contrives to get ashore to me. I do relly hate to go to the reunion without mother, an tis a beautiful day; everybodyll be asking where she is. Once shed have got here anyway. Poor mothers beginnin to feel her age.

Why, theres your mother now! I exclaimed with joy, I was so glad to see the dear old soul again. I hear her voice at the gate. But Mrs. Todd was out of the door before me.

There, sure enough, stood Mrs. Blackett, who must have left Green Island before daylight. She had climbed the steep road from the waterside so eagerly that she was out of breath, and was standing by the garden fence to rest. She held an old-fashioned brown wicker cap-basket in her hand, as if visiting were a thing of every day, and looked up at us as pleased and triumphant as a child.

Oh, what a poor, plain garden! Hardly a flower in it except your bush o balm! she said. But you do keep your garden neat, Almiry. Are you both well, an goin up country with me? She came a step or two closer to meet us, with quaint politeness and quite as delightful as if she were at home. She dropped a quick little curtsey before Mrs. Todd.

There, mother, what a girl you be! I am so pleased! I was just bewailin you, said the daughter, with unwonted feeling. I was just bewailin you, I was so disappointed, an I kep myself awake a good piece o the night scoldin poor William. I watched for the boat till I was ready to shed tears yisterday, and when twas comin dark I kep making errands out to the gate an down the road to see if you want in the doldrums somewhere down the bay.

There was a head-wind, as you know, said Mrs. Blackett, giving me the cap-basket, and holding my hand affectionately as we walked up the clean-swept path to the door. I was partly ready to come, but dear William said I should be all tired out and might get cold, havin to beat all the way in. So we give it up, and set down and spent the evenin together. It was a little rough and windy outside, and I guess twas better judgment; we went to bed very early and made a good start just at daylight. Its been a lovely mornin on the water. William thought hed better fetch across beyond Bird Rocks, rowin the greater part o the way; then we sailed from there right over to the landin, makin only one tack. Williamll be in again for me to-morrow, so I can come back here an rest me over night, an go to meetin to-morrow, and have a nice, good visit.

She was just havin her breakfast, said Mrs. Todd, who had listened eagerly to the long explanation without a word of disapproval, while her face shone more and more with joy. You just sit right down an have a cup of tea and rest you while we make our preparations. Oh, I am so gratified to think youve come! Yes, she was just havin her breakfast, and we were speakin of you. Wheres William?

He went right back; said he expected some schooners in about noon after bait, but hell come an have his dinner with us tomorrow, unless it rains; then next day. I laid his best things out all ready, explained Mrs. Blackett, a little anxiously. This wind will serve him nice all the way home. Yes, I will take a cup of tea, dear, — a cup of tea is always good; and then Ill rest a minute and be all ready to start.

I do feel condemned for havin such hard thoughts o William, openly confessed Mrs. Todd. She stood before us so large and serious that we both laughed and could not find it in our hearts to convict so rueful a culprit. He shall have a good dinner to-morrow, if it can be got, and I shall be real glad to see William, the confession ended handsomely, while Mrs. Blackett smiled approval and made haste to praise the tea. Then I hurried away to make sure of the grocery wagon. Whatever might be the good of the reunion, I was going to have the pleasure and delight of a day in Mrs. Blacketts company, not to speak of Mrs. Todds.

The early morning breeze was still blowing, and the warm, sunshiny air was of some ethereal northern sort, with a cool freshness as it came over new-fallen snow. The world was filled with a fragrance of fir-balsam and the faintest flavor of seaweed from the ledges, bare and brown at low tide in the little harbor. It was so still and so early that the village was but half awake. I could hear no voices but those of the birds, small and great, — the constant song sparrows, the clink of a yellow-hammer over in the woods, and the far conversation of some deliberate crows. I saw William Blacketts escaping sail already far from land, and Captain Littlepage was sitting behind his closed window as I passed by, watching for some one who never came. I tried to speak to him, but he did not see me. There was a patient look on the old mans face, as if the world were a great mistake and he had nobody with whom to speak his own language or find companionship.


XVII. A Country Road
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WHATEVER DOUBTS AND anxieties I may have had about the inconvenience of the Beggs high wagon for a person of Mrs. Blacketts age and shortness, they were happily overcome by the aid of a chair and her own valiant spirit. Mrs. Todd bestowed great care upon seating us as if we were taking passage by boat, but she finally pronounced that we were properly trimmed. When we had gone only a little way up the hill she remembered that she had left the house door wide open, though the large key was safe in her pocket. I offered to run back, but my offer was met with lofty scorn, and we lightly dismissed the matter from our minds, until two or three miles further on we met the doctor, and Mrs. Todd asked him to stop and ask her nearest neighbor to step over and close the door if the dust seemed to blow in the afternoon.

Shell be there in her kitchen; shell hear you the minute you call; twont give you no delay, said Mrs. Todd to the doctor. Yes, Mis Dennetts right there, with the windows all open. It isnt as if my fore door opened right on the road, anyway. At which proof of composure Mrs. Blackett smiled wisely at me.

The doctor seemed delighted to see our guest; they were evidently the warmest friends, and I saw a look of affectionate confidence in their eyes. The good man left his carriage to speak to us, but as he took Mrs. Blacketts hand he held it a moment, and, as if merely from force of habit, felt her pulse as they talked; then to my delight he gave the firm old wrist a commending pat.

Youre wearing well; good for another ten years at this rate, he assured her cheerfully, and she smiled back. I like to keep a strict account of my old stand-bys, and he turned to me. Dont you let Mrs. Todd overdo to-day, — old folks like her are apt to be thoughtless; and then we all laughed, and, parting, went our ways gayly.

I suppose he puts up with your rivalry the same as ever? asked Mrs. Blackett. You and he are as friendly as ever, I see, Almiry, and Almira sagely nodded.

Hes got too many long routes now to stop to tend to all his door patients, she said, especially them that takes pleasure in talkin themselves over. The doctor and me have got to be kind of partners; hes gone a good deal, far an wide. Looked tired, didnt he? I shall have to advise with him an get him off for a good rest. Hell take the big boat from Rockland an go off up to Boston an mouse round among the other doctors, one in two or three years, and come home fresh as a boy. I guess they think considerble of him up there. Mrs. Todd shook the reins and reached determinedly for the whip, as if she were compelling public opinion.

Whatever energy and spirit the white horse had to begin with were soon exhausted by the steep hills and his discernment of a long expedition ahead. We toiled slowly along. Mrs. Blackett and I sat together, and Mrs. Todd sat alone in front with much majesty and the large basket of provisions. Part of the way the road was shaded by thick woods, but we also passed one farmhouse after another on the high uplands, which we all three regarded with deep interest, the house itself and the barns and garden-spots and poultry all having to suffer an inspection of the shrewdest sort. This was a highway quite new to me; in fact, most of my journeys with Mrs. Todd had been made afoot and between the roads, in open pasturelands. My friends stopped several times for brief dooryard visits, and made so many promises of stopping again on the way home that I began to wonder how long the expedition would last. I had often noticed how warmly Mrs. Todd was greeted by her friends, but it was hardly to be compared with the feeling now shown toward Mrs. Blackett. A look of delight came to the faces of those who recognized the plain, dear old figure beside me; one revelation after another was made of the constant interest and intercourse that had linked the far island and these scattered farms into a golden chain of love and dependence.

Now, we mustnt stop again if we can help it, insisted Mrs. Todd at last. Youll get tired, mother, and youll think the less o reunions. We can visit along here any day. There, if they aint frying doughnuts in this next house, too! These are new folks, you know, from over St. George way; they took this old Talcot farm last year. Tis the best water on the road, and the check-reins come undone — yes, wed best delay a little and water the horse.

We stopped, and seeing a party of pleasure-seekers in holiday attire, the thin, anxious mistress of the farmhouse came out with wistful sympathy to hear what news we might have to give. Mrs. Blackett first spied her at the half-closed door, and asked with such cheerful directness if we were trespassing that, after a few words, she went back to her kitchen and reappeared with a plateful of doughnuts.

Entertainment for man and beast, announced Mrs. Todd with satisfaction. Why, weve perceived there was new doughnuts all along the road, but youre the first that has treated us.

Our new acquaintance flushed with pleasure, but said nothing.

Theyre very nice; youve had good luck with em, pronounced Mrs. Todd. Yes, weve observed there was doughnuts all the way along; if one house is frying all the rest is; tis so with a great many things.

I dont suppose likely youre goin up to the Bowden reunion? asked the hostess as the white horse lifted his head and we were saying good-by.

Why, yes, said Mrs. Blackett and Mrs. Todd and I, all together.

I am connected with the family. Yes, I expect to be there this afternoon. Ive been lookin forward to it, she told us eagerly.

We shall see you there. Come and sit with us if its convenient, said dear Mrs. Blackett, and we drove away.

I wonder who she was before she was married? said Mrs. Todd, who was usually unerring in matters of genealogy. She must have been one of that remote branch that lived down beyond Thomaston. We can find out this afternoon. I expect that the familiesll march together, or be sorted out some way. Im willing to own a relation that has such proper ideas of doughnuts.

I seem to see the family looks, said Mrs. Blackett. I wish wed asked her name. Shes a stranger, and I want to help make it pleasant for all such.

She resembles Cousin Palina Bowden about the forehead, said Mrs. Todd with decision.

We had just passed a piece of woodland that shaded the road, and come out to some open fields beyond, when Mrs. Todd suddenly reined in the horse as if somebody had stood on the roadside and stopped her. She even gave that quick reassuring nod of her head which was usually made to answer for a bow, but I discovered that she was looking eagerly at a tall ash-tree that grew just inside the field fence.

I thought twas goin to do well, she said complacently as we went on again. Last time I was up this way that tree was kind of drooping and discouraged. Grown trees act that way sometimes, sames folks; then theyll put right to it and strike their roots off into new ground and start all over again with real good courage. Ash-trees is very likely to have poor spells; they aint got the resolution of other trees.

I listened hopefully for more; it was this peculiar wisdom that made one value Mrs. Todds pleasant company.

Theres sometimes a good hearty tree growin right out of the bare rock, out o some crack that just holds the roots; she went on to say, right on the pitch o one o them bare stony hills where you cant seem to see a wheel-barrowful o good earth in a place, but that treell keep a green top in the driest summer. You lay your ear down to the ground an youll hear a little stream runnin. Every such tree has got its own livin spring; theres folk made to match em.

I could not help turning to look at Mrs. Blackett, close beside me. Her hands were clasped placidly in their thin black woolen gloves, and she was looking at the flowery wayside as we went slowly along, with a pleased, expectant smile. I do not think she had heard a word about the trees.

I just saw a nice plant o elecampane growin back there, she said presently to her daughter.

I havent got my mind on herbs to-day, responded Mrs. Todd, in the most matter-of-fact way. Im bent on seeing folks, and she shook the reins again.

I for one had no wish to hurry, it was so pleasant in the shady roads. The woods stood close to the road on the right; on the left were narrow fields and pastures where there were as many acres of spruces and pines as there were acres of bay and juniper and huckleberry, with a little turf between. When I thought we were in the heart of the inland country, we reached the top of a hill, and suddenly there lay spread out before us a wonderful great view of well-cleared fields that swept down to the wide water of a bay. Beyond this were distant shores like another country in the midday haze which half hid the hills beyond, and the faraway pale blue mountains on the northern horizon. There was a schooner with all sails set coming down the bay from a white village that was sprinkled on the shore, and there were many sailboats flitting about it. It was a noble landscape, and my eyes, which had grown used to the narrow inspection of a shaded roadside, could hardly take it in.

Why, its the upper bay, said Mrs. Todd. You can see way over into the town of Fessenden. Those farms way over there are all in Fessenden. Mother used to have a sister that lived up that shore. If we started as earlys we could on a summer mornin, we couldnt get to her place from Green Island till late afternoon, even with a fair, steady breeze, and you had to strike the time just right so as to fetch up long o the tide and land near the flood. Twas ticklish business, an we didnt visit back an forth as much as mother desired. You have to go way down the cost to Cold Spring Light an round that long point, — up heres what they call the Back Shore.

No, we were most always separated, my dear sister and me, after the first year she was married, said Mrs. Blackett. We had our little families an plenty o cares. We were always lookin forward to the time we could see each other more. Now and then shed get out to the island for a few days while her husbandd go fishin; and once he stopped with her an two children, and made him some flakes right there and cured all his fish for winter. We did have a beautiful time together, sister an me; she used to look back to it longs she lived.

I do love to look over there where she used to live, Mrs. Blackett went on as we began to go down the hill. It seems as if she must still be there, though shes long been gone. She loved their farm, — she didnt see how I got so used to our island; but somehow I was always happy from the first.

Yes, its very dull to me up among those slow farms, declared Mrs. Todd. The snow troubles em in winter. Theyre all besieged by winter, as you may say; tis far better by the shore than up among such places. I never thought I should like to live up country.

Why, just see the carriages ahead of us on the next rise! exclaimed Mrs. Blackett. Theres going to be a great gathering, dont you believe there is, Almiry? It hasnt seemed up to now as if anybody was going but us. An tis such a beautiful day, with yesterday cool and pleasant to work an get ready, I shouldnt wonder if everybody was there, even the slow ones like Phebe Ann Brock.

Mrs. Blacketts eyes were bright with excitement, and even Mrs. Todd showed remarkable enthusiasm. She hurried the horse and caught up with the holiday-makers ahead. Theres all the Depfords goin, six in the wagon, she told us joyfully; an Mis Alva Tilleys folks are now risin the hill in their new carry-all.

Mrs. Blackett pulled at the neat bow of her black bonnet-strings, and tied them again with careful precision. I believe your bonnets on a little bit sideways, dear, she advised Mrs. Todd as if she were a child; but Mrs. Todd was too much occupied to pay proper heed. We began to feel a new sense of gayety and of taking part in the great occasion as we joined the little train.


XVIII. The Bowden Reunion
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IT IS VERY RARE in country life, where high days and holidays are few, that any occasion of general interest proves to be less than great. Such is the hidden fire of enthusiasm in the New England nature that, once given an outlet, it shines forth with almost volcanic light and heat. In quiet neighborhoods such inward force does not waste itself upon those petty excitements of every day that belong to cities, but when, at long intervals, the altars to patriotism, to friendship, to the ties of kindred, are reared in our familiar fields, then the fires glow, the flames come up as if from the inexhaustible burning heart of the earth; the primal fires break through the granite dust in which our souls are set. Each heart is warm and every face shines with the ancient light. Such a day as this has transfiguring powers, and easily makes friends of those who have been cold-hearted, and gives to those who are dumb their chance to speak, and lends some beauty to the plainest face.

Oh, I expect I shall meet friends today that I havent seen in a long while, said Mrs. Blackett with deep satisfaction. Twill bring out a good many of the old folks, tis such a lovely day. Im always glad not to have them disappointed.

I guess likely the best of emll be there, answered Mrs. Todd with gentle humor, stealing a glance at me. Theres one thing certain: theres nothing takes in this whole neighborhood like anything related to the Bowdens. Yes, I do feel that when you call upon the Bowdens you may expect most families to rise up between the Landing and the far end of the Back Cove. Those that arent kin by blood are kin by marriage.

There used to be an old story goin about when I was a girl, said Mrs. Blackett, with much amusement. There was a great many more Bowdens then than there are now, and the folks was all setting in meeting a dreadful hot Sunday afternoon, and a scatter-witted little bound girl came running to the meetin-house door all out o breath from somewheres in the neighborhood. Mis Bowden, Mis Bowden! says she. Your babys in a fit! They used to tell that the whole congregation was up on its feet in a minute and right out into the aisles. All the Mis Bowdens was setting right out for home; the minister stood there in the pulpit tryin to keep sober, an all at once he burst right out laughin. He was a very nice man, they said, and he said hed better give em the benediction, and they could hear the sermon next Sunday, so he kept it over. My mother was there, and she thought certain twas me.

None of our family was ever subject to fits, interrupted Mrs. Todd severely. No, we never had fits, none of us; and twas lucky we didnt way out there to Green Island. Now these folks right in front; dear sakes knows the bunches o soothing catnip an yarrow Ive had to favor old Mis Evins with dryin! You can see it right in their expressions, all them Evins folks. There, just you look up to the crossroads, mother, she suddenly exclaimed. See all the teams ahead of us. And, oh, look down on the bay; yes, look down on the bay! See what a sight o boats, all headin for the Bowden place cove!

Oh, aint it beautiful! said Mrs. Blackett, with all the delight of a girl. She stood up in the high wagon to see everything, and when she sat down again she took fast hold of my hand.

Hadnt you better urge the horse a little, Almiry? she asked. Hes had it easy as we came along, and he can rest when we get there. The others are some little ways ahead, and I dont want to lose a minute.

We watched the boats drop their sails one by one in the cove as we drove along the high land. The old Bowden house stood, low-storied and broad-roofed, in its green fields as if it were a motherly brown hen waiting for the flock that came straying toward it from every direction. The first Bowden settler had made his home there, and it was still the Bowden farm; five generations of sailors and farmers and soldiers had been its children. And presently Mrs. Blackett showed me the stone-walled burying-ground that stood like a little fort on a knoll overlooking the bay, but, as she said, there were plenty of scattered Bowdens who were not laid there, — some lost at sea, and some out West, and some who died in the war; most of the home graves were those of women.

We could see now that there were different footpaths from along shore and across country. In all these there were straggling processions walking in single file, like old illustrations of the Pilgrims Progress. There was a crowd about the house as if huge bees were swarming in the lilac bushes. Beyond the fields and cove a higher point of land ran out into the bay, covered with woods which must have kept away much of the northwest wind in winter. Now there was a pleasant look of shade and shelter there for the great family meeting.

We hurried on our way, beginning to feel as if we were very late, and it was a great satisfaction at last to turn out of the stony highroad into a green lane shaded with old apple-trees. Mrs. Todd encouraged the horse until he fairly pranced with gayety as we drove round to the front of the house on the soft turf. There was an instant cry of rejoicing, and two or three persons ran toward us from the busy group.

Why, dear Mis Blackett! — heres Mis Blackett! I heard them say, as if it were pleasure enough for one day to have a sight of her. Mrs. Todd turned to me with a lovely look of triumph and self-forgetfulness. An elderly man who wore the look of a prosperous sea-captain put up both arms and lifted Mrs. Blackett down from the high wagon like a child, and kissed her with hearty affection. I was master afraid she wouldnt be here, he said, looking at Mrs. Todd with a face like a happy sunburnt schoolboy, while everybody crowded round to give their welcome.

Mothers always the queen, said Mrs. Todd. Yes, theyll all make everything of mother; shell have a lovely time to-day. I wouldnt have had her miss it, and there wont be a thing shell ever regret, except to mourn because William want here.

Mrs. Blackett having been properly escorted to the house, Mrs. Todd received her own full share of honor, and some of the men, with a simple kindness that was the soul of chivalry, waited upon us and our baskets and led away the white horse. I already knew some of Mrs. Todds friends and kindred, and felt like an adopted Bowden in this happy moment. It seemed to be enough for anyone to have arrived by the same conveyance as Mrs. Blackett, who presently had her court inside the house, while Mrs. Todd, large, hospitable, and preeminent, was the centre of a rapidly increasing crowd about the lilac bushes. Small companies were continually coming up the long green slope from the water, and nearly all the boats had come to shore. I counted three or four that were baffled by the light breeze, but before long all the Bowdens, small and great, seemed to have assembled, and we started to go up to the grove across the field.

Out of the chattering crowd of noisy children, and large-waisted women whose best black dresses fell straight to the ground in generous folds, and sunburnt men who looked as serious as if it were town-meeting day, there suddenly came silence and order. I saw the straight, soldierly little figure of a man who bore a fine resemblance to Mrs. Blackett, and who appeared to marshal us with perfect ease. He was imperative enough, but with a grand military sort of courtesy, and bore himself with solemn dignity of importance. We were sorted out according to some clear design of his own, and stood as speechless as a troop to await his orders. Even the children were ready to march together, a pretty flock, and at the last moment Mrs. Blackett and a few distinguished companions, the ministers and those who were very old, came out of the house together and took their places. We ranked by fours, and even then we made a long procession.

There was a wide path mowed for us across the field, and, as we moved along, the birds flew up out of the thick second crop of clover, and the bees hummed as if it still were June. There was a flashing of white gulls over the water where the fleet of boats rode the low waves together in the cove, swaying their small masts as if they kept time to our steps. The plash of the water could be heard faintly, yet still be heard; we might have been a company of ancient Greeks going to celebrate a victory, or to worship the god of harvests, in the grove above. It was strangely moving to see this and to make part of it. The sky, the sea, have watched poor humanity at its rites so long; we were no more a New England family celebrating its own existence and simple progress; we carried the tokens and inheritance of all such households from which this had descended, and were only the latest of our line. We possessed the instincts of a far, forgotten childhood; I found myself thinking that we ought to be carrying green branches and singing as we went. So we came to the thick shaded grove still silent, and were set in our places by the straight trees that swayed together and let sunshine through here and there like a single golden leaf that flickered down, vanishing in the cool shade.

The grove was so large that the great family looked far smaller than it had in the open field; there was a thick growth of dark pines and firs with an occasional maple or oak that gave a gleam of color like a bright window in the great roof. On three sides we could see the water, shining behind the tree-trunks, and feel the cool salt breeze that began to come up with the tide just as the day reached its highest point of heat. We could see the green sunlit field we had just crossed as if we looked out at it from a dark room, and the old house and its lilacs standing placidly in the sun, and the great barn with a stockade of carriages from which two or three care-taking men who had lingered were coming across the field together. Mrs. Todd had taken off her warm gloves and looked the picture of content.

There! she exclaimed. Ive always meant to have you see this place, but I never looked for such a beautiful opportunity — weather an occasion both made to match. Yes, it suits me: I dont ask no more. I want to know if you saw mother walkin at the head! It choked me right up to see mother at the head, walkin with the ministers, and Mrs. Todd turned away to hide the feelings she could not instantly control.

Who was the marshal? I hastened to ask. Was he an old soldier?

Dont he do well? answered Mrs. Todd with satisfaction.

He dont often have such a chance to show off his gifts, said Mrs. Caplin, a friend from the Landing who had joined us. Thats Sant Bowden; he always takes the lead, such days. Good for nothing else most o his time; trouble is, he — 

I turned with interest to hear the worst. Mrs. Caplins tone was both zealous and impressive.

Stimlates, she explained scornfully.

No, Santin never was in the war, said Mrs. Todd with lofty indifference. It was a cause of real distress to him. He kep enlistin, and traveled far an wide about here, an even took the bot and went to Boston to volunteer; but he aint a sound man, an they wouldnt have him. They say he knows all their tactics, an can tell all about the battle o Waterloo wells he can Bunker Hill. I told him once the countryd lost a great general, an I meant it, too.

I expect youre near right, said Mrs. Caplin, a little crestfallen and apologetic.

I be right, insisted Mrs. Todd with much amiability. Twas most too bad to cramp him down to his peaceful trade, but hes a most excellent shoemaker at his best, an he always says its a trade that gives him time to think an plan his maneuvers. Over to the Port they always invite him to march Decoration Day, same as the rest, an he does look noble; he comes of soldier stock.

I had been noticing with great interest the curiously French type of face which prevailed in this rustic company. I had said to myself before that Mrs. Blackett was plainly of French descent, in both her appearance and her charming gifts, but this is not surprising when one has learned how large a proportion of the early settlers on this northern coast of New England were of Huguenot blood, and that it is the Norman Englishman, not the Saxon, who goes adventuring to a new world.

They used to say in old times, said Mrs. Todd modestly, that our family came of very high folks in France, and one of em was a great general in some o the old wars. I sometimes think that Santins ability has come way down from then. Taint nothin hes ever acquired; twas born in him. I dont knows he ever saw a fine parade, or met with those that studied up such things. Hes figured it all out an got his papers so he knows how to aim a cannon right for Williams fish-house five miles out on Green Island, or up there on Burnt Island where the signal is. He had it all over to me one day, an I tried hard to appear interested. His lifes all in it, but he will have those poor gloomy spells come over him now an then, an then he has to drink.

Mrs. Caplin gave a heavy sigh.

Theres a great many such strayaway folks, just as there is plants, continued Mrs. Todd, who was nothing if not botanical. I know of just one sprig of laurel that grows over back here in a wild spot, an I never could hear of no other on this coast. I had a large bunch brought me once from Massachusetts way, so I know it. This piece grows in an open spot where youd think twould do well, but its sort o poor-lookin. Ive visited it time an again, just to notice its poor blooms. Tis a real Sant Bowden, out of its own place.

Mrs. Caplin looked bewildered and blank. Well, all I know is, last year he worked out some kind of plan sos to parade the county conference in platoons, and got em all flustered up tryin to sense his ideas of a holler square, she burst forth. They was holler enough anyway after ridin way down from up country into the salt air, and theyd been treated to a sermon on faith an works from old Fayther Harlow that never knows when to cease. Twant no time for tactics then, — they want athinkin of the church military. Sant, he couldnt do nothin with em. All he thinks of, when he sees a crowd, is how to march em. Tis all very well when he dont tempt too much. He never did act like other folks.

Aint I just been maintainin that he aint like em? urged Mrs. Todd decidedly. Strange folks has got to have strange ways, for what I see.

Somebody observed once that you could pick out the likeness of most every sort of a foreigner when you looked about you in our parish, said Sister Caplin, her face brightening with sudden illumination. I didnt see the bearin of it then quite so plain. I always did think Mari Harris resembled a Chinee.

Mari Harris was pretty as a child, I remember, said the pleasant voice of Mrs. Blackett, who, after receiving the affectionate greetings of nearly the whole company, came to join us, — to see, as she insisted, that we were out of mischief.

Yes, Mari was one o them pretty little lambs that make dreadful homely old sheep, replied Mrs. Todd with energy. Capn Littlepage neverd look so disconsolate if she was any sort of a proper person to direct things. She might divert him; yes, she might divert the old gentleman, an let him think he had his own way, stead o arguing everything down to the bare bone. Twouldnt hurt her to sit down an hear his great stories once in a while.

The stories are very interesting, I ventured to say.

Yes, you always catch yourself a-thinkin what if they all was true, and he had the right of it, answered Mrs. Todd. Hes a good sight better company, though dreamy, than such sordid creaturs as Mari Harris.

Live and let live, said dear old Mrs. Blackett gently. I havent seen the captain for a good while, now that I aint so constant to meetin, she added wistfully. We always have known each other.

Why, if it is a good pleasant day tomorrow, Ill get William to call an invite the captin to dinner. Williamll be in early sos to pass up the street without meetin anybody.

There, theyre callin out its time to set the tables, said Mrs. Caplin, with great excitement.

Heres Cousin Sarah Jane Blackett! Well, I am pleased, certain! exclaimed Mrs. Todd, with unaffected delight; and these kindred spirits met and parted with the promise of a good talk later on. After this there was no more time for conversation until we were seated in order at the long tables.

Im one that always dreads seeing some o the folks that I dont like, at such a time as this, announced Mrs. Todd privately to me after a season of reflection. We were just waiting for the feast to begin. You wouldnt think such a great creatur s I be could feel all over pins an needles. I remember, the day I promised to Nathan, how it come over me, justs I was feelin happys I could, that Id got to have an own cousin o his for my near relation all the rest o my life, an it seemed as if die I should. Poor Nathan saw somethin had crossed me, — he had very nice feelings, — and when he asked what twas, I told him. I never could like her myself, said he. You shant be bothered, dear, he says; an twas one o the things that made me set a good deal by Nathan, he did not make a habit of always opposin, like some men. Yes, says I, but think o Thanksgivin times an funerals; shes our relation, an weve got to own her. Young folks dont think o those things. There she goes now, do lets pray her by! said Mrs. Todd, with an alarming transition from general opinions to particular animosities. I hate her just the same as I always did; but shes got on a real pretty dress. I do try to remember that shes Nathans cousin. Oh dear, well; shes gone by after all, an aint seen me. I expected shed come pleasantin round just to show off an say afterwards she was acquainted.

This was so different from Mrs. Todds usual largeness of mind that I had a moments uneasiness; but the cloud passed quickly over her spirit, and was gone with the offender.

There never was a more generous out-of-door feast along the coast then the Bowden family set forth that day. To call it a picnic would make it seem trivial. The great tables were edged with pretty oak-leaf trimming, which the boys and girls made. We brought flowers from the fence-thickets of the great field; and out of the disorder of flowers and provisions suddenly appeared as orderly a scheme for the feast as the marshal had shaped for the procession. I began to respect the Bowdens for their inheritance of good taste and skill and a certain pleasing gift of formality. Something made them do all these things in a finer way than most country people would have done them. As I looked up and down the tables there was a good cheer, a grave soberness that shone with pleasure, a humble dignity of bearing. There were some who should have sat below the salt for lack of this good breeding; but they were not many. So, I said to myself, their ancestors may have sat in the great hall of some old French house in the Middle Ages, when battles and sieges and processions and feasts were familiar things. The ministers and Mrs. Blackett, with a few of their rank and age, were put in places of honor, and for once that I looked any other way I looked twice at Mrs. Blacketts face, serene and mindful of privilege and responsibility, the mistress by simple fitness of this great day.

Mrs. Todd looked up at the roof of green trees, and then carefully surveyed the company. I see em better now theyre all settin down, she said with satisfaction. Theres old Mr. Gilbraith and his sister. I wish they were sittin with us; theyre not among folks they can parley with, an they look disappointed.

As the feast went on, the spirits of my companion steadily rose. The excitement of an unexpectedly great occasion was a subtle stimulant to her disposition, and I could see that sometimes when Mrs. Todd had seemed limited and heavily domestic, she had simply grown sluggish for lack of proper surroundings. She was not so much reminiscent now as expectant, and as alert and gay as a girl. We who were her neighbors were full of gayety, which was but the reflected light from her beaming countenance. It was not the first time that I was full of wonder at the waste of human ability in this world, as a botanist wonders at the wastefulness of nature, the thousand seeds that die, the unused provision of every sort. The reserve force of society grows more and more amazing to ones thought. More than one face among the Bowdens showed that only opportunity and stimulus were lacking, — a narrow set of circumstances had caged a fine able character and held it captive. One sees exactly the same types in a country gathering as in the most brilliant city company. You are safe to be understood if the spirit of your speech is the same for one neighbor as for the other.


XIX. The Feasts End
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THE FEAST WAS a noble feast, as has already been said. There was an elegant ingenuity displayed in the form of pies which delighted my heart. Once acknowledge that an American pie is far to be preferred to its humble ancestor, the English tart, and it is joyful to be reassured at a Bowden reunion that invention has not yet failed. Beside a delightful variety of material, the decorations went beyond all my former experience; dates and names were wrought in lines of pastry and frosting on the tops. There was even more elaborate reading matter on an excellent early-apple pie which we began to share and eat, precept upon precept. Mrs. Todd helped me generously to the whole word BOWDEN, and consumed REUNION herself, save an undecipherable fragment; but the most renowned essay in cookery on the tables was a model of the old Bowden house made of durable gingerbread, with all the windows and doors in the right places, and sprigs of genuine lilac set at the front. It must have been baked in sections, in one of the last of the great brick ovens, and fastened together on the morning of the day. There was a general sigh when this fell into ruin at the feasts end, and it was shared by a great part of the assembly, not without seriousness, and as if it were a pledge and token of loyalty. I met the maker of the gingerbread house, which had called up lively remembrances of a childish story. She had the gleaming eye of an enthusiast and a look of high ideals.

I could just as well have made it all of frosted cake, she said, but twouldnt have been the right shade; the old house, as you observe, was never painted, and I concluded that plain gingerbread would represent it best. It wasnt all I expected it would be, she said sadly, as many an artist had said before her of his work.

There were speeches by the ministers; and there proved to be a historian among the Bowdens, who gave some fine anecdotes of the family history; and then appeared a poetess, whom Mrs. Todd regarded with wistful compassion and indulgence, and when the long faded garland of verses came to an appealing end, she turned to me with words of praise.

Sounded pretty, said the generous listener. Yes, I thought she did very well. We went to school together, an Mary Anna had a very hard time; trouble was, her mother thought shed given birth to a genius, an Mary Annas come to believe it herself. There, I dont know what we should have done without her; there aint nobody else that can write poetry between here and way up towards Rockland; it adds a great deal at such a time. When she speaks o those that are gone, she feels it all, and so does everybody else, but she harps too much. Id laid half of that away for next time, if I was Mary Anna. There comes mother to speak to her, an old Mr. Gilbreaths sister; now shell be heartened right up. Motherll say just the right thing.

The leave-takings were as affecting as the meetings of these old friends had been. There were enough young persons at the reunion, but it is the old who really value such opportunities; as for the young, it is the habit of every day to meet their comrades, — the time of separation has not come. To see the joy with which these elder kinsfolk and acquaintances had looked in one anothers faces, and the lingering touch of their friendly hands; to see these affectionate meetings and then the reluctant partings, gave one a new idea of the isolation in which it was possible to live in that after all thinly settled region. They did not expect to see one another again very soon; the steady, hard work on the farms, the difficulty of getting from place to place, especially in winter when boats were laid up, gave double value to any occasion which could bring a large number of families together. Even funerals in this country of the pointed firs were not without their social advantages and satisfactions. I heard the words next summer repeated many times, though summer was still ours and all the leaves were green.

The boats began to put out from shore, and the wagons to drive away. Mrs. Blackett took me into the old house when we came back from the grove: it was her fathers birthplace and early home, and she had spent much of her own childhood there with her grandmother. She spoke of those days as if they had but lately passed; in fact, I could imagine that the house looked almost exactly the same to her. I could see the brown rafters of the unfinished roof as I looked up the steep staircase, though the best room was as handsome with its good wainscoting and touch of ornament on the cornice as any old room of its day in a town.

Some of the guests who came from a distance were still sitting in the best room when we went in to take leave of the master and mistress of the house. We all said eagerly what a pleasant day it had been, and how swiftly the time had passed. Perhaps it is the great national anniversaries which our country has lately kept, and the soldiers meetings that take place everywhere, which have made reunions of every sort the fashion. This one, at least, had been very interesting. I fancied that old feuds had been overlooked, and the old saying that blood is thicker than water had again proved itself true, though from the variety of names one argued a certain adulteration of the Bowden traits and belongings. Clannishness is an instinct of the heart, — it is more than a birthright, or a custom; and lesser rights were forgotten in the claim to a common inheritance.

We were among the very last to return to our proper lives and lodgings. I came near to feeling like a true Bowden, and parted from certain new friends as if they were old friends; we were rich with the treasure of a new remembrance.

At last we were in the high wagon again; the old white horse had been well fed in the Bowden barn, and we drove away and soon began to climb the long hill toward the wooded ridge. The road was new to me, as roads always are, going back. Most of our companions had been full of anxious thoughts of home, — of the cows, or of young children likely to fall into disaster, — but we had no reasons for haste, and drove slowly along, talking and resting by the way. Mrs. Todd said once that she really hoped her front door had been shut on account of the dust blowing in, but added that nothing made any weight on her mind except not to forget to turn a few late mullein leaves that were drying on a newspaper in the little loft. Mrs. Blackett and I gave our word of honor that we would remind her of this heavy responsibility. The way seemed short, we had so much to talk about. We climbed hills where we could see the great bay and the islands, and then went down into shady valleys where the air began to feel like evening, cool and camp with a fragrance of wet ferns. Mrs. Todd alighted once or twice, refusing all assistance in securing some boughs of a rare shrub which she valued for its bark, though she proved incommunicative as to her reasons. We passed the house where we had been so kindly entertained with doughnuts earlier in the day, and found it closed and deserted, which was a disappointment.

They must have stopped to tea somewheres and thought theyd finish up the day, said Mrs. Todd. Those that enjoyed it bestll want to get right home sos to think it over.

I didnt see the woman there after all, did you? asked Mrs. Blackett as the horse stopped to drink at the trough.

Oh yes, I spoke with her, answered Mrs. Todd, with but scant interest or approval. She aint a member o our family.

I thought you said she resembled Cousin Palina Bowden about the forehead, suggested Mrs. Blackett.

Well, she dont, answered Mrs. Todd impatiently. I aint one thats ordnarily mistaken about family likenesses, and she didnt seem to meet with friends, so I went square up to her. I expect youre a Bowden by your looks, says I. Yes, I can take it youre one o the Bowdens. Lor, no, says she. Dennett was my maiden name, but I married a Bowden for my first husband. I thought Id come an just see what was a-goin on!

Mrs. Blackett laughed heartily. Im goin to remember to tell William o that, she said. There, Almiry, the only thing thats troubled me all this day is to think how William would have enjoyed it. I do so wish William had been there.

I sort of wish he had, myself, said Mrs. Todd frankly.

There want many old folks there, somehow, said Mrs. Blackett, with a touch of sadness in her voice. There aint so many to come as there used to be, Im aware, but I expected to see more.

I thought they turned out pretty well, when you come to think of it; why, everybody was sayin so an feelin gratified, answered Mrs. Todd hastily with pleasing unconsciousness; then I saw the quick color flash into her cheek, and presently she made some excuse to turn and steal an anxious look at her mother. Mrs. Blackett was smiling and thinking about her happy day, though she began to look a little tired. Neither of my companions was troubled by her burden of years. I hoped in my heart that I might be like them as I lived on into age, and then smiled to think that I too was no longer very young. So we always keep the same hearts, though our outer framework fails and shows the touch of time.

Twas pretty when they sang the hymn, wasnt it? asked Mrs. Blackett at suppertime, with real enthusiasm. There was such a plenty o mens voices; where I sat it did sound beautiful. I had to stop and listen when they came to the last verse.

I saw that Mrs. Todds broad shoulders began to shake. There was good singers there; yes, there was excellent singers, she agreed heartily, putting down her teacup, but I chanced to drift alongside Mis Peter Bowden o Great Bay, an I couldnt help thinkin if she was as far out o town as she was out o tune, she wouldnt get back in a day.


XX. Along Shore
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ONE DAY AS I went along the shore beyond the old wharves and the newer, high-stepped fabric of the steamer landing, I saw that all the boats were beached, and the slack water period of the early afternoon prevailed. Nothing was going on, not even the most leisurely of occupations, like baiting trawls or mending nets, or repairing lobster pots; the very boats seemed to be taking an afternoon nap in the sun. I could hardly discover a distant sail as I looked seaward, except a weather-beaten lobster smack, which seemed to have been taken for a plaything by the light airs that blew about the bay. It drifted and turned about so aimlessly in the wide reach off Burnt Island, that I suspected there was nobody at the wheel, or that she might have parted her rusty anchor chain while all the crew were asleep.

I watched her for a minute or two; she was the old Miranda, owned by some of the Caplins, and I knew her by an odd shaped patch of newish duck that was set into the peak of her dingy mainsail. Her vagaries offered such an exciting subject for conversation that my heart rejoiced at the sound of a hoarse voice behind me. At that moment, before I had time to answer, I saw something large and shapeless flung from the Mirandas deck that splashed the water high against her black side, and my companion gave a satisfied chuckle. The old lobster smacks sail caught the breeze again at this moment, and she moved off down the bay. Turning, I found old Elijah Tilley, who had come softly out of his dark fish-house, as if it were a burrow.

Boy got kind o drowsy steerin of her; Monroe he hove him right overboard; wake now fast enough, explained Mr. Tilley, and we laughed together.

I was delighted, for my part, that the vicissitudes and dangers of the Miranda, in a rocky channel, should have given me this opportunity to make acquaintance with an old fisherman to whom I had never spoken. At first he had seemed to be one of those evasive and uncomfortable persons who are so suspicious of you that they make you almost suspicious of yourself. Mr. Elijah Tilley appeared to regard a stranger with scornful indifference. You might see him standing on the pebble beach or in a fish-house doorway, but when you came nearer he was gone. He was one of the small company of elderly, gaunt-shaped great fisherman whom I used to like to see leading up a deep-laden boat by the head, as if it were a horse, from the waters edge to the steep slope of the pebble beach. There were four of these large old men at the Landing, who were the survivors of an earlier and more vigorous generation. There was an alliance and understanding between them, so close that it was apparently speechless. They gave much time to watching one anothers boats go out or come in; they lent a ready hand at tending one anothers lobster traps in rough weather; they helped to clean the fish or to sliver porgies for the trawls, as if they were in close partnership; and when a boat came in from deep-sea fishing they were never too far out of the way, and hastened to help carry it ashore, two by two, splashing alongside, or holding its steady head, as if it were a willful sea colt. As a matter of fact no boat could help being steady and way-wise under their instant direction and companionship. Abels boat and Jonathan Bowdens boat were as distinct and experienced personalities as the men themselves, and as inexpressive. Arguments and opinions were unknown to the conversation of these ancient friends; you would as soon have expected to hear small talk in a company of elephants as to hear old Mr. Bowden or Elijah Tilley and their two mates waste breath upon any form of trivial gossip. They made brief statements to one another from time to time. As you came to know them you wondered more and more that they should talk at all. Speech seemed to be a light and elegant accomplishment, and their unexpected acquaintance with its arts made them of new value to the listener. You felt almost as if a landmark pine should suddenly address you in regard to the weather, or a lofty-minded old camel make a remark as you stood respectfully near him under the circus tent.

I often wondered a great deal about the inner life and thought of these self-contained old fishermen; their minds seemed to be fixed upon nature and the elements rather than upon any contrivances of man, like politics or theology. My friend, Captain Bowden, who was the nephew of the eldest of this group, regarded them with deference; but he did not belong to their secret companionship, though he was neither young nor talkative.

Theyve gone together ever since they were boys, they know most everything about the sea amonst them, he told me once. They was always just as you see em now since the memory of man.

These ancient seafarers had houses and lands not outwardly different from other Dunnet Landing dwellings, and two of them were fathers of families, but their true dwelling places were the sea, and the stony beach that edged its familiar shore, and the fish-houses, where much salt brine from the mackerel kits had soaked the very timbers into a state of brown permanence and petrifaction. It had also affected the old fishermens hard complexions, until one fancied that when Death claimed them it could only be with the aid, not of any slender modern dart, but the good serviceable harpoon of a seventeenth century woodcut.

Elijah Tilley was such an evasive, discouraged-looking person, heavy-headed, and stooping so that one could never look him in the face, that even after his friendly exclamation about Monroe Pennell, the lobster smacks skipper, and the sleepy boy, I did not venture at once to speak again. Mr. Tilley was carrying a small haddock in one hand, and presently shifted it to the other hand lest it might touch my skirt. I knew that my company was accepted, and we walked together a little way.

You mean to have a good supper, I ventured to say, by way of friendliness.

Goin to have this ere haddock an some o my good baked potatoes; must eat to live, responded my companion with great pleasantness and open approval. I found that I had suddenly left the forbidding coast and come into the smooth little harbor of friendship.

You aint never been up to my place, said the old man. Folks dont come now as they used to; no, taint no use to ask folks now. My poor dear she was a great hand to draw young company.

I remembered that Mrs. Todd had once said that this old fisherman had been sore stricken and unconsoled at the death of his wife.

I should like very much to come, said I. Perhaps you are going to be at home later on?

Mr. Tilley agreed, by a sober nod, and went his way bent-shouldered and with a rolling gait. There was a new patch high on the shoulder of his old waistcoat, which corresponded to the renewing of the Mirandas mainsail down the bay, and I wondered if his own fingers, clumsy with much deep-sea fishing, had set it in.

Was there a good catch to-day? I asked, stopping a moment. I didnt happen to be on the shore when the boats came in.

No; all come in pretty light, answered Mr. Tilley. Addicks an Bowden they done the best; Abel an me we had but a slim fare. We went out arly, but not so arly as sometimes; looked like a poor mornin. I got nine haddick, all small, and seven fish; the rest on em got more fish than haddick. Well, I dont expect they feel like bitin every day; we larn to humor em a little, an let em have their way bout it. These plaguey dog-fish kind of worry em. Mr. Tilley pronounced the last sentence with much sympathy, as if he looked upon himself as a true friend of all the haddock and codfish that lived on the fishing grounds, and so we parted.

Later in the afternoon I went along the beach again until I came to the foot of Mr. Tilleys land, and found his rough track across the cobblestones and rocks to the field edge, where there was a heavy piece of old wreck timber, like a ships bone, full of tree-nails. From this a little footpath, narrow with one mans treading, led up across the small green field that made Mr. Tilleys whole estate, except a straggling pasture that tilted on edge up the steep hillside beyond the house and road. I could hear the tinkle-tankle of a cow-bell somewhere among the spruces by which the pasture was being walked over and forested from every side; it was likely to be called the wood lot before long, but the field was unmolested. I could not see a bush or a brier anywhere within its walls, and hardly a stray pebble showed itself. This was most surprising in that country of firm ledges, and scattered stones which all the walls that industry could devise had hardly begun to clear away off the land. In the narrow field I noticed some stout stakes, apparently planted at random in the grass and among the hills of potatoes, but carefully painted yellow and white to match the house, a neat sharp-edged little dwelling, which looked strangely modern for its owner. I should have much sooner believed that the smart young wholesale egg merchant of the Landing was its occupant than Mr. Tilley, since a mans house is really but his larger body, and expresses in a way his nature and character.

I went up the field, following the smooth little path to the side door. As for using the front door, that was a matter of great ceremony; the long grass grew close against the high stone step, and a snowberry bush leaned over it, top-heavy with the weight of a morning-glory vine that had managed to take what the fishermen might call a half hitch about the door-knob. Elijah Tilley came to the side door to receive me; he was knitting a blue yarn stocking without looking on, and was warmly dressed for the season in a thick blue flannel shirt with white crockery buttons, a faded waistcoat and trousers heavily patched at the knees. These were not his fishing clothes. There was something delightful in the grasp of his hand, warm and clean, as if it never touched anything but the comfortable woolen yarn, instead of cold sea water and slippery fish.

What are the painted stakes for, down in the field? I hastened to ask, and he came out a step or two along the path to see; and looked at the stakes as if his attention were called to them for the first time.

Folks laughed at me when I first bought this place an come here to live, he explained. They said twant no kind of a field privilege at all; no place to raise anything, all full o stones. I was aware twas good land, an I worked some on it — odd times when I didnt have nothin else on hand — till I cleared them loose stones all out. You never see a prettier piece than tis now; now did ye? Well, as for them painted marks, thems my buoys. I struck on to some heavy rocks that didnt show none, but a plowd be liable to ground on em, an so I ketched holt an buoyed em sames you see. They dont trouble me no moren if they want there.

You havent been to sea for nothing, I said laughing.

One trade helps another, said Elijah with an amiable smile. Come right in an set down. Come in an rest ye, he exclaimed, and led the way into his comfortable kitchen. The sunshine poured in at the two further windows, and a cat was curled up sound asleep on the table that stood between them. There was a new-looking light oilcloth of a tiled pattern on the floor, and a crockery teapot, large for a household of only one person, stood on the bright stove. I ventured to say that somebody must be a very good housekeeper.

Thats me, acknowledged the old fisherman with frankness. There aint nobody here but me. I try to keep things looking right, sames poor dear left em. You set down here in this chair, then you can look off an see the water. None on em thought I was goin to get along alone, no way, but I want goin to have my house turned upsi down an all changed about; no, not to please nobody. I was the only one knew just how she liked to have things set, poor dear, an I said I was goin to make shift, and I have made shift. Id rather tough it out alone. And he sighed heavily, as if to sigh were his familiar consolation.

We were both silent for a minute; the old man looked out the window, as if he had forgotten I was there.

You must miss her very much? I said at last.

I do miss her, he answered, and sighed again. Folks all kep repeatin that time would ease me, but I cant find it does. No, I miss her just the same every day.

How long is it since she died? I asked.

Eight year now, come the first of October. It dont seem near so long. Ive got a sister that comes and stops long o me a little spell, spring an fall, an odd times if I send after her. I aint near so good a hand to sew as I be to knit, and shes very quick to set everything to rights. Shes a married woman with a family; her sons folks lives at home, an I cant make no great claim on her time. But it makes me a kind o good excuse, when I do send, to help her a little; she aint none too well off. Poor dear always liked her, and we used to contrive our ways together. Tis full as easy to be alone. I set here an think it all over, an think considerable when the weathers bad to go outside. I get so some days it feels as if poor dear might step right back into this kitchen. I keep a-watchin them doors as if she might step in to ary one. Yes, maam, I keep a-lookin off an droppin o my stitches; thats just how it seems. I cant git over losin of her no way nor no how. Yes, maam, thats just how it seems to me.

I did not say anything, and he did not look up.

I git feelin so sometimes I have to lay everything by an go out door. She was a sweet pretty creatur longs she lived, the old man added mournfully. Theres that little rockin chair o hern, I set an notice it an think how strange tis a creatur like her should be gone an that chair be here right in its old place.

I wish I had known her; Mrs. Todd told me about your wife one day, I said.

Youd have liked to come and see her; all the folks did, said poor Elijah. Shed been so pleased to hear everything and see somebody new that took such an intrest. She had a kind o gift to make it pleasant for folks. I guess likely Almiry Todd told you she was a pretty woman, especially in her young days; late years, too, she kep her looks and come to be so pleasant lookin. There, taint so much matter, I shall be done afore a great while. No; I shant trouble the fish a great sight more.

The old widower sat with his head bowed over his knitting, as if he were hastily shortening the very thread of time. The minutes went slowly by. He stopped his work and clasped his hands firmly together. I saw he had forgotten his guest, and I kept the afternoon watch with him. At last he looked up as if but a moment had passed of his continual loneliness.

Yes, maam, Im one that has seen trouble, he said, and began to knit again.

The visible tribute of his careful housekeeping, and the clean bright room which had once enshrined his wife, and now enshrined her memory, was very moving to me; he had no thought for any one else or for any other place. I began to see her myself in her home, — a delicate-looking, faded little woman, who leaned upon his rough strength and affectionate heart, who was always watching for his boat out of this very window, and who always opened the door and welcomed him when he came home.

I used to laugh at her, poor dear, said Elijah, as if he read my thought. I used to make light of her timid notions. She used to be fearful when I was out in bad weather or baffled about gittin ashore. She used to say the time seemed long to her, but Ive found out all about it now. I used to be dreadful thoughtless when I was a young man and the fish was bitin well. Id stay out late some o them days, an I expect shed watch an watch an lose heart a-waitin. My heart alive! what a supper shed git, an be right there watchin from the door, with somethin over her head if twas cold, waitin to hear all about it as I come up the field. Lord, how I think o all them little things!

This was what she called the best room; in this way, he said presently, laying his knitting on the table, and leading the way across the front entry and unlocking a door, which he threw open with an air of pride. The best room seemed to me a much sadder and more empty place than the kitchen; its conventionalities lacked the simple perfection of the humbler room and failed on the side of poor ambition; it was only when one remembered what patient saving, and what high respect for society in the abstract go to such furnishing that the little parlor was interesting at all. I could imagine the great day of certain purchases, the bewildering shops of the next large town, the aspiring anxious woman, the clumsy sea-tanned man in his best clothes, so eager to be pleased, but at ease only when they were safe back in the sailboat again, going down the bay with their precious freight, the hoarded money all spent and nothing to think of but tiller and sail. I looked at the unworn carpet, the glass vases on the mantelpiece with their prim bunches of bleached swamp grass and dusty marsh rosemary, and I could read the history of Mrs. Tilleys best room from its very beginning.

You see for yourself what beautiful rugs she could make; now Im going to show you her best tea things she thought so much of, said the master of the house, opening the door of a shallow cupboard. Thats real chiny, all of it on those two shelves, he told me proudly. I bought it all myself, when we was first married, in the port of Bordeaux. There never was one single piece of it broke until — Well, I used to say, long as she lived, there never was a piece broke, but long at the last I noticed shed look kind o distressed, an I thought twas count o me boastin. When they asked if they should use it when the folks was here to supper, time o her funeral, I knew shed want to have everything nice, and I said certain. Some o the women they come runnin to me an called me, while they was takin of the chiny down, an showed me there was one o the cups broke an the pieces wropped in paper and pushed way back here, corner o the shelf. They didnt want me to go an think they done it. Poor dear! I had to put right out o the house when I see that. I knowed in one minute how twas. Wed got so used to sayin twas all there justs I fetched it home, an so when she broke that cup somehow or nother she couldnt frame no words to come an tell me. She couldnt think twould vex me, twas her own hurt pride. I guess there want no other secret ever lay between us.

The French cups with their gay sprigs of pink and blue, the best tumblers, an old flowered bowl and tea caddy, and a japanned waiter or two adorned the shelves. These, with a few daguerreotypes in a little square pile, had the closet to themselves, and I was conscious of much pleasure in seeing them. One is shown over many a house in these days where the interest may be more complex, but not more definite.

Those were her best things, poor dear, said Elijah as he locked the door again. She told me that last summer before she was taken away that she couldnt think o anything more she wanted, there was everything in the house, an all her rooms was furnished pretty. I was goin over to the Port, an inquired for errands. I used to ask her to say what she wanted, cost or no cost — she was a very reasonable woman, an twas the place where she done all but her extra shopping. It kind o chilled me up when she spoke so satisfied.

You dont go out fishing after Christmas? I asked, as we came back to the bright kitchen.

No; I take stiddy to my knitting after January sets in, said the old seafarer. Taint worth while, fish make off into deeper water an you cant stand no such perishin for the sake o what you get. I leave out a few traps in sheltered coves an do a little lobsterin on fair days. The young fellows braves it out, some on em; but, for me, I lay in my winters yarn an set here where tis warm, an knit an take my comfort. Mother learnt me once when I was a lad; she was a beautiful knitter herself. I was laid up with a bad knee, an she said twould take up my time an help her; we was a large family. Theyll buy all the folks can do down here to Addicks store. They say our Dunnet stockins is gettin to be celebrated up to Boston, — good quality o wool an even knittin or somethin. Ive always been called a pretty hand to do nettin, but seines is master cheap to what they used to be when they was all hand worked. I change off to nettin long towards spring, and I piece up my trawls and lines and get my fishin stuff to rights. Lobster pots they require attention, but I make em up in spring weather when its warm there in the barn. No; I aint one o them that likes to set an do nothin.

You see the rugs, poor dear did them; she want very partial to knittin, old Elijah went on, after he had counted his stitches. Our rugs is beginnin to show wear, but I cant master none o them womanish tricks. My sister, she tinkers em up. She said last time she was here that she guessed theyd last my time.

The old ones are always the prettiest, I said.

You aint referrin to the braided ones now? answered Mr. Tilley. You see ours is braided for the most part, an their good looks is all in the beginnin. Poor dear used to say they made an easier floor. I go shufflin round the house sames if twas a bot, and I always used to be stubbin up the corners o the hooked kind. Her an me was always havin our jokes together sames a boy an girl. Outsiders neverd know nothin about it to see us. She had nice manners with all, but to me there was nobody so entertainin. Shed take off anybodys natural talk winter evenins when we set here alone, so youd think twas them a-speakin. There, there!

I saw that he had dropped a stitch again, and was snarling the blue yarn round his clumsy fingers. He handled it and threw it off at arms length as if it were a cod line; and frowned impatiently, but I saw a tear shining on his cheek.

I said that I must be going, it was growing late, and asked if I might come again, and if he would take me out to the fishing grounds someday.

Yes, come any time you want to, said my host, taint so pleasant as when poor dear was here. Oh, I didnt want to lose her an she didnt want to go, but it had to be. Such things aint for us to say; theres no yes an no to it.

You find Almiry Todd one o the best o women? said Mr. Tilley as we parted. He was standing in the doorway and I had started off down the narrow green field. No, there aint a better hearted woman in the State o Maine. Ive known her from a girl. Shes had the best o mothers. You tell her Im liable to fetch her up a couple or three nice good mackerel early tomorrow, he said. Now dont let it slip your mind. Poor dear, she always thought a sight o Almiry, and she used to remind me there was nobody to fish for her; but I dont reclect it as I ought to. I see you drop a line yourself very handy now an then.

We laughed together like the best of friends, and I spoke again about the fishing grounds, and confessed that I had no fancy for a southerly breeze and a ground swell.

Nor me neither, said the old fisherman. Nobody likes em, say what they may. Poor dear was disobliged by the mere sight of a bot. Almirys got the best o mothers, I expect you know; Mis Blackett out to Green Island; and we was always plannin to go out when summer come; but there, I couldnt pick no days weather that seemed to suit her just right. I never set out to worry her neither, twant no kind o use; she was so pleasant we couldnt have no fret nor trouble. Twas never you dear an you darlin afore folks, an you divil behind the door!

As I looked back from the lower end of the field I saw him still standing, a lonely figure in the doorway. Poor dear, I repeated to myself half aloud; I wonder where she is and what she knows of the little world she left. I wonder what she has been doing these eight years!

I gave the message about the mackerel to Mrs. Todd.

Been visitin with Lijah? she asked with interest. I expect you had kind of a dull session; he aint the talkin kind; dwellin so much long o fish seems to make em lose the gift o speech. But when I told her that Mr. Tilley had been talking to me that day, she interrupted me quickly.

Then twas all about his wife, an he cant say nothin too pleasant neither. She was modest with strangers, but there aint one o her old friends can ever make up her loss. For me, I dont want to go there no more. Theres some folks you miss and some folks you dont, when theyre gone, but there aint hardly a day I dont think o dear Sarah Tilley. She was always right there; yes, you knew just where to find her like a plain flower. Lijahs worthy enough; I do esteem Lijah, but hes a ploddin man.


XXI. The Backward View
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AT LAST IT WAS the time of late summer, when the house was cool and damp in the morning, and all the light seemed to come through green leaves; but at the first step out of doors the sunshine always laid a warm hand on my shoulder, and the clear, high sky seemed to lift quickly as I looked at it. There was no autumnal mist on the coast, nor any August fog; instead of these, the sea, the sky, all the long shore line and the inland hills, with every bush of bay and every fir-top, gained a deeper color and a sharper clearness. There was something shining in the air, and a kind of lustre on the water and the pasture grass, — a northern look that, except at this moment of the year, one must go far to seek. The sunshine of a northern summer was coming to its lovely end.

The days were few then at Dunnet Landing, and I let each of them slip away unwillingly as a miser spends his coins. I wished to have one of my first weeks back again, with those long hours when nothing happened except the growth of herbs and the course of the sun. Once I had not even known where to go for a walk; now there were many delightful things to be done and done again, as if I were in London. I felt hurried and full of pleasant engagements, and the days flew by like a handful of flowers flung to the sea wind.

At last I had to say good-by to all my Dunnet Landing friends, and my homelike place in the little house, and return to the world in which I feared to find myself a foreigner. There may be restrictions to such a summers happiness, but the ease that belongs to simplicity is charming enough to make up for whatever a simple life may lack, and the gifts of peace are not for those who live in the thick of battle.

I was to take the small unpunctual steamer that went down the bay in the afternoon, and I sat for a while by my window looking out on the green herb garden, with regret for company. Mrs. Todd had hardly spoken all day except in the briefest and most disapproving way; it was as if we were on the edge of a quarrel. It seemed impossible to take my departure with anything like composure. At last I heard a footstep, and looked up to find that Mrs. Todd was standing at the door.

Ive seen to everything now, she told me in an unusually loud and business-like voice. Your trunks are on the warf by this time. Capn Bowden he come and took em down himself, an is going to see that theyre safe aboard. Yes, Ive seen to all your rangements, she repeated in a gentler tone. These things Ive left on the kitchen table youll want to carry by hand; the basket neednt be returned. I guess I shall walk over towards the Port now an inquire how old Mis Edward Caplin is.

I glanced at my friends face, and saw a look that touched me to the heart. I had been sorry enough before to go away.

I guess youll excuse me if I aint down there to stand around on the warf and see you go, she said, still trying to be gruff. Yes, I ought to go over and inquire for Mis Edward Caplin; its her third shock, and if mother gets in on Sunday shell want to know just how the old lady is. With this last word Mrs. Todd turned and left me as if with sudden thought of something she had forgotten, so that I felt sure she was coming back, but presently I heard her go out of the kitchen door and walk down the path toward the gate. I could not part so; I ran after her to say good-by, but she shook her head and waved her hand without looking back when she heard my hurrying steps, and so went away down the street.

When I went in again the little house had suddenly grown lonely, and my room looked empty as it had the day I came. I and all my belongings had died out of it, and I knew how it would seem when Mrs. Todd came back and found her lodger gone. So we die before our own eyes; so we see some chapters of our lives come to their natural end.

I found the little packages on the kitchen table. There was a quaint West Indian basket which I knew its owner had valued, and which I had once admired; there was an affecting provision laid beside it for my seafaring supper, with a neatly tied bunch of southernwood and a twig of bay, and a little old leather box which held the coral pin that Nathan Todd brought home to give to poor Joanna.

There was still an hour to wait, and I went up the hill just above the schoolhouse and sat there thinking of things, and looking off to sea, and watching for the boat to come in sight. I could see Green Island, small and darkly wooded at that distance; below me were the houses of the village with their apple-trees and bits of garden ground. Presently, as I looked at the pastures beyond, I caught a last glimpse of Mrs. Todd herself, walking slowly in the footpath that led along, following the shore toward the Port. At such a distance one can feel the large, positive qualities that control a character. Close at hand, Mrs. Todd seemed able and warm-hearted and quite absorbed in her bustling industries, but her distant figure looked mateless and appealing, with something about it that was strangely self-possessed and mysterious. Now and then she stooped to pick something, — it might have been her favorite pennyroyal, — and at last I lost sight of her as she slowly crossed an open space on one of the higher points of land, and disappeared again behind a dark clump of juniper and the pointed firs.

As I came away on the little coastwise steamer, there was an old sea running which made the surf leap high on all the rocky shores. I stood on deck, looking back, and watched the busy gulls agree and turn, and sway together down the long slopes of air, then separate hastily and plunge into the waves. The tide was setting in, and plenty of small fish were coming with it, unconscious of the silver flashing of the great birds overhead and the quickness of their fierce beaks. The sea was full of life and spirit, the tops of the waves flew back as if they were winged like the gulls themselves, and like them had the freedom of the wind. Out in the main channel we passed a bent-shouldered old fisherman bound for the evening round among his lobster traps. He was toiling along with short oars, and the dory tossed and sank and tossed again with the steamers waves. I saw that it was old Elijah Tilley, and though we had so long been strangers we had come to be warm friends, and I wished that he had waited for one of his mates, it was such hard work to row along shore through rough seas and tend the traps alone. As we passed I waved my hand and tried to call to him, and he looked up and answered my farewells by a solemn nod. The little town, with the tall masts of its disabled schooners in the inner bay, stood high above the flat sea for a few minutes then it sank back into the uniformity of the coast, and became indistinguishable from the other towns that looked as if they were crumbled on the furzy-green stoniness of the shore.

The small outer islands of the bay were covered among the ledges with turf that looked as fresh as the early grass; there had been some days of rain the week before, and the darker green of the sweet-fern was scattered on all the pasture heights. It looked like the beginning of summer ashore, though the sheep, round and warm in their winter wool, betrayed the season of the year as they went feeding along the slopes in the low afternoon sunshine. Presently the wind began to blow and we struck out seaward to double the long sheltering headland of the cape, and when I looked back again, the islands and the headland had run together and Dunnet Landing and all its coasts were lost to sight.
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THERE WAS ONCE a story-book girl named Betty Leicester, who lived in a small square book bound in scarlet and white. I, who know her better than any one else does, and who know my way about Tideshead, the story-book town, as well as she did, and who have not only made many a visit to her Aunt Barbara and Aunt Mary in their charming old country-house, but have even seen the house in London where she spent the winter: I, who confess to loving Betty a good deal, wish to write a little more about her in this Christmas story. The truth is, that ever since I wrote the first story I have been seeing girls who reminded me of Betty Leicester of Tideshead. Either they were about the same age or the same height, or they skipped gayly by me in a little gown like hers, or I saw a pleased look or a puzzled look in their eyes which seemed to bring Betty, my own story-book girl, right before me.



Now, if anybody has read the book, this preface will be much more interesting than if anybody has not. Yet, if I say to all new acquaintances that Betty was just in the middle of her sixteenth year, and quite in the middle of girlhood; that she hated some things as much as she could, and liked other things with all her heart, and did not feel pleased when older people kept saying dont! perhaps these new acquaintances will take the risk of being friends. Certain things had become easy just as Betty was leaving Tideshead in New England, where she had been spending the summer with her old aunts, so that, having got used to all the Tideshead liberties and restrictions, she thought she was leaving the easiest place in the world; but when she got back to London with her father, somehow or other life was very difficult indeed.

She used to wish for London and for her cronies, the Duncans, when she was first in Tideshead; but when she was in England again she found that, being a little nearer to the awful responsibilities of a grown person, she was not only a new Betty, but London — great, busy, roaring, delightful London — was a new London altogether. To say that she felt lonely, and cried one night because she wished to go back to Tideshead and be a village person again, and was homesick for her four-posted bed with the mandarins parading on the curtains, is only to tell the honest truth.

In Tideshead that summer Betty Leicester learned two things which she could not understand quite well enough to believe at first, but which always seem more and more sensible to one as time goes on. The first is that you must be careful what you wish for, because if you wish hard enough you are pretty sure to get it; and the second is, that no two persons can be placed anywhere where one will not be host and the other guest. One will be in a position to give and to help and to show; the other must be the one who depends and receives.

Now, this subject may not seem any clearer to you at first than it did to Betty; but life suddenly became a great deal more interesting, and she felt herself a great deal more important to the rest of the world when she got a little light from these rules. For everybody knows that two of the hardest things in the world are to know what to do and how to behave; to know what ones own duty is in the world and how to get on with other people. What to be and how to behave — these are the questions that every girl has to face; and if somebody answers, Be good and be polite, it is such a general kind of answer that one throws it away and feels uncomfortable.

I do not remember that I happened to say anywhere in the story that there was a pretty fashion in Tideshead, as summer went on, of calling our friend Sister Betty. Whether it came from her lamenting that she had no sister, and being kindly adopted by certain friends, or whether there was something in her friendly, affectionate way of treating people, one cannot tell.
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BETTY LEICESTER, IN a new winter gown which had just been sent home from Libertys, with all desirable qualities of color, and a fine expanse of smocking at the yoke, and some sprigs of embroidery for ornament in proper places, was yet an unhappy Betty. In spite of being not only fine, but snug and warm as one always feels when cold weather first comes and one gets into a winter dress, everything seemed disappointing. The weather was shivery and dark, the street into which she was looking was narrow and gloomy, and there was a moment when Betty thought wistfully of Tideshead as if there were no December there, and only the high, clear September sky that she had left. Somehow, all out-of-door life appeared to have come to an end, and she felt as if she were shut into a dark and wintry prison. Not long before this she had come from Whitby, the charming red-roofed Yorkshire fishing-town that forever climbs the hill to its gray abbey. There were flocks of young people at Whitby that autumn, and Betty had lived out of doors in pleasant company to her hearts content, and tramped about the moors and along the cliffs with gay parties, and played golf and cricket, and helped to plan some great excitement or lively excursion for almost every day. There is a funny, dancing-step sort of walk, set to the tune of Humpty-Dumpty, which seems to belong with the Whitby walking-sticks which everybody carries; you lock arms in lines across the road, and keep step to the gay chant of the dismal nursery lines, and the faster you go, especially when you are tired, the more it seems to rest you (or thats what some people think) in the long walks home. Whitby was almost as good as Tideshead, to which lovely town Betty now compared every other, even London itself.

Betty and her father had not yet gone to housekeeping by themselves (which made them very happy later on), but they were living in some familiar old Clarges Street lodgings convenient to the Green Park, where Betty could go for a consoling scamper with a new dog called Toby because he looked so exactly like the beloved Toby on the cover of Punch. Betty had spent a whole mornings work upon a proper belled ruff for Toby, who gravely sat up and wore it as if he were conscious of literary responsibilities.

Papa had gone to the British Museum that rainy morning, and was not likely to reappear before the close of day. For a wonder, he was going to dine at home that night. Something very interesting to the scientific world had happened to him during his summer visit to Alaska, and it seemed as if every one of his scientific friends had also made some discovery, or something had happened to each one, which made many talks and dinners and club meetings delightfully important. But most of the London people were in the country; for in England they stay in the hot town until July or August, while all Americans scatter among green fields or seashore places; and then spend the gloomy months of the year in their country houses, when we fly back to the shelter and music and pictures and companionship of town life. This all depends upon the meeting of parliament and other great reasons; but even Betty Leicester felt quite left out and lonely in town that dark day. Her best friends, the Duncans, were at their great house in Warwickshire. She was going to stay with them for a month, but not just yet; while her father was soon going to pay a short visit to a very great lady indeed at Danesly Castle, just this side the Border.

This very great lady indeed was perfectly charming to our friend; a smile or a bow from her was just then more than anything else to Betty. We all know how perfectly delightful it is to love some one so much that we keep dreaming of her a little all the time, and what happiness it gives when the least thing one has to do with her is a perfectly golden joy. Betty loved Mrs. Duncan fondly and constantly, and she loved Aunt Barbara with a spark of true enchantment and eager desire to please; but for this new friend, for Lady Mary Danesly (who was Mrs. Duncans cousin), there was something quite different in her heart. As she stood by the window in Clarges Street she was thinking of this lovely friend, and wishing for once that she herself was older, so that perhaps she might have been asked to come with papa for a weeks visit at Christmas. But Lady Mary would be busy enough with her great house-party of distinguished people. Once she had been so delightful as to say that Betty must some day come to Danesly with her father, but of course this could not be the time. Miss Day, Bettys old governess, who now lived with her mother in one of the suburbs of London, was always ready to come to spend a week or two if Betty were to be left alone, and it was pleasanter every year to try to make Miss Day have a good time as well as to have one ones self; but, somehow, a feeling of having outgrown Miss Day was hard to bear. They had not much to talk about except the past, and what they used to do; and when friendship comes to this alone, it may be dear, but is never the best sort.

The fog was blowing out of the street, and the window against which Betty leaned was suddenly flecked with raindrops. A telegraph boy came round the corner as if the gust of wind had brought him, and ran toward the steps; presently the maid brought in a telegram to Betty, who hastened to open it, as she was always commissioned to do in her fathers absence. To her surprise it was meant for herself. She looked at the envelope to make sure. It was from Lady Mary.

Can you come to me with your father next week, dear? I wish for you very much.

Theres no answer — at least theres no answer now, said Betty, quite trembling with excitement and pleasure; I must see papa first, but I cant think that he will say no. He meant to come home for Christmas day with me, and now we can both stay on. She hopped about, dancing and skipping, after the door was shut. What a thing it is to have ones wishes come true before ones eyes! And then she asked to have a hansom cab called and for the company of Pagot, who was her maid now; a very nice woman whom Mrs. Duncan had recommended, in as much as Betty was older and had thoughts of going to housekeeping. Pagots sister also was engaged as housemaid, and, strange as it may appear, our Tideshead Betty was to become the mistress of a cook and butler. Pagot herself looked sedate and responsible, but she dearly liked a little change and was finding the day dull. So they started off together toward the British Museum in all the rain, with the shutter of the cab put down and the horse trotting along the shining streets as if he liked it.
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MR. LEICESTER WAS in the Department of North American Prehistoric Remains, and had a jar of earth before him which he was examining with closest interest. Heres a bit of charred bone, he was saying eagerly to a wise-looking old gentleman, and heres a funeral bead — just as I expected. This proves my theory of the sacrificial — Why, Betty, whats the matter? and he looked startled for a moment. A telegram?

It was so very important, you see, papa, said Betty.

I thought it was bad news from Tideshead, said Mr. Leicester, looking up at her with a smile after he had read it. Well, my dear, thats very nice, and very important too, he added, with a fine twinkle in his eyes. I shall be going out for a bit of luncheon presently, and Ill send the answer with great pleasure.

Bettys cheeks were brighter than ever, as if a rosy cloud of joy were shining through. Now that Im here, Ill look at the arrowheads; maynt I, papa? she asked, with great self-possession. I should like to see if I can find one like mine — I mean my best white one that I found on the river-bank last summer.

Papa nodded, and turned to his jar again. You may let Pagot go home at one oclock, he said, and come back to find me here, and well go and have luncheon together. I was thinking of coming home early to get you. Weve a house to look at, and its dull weather for what I wish to do here at the museum. Clear sunshine is the only possible light for this sort of work, he added, turning to the old gentleman, who nodded; and Betty nodded sagely, and skipped away with Pagot, to search among the arrowheads.

She found many white quartz arrowpoints and spearheads like her own treasure. Pagot thought them very dull, and was made rather uncomfortable by the Indian medicine-masks and war-bonnets and evil-looking war-clubs, and openly called it a waste of time for any one to have taken trouble to get all that heathen rubbish together. Such savages and their horrid ways were best forgotten by decent folks, if Pagot might be so bold as to say so. But presently it was luncheon time; and the good soul cheerfully departed, while Betty joined her father, and waited for him as still as a mouse for half an hour, while he and the scientific old gentleman reluctantly said their last words and separated. She had listened to a good deal of their talk about altar fires, and the ceremonies that could be certainly traced in a handful of earth from the site of a temple in the mounds of a buried city; but all her thoughts were of Lady Mary and the pleasures of the next week. She looked again at the telegram, which was much nicer than most telegrams. It was so nice of Lady Mary to have said dear in it — just as if she were talking; people did not often say dear in a message. Perhaps some of her guests cant come; but then, everybody likes to be asked to Danesly, Betty thought. And I wonder if I shall dine at table with the guests; I never have. At any rate, I shall see Lady Mary often and be with papa. It is perfectly lovely! I can give her the Indian basket I brought her, now, before the sweet grass is all dry.

It was a great delight to be asked to the holiday party; many a grown person would be thankful to take Bettys place. For was not Lady Mary a very great lady indeed, and one of the most charming women in England? — a famous hostess and assembler of really delightful people?

I am going to Danesly on the seventeenth, said Betty to herself, with satisfaction.
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BETTY AND HER father had taken a long journey from London. They had been nearly all day in the train, after a breakfast by candle-light; and it was quite dark, except for the light of the full moon in a misty sky, as they drove up the long avenue at Danesly. Pagot was in great spirits; she was to go everywhere with Betty now, being used to the care of young ladies, and more being expected of this young lady than in the past. Pagot had been at Danesly before with the Duncans, and had many friends in the household.

Mr. Leicester was walking across the fields by a path he well knew from the little station, with a friend and fellow guest whom they had met at Durham. This path was much shorter than the road, so that papa was sure of reaching the house first; but Betty felt a little lonely, being tired, and shy of meeting a great bright houseful of people quite by herself, in case papa should loiter. But suddenly the carriage stopped, and the footman jumped down and opened the door. My lady is walking down to meet you, miss, he said; shes just ahead of us, coming down the avenue. And Betty flew like a pigeon to meet her dear friend. The carriage drove on and left them together under the great trees, walking along together over the beautiful tracery of shadows. Suddenly Lady Mary felt the warmth of Bettys love for her and her speechless happiness as she had not felt it before, and she stopped, looking so tall and charming, and put her two arms round Betty, and hugged her to her heart.

My dear little girl! she said for the second time; and then they walked on, and still Betty could not say anything for sheer joy. Now Im going to tell you something quite in confidence, said the hostess of the great house, which showed its dim towers and scattered lights beyond the leafless trees. I had been wishing to have you come to me, but I should not have thought this the best time for a visit; later on, when the days will be longer, I shall be able to have much more time to myself. But an American friend of mine, Mr. Banfield, who is a friend of your papas, I believe, wrote to ask if he might bring his young daughter, whom he had taken from school in New York for a holiday. It seemed a difficult problem for the first moment, and Lady Mary gave a funny little laugh. I did not know quite what to do with her just now, as I should with a grown person. And then I remembered that I might ask you to help me, Betty dear. You know that the Duncans always go for a Christmas visit to their grandmother in Devon.

I was so glad to come, said Betty warmly; it was nicer than anything else.
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I WAS SO GLAD TO COME

I am a little afraid of young American girls, you understand, said Lady Mary gayly; and then, taking a solemn tone: Yes, you neednt laugh, Miss Betty! But you know all about what they like, dont you? and so I am sure we can make a bit of pleasure together, and well be fellow hostesses, wont we? We must find some time every day for a little talking over of things quite by ourselves. Ive put you next your fathers rooms, and to-morrow Miss Banfield will be near by, and youre to dine in my little morning-room to-night. Im so glad good old Pagot is with you; she knows the house perfectly well. I hope you will soon feel at home. Why, this is almost like having a girl of my very own, said Lady Mary wistfully, as they began to go up the great steps and into the hall, where the butler and other splendid personages of the household stood waiting. Lady Mary was a tall, slender figure in black, with a beautiful head; and she carried herself with great spirit and grace. She had wrapped some black lace about her head and shoulders, and held it gathered with one hand at her throat.

I must fly to the drawing-room now, and then go to dress for dinner; so good-night, darling, said this dear lady, whom Betty had always longed to be nearer to and to know better. To-morrow you must tell me all about your summer in New England, she said, looking over her shoulder as she went one way and Betty another, with Pagot and a footman who carried the small luggage from the carriage. How good and kind she had been to come to meet a young stranger who might feel lonely, and as if there were no place for her in the great strange house in the first minute of her arrival. And Betty Leicester quite longed to see Miss Banfield and to help her to a thousand pleasures at once for Lady Marys sake.


V
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SOMEBODY HAS SAID that there are only a very few kinds of people in the world, but that they are put into all sorts of places and conditions. The minute Betty Leicester looked at Edith Banfield next day she saw that she was a little like Mary Beck, her own friend and Tideshead neighbor. The first thought was one of pleasure, and the second was a fear that the new Becky would not have a good time at Danesly. It was the morning after Bettys own arrival. That first evening she had her dinner alone, and afterward was reading and resting after her journey in Lady Marys own little sitting-room, which was next her own room. When Pagot came up from her own hasty supper and crack with her friends to look after Betty, and to unpack, she had great tales to tell of the large and noble company assembled at Danesly House. Theyre dining in the great banquet hall itself, she said with pride. Lady Mary looks a queen at the head of the table, with the French prince beside her and the great Earl of Seacliff at the other side, said Pagot proudly. I took a look from the old musicians gallery, miss, as I came along, and it was a fine sight, indeed. Lady Marys own maid, as I have known well these many years, was telling me the names of the strangers. Pagot was very proud of her own knowledge of fine people.

Betty asked if it was far to the gallery; and, finding that it was quite near the part of the house where they were, she went out with Pagot along the corridors with their long rows of doors, and into the musicians gallery, where they found themselves at a delightful point of view. Danesly Castle had been built at different times; the banquet-hall itself was very old and stately, with a high, carved roof. There were beautiful old hangings and banners where the walls and roof met, and lower down were spread great tapestries. There was a huge fire blazing in the deep fireplace at the end, and screens before it; the long table twinkled with candle-light, and the gay company sat about it. Betty looked first for papa, and saw him sitting beside Lady Dimdale, who was a great friend of his; then she looked for Lady Mary, who was at the head between the two gentlemen of whom Pagot had spoken. She was still dressed in black lace, but with many diamonds sparkling at her throat, and she looked as sweet and quiet and self-possessed as if there were no great entertainment at all. The men-servants in their handsome livery moved quickly to and fro, as if they were actors in a play. The people at the table were talking and laughing, and the whole scene was so pleasant, so gay and friendly, that Betty wished, for almost the first time, that she were grown up and dining late, to hear all the delightful talk. She and Pagot were like swallows high under the eaves of the great room. Papa looked really boyish, so many of the men were older than he. There were twenty at table; and Pagot said, as Betty counted them, that many others were expected the next day. You could imagine the great festivals of an older time as you looked down from the gallery. In the gallery itself there were quaint little heavy wooden stools for the musicians: the harpers and fiddlers and pipers who had played for so many generations of gay dancers, for whom the same lights had flickered, and over whose heads the old hangings had waved. You felt as if you were looking down at the past. Betty and Pagot closed the narrow door of the gallery softly behind them, and our friend went back to her own bedroom, where there was a nice fire, and nearly fell asleep before it, while Pagot was getting the last things unpacked and ready for the night.
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THE NEXT DAY at about nine oclock Lady Mary came through her morning-room and tapped at the door. Betty was just ready and very glad to say good-morning. The sun was shining, and she had been leaning out upon the great stone window-sill looking down the long slopes of the country into the wintry mists. Lady Mary looked out too, and took a long breath of the fresh, keen air. Its a good day for hunting, she said, and for walking. Im going down to breakfast, because I have planned for an idle day. I thought we might go down together if you were ready.

Bettys heart was filled with gratitude; it was so very kind of her hostess to remember that it would be difficult for the only girl in the house party to come alone to breakfast for the first time. They went along the corridor and down the great staircase, past the portraits and the marble busts and figures on the landings. There were two or three ladies in the great hall at the foot, with an air of being very early, and some gentlemen who were going fox hunting; and after Betty had spoken with Lady Dimdale, whom she knew, they sauntered into the breakfast-room, where they found some other people; and papa and Betty had a word together and then sat down side by side to their muffins and their eggs and toast and marmalade. It was not a bit like a Tideshead company breakfast. Everybody jumped up if he wished for a plate, or for more jam, or some cold game, which was on the sideboard with many other things. The company of servants had disappeared, and it was all as unceremonious as if the breakfasters were lunching out of doors. There was not a long tableful like that of the night before; many of the guests were taking their tea and coffee in their own rooms.

By the time breakfast was done, Betty had begun to forget herself as if she were quite at home. She stole an affectionate glance now and then at Lady Mary, and had fine bits of talk with her father, who had spent a charming evening and now told Betty something about it, and how glad he was to have her see their fellow guests. When he went hurrying away to join the hunt, Betty was sure that she knew exactly what to do with herself. It would take her a long time to see the huge old house and the picture gallery, where there were some very famous paintings, and the library, about which papa was always so enthusiastic. Lady Mary was to her more interesting than anybody else, and she wished especially to do something for Lady Mary. Aunt Barbara had helped her niece very much one day in Tideshead when she talked about her own experience in making visits and going much into company. The best thing you can do, she said, is to do everything you can to help your hostess. Dont wait to see what is going to be done for you, but try to help entertain your fellow guests and to make the moment pleasant, and you will be sure to enjoy yourself and to find your hostess wishing you to come again. Always do the things that will help your hostess. Our friend thought of this sage advice now, but it was at a moment when every one else was busy talking, and they were all going on to the great library except two or three late breakfasters who were still at the table. Aunt Barbara had also said that when there was nothing else to do, your plain duty was to entertain yourself; and, having a natural gift for this, Betty wandered off into a corner and found a new Punch and some of the American magazines on a little table close by the window-seat. After a while she happened to hear some one ask: What time is Mr. Banfield coming?

By the eleven oclock train, said Lady Mary. I am just watching for the carriage that is to fetch him. Look; you can see it first between the two oaks there to the left. It is an awkward time to get to a strange house, poor man; but they were in the South and took a night train that is very slow. Mr. Banfields daughter is with him, and my dear friend Betty, who knows what American girls like best, is kindly going to help me entertain her.

Oh, really! said one of the ladies, looking up and smiling as if she had been wondering just what Betty was for, all alone in the grown-up house party. Really, thats very nice. But I might have seen that you are Mr. Leicesters daughter. It was very stupid of me, my dear; youre quite like him — oh, quite!

I have seen you with the Duncans, have I not? asked some one else, with great interest. Why, fancy! said this friendly person, who was named the Honorable Miss Northumberland, a small, eager little lady in spite of her solemn great name,— fancy! you must be an American too. I should have thought you quite an English girl.

Oh, no, indeed, said Betty. Indeed, Im quite American, except for living in England a very great deal. She was ready to go on and say much more, but she had been taught to say as little about herself as she possibly could, since general society cares little for knowledge that is given it too easily, especially about strangers and ones self!

Theres the carriage now, said Lady Mary, as she went away to welcome the guests. Poor souls! they will like to get to their rooms as soon as possible, she said hospitably; but although the elder ladies did not stir, Betty deeply considered the situation, and then, with a happy impulse, hurried after her hostess. It was a long way about, through two or three rooms and the great hall to the entrance; but Betty overtook Lady Mary just as she reached the great door, going forward in the most hospitable, charming way to meet the new-comers. She did not seem to have seen Betty at all.

The famous lawyer, Mr. Banfield, came quickly up the steps, and after him, more slowly, came his daughter, whom he seemed quite to forget.

A footman was trying to take her wraps and traveling-bag, but she clung fast to them, and looked up apprehensively toward Lady Mary.

Betty was very sympathetic, and was sure that it was a trying moment, and she ran down to meet Miss Banfield, and happened to be so fortunate as to catch her just as she was tripping over her dress upon the high stone step. Mr. Banfield himself was well known in London, and was a great favorite in society; but at first sight his daughters self-conscious manners struck one as being less interesting. She was a pretty girl, but she wore a pretentious look, which was further borne out by very noticeable clothes — not at all the right things to travel in at that hour; but, as has long ago been said, Betty saw at once the likeness to her Tideshead friend and comrade, Mary Beck, and opened her heart to take the stranger in. It was impossible not to be reminded of the day when Mary Beck came to call in Tideshead, with her best hat and bird-of-paradise feather, and they both felt so awkward and miserable.

Did you have a very tiresome journey? Betty was asking as they reached the top of the steps at last; but Edith Banfields reply was indistinct, and the next moment Lady Mary turned to greet her young guest cordially. Betty felt that she was a little dismayed, and was all the more eager to have the young compatriots way made easy.

Did you have a tiresome journey? asked Lady Mary, in her turn; but the reply was quite audible now.

Oh, yes, said Edith. It was awfully cold — oh, awfully! — and so smoky and horrid and dirty! I thought we never should get here, with changing cars in horrid stations, and everything, she said, telling all about it.

Oh, that was too bad, said Betty, rushing to the rescue, while Lady Mary walked on with Mr. Banfield. Edith Banfield talked on in an excited, persistent way to Betty, after having finally yielded up her bag to the footman, and looking after him somewhat anxiously. Its a splendid big house, isnt it? she whispered; but awfully solemn looking. I suppose theres another part where they live, isnt there? Have you been here before? Are you English?

Im Betty Leicester, said Betty, in an undertone. No, I havent been here before; but I have known Lady Mary for a long time in London. Im an American, too.

You arent, really! exclaimed Edith. Why, you must have been over here a good many times, or something — She cast a glance at Bettys plain woolen gear, and recognized the general comfortable appearance of the English schoolgirl. Edith herself was very fine in silk attire, with much fur trimming and a very expensive hat. Well, Im awfully glad youre here, she said, with a satisfied sigh; you know all about it better than I do, and can tell me what to put on.

Oh, yes, indeed, said Betty cheerfully; and there are lots of nice things to do. We can see the people, and then there are all the pictures and the great conservatories, and the stables and dogs and everything. Ive been waiting to see them with you; and we can ride every day, if you like; and papa says its a perfectly delightful country for walking.

I hate to walk, said Edith frankly.

Oh, what a pity, lamented Betty, a good deal dashed. She was striving against a very present disappointment, but still the fact could not be overlooked that Edith Banfield looked like Mary Beck. Now, Mary also was apt to distrust all strangers and to take suspicious views of life, and she had little enthusiasm; but Betty knew and loved her loyalty and really good heart. She felt sometimes as if she tried to walk in tight shoes when Beckys opinions had to be considered; but Beckys world had grown wider month by month, and she loved her very much. Edith Banfield was very pretty; that was a comfort, and though Betty might never like her as she did Mary Beck, she meant more than ever to help her to have a good visit.

Lady Mary appeared again, having given Mr. Banfield into the young footmans charge. She looked at Sister Betty for an instant with an affectionate, amused little smile, and kept one hand on her shoulder as she talked for a minute pleasantly with the new guest.

A maid appeared to take Edith to her room, and Lady Mary patted Bettys shoulder as they parted. They did not happen to have time for a word together again all day.

By luncheon time the two girls were very good friends, and Betty knew all about the new-comer; and in spite of a succession of minor disappointments, the acquaintance promised to be very pleasant. Poor Edith Banfield, like poor Betty, had no mother, but Edith had spent several years already at a large boarding-school. She was taking this journey by way of vacation, and was going back after the Christmas holidays. She was a New-Yorker, and she hated the country, and loved to stay in foreign hotels. This was the first time she had ever paid a visit in England, except to some American friends who had a villa on the Thames, which Edith had found quite dull. She had not been taught either to admire or to enjoy very much, which seemed to make her schooling count for but little so far; but she adored her father and his brilliant wit in a most lovely way, and with this affection and pride Betty could warmly sympathize. Edith longed to please her father in every possible fashion, and secretly confessed that she did not always succeed, in a way that touched Bettys heart. It was hard to know exactly how to please the busy man; he was apt to show only a mild interest in the new clothes which at present were her chief joy; perhaps she was always making the mistake of not so much trying to please him as to make him pleased with herself, which is quite a different thing.


VII
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THERE WAS AN anxious moment on Bettys part when Edith Banfield summoned her to decide upon what dress should be worn for the evening. Pagot, whom Betty had asked to go and help her new friend, was wearing a disapproving look, and two or three fine French dresses were spread out for inspection.

Why, arent you going to dress? asked Edith. I was afraid you were all ready to go down, but I couldnt think what to put on.

Im all dressed, said Betty, with surprise. Oh, what lovely gowns! But we — she suddenly foresaw a great disappointment— we neednt go down yet, you know, Edith; we are not out, and dinner isnt like luncheon here in England. We can go down afterward, if we like, and hear the songs, but we girls never go to dinner when its a great dinner like this. I think it is much better fun to stay away; at least, I always have thought so until last night, and then it did really look very pleasant, she frankly added. Why, Im not sixteen, and youre only a little past, you know. But there lay a grown-up young ladys evening gowns as if to confute all Bettys arguments.

How awfully stupid! said Edith, with great scorn. Nursery tea for anybody like us! and she turned to look at Bettys dress, which was charming enough in its way, and made in very pretty girlish fashion. I should think theyd make you wear a white pinafore, said Edith ungraciously; but Betty, who had been getting a little angry, thought this so funny that she laughed and felt much better.

I wear muslins for very best, she said serenely. Why, of course well go down after dinner and stay a while before we say good-night; theyll be out before half-past nine, — I mean the ladies, — and well be there in the drawing-room. Oh, isnt that blue gown a beauty! I wish I had put on my best muslin, Pagot.

You look very suitable, Miss Betty, said Pagot stiffly. Pagot was very old-fashioned, and Edith made a funny little face at Betty behind her back.

The two girls had a delightful dinner together in the morning-room next Bettys own, and Ediths good humor was quite restored. She had had a good day, on the whole, and the picture galleries and conservatories had not failed to please by their splendors and delights. After they had finished their dessert, Betty, as a great surprise, offered the hospitalities of the musicians gallery, and they sped along the corridors and up the stairs in great spirits, Betty leading the way. Now, dont upset the little benches, she whispered, as she opened the narrow door out of the dark passage, and presently their two heads were over the edge of the gallery. They leaned boldly out, for nobody would think of looking up.

The great hall was even gayer and brighter than it had looked the night before. The lights and colors shone, there were new people at table, and much talk was going on. The butler and his men were more military than ever; it was altogether a famous, much-diamonded dinner company, and Lady Mary looked quite magnificent at the head.

It looks pretty, whispered Edith; but how dull it sounds! I dont believe that they are having a bit of a good time. At home, you know, theres such a noise at a party. What a splendid big room!

People never talk loud when they get together in England, said Betty. They never make that awful chatter that we do at home. Just four or five people who come to tea in Tideshead can make one anothers ears ache. I couldnt get used to it last summer; Aunt Barbara was almost the only tea-party person in Tideshead who didnt get screaming.

Oh, I do think its splendid! said Edith wistfully. I wish we were down there. I wish there was a little gallery lower down. Theres Lord Dunwater, who sat next me at luncheon. Whos that next your father?

There was a little noise behind the eager girls, and they turned quickly. A tall boy had joined them, who seemed much disturbed at finding any one in the gallery, which seldom had a visitor. Edith stood up, and seemed an alarmingly tall and elegant young lady in the dim light. Betty, who was as tall, was nothing like so imposing to behold at that moment; but the new-comer turned to make his escape.
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A TALL BOY HAD JOINED THEM

Dont go away, Betty begged, seeing his alarm, and wondering who he could be. Theres plenty of room to look. Dont go. And thereupon the stranger came forward.

He was a handsome fellow, dressed in Eton clothes. He was much confused, and said nothing; and, after a look at the company below, during which the situation became more embarrassing to all three, he turned to go away.

Are you staying in the house, too? asked Betty timidly; it was so very awkward.

I just came, said the boy, who now appeared to be a very nice fellow indeed. They had left the musicians gallery, — nobody knew why, — and now stood outside in the corridor.

I just came, he repeated. I walked over from the station across the fields. Im Lady Marys nephew, you know. Shes not expecting me. I had my supper in the housekeepers room. I was going on a weeks tramp in France with my old tutor, just to get rid of Christmas parties and things; but he strained a knee at football, and we had to give it up, and so I came here for the holidays. There was nothing else to do, he explained ruefully. What a lot of people my aunts got this year!

Its very nice, said Betty cordially.

Its beastly slow, I think, said the boy. I like it much better when my aunt and I have the place to ourselves. Oh, no; thats not what I mean! he said, blushing crimson as both the girls laughed. Only we have jolly good times by ourselves, you know; no end of walks and rides; and we fish if the waters right. You ought to see my aunt cast a fly.

Shes perfectly lovely, isnt she? said Betty, in a tone which made them firm friends at once. Were going down to the drawing-room soon; wouldnt you like to come?

Yes, said the boy slowly. Itll be fun to surprise her. And I saw Lady Dimdale at dinner. I like Lady Dimdale awfully.

So does papa, said Betty; oh, so very much! — next to Lady Mary and Mrs. Duncan.

Youre Betty Leicester, arent you? Oh, I know you now, said the boy, turning toward her with real friendliness. I danced with you at the Duncans, at a party, just before I first went to Eton, — oh, ever so long ago! — you wont remember it; and Ive seen you once besides, at their place in Warwickshire, you know. Im Warford, you know.

Why, of course, said Betty, with great pleasure. It puzzled me; I couldnt think at first, but youve quite grown up since then. How we used to dance when we were little things! Do you like it now?

No, I hate it, said Warford coldly, and they all three laughed. Edith was walking alongside, feeling much left out of the conversation, though Warford had been stealing glances at her.

Oh, I am so sorry — I didnt think, Betty exclaimed in her politest manner. Miss Banfield, this is Lord Warford. I didnt mean to be rude, but you were a great surprise, werent you? and they all laughed again, as young people will. Just then they reached the door of Lady Marys morning-room; the girls dessert was still on the table, and, being properly invited, Warford began to eat the rest of the fruit. One never gets quite enough grapes, said Warford, who was evidently suffering the constant hunger of a rapidly growing person.

Edith Banfield certainly looked very pretty, both her companions thought so; but they felt much more at home with each other. It seemed as if she were a great deal older than they, in her fine evening gown. Warford was very admiring and very polite, but Betty and he were already plunged into the deep intimacy of true fellowship. Edith got impatient before they were ready to go downstairs, but at last they all started down the great staircase, and had just settled themselves in the drawing-room when the ladies began to come in.

Why, Warford, my dear! said Lady Mary, with great delight, as he met her and kissed her twice, as if they were quite by themselves; then he turned and spoke to Lady Dimdale, who was just behind, still keeping Lady Marys left hand in his own. Warford looked taller and more manly than ever in the bright light, and he was recognized warmly by nearly all the ladies, being not only a fine fellow, but the heir of Danesly and great possessions besides, so that he stood for much that was interesting, even if he had not been interesting himself. Betty and Edith looked on with pleasure, and presently Lady Mary came toward them.

I am so glad that you came down, she said; and how nice of you to bring Warford! He usually objects so much that I believe you have found some new way to make it easy. I suppose it is dull when he is by himself. Mr. Frame is here, and has promised to sing by and by. He and Lady Dimdale have practiced some duets — their voices are charming together. I hope that you will not go up until afterward, no matter how late.

Betty, who had been sitting when Lady Mary came toward her, had risen at once to meet her, without thinking about it; but Edith Banfield still sat in her low chair, feeling stiff and uncomfortable, while Lady Mary did not find it easy to talk down at her or to think of anything to say. All at once it came to Ediths mind to follow Bettys example, and they all three stood together talking cheerfully until Lady Mary had to go to her other guests.

Isnt she lovely! said Edith, with all the ardor that Betty could wish. I dont feel a bit afraid of her, as I thought I should.

She takes such dear trouble, said Betty, warmly. She never forgets anybody. Some grown persons behave as if you ought to be ashamed of not being older, and as if you were going to bore them if they didnt look out. At this moment Warford came back most loyally from the other side of the room, and presently some gentlemen made their appearance, and the delightful singing began. Betty, who loved music, sat and listened like a quiet young robin in her red dress, and her father, who looked at her happy, dreaming face, was sure that there never had been a dearer girl in the world. Lady Mary looked at her too, and was really full of wonder, because in some way Betty had managed with simple friendliness to make her shy nephew quite forget himself, and to give some feeling of belongingness to Edith Banfield, who would have felt astray by herself in a strange English house.


VIII
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THE DAYS FLEW by until Christmas, and the weather kept clear and bright, without a bit of rain or gloom, which was quite delightful and wonderful in that northern country. The older guests hunted or drove or went walking. There were excursions of every sort for those who liked them, and sometimes the young people joined in what was going on, and sometimes Betty and Edith and Warford made fine plans of their own. It proved that Edith had spent much time with the family of her uncle, who was an army officer; and at the Western army posts she had learned to ride with her cousins, who were excellent riders and insisted upon her joining them. So Edith could share many pleasures of this sort at Danesly, and she was so pretty and gay that people liked her a good deal; and presently some of the house party had gone, and some new guests came, and the two girls and Warford were unexpected helpers in their entertainment. Sometimes they dined downstairs now, when no one was asked from outside; and every day it seemed pleasanter and more homelike to stay at Danesly. There were one or two other great houses in the neighborhood where there were also house parties in the gay holiday season, and so Betty and Edith saw a great deal of the world in one way and another; and Lady Mary remembered that girls were sometimes lonely, as they grew up, and was very good to them, teaching them, in quiet ways, many a thing belonging to manners and getting on with other people, that they would be glad to know all their life long.
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BETTY, EDITH AND WARFORD

Dont talk about yourself, she said once, and you wont half so often think of yourself, and then you are sure to be happy. And again: My old friend, Mrs. Procter, used to say, Never explain, my dear. People dont care a bit.

Warford was more at home in the hunting field than in the house; but the young people saw much of each other. He took a great deal of trouble, considering his usual fashion, to be nice to the two girls; and so one day, when Betty went to find him, he looked up eagerly to see what she wanted. Warford was busy in the gun room, with the parts of a gun which he had taken to pieces. There was nobody else there at that moment, and the winter sun was shining in along the floor.

Warford, Betty began, with an air of great confidence, what can we do for a bit of fun at Christmas?

Warford looked up at her over his shoulder, a little bewildered. He was just this side of sixteen, like Betty herself; sometimes he seemed manly, and sometimes very boyish, as happened that day. Im in for anything you like, he said, after a moments reflection. Whats on?

If we give up dining with the rest, I can think of a great plan, said Betty, shining with enthusiasm. Theres the old gallery, you know. Couldnt we have some music there, as they used in old times?

My aunt would like it awfully, exclaimed Warford, letting his gunstock drop with a thump. Id rather do anything than sit all through the dinner. Somebodyd be sure to make a row about me, and I should feel like getting into a burrow. Ill play the fiddle: what did you mean? — singing, or what? If we had it Christmas Eve, we might have the Christmas waits, you know.

Fancy! said Betty, in true English fashion; and then they both laughed.

The waits are pretty silly, said Warford. They were better than usual last year, though. Mr. Macalister, the schoolmaster, is a good musician, and he trained them well. He plays the flute and the cornet. Why not see what we can do ourselves first, and perhaps let them sing last? Theyd be disappointed not to come at midnight under the windows, you know, said Warford considerately. Well go down and ask the schoolmaster after hours, and well think what we can do ourselves. One of the grooms has a lovely tenor voice. I heard him singing The Bonny Ivy Tree like a flute only yesterday, so he must know more of those other old things that Aunt Mary likes.

We neednt have much music, said Betty. The people at dinner will not listen long, — theyll want to talk. But if we sing a Christmas song all together, and have the flute and fiddle, you know, Warford, it would be very pretty — like an old-fashioned choir, such as there used to be in Tideshead. Well sing things that everybody knows, because everybody likes old songs best. I wish Mary Beck was here; but Edith sings — she told me so; and dont you know how we sang some nice things together, the other day upon the moor, when we were coming home from the hermits-cell ruins?

Warford nodded, and picked up his gunstock.

Im your man, he said soberly. Lets dress up whoever sings, with wigs and ruffles and things. And then there are queer trumpets and viols in that collection of musical instruments in the music-room. Some of us can make believe play them.

A procession! a procession! exclaimed Betty. What do you say to a company with masks to come right into the great hall, and walk round the table three times, singing and playing? Lady Dimdale knows everything about music; I mean to ask her. Ill go and find her now.

Ill come, too, said Warford, with delightful sympathy. I saw her a while ago writing in the little book-room off the library.


IX
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IT WAS CHRISTMAS at last; and all the three young people had been missing since before luncheon in a most mysterious manner. But Betty Leicester, who came in late and flushed, managed to sit next her father; and he saw at once, being well acquainted with Betty, that some great affair was going on. She was much excited, and her eyes were very bright, and there was such a great secret that Mr. Leicester could do no less than ask to be let in, and be gayly refused and hushed, lest somebody else should know there was a secret, too. Warford, who appeared a little later, looked preternaturally solemn, and Edith alone behaved as if nothing were going to happen. She was as grown-up as possible, and chattered away about the delights of New York with an old London barrister who was Lady Marys uncle, and Warfords guardian, and chief adviser to the great Danesly estates. Edith was so pretty and talked so brightly that the old gentleman looked as amused and happy as possible.

He may be thinking that shes coming down to dinner, but hell look for her in vain, said Betty, who grew gayer herself.

Not coming to dinner? asked papa, with surprise; at which Betty gave him so stern a glance that he was more careful to avoid even the appearance of secrets from that time on; and they talked together softly about dear old Tideshead, and Aunt Barbara, and all the household, and wondered if the great Christmas box from London had arrived safely and gone up the river by the packet, just as Betty herself had done six or seven months before. It made her a little homesick, even there in the breakfast-room at Danesly, — even with papa at her side, and Lady Mary smiling back if she looked up, — to think of the dear old house, and of Serena and Letty, and how they would all be thinking of her at Christmas time.

The great hall was gay with holly and Christmas greens. It was snowing outside for the first time that year, and the huge fireplace was full of logs blazing and snapping in a splendidly cheerful way. Dinner was to be earlier than usual. A great festivity was going on in the servants hall; and when Warford went out with Lady Mary to cut the great Christmas cake and have his health drunk, Betty and Edith went too; and everybody stood up and cheered, and cried, Merry Christmas! Merry Christmas! and God bless you! in the most hearty fashion. It seemed as if all the holly in the Danesly woods had been brought in — as if Christmas had never been so warm and friendly and generous in a great house before. Christmas eve had begun, and cast its lovely charm and enchantment over everybodys heart. Old dislikes were forgotten between the guests; at Christmas time it is easy to say kind words that are hard to say all the rest of the year; at Christmas time one loves his neighbor and thinks better of him; Christmas love and good-will come and fill the heart whether one beckons them or no. Betty had spent some lonely Christmases in her short life, as all the rest of us have done; and perhaps for this reason the keeping of the great day at Danesly in such happy company, in such splendor and warm-heartedness of the old English fashion, seemed a kind of royal Christmas to her young heart. Everybody was so kind and charming.

Lady Dimdale, who had entered with great enthusiasm into the Christmas plans, caught her after luncheon and kissed her, and held her hand like an elder sister as they walked away. It would have been very hard to keep things from Lady Mary herself; but that dear lady had many ways to turn her eyes and her thoughts, and so many secret plots of her own to keep in hand at this season, that she did not suspect what was going on in a distant room of the old south wing (where Warford still preserved some of his boyish collections of birds eggs and other plunder), of which he kept the only key. There was a steep staircase that led down to a door in the courtyard; and by this Mr. Macalister, the schoolmaster, had come and gone, and the young groom of the tenor voice, and five or six others, men and girls, who could either sing or play. It was the opposite side of the house from Lady Marys own rooms, and nobody else would think anything strange of such comings and goings. Pagot and some friendly maids helped with the costumes. They had practiced their songs twice in the schoolmasters own house at nightfall, down at the edge of the village by the church; and so everything was ready, with the help of Lady Dimdale and of Mrs. Drum, the housekeeper, who would always do everything that Warford asked her, and be heartily pleased besides.

So Lady Mary did not know what was meant until after her Christmas guests were seated, and the old vicar had said grace, and all the great candelabra were lit, high on the walls between the banners and flags, and among the staghorns and armor lower down, and there were lights even in the old musicians gallery, which she could see as she sat with her back to the painted leather screen that hid the fireplace. Suddenly there was a sound of violins and a bass-viol and a flute from the gallery, and a sound of voices singing — the fresh young voices of Warford and Betty and Edith and their helpers, who sang a beautiful old Christmas song, so unexpected, so lovely, that the butler stopped halfway from the sideboard with the wine, and the footmen stood listening where they were, with whatever they had in hand. The guests at dinner looked up in surprise, and Lady Dimdale nodded across at Mr. Leicester because they both knew it was Bettys plan coming true in this delightful way. And fresh as the voices were, the look of the singers was even better, for you could see from below that all the musicians were in quaint costume. The old schoolmaster stood in the middle as leader, with a splendid powdered wig and gold-laced coat, and all the rest wore coats and gowns of velvet and brocade from the old houses store of treasures. They made a charming picture against the wall with its dark tapestry, and Lady Dimdale felt proud of her own part in the work.

There was a cry of delight from below as the first song ended. Betty in the far corner of the gallery could see Lady Mary looking up so pleased and happy and holding her dear white hands high as she applauded with the rest. Nobody knew better than Lady Mary that dinners are sometimes dull, and that even a Christmas dinner is none the worse for a little brightening. So Betty had helped her in great as well as in little things, and she blessed the child from her heart. Then the dinner went on, and so did the music; it was a pretty programme, and before anybody had dreamed of being tired of it the sound ceased and the gallery was empty.

After a while, when dessert was soon coming in, and the Christmas pudding with its flaming fire might be expected at any moment, there was a pause and a longer delay than usual in the serving. People were talking busily about the long table, and hardly noticed this until with loud knocking and sound of music, old Bond, the butler, made his appearance, with an assistant on either hand, bearing the plum pudding aloft in solemn majesty, the flames rising merrily from the huge platter. Behind him came a splendid retinue of the musicians, singing and playing; every one carried some picturesque horn or trumpet or stringed instrument from Lady Marys collection, and those who sang also made believe to play in the interludes. Behind these were all the men in livery, two and two; and so they went round and round the table until at last Warford slipped into his seat, and the pudding was put before him with great state, while the procession waited. The tall shy boy forgot himself and his shyness, and was full of the gayety of his pleasure. The costumes were all somewhat fine for Christmas choristers, and the young heir wore a magnificent combination of garments that had belonged to noble peers his ancestors, and was pretty nearly too splendid to be well seen without smoked glass. For the first time in his life he felt a brave happiness in belonging to Danesly, and in the thought that Danesly would really belong to him; he looked down the long room at Lady Mary, and loved her as he never had before, and understood things all in a flash, and made a vow to be a good fellow and to stand by her so that she should never, never feel alone or overburdened again.

Betty and Edith and the good schoolmaster (who was splendid in his white wig, and a great addition to the already brilliant company) took their own places, which were quickly made, and dessert went on; the rest of the musicians had been summoned away by Mrs. Drum, the housekeeper, — all these things having been planned beforehand. And then it was soon time for the ladies to go to the drawing-room, and Betty, feeling a little tired and out of breath with so much excitement, slipped away by herself and to her own thoughts; of Lady Mary, who would be busy with her guests, but still more of papa, who must be waited for until he came to join the ladies, when she could have a talk with him before they said good-night. It was perfectly delightful that everything had gone off so well. Lady Dimdale had known just what to do about everything, and Edith, who had grown nicer every day, had sung as well as Mary Beck (she had Beckys voice as well as her look, and had told Betty it was the best time she ever had in her life); and Warford had been so nice and had looked so handsome, and Lady Mary was so pleased because he was not shy and had not tried to hide or be grumpy, as he usually did. Betty liked Warford better than any boy she had ever seen, except Harry Foster in Tideshead. They would be sure to like each other, and perhaps they might meet some day. Harrys life of care and difficulty made him seem older than Warford, upon whom everybody had always showered all the good things he could be persuaded to take.


X
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BETTY WAS ALL by herself, walking up and down in the long picture gallery. There were lights here and there in the huge, shadowy room, but the snow had ceased falling out of doors, and the moon was out and shone brightly in at the big windows with their leaded panes. She felt very happy. It was so pleasant to see how everybody cared about papa, and thought him so delightful. She had never seen him in his place with such a company of people, or known so many of his friends together before. It was so good of Lady Mary to have let her come with papa. They would have so many things to talk over together when they got back to town.

The old pictures on the wall were watching Miss Betty Leicester of Tideshead as she walked past them through the squares of moonlight, and into the dim candle-light and out to the moonlight again. It was cooler in the gallery than in the great hall, but not too cold, and it was quiet and still. She was dressed in an ancient pink brocade, with fine old lace, that had come out of a camphor-wood chest in one of the storerooms, and she still held a little old-fashioned lute carefully under her arm. Suddenly one of the doors opened, and Lady Mary came in and crossed the moonlight square toward her.

So here you are, darling, she said. I missed you, and every one is wondering where you are. I asked Lady Dimdale, and she remembered that she saw you come this way.

Lady Mary was holding Betty, lace and lute and all, in her arms, and then she kissed her in a way that meant a great deal. Let us come over here and look out at the snow, she said at last, and they stood together in the deep window recess and looked out. The new snow was sparkling under the moon; the park stretched away, dark woodland and open country, as far as one could see; off on the horizon were the twinkling lights of a large town. Lady Mary did not say anything more, but her arm was round Betty still, and presently Bettys head found its way to Lady Marys shoulder as if it belonged there. The top of her young head was warm under Lady Marys cheek.

Everybody is lonely sometimes, darling, said Lady Mary at last; and as for me, I am very lonely indeed, even with all my friends, and all my cares and pleasures. The only thing that really helps any of us is being loved, and doing things for loves sake; it isnt the things themselves, but the love that is in them. Thats what makes Christmas so much to all the world, dear child. But everybody misses somebody at Christmas time; and theres nothing like finding a gift of new love and unlooked-for pleasure.

Lady Dimdale helped us splendidly. It wouldnt have been half so nice if it hadnt been for her, said Betty softly, — for her Christmas project had come to so much more than she had dreamed at first.

There was a stir in the drawing-room, and a louder sound of voices. The gentlemen were coming in. Lady Mary must go back; but when she kissed Betty again, there was a tear on her cheek, and so they stood waiting a minute longer, and loving to be together, and suddenly the sweet old bells in Danesly church, down the hill, rang out the Christmas chimes.


The Tory Lover (1901)
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Jewetts last novel was serialised in The Atlantic Monthly between 1900 and 1901 and shortly afterwards published in book form by Houghton, Mifflin and Company. It has not been considered one of her finest works by scholars, although it was generally well-received by critics at the time of publication. The Boston Herald declared: It is one of the most pleasing, dignified and artistic historical novels of the last five years. The New Hampshire Portsmouth Journal asserted that it was ...a novel of unusual merit..., while The Brooklyn Eagle reviewer wrote, The Tory Lover ranks with the best fiction of the year. The novel was a departure in style for Jewett, as it is a work of historical fiction and unlike her previous novels, it is heavily plot driven, as well as being set in the past.

The story begins in 1777, during the Revolutionary War and concludes two years later before the end of the conflict. The heroine is Mary Hamilton, a young woman from New England, who is a fervent supporter of the Patriot cause. Roger Wallingford is a Tory who has been persuaded to abandon his Loyalist beliefs and join the Patriot cause, due to his love for Mary. It is via Mary that he attains a commission from Captain Paul Jones on the ship The Ranger and on 1 November 1777 they set sail to France. However, Wallingford has an enemy, Dickson, on board who conspires to ruin him. During a raid by Patriot forces on the English town of Whitehaven, Wallingford is captured by the Loyalists, but declared a traitor by Dickson. When Mary receives the news of Wallingfords supposed treachery, she refuses to believe it and sets off to England to not only free him from the Loyalists, but also clear his name with the Patriots. Jewett combines fiction with fact as she takes historic figures like John Paul Jones and events like the raid on Whitehaven and intersperses them with a romance between the hero and heroine.
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John Paul Jones (1747-1792) was the United States first well-known naval commander in the American Revolutionary War. He made many friends and enemies—who accused him of piracy—among America's political elites, and his actions in British waters during the Revolution earned him an international reputation that persists to this day. 
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The original frontispiece: Mary Hamilton


TO

T. J. E.


I. THE SEA WOLF
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BY ALL YOU love most, war and this sweet lady.

The last day of October in 1777, Colonel Jonathan Hamilton came out of his high house on the river bank with a handsome, impatient company of guests, all Berwick gentlemen. They stood on the flagstones, watching a coming boat that was just within sight under the shadow of the pines of the farther shore, and eagerly passed from hand to hand a spyglass covered with worn red morocco leather. The sun had just gone down; the quick-gathering dusk of the short day was already veiling the sky before they could see the steady lift and dip of long oars, and make sure of the boats company. While it was still a long distance away, the gentlemen turned westward and went slowly down through the terraced garden, to wait again with much formality by the gate at the garden foot.

Beside the master of the house was Judge Chadbourne, an old man of singular dignity and kindliness of look, and near them stood General Goodwin, owner of the next estate, and Major Tilly Haggens of the Indian wars, a tall, heavily made person, clumsily built, but not without a certain elegance like an old bottle of Burgundy. There was a small group behind these foremost men, — a red cloak here and a touch of dark velvet on a shoulder beyond, with plenty of well-plaited ruffles to grace the wearers. Hamiltons young associate, John Lord, merchant and gentleman, stood alone, trim-wigged and serious, with a look of discretion almost too great for his natural boyish grace. Quite the most impressive figure among them was the minister, a man of high ecclesiastical lineage, very well dressed in a three-cornered beaver hat, a large single-breasted coat sweeping down with ample curves over a long waistcoat with huge pockets and lappets, and a great white stock that held his chin high in air. This was fastened behind with a silver buckle to match the buckles on his tight knee breeches, and other buckles large and flat on his square-toed shoes; somehow he looked as like a serious book with clasps as a man could look, with an outward completeness that mated with his inner equipment of fixed Arminian opinions.

As for Colonel Hamilton, the host, a strong-looking, bright-colored man in the middle thirties, the softness of a suit of brown, and his own hair well dressed and powdered, did not lessen a certain hardness in his face, a grave determination, and maturity of appearance far beyond the due of his years. Hamilton had easily enough won the place of chief shipping merchant and prince of money-makers in that respectable group, and until these dark days of war almost every venture by land or sea had added to his fortunes. The noble house that he had built was still new enough to be the chief show and glory of a rich provincial neighborhood. With all his power of money-making, — and there were those who counted him a second Sir William Pepperrell, — Hamilton was no easy friend-maker like that great citizen of the District of Maine, nor even like his own beautiful younger sister, the houses mistress. Some strain of good blood, which they had inherited, seemed to have been saved through generations to nourish this one lovely existence, and make her seem like the single flower upon their family tree. They had come from but a meagre childhood to live here in state and luxury beside the river.

The broad green fields of Hamiltons estate climbed a long hill behind the house, hedged in by stately rows of elms and tufted by young orchards; at the western side a strong mountain stream came down its deep channel over noisy falls and rapids to meet the salt tide in the bay below. This broad sea inlet and inland harborage was too well filled in an anxious year with freightless vessels both small and great: heavy seagoing craft and lateen-sailed gundalows for the river traffic; idle enough now, and careened on the mud at half tide in picturesque confusion.

The opposite shore was high, with farmhouses above the fields. There were many persons to be seen coming down toward the water, and when Colonel Hamilton and his guests appeared on the garden terraces, a loud cry went alongshore, and instantly the noise of mallets ceased in the shipyard beyond, where some carpenters were late at work. There was an eager, buzzing crowd growing fast about the boat landing and the wharf and warehouses which the gentlemen at the high-urned gateway looked down upon. The boat was coming up steadily, but in the middle distance it seemed to lag; the long stretch of water was greater than could be measured by the eye. Two West Indian fellows in the crowd fell to scuffling, having trodden upon each others rights, and the on-lookers, quickly diverted from their first interest, cheered them on, and wedged themselves closer together to see the fun. Old Cæsar, the majestic negro who had attended Hamilton at respectful distance, made it his welcome duty to approach the quarrel with loud rebukes; usually the authority of this great person in matters pertaining to the estate was only second to his masters, but in such a moment of high festival and gladiatorial combat all commands fell upon deaf ears. Major Tilly Haggens burst into a hearty laugh, glad of a chance to break the tiresome formalities of his associates, and being a great admirer of a skillful fight. On any serious occasion the major always seemed a little uneasy, as if restless with unspoken jokes.

In the meantime the boat had taken its shoreward curve, and was now so near that even through the dusk the figures of the oarsmen, and of an officer, sitting alone at the stern in full uniform, could be plainly seen. The next moment the wrestling Tobago men sprang to their feet, forgetting their affront, and ran to the landing-place with the rest.

The new flag of the Congress with its unfamiliar stripes was trailing at the boats stern; the officer bore himself with dignity, and made his salutations with much politeness. All the gentlemen on the terrace came down together to the waters edge, without haste, but with exact deference and timeliness; the officer rose quickly in the boat, and stepped ashore with ready foot and no undignified loss of balance. He wore the pleased look of a willing guest, and was gayly dressed in a bright new uniform of blue coat and breeches, with red lapels and a red waistcoat trimmed with lace. There was a noisy cheering, and the spectators fell back on either hand and made way for this very elegant company to turn again and go their ways up the river shore.

Captain Paul Jones of the Ranger bowed as a well-practiced sovereign might as he walked along, a little stiffly at first, being often vexed by boat-cramp, as he now explained cheerfully to his host. There was an eager restless look in his clear-cut sailors face, with quick eyes that seemed not to observe things that were near by, but to look often and hopefully toward the horizon. He was a small man, but already bent in the shoulders from living between decks; his sword was long for his height and touched the ground as he walked, dragging along a gathered handful of fallen poplar leaves with its scabbard tip.

It was growing dark as they went up the long garden; a thin white mist was gathering on the river, and blurred the fields where there were marshy spots or springs. The two brigs at the moorings had strung up their dull oil lanterns to the rigging, where they twinkled like setting stars, and made faint reflections below in the rippling current. The huge elms that stood along the river shore were full of shadows, while above, the large house was growing bright with candlelight, and taking on a cheerful air of invitation. As the master and his friends went up to the wide south door, there stepped out to meet them the lovely figure of a girl, tall and charming, and ready with a gay welcome to chide the captain for his delay. She spoke affectionately to each of the others, though she avoided young Mr. Lords beseeching eyes. The elder men had hardly time for a second look to reassure themselves of her bright beauty, before she had vanished along the lighted hall. By the time their cocked hats and plainer head gear were safely deposited, old Cæsar with a great flourish of invitation had thrown open the door of the dining parlor.


II. THE PARTING FEAST
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A LITTLE NATION, but made great by liberty.

The faces gathered about the table were serious and full of character. They wore the look of men who would lay down their lives for the young country whose sons they were, and though provincial enough for the most part, so looked most of the men who sat in Parliament at Westminster, and there was no more patrician head than the old judges to be seen upon the English bench. They were for no self-furtherance in public matters, but conscious in their hearts of some national ideas that a Greek might have cherished in his clear brain, or any citizen of the great days of Rome. They were men of a single-hearted faith in Liberty that shone bright and unassailable; there were men as good as they in a hundred other towns. It was a simple senate of New England, ready and able to serve her cause in small things and great.

The next moment after the minister had said a proper grace, the old judge had a question to ask.

Where is Miss Mary Hamilton? said he. Shall we not have the pleasure of her company?

My sister looks for some young friends later, explained the host, but with a touch of coldness in his voice. She begs us to join her then in her drawing-room, knowing that we are now likely to have business together and much discussion of public affairs. I bid you all welcome to my table, gentlemen; may we be here to greet Captain Paul Jones on his glorious return, as we speed him now on so high an errand!

You have made your house very pleasant to a homeless man, Colonel Hamilton, returned the captain, with great feeling. And Miss Hamilton is as good a patriot as her generous brother. May Massachusetts and the Province of Maine never lack such sons and daughters! There are many of my men taking their farewell supper on either shore of your river this night. I have received my dispatches, and it is settled that we sail for France to-morrow morning at the turn of tide.

To-morrow morning! they exclaimed in chorus. The captains manner gave the best of news; there was an instant shout of approval and congratulation. His own satisfaction at being finally ordered to sea after many trying delays was understood by every one, since for many months, while the Ranger was on the stocks at Portsmouth, Paul Jones had bitterly lamented the indecisions of a young government, and regretted the slipping away of great opportunities abroad and at home. To say that he had made himself as vexing as a wasp were to say the truth, but he had already proved himself a born leader with a heart on fire with patriotism and deep desire for glory, and there were those present who eagerly recognized his power and were ready to further his best endeavors. Young men had flocked to his side, sailors born and bred on the river shores, and in Portsmouth town, who could serve their country well. Berwick was in the thick of the fight from the very beginning; her company of soldiers had been among the first at Bunkers Hill, and the alarm at Lexington had shaken her very hills at home. Twin sister of Portsmouth in age, and sharer of her worldly conditions, the old ease and wealth of the town were sadly troubled now; there was many a new black gown in the parsons great parish, and many a mothers son lay dead, or suffered in an English prison. Yet the sea still beckoned with white hands, and Paul Jones might have shipped his crew on the river many times over. The ease of teaching England to let the colonies alone was not spoken of with such bold certainty as at first, and some late offenses were believed to be best revenged by such a voyage as the Ranger was about to make.

Captain Paul Jones knew his work; he was full of righteous wrath toward England, and professed a large readiness to accept the offered friendliness of France.

Colonel Jonathan Hamilton could entertain like a prince. The feast was fit for the room in which it was served, and the huge cellar beneath was well stored with casks of wine that had come from France and Spain, or from England while her ports were still home ports for the colonies. Being a Scotsman, the guest of honor was not unmindful of excellent claret, and now set down his fluted silver tumbler after a first deep draught, and paid his host a handsome compliment.

You live like a Virginia gentleman, sir, here in your Northern home. They little know in Great Britain what stately living is among us. The noble Countess of Selkirk thought that I was come to live among the savages, instead of gratifying my wishes for that calm contemplation and poetic ease which, alas, I have ever been denied.

They affect to wonder at the existence of American gentlemen, returned the judge. When my father went to Court in 22, and they hinted the like, he reminded them that since they had sent over some of the best of their own gentlefolk to found the colonies, it would be strange if none but boors and clowns came back.

In Virginia they consider that they breed the only gentlemen; that is the great pity, said Parson Tompson. Some of my classmates at Cambridge arrived at college with far too proud a spirit. They were pleased to be amused, at first, because so many of us at the North were destined for the ministry.

You will remember that Don Quixote speaks of the Church, the Sea, and the Court for his Spanish gentlemen, said Major Tilly Haggens, casting a glance across at the old judge. We have had the two first to choose from in New England, if we lacked the third. The world was much with the major, and he was nothing if not eager spoken. People forget to look at the antecedents of our various colonists; t is the only way to understand them. In these Piscataqua neighborhoods we do not differ so much from those of Virginia; tis not the same pious stock as made Connecticut and the settlements of Massachusetts Bay. We are children of the Norman blood in New England and Virginia, at any rate. T is the Saxons who try to rule England now; there is the cause of all our troubles. Norman and Saxon have never yet learned to agree.

You give me a new thought, said the captain.

For me, explained the major, I am of fighting and praying Huguenot blood, and here comes in another strain to our nations making. I might have been a parson myself if there had not been a stray French gallant to my grandfather, who ran away with a saintly Huguenot maiden; his ghost still walks by night and puts the devil into me so that I forget my decent hymns. My family name is Huyghens; t was a noble house of the Low Countries. Christian Huyghens, author of the Cosmotheoros, was my fathers kinsman, and I was christened for the famous General Tilly of stern faith, but the gay Frenchman will ever rule me. Tis all settled by our antecedents, and he turned to Captain Paul Jones. Im for the flower-de-luce, sir; if I were a younger man Id sail with you to-morrow! T is very hard for us aging men with boys hearts in us to stay decently at home. I should have been born in France!

France is your countrys friend, sir, said Paul Jones, bowing across the table. Let us drink to France, gentlemen! and the company drank the toast. Old Cæsar bowed with the rest as he stood behind his masters chair, and smacked his lips with pathetic relish of the wine which he had tasted only in imagination. The captains quick eyes caught sight of him.

By your leave, Colonel Hamilton! he exclaimed heartily. This is a toast that every American should share the pleasure of drinking. I observe that my old friend Cæsar has joined us in spirit, and he turned with a courtly bow and gave a glass to the serving man.

You have as much at stake as we in this great enterprise, he said gently, in a tone that moved the hearts of all the supper company. May I drink with you to France, our countrys ally?

A lesser soul might have babbled thanks, but Cæsar, who had been born a Guinea prince, drank in silence, stepped back to his place behind his master, and stood there like a king. His underlings went and came serving the supper; he ruled them like a great commander on the field of battle, and hardly demeaned himself to move again until the board was cleared.

I seldom see a black face without remembering the worst of my boyish days when I sailed in the Two Friends, slaver, said the captain gravely, but with easy power of continuance. Our neighbor town of Dumfries was in the tobacco trade, and all their cargoes were unloaded in Carsethorn Bay, close by my fathers house. I was easily enough tempted to follow the sea; I was trading in the Betsey at seventeen, and felt myself a man of experience. I have observed too many idle young lads hanging about your Portsmouth wharves who ought to be put to sea under a smart captain. They are ready to cheer or to jeer at strangers, and take no pains to be manly. I began to follow the sea when I was but a child, yet I was always ambitious of command, and ever thinking how I might best study the art of navigation.

There were few idlers along this river once, said General Goodwin regretfully. The times grow worse and worse.

You referred to the slaver, Two Friends, interrupted the minister, who had seen a shadow of disapproval on the faces of two of his parishioners (one being Colonel Hamiltons) at the captains tone. May I observe that there has seemed to be some manifestation of a kind Providence in bringing so many heathen souls to the influence of a Christian country?

The fierce temper of the captain flamed to his face; he looked up at old Cæsar who well remembered the passage from his native land, and saw that black countenance set like an iron mask.

I must beg your reverences kind pardon if I contradict you, said Paul Jones, with scornful bitterness.

There was a murmur of protest about the table; the captains reply was not counted to be in the best of taste. Society resents being disturbed at its pleasures, and the man who had offended was now made conscious of his rudeness. He looked up, however, and saw Miss Hamilton standing near the open doorway that led into the hall. She was gazing at him with no relic of that indifference which had lately distressed his heart, and smiled at him as she colored deeply, and disappeared.

The captain took on a more spirited manner than before, and began to speak of politics, of the late news from Long Island, where a son of old Berwick, General John Sullivan, had taken the place of Lee, and was now next in command to Washington himself. This night Paul Jones seemed to be in no danger of those fierce outbursts of temper with which he was apt to startle his more amiable and prosaic companions. There was some discussion of immediate affairs, and one of the company, Mr. Wentworth, fell upon the inevitable subject of the Tories; a topic sure to rouse much bitterness of feeling. Whatever his own principles, every man present had some tie of friendship or bond of kindred with those who were Loyalists for conscience sake, and could easily be made ill at ease.

The moment seemed peculiarly unfortunate for such trespass, and when there came an angry lull in the storm of talk, Mr. Lord somewhat anxiously called attention to a pair of great silver candlesticks which graced the feast, and by way of compliment begged to be told their history. It was not unknown that they had been brought from England a few summers before in one of Hamiltons own ships, and that he was not without his fancy for such things as gave his house a look of rich ancestry; a stranger might well have thought himself in a good country house of Queen Annes time near London. But this placid interlude did not rouse any genuine interest, and old Judge Chadbourne broke another awkward pause and harked back to safer ground in the conversation.

I shall hereafter make some discrimination against men of color. I have suffered a great trial of the spirit this day, he began seriously. I ask the kind sympathy of each friend present. I had promised my friend, President Hancock, some of our Berwick elms to plant near his house on Boston Common; he has much admired the fine natural growth of that tree in our good town here, and the beauty it lends to our high ridges of land. I gave directions to my man Ajax, known to some of you as a competent but lazy soul, and as I was leaving home he ran after me, shouting to inquire where he should find the trees. Oh, get them anywhere! said I, impatient at the detention, and full of some difficult matters which were coming up at our term in York. And this morning on my return from court, I missed a well-started row of young elms, which I had selected myself and planted along the outer border of my gardens. Ajax had taken the most accessible, and they had all gone down river by the packet. I shall have a good laugh with Hancock by and by. I remember that he once praised these very trees and professed to covet them.

T was the evil eye, suggested Mr. Hill, laughing; but the minister slowly shook his head, contemptuous of such superstitious.

I saw that one of our neighbor Madam Wallingfords favorite oaks was sadly broken by the recent gale, said Mr. Wentworth unguardedly, and this was sufficient to make a new name fairly leap into the conversation, — that of Mr. Roger Wallingford, the son of a widowed lady of great fortune, whose house stood not far distant, on the other side of the river in Somersworth.

General Goodwin at once dropped his voice regretfully. I am afraid that we can have no doubt now of the young mans sympathy with our oppressors, said he. I hear that he has been seen within a week coming out of the Earl of Halifax tavern in Portsmouth, late at night, as if from a secret conference. A friend of mine heard him say openly on the Parade that Mr. Benjamin Thompson of old Rumford had been unfairly driven to seek Royalist protection, and to flee his country, leaving wife and infant child behind him; that t was all from the base suspicions and hounding of his neighbors, whose worst taunt had ever been that he loved and sought the company of gentlemen. I pity him from my heart, says Wallingford in a loud voice; as if pity could ever belong to so vile a traitor!

But I fear that this was true, said Judge Chadbourne, the soundest of patriots, gravely interrupting. They drove young Thompson away in hot haste when his country was in sorest need of all such naturally chivalrous and able men. He meant no disloyalty until his crisis came, and proved his rash young spirit too weak to meet it. He will be a great man some day, if I read men aright; we shall be proud of him in spite of everything. He had his foolish follies, and the wrong road never leads to the right place, but the taunts of the narrow-minded would have made many an older man fling himself out of reach. T is a sad mischance of war. Young Wallingford is a proud fellow, and has his follies too: his kindred in Boston thought themselves bound to the King; they are his elders and have been his guardians, and youth may forbid his seeing the fallacy of their arguments. Our country is above our King in such a time as this, yet I myself was of those who could not lightly throw off the allegiance of a lifetime.

I have always said that we must have patience with such lads and not try to drive them, said Major Haggens, the least patient of all the gentlemen. Captain Paul Jones drummed on the table with one hand and rattled the links of his sword hilt with the other. The minister looked dark and unconvinced, but the old judge stood first among his parishioners; he did not answer, but threw an imploring glance toward Hamilton at the head of the table.

We are beginning to lose the very last of our patience now with those who cry that our country is too young and poor to go alone, and urge that we should bear our wrongs and be tied to the skirts of England for fifty years more. What about our poor sailors dying like sheep in the English jails? said Hamilton harshly. He that is not for us is against us, and so the people feel.

The true patriot is the man who risks all for love of country, said the minister, following fast behind.

They have little to risk, some of the loudest of them, insisted Major Haggens scornfully. They would not brook the thought of conciliation, but fire and sword and other mens money are their only sinews of war. I mean that some of those dare-devils in Boston have often made matters worse than there was any need, he added, in a calmer tone.

Paul Jones cast a look of contempt upon such a complaining old soldier.

You must remember that many discomforts accompany a great struggle, he answered. The lower classes, as some are pleased to call certain citizens of our Republic, must serve Liberty in their own fashion. They are used to homespun shirt-sleeves and not to lace ruffles, but they make good fighters, and their hearts are true. Sometimes their instinct gives them to see farther ahead than we can. I fear indeed that there is trouble brewing for some of your valued neighbors who are not willing to be outspoken. A certain young gentleman has of late shown some humble desires to put himself into an honorable position for safetys sake.

You mistake us, sir, said the old judge, hastening to speak. But we are not served in our struggle by such lawlessness of behavior; we are only hindered by it. General George Washington is our proper model, and not those men whose manners and language are not worthy of civilization.

The guest of the evening looked frankly bored, and Major Tilly Haggens came to the rescue. The captains dark hint had set them all staring at one another.

Some of our leaders in this struggle make me think of an old Scottish story I got from McIntire in York, said he. There was an old farmer went to the elders to get his tokens for the Sacrament, and they propounded him his questions. Whats your view of Adam? says they: what kind of a mon? Well, says the farmer, I think Adam was like Jack Simpson the horse trader. Varra few got anything by him, an a mony lost.

The captain laughed gayly as if with a sense of proprietorship in the joke. T is old Scotland all over, he acknowledged, and then his face grew stern again.

Your loud talkers are the gadflies that hurry the slowest oxen, he warned the little audience. And we have to remember that if those who would rob America of her liberties should still prevail, we all sit here with halters round our necks! Which caused the spirits of the company to sink so low that again the cheerful major tried to succor it.

Shall we drink to The Ladies? he suggested, with fine though unexpected courtesy; and they drank as if it were the first toast of the evening.

We are in the middle of a great war now, and must do the best we can, said Hamilton, as if he wished to make peace about his table. Last summer when things were at the darkest, Sam Adams came riding down to Exeter to plead with Mr. Gilman for money and troops on the part of their Rockingham towns. The Treasurer was away, and his wife saw Adamss great anxiety and the tears rolling down his cheeks, and heard him groan aloud as he paced to and fro in the room. O my God! says he, and must we give it all up! When the good lady told me there were tears in her own eyes, and I vow that I was fired as I had never been before, — I have loved the man ever since; I called him a stirrer up of frenzies once, but it fell upon my heart that, after all, it is men like Sam Adams who hold us to our duty.

I cannot envy Sam Curwen his travels in rural England, or Gray that he moves in the best London society, but Mr. Hancock writes me tis thought all our best men have left us, said Judge Chadbourne.

T is a very genteel company now at Bristol, said John Lord.

I hear that the East India Company is in terrible difficulties, and her warehouses in London are crammed to bursting with the tea that we have refused to drink. If they only had sense enough to lift the tax and give us liberty for our own trade, we should soon drink all their troubles dry, said Colonel Hamilton.

T is not because we hate England, but because we love her that we are hurt so deep, said Mr. Hill. When a mans mother is jealous because he prospers, and turns against him, it is worst of all.

Send your young men to sea! cried Captain Paul Jones, who had no patience with the resettling of questions already left far behind. Send me thoroughbred lads like your dainty young Wallingford! You must all understand how little can be done with this poor basket of a Ranger against a well-furnished British man-of-war. My reverend friend here has his heart in the matter. I myself have flung away friends and fortune for my adopted country, and she has been but a stingy young stepmother to me. I go to fight her cause on the shores that gave me birth; I trample some dear recollections under foot, and she haggles with me all summer over a paltry vessel none too smart for a fisherman, and sends me to sea in her with my gallant crew. You all know that the Ranger is crank built, and her timbers not first class, — her thin sails are but coarse hessings, with neither a spare sheet, nor stuff to make it, and there s not even room aboard for all her guns. I sent four six-pounders ashore out of her this very day so that we can train the rest. T is some of your pretty Tories that have picked our knots as fast as we tied them, and some jealous hand chose poor planking for our decks and rotten red-oak knees for the frame. But, thank God, she s a vessel at last! I would sail for France in a gundalow, so help me Heaven! and once in France I shall have a proper man-of-war.

There was a chorus of approval and applause; the listeners were deeply touched and roused; they all wished to hear something of the captains plans, but he returned to the silver tumbler of claret, and sat for a moment as if considering; his head was held high, and his eyes flashed with excitement as he looked up at the high cornice of the room. He had borne the name of the Sea Wolf; in that moment of excitement he looked ready to spring upon any foe, but to the disappointment of every one he said no more.

The country is drained now of ready money, said young Lord despondently; this war goes on, as it must go on, at great sacrifice. The reserves must come out, — those who make excuse and the only sons, and even men like me, turned off at first for lack of health. We meet the strain sadly in this little town; we have done the best we could on the river, sir, in fitting out your frigate, but you must reflect upon our situation.

The captain could not resist a comprehensive glance at the richly furnished table and stately dining-room of his host, and there was not a man who saw it who did not flush with resentment.

We are poorly off for stores, he said bitterly, and nothing takes down the courage of a seaman like poor fare. I found to-day that we had only thirty gallons of spirits for the whole crew. At which melancholy information Major Haggenss kind heart could not forbear a groan.

General Goodwin waved his hand and took his turn to speak with much dignity.

This is the first time that we have all been guests at this hospitable board in many long weeks, he announced gravely. There is no doubt about the propriety of republican simplicity, or our readiness to submit to it, though our ancient Berwick traditions have taught us otherwise. But I see reason to agree with our friend and former townsman, Judge Sullivan, who lately answered John Adams for his upbraiding of President Hancocks generous way of doing things. He insists that such open hospitality is to be praised when consistent with the means of the host, and that when the people are anxious and depressed it is important to the public cheerfulness.

T is true. James Sullivan is right, said Major Haggens; we are not at Povertys back door either. You will still find a glass of decent wine in every gentlemans house in old Barvick and a mug of honest cider by every farmers fireside. We may lack foreign luxuries, but we can well sustain ourselves. This summer has found many women active in the fields, where our men have dropped the hoe to take their old swords again that were busy in the earlier ways.

We have quelled the savage, but the wars of civilization are not less to be dreaded, said the good minister.

War is but war, said Colonel Hamilton. Let us drink to Peace, gentlemen! and they all drank heartily; but Paul Jones looked startled; as if the war might really end without having served his own ambitions.

Nature has made a hero of him, said the judge to his neighbor, as they saw and read the emotion of the captains look. Circumstances have now given him the command of men and a great opportunity. We shall see the result.

Yet t is a contemptible force of ship and men, to think of striking terror along the strong coasts of England, observed Mr. Hill to the parson, who answered him with sympathy; and the talk broke up and was only between man and man, while the chief thought of every one was upon the venison, — a fine saddle that had come down the week before from the north country about the Saco intervales.


III. A CHARACTER OF HONOR
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Sad was I, even to pain deprest, 
Importunate and heavy load! 
The comforter hath found me here 
Upon this lonely road!

Your friend General Sullivan has had his defamers but he goes to prove himself one of our ablest men, said Paul Jones to Hamilton. I grieve to see that his old father, that lofty spirit and fine wit, is not with us to-night. Sullivan is a soldier born.

There is something in descent, said Hamilton eagerly. They come of a line of fighting men famous in the Irish struggles. John Sullivans grandfather was with Patrick Sarsfield, the great Earl of Lucan, at Limerick, and the master himself, if all tales are true, was much involved in the early plots of the old Pretender. No, sir, he was not out in the 15; he was a student at that time in France, but I dare say ready to lend himself to anything that brought revenge upon England.

Commend me to your ancient sage the master, said the captain. I wish we might have had him here to-night. When we last dined here together he talked not only of our unfortunate King James, but of the great Prince of Conti and Louis Quatorze as if he had seen them yesterday. He was close to many great events in France.

You speak of our old Master Sullivan, said Major Haggens eagerly, edging his chair a little nearer. Yes, he knew all those great Frenchmen as he knows his Virgil and Tally; we are all his pupils here, old men and young; he is master of a little school on Pine Hill; there is no better scholar and gentleman in New England.

Or Old England either, added Judge Chadbourne.

They say that he had four countesses to his grandmothers, and that his grandfathers were lords of Beare and Bantry, and princes of Ireland, said the major. His father was banished to France by the Stuarts, and died from a duel there, and the master was brought up in one of their great colleges in Paris where his house held a scholarship. He was reared among the best Frenchmen of his time. As for his coming here, there are many old stories; some say t was being found in some treasonable plot, and some that t was for the sake of a lady whom his mother would not let him stoop to marry. He vowed that she should never see his face again; all his fortunes depended on his mother, so he fled the country.

With the lady? asked the captain, with interest, and pushing along the decanter of Madeira.

No, said the major, stopping to fill his own glass as if it were a pledge of remembrance. No, he came to old York a bachelor, to the farm of the McIntires, Royalist exiles in the old Cromwell times, and worked there with his hands until some one asked him if he could write a letter, and he wrote it in seven languages. Then the minister, old Mr. Moody, planted him in our grammar school. There had been great lack of classical teaching in all this region for those who would be college bred, and since that early year he has kept his school for lads and now and then for a bright girl or two like Miss Mary Hamilton, and her mother before her.

One such man who knows the world and holds that rarest jewel, the teachers gift, can uplift a whole community, said the captain, with enthusiasm. I see now the cause of such difference between your own and other early planted towns. Master Sullivan has proved himself a nobler prince and leader than any of his ancestry. But what of the lady? I heard many tales of him before I possessed the pleasure of his acquaintance, and so heard them with indifference.

He had to wife a pretty child of the ships company, an orphan whom he befriended, and later married. She was sprightly and of great beauty in her youth, and was dowered with all the energy in practical things that he had been denied, said the judge. She came of plain peasant stock, but the poor soul has a noble heart. She flouts his idleness at one moment, and bewails their poverty, and then falls on her knees to worship him the next, and is as proud as if she had married the lord of the manor at home. The master lacked any true companionship until he bred it for himself. It has been a solitary life and hermitage for either an Irish adventurer or a French scholar and courtier.

The master can rarely be tempted now from the little south window where he sits with his few books, said Hamilton. I lived neighbor to him all my young days. Not long ago he went to visit his son James, and walked out with him to see the village at the falls of the Saco. There was an old woman lately come over from Ireland with her grandchildren; they said she remembered things in Charles the Seconds time, and was above a hundred years of age. James Sullivan, the judge, thinking to amuse his father, stopped before the house, and out came the old creature, and fell upon her knees. My God! t is the young Prince of Ardea! says she. Oh, I mind me well of your lady mother, sir; t was in Derry I was born, but I lived a year in Ardea, and yourself was a pretty boy busy with your courting! The old man burst into tears. Let us go, James, says he, or this will break my heart! but he stopped and said a few words to her in a whisper, and gave the old body his blessing and all that was in his poor purse. He would listen to her no more. We need not speak of youth, he told her; we remember it only too well! A man told me this who stood by and heard the whole.

Twas most affecting; it spurs the imagination, said the captain. If I had but an hour to spare I should ride to see him once more, even by night. You will carry the master my best respects, some of you.

One last glass, gentlemen, to our noble cause! We may never sit in pleasant company again, he added, and they all rose in their places and stood about the table.

Haud heigh, my old auntie used to say to me at home. Aim highs the English of it. She was of the bold clan of the MacDuffs, and t is my own motto in these anxious days. Good-by, gentlemen all! said the little captain. I ask for your kind wishes and your prayers.

They all looked at Hamilton, and then at one another, but nobody took it upon himself to speak, so they shook hands warmly and drank their last toast in silence and with deep feeling. It was time to join the ladies; already there was a sound of music across the hall in a great room which had been cleared for the dancing.


IV. THE FLOWERING OF WHOSE FACE
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Dear love, for nothing less than thee 
Would I have broke this happy dream, 

* * * * * 
Therefore thou wakdst me wisely; yet 
My dream thou breakest not, but continuest it.

While the guests went in to supper, Mary Hamilton, safe in the shelter of friendly shadows, went hurrying along the upper hall of the house to her own chamber. The coming moon was already brightening the eastern sky, so that when she opened the door the large room with its white hangings was all dimly lighted from without, and she could see the figure of a girl standing at one of the windows.

Oh, you are here! she cried, with sharp anxiety, and then they leaned out together, with their arms about each others shoulders, looking down at the dark cove and at the height beyond where the tops of tall pines were silvered like a cloud. They could hear the mens voices, as if they were all talking together, in the room below.

Mary looked at her friends face in the dim light. There were some who counted Miss Elizabeth Wyat as great a beauty as Miss Hamilton.

Oh, Betsey dear, I can hardly bear to ask, but tell me quick now what you have heard! I must go down to Peggy; she has attempted everything for this last feast, and I promised her to trim the game pie for its proud appearing, and the great plum cake. One of her maids is ill, and she is in such a flurry!

T was our own maids talking, answered Betsey Wyat slowly. They were on the bleaching-green with their linen this morning, the sun was so hot, and I was near by among the barberry bushes in the garden. Thankful Grant was sobbing, in great distress. She said that her young man had put himself in danger; he was under a vow to come out with the mob from Dover any night now that the signal called them, to attack Madam Wallingfords house and make Mr. Roger declare his principles. They were sure he was a Tory fast enough, and they meant to knock the old nest to pieces; they are bidden to be ready with their tools; their axes, she said, and something for a torch. Thankful begged him to feign illness, but he said he did not dare, and would go with the rest at any rate. She said she fronted him with the remembrance how madam had paid his wages all last summer when he was laid by, though the hurt he got was not done in her service, but in breaking his own colt on a Sunday. Yet nothing changed him; he said he was all for Liberty, and would not play the sneak now.

Oh, how cruel! when nobody has been so kind and generous as Madam Wallingford, so full of kind thought for the poor! exclaimed Mary. And Roger — 

He would like it better if you thought first of him, not of his mother, said Betsey Wyat reproachfully.

What can be done? It may be this very night, said Mary, in a voice of despair.

The only thing left is to declare his principles. Things have gone so far now, they will never give him any peace. Many have come to the belief that he is in close league with our enemies.

That he has never been! said Mary hotly.

He must prove it to the doubting Patriots, then; so my father says.

But not to a mob of rascals, who will be disappointed if they cannot vex their betters, and ruin an innocent womans home, and spoil her peace only to show their power. Oh, Betsey, what in the world shall we do? There is no place left for those who will take neither side. Oh, help me to think what we shall do; the mob may be there this very night! There was a strange crowd about the Landing just now, when the captain came. I dare not send any one across the river with such a message but old Cæsar or Peggy, and they are not to be spared from the house. I trust none of the younger people, black or white, when it comes to this.

But he was safe in Portsmouth to-day; they will watch for his being at home; it will not be to-night, then, said Betsey Wyat hopefully. I think that he should have spoken long ago, if only to protect his mother.

Get ready now, dear Betty, and make yourself very fine, said Mary at last. The people will all be coming for the dance long before supper is done. My brother was angry when I told him I should not sit at the table, but I could not. There is nobody to make it gay afterward with our beaux all gone to the army; but Captain Paul Jones begged hard for some dancing, and all the girls are coming, — the Hills and Rights, and the Lords from Somersworth. I must manage to tell my brother of this danger, but to openly protect Madam Wallingford would be openly taking the wrong side, and who will follow him in such a step?

I could not pass the great window on the stairs without looking out in fear that Madams house would be all ablaze, whispered Betsey Wyat, shuddering. There have been such dreadful things done against the Tories in Salem and Boston!

My heart is stone cold with fear, said Mary Hamilton; yet if it only does not come to-night, there may be something done.

There was a silence between the friends; they clung to each other; it was not the first time that youth and beauty knew the harsh blows of war. The loud noise of the river falls came beating into the room, echoing back from the high pines across the water.

We must make us fine, dear, and get ready for the dancing; I have no heart for it now, I am so frightened, said Mary sadly. But get you ready; we must do the best we can.

You are the only one who can do anything, said little Betsey Wyat, holding her back a moment from the door. They were both silent again as a great peal of laughter sounded from below. Just then the moon came up, clear of the eastern hill, and flooded all the room.


V. THE CHALLENGE
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THOU SOURCE OF all my bliss and all my woe.

An hour later there was a soft night wind blowing through the garden trees, flavored with the salt scent of the tide and the fragrance of the upland pastures and pine woods. Mary Hamilton came alone to a great arched window of the drawing-room. The lights were bright, the house looked eager for its gayeties, and there was a steady sound of voices at the supper, but she put them all behind her with impatience. She stood hesitating for a moment, and then sat down on the broad window seat to breathe the pleasant air. Betsey Wyat in the north parlor was softly touching the notes of some old country song on the spinet.

The young mistress of the house leaned her head wearily on her hand as she looked down the garden terraces to the river. She wished the long evening were at an end, but she must somehow manage to go through its perils and further all the difficult gayeties of the hour. She looked back once into the handsome empty room, and turned again toward the quiet garden. Below, on the second terrace, it was dark with shadows; there were some huge plants of box that stood solid and black, while the rosebushes and young peach-trees were but a gray mist of twigs. At the end of the terrace were some thick lilacs with a few leaves still clinging in the mild weather to shelter a man who stood there, watching Mary Hamilton as she watched the shadows and the brightening river.

There was the sharp crying of a violin from the slaves dwellings over beyond the house. It was plain to any person of experience that the brief time of rest and informality after the evening feast would soon be over, and that the dancing was about to begin. The call of the fiddle seemed to have been heard not only through the house, but in all its neighborhood. There were voices coming down the hill and a rowboat rounding the point with a merry party. From the rooms above, gay voices helped to break the silence, while the last touches were being given to high-dressed heads and gay-colored evening gowns. But Mary Hamilton did not move until she saw a tall figure step out from among the lilacs into the white moonlight and come quickly along the lower terrace and up the steps toward the window where she was sitting. It was Mr. Roger Wallingford.

I must speak with you, said he, forgetting to speak softly in his eagerness. I waited for a minute to be sure there was nobody with you; I am in no trim to make one of your gay company to-night. Quick, Mary; I must speak to you alone!

The girl had started as one does when a face comes suddenly out of the dark. She stood up and pushed away the curtain for a moment and looked behind her, then shrank into a deep alcove at the side, within the arch. She stepped forward next moment, and held the window-sill with one hand as if she feared to let go her hold. The young man bent his head and kissed her tense fingers.

I cannot talk with you now. You are sure to be found here; I hoped that you were still in Portsmouth. Go, — it is your only safety to go away! she protested.

What has happened? Oh, come out to me for a moment, Mary, he answered, speaking quietly enough, but with much insistence in his imploring tone. I must see you to-night; it is my only chance.

She nodded and warned him back, and tossed aside the curtain, turning again toward the lighted room, where sudden footsteps had startled her.

There were several guests coming in, a little perplexed, to seek their hostess, but the slight figure of Captain Paul Jones in his brilliant uniform was first at hand. The fair head turned toward him not without eagerness, and the watcher outside saw his lady smile and go readily away. It was hard enough to have patience outside in the moonlight night, until the first country dances could reach their weary end. He stood for a moment full in the light that shone from the window, his heart beating within him in heavy strokes, and then, as if there were no need of prudence, went straight along the terrace to the broad grassy court at the houses front. There was a white balustrade along the farther side, at the steep edge of the bank, and he passed the end of it and went a few steps down. The river shone below under the elms, the tide was just at the beginning of its full flood, there was a short hour at best before the ebb. Roger Wallingford folded his arms, and stood waiting with what plain patience he could gather. The shrill music jarred harshly upon his ear.

The dancing went on; there were gay girls enough, but little Betsey Wyat, that dear and happy heart, had only solemn old Jack Hamilton to her partner, and pretty Martha Hill was coquetting with the venerable judge. These were also the works of war, and some of the poor lads who had left their ladies, to fight for the rights of the colonies, would never again tread a measure in the great room at Hamiltons. Perhaps Roger Wallingford himself might not take his place at the dancing any more. He walked to and fro with his eyes ever upon the doorway, and two by two the company came in turn to stand there and to look out upon the broad river and the moon. The fiddles had a trivial sound, and the slow night breeze and the heavy monotone of the falls mocked at them, while from far down the river there came a cry of herons disturbed in their early sleep about the fishing weirs, and the mocking laughter of a loon. Nature seemed to be looking on contemptuously at the silly pleasantries of men. Nature was aware of graver things than fiddles and the dance; it seemed that night as if the time for such childish follies had passed forever from the earth.

There must have been many a moment when Mary Hamilton could have slipped away, and a cold impatience vexed the watchers heart. At last, looking up toward the bright house, his eyes were held by a light figure that was coming round from the courtyard that lay between the house and its long row of outbuildings. He was quickly up the bank, but the figure had already flitted across the open space a little way beyond.

Roger! he heard her call to him. Where are you? and he hurried along the bank to meet her.

Let us go farther down, she said sharply; they may find us if they come straying out between the dances to see the moon; and she passed him quickly, running down the bank and out beyond the edge of the elm-trees shadow to the great rock that broke the curving shore. Here she stood and faced him, against the wide background of the river; her dress glimmered strangely white, and he could see the bright paste buckle in one of her dancing-shoes as the moonlight touched her. He came a step nearer, perplexed by such silence and unwonted coldness, but waited for her to speak, though he had begged this moment for his own errand.

What do you want, Roger? she asked impatiently; but the young man could not see that she was pressing both hands against her heart. She was out of breath and excited as she never had been before, but she stood there insistent as he, and held herself remote in dignity from their every-day ease and life-long habit of companionship.

Oh, Mary! said young Roger, his voice breaking with the uncertainty of his sorrow, have you no kind word for me? I have had a terrible day in Portsmouth, and I came to tell you; but still she did not speak, and he hung his head.

Forgive me, dear, he said, I do not understand you; but whatever it is, forgive me, so we may be friends again.

I forgive you, said the girl. How is it with your own conscience; can you find it so easy to forgive yourself?

I am ashamed of nothing, said Wallingford, and he lifted his handsome head proudly and gazed at her in wonder. But tell me my fault, and I shall do my best to mend. Perhaps a man in such love and trouble as I — 

You shall not speak to me of love, said Mary Hamilton, drawing back; then she came nearer with a reckless step, as if to show him how little she thought of his presence. You are bringing sorrow and danger to those who should count upon your manliness. In another hour your mothers house may be in flames. Do not speak to me of your poor scruples any more; and as for love — 

But it is all I have to say! pleaded the young man. It is all my life and thought! I do not know what you mean by these wild tales of danger. I am not going to be driven away from my rights; I must stand my own ground.

Give me some proof that you are your countrys friend and not her foe. I am tired of the old arguments! I am the last to have you cry upon patriotism because you are afraid. I cannot tell you all I know, but, indeed, there is danger; I beg you to declare yourself now; this very night! Oh, Roger, it is the only way! and Mary could speak no more. She was trembling with fright and passion; something shook her so that she could hardly give sound to her voice; all her usual steadiness was gone.

My love has come to be the whole of life, said Roger Wallingford slowly. I am here to show you how much I love you, though you think that I have been putting you to shame. All day I have been closeted with Mr. Langdon and his officers in Portsmouth. I have told them the truth, that my heart and my principles were all against this war, and I would not be driven by any man living; but I have come to see that since there is a war and a division my place is with my countrymen. Listen, dear! I shall take your challenge since you throw it down, and his face grew hard and pale. I am going to sail on board the Ranger, and she sails to-morrow. There was a commission still in Mr. Langdons hands, and he gave it me, though your noble captain took it upon himself to object. I have been ready to give it up at every step when I was alone again, riding home from Portsmouth; I could not beg any mans permission, and we parted in a heat. Now I go to say farewell to my poor mother, and I fear t will break her heart. I can even make my peace with the commander, if it is your pleasure. Will this prove to you that I am a true American? I came to tell you this.

To-morrow, to sail on board the Ranger, she repeated under her breath. She gave a strange sigh of relief, and looked up at the lighted house as if she were dreaming. Then a thought came over her and turned her sick with dread. If Paul Jones should refuse; if he should say that he dared not risk the presence of a man who was believed to be so close to the Tory plots! The very necessities of danger must hold her resolute while she shrank, womanlike, from the harsh immediateness of decision. For if Paul Jones should refuse this officer, and being in power should turn him back at the very last, there lay ready the awful opportunity of the mob, and Roger Wallingford was a ruined man and an exile from that time.

You shall not give one thought to that adventurer! cried the angry lover, whose quick instinct knew where Marys thoughts had gone. He has boldness enough, but only for his own advance. He makes light jokes of those — 

Stop; I must hear no more! said the young queen coldly. It would ill befit you now. Farewell for the present; I go to speak with the captain. I have duties to my guests; but the tears shone in her eyes. She was for flitting past him like a fawn, as they climbed the high bank together. The pebbles rattled down under their hurrying feet, and the dry elm twigs snapped as if with fire, but Wallingford kept close at her side.

Oh, my darling! he said, and his changed voice easily enough touched her heart and made her stand still. Do not forgive me, then, until you have better reason to trust me. Only do not say that I must never speak. We may be together now for the last time; I may never see you again.

If you can bear you like a man, if you can take a mans brave part — and again her voice fell silent.

Then I may come?

Then you may come, Mr. Wallingford, she answered proudly.

For one moment his heart was warm with the happiness of hope, — she herself stood irresolute, — but they heard heavy footsteps, and she was gone from his vision like a flash of light.

Then the pain and seizure of his fate were upon him, the break with his old life and all its conditions. Love would now walk ever by his side, though Mary Hamilton herself had gone. She had not even given him her dear hand at parting.


VI. THE CAPTAIN SPEAKS
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The Hous of Fame to descrive, — 
Thou shalt see me go as blyve 
Unto the next laure I see 
And kisse it, for it is thy tree.

At this moment the drawing-room was lively enough, whatever anxieties might have been known under the elms, and two deep-arched windows on either side of the great fireplace were filled with ladies who looked on at the dancing. A fine group of elderly gentlewomen, dressed in the highest French fashion of five years back, sat together, with nodding turbans and swaying fans, and faced the doorway as Miss Hamilton came in. They had begun to comment upon her absence, but something could be forgiven a young hostess who might be having a thoughtful eye to her trays of refreshment.

There was still an anxious look on many faces, as if this show of finery and gayety were out of keeping with the countrys sad distresses. Though Hamilton, like Nero, fiddled while Rome was burning, everybody had come to look on: the surrender of Burgoyne had put new heart into everybody, and the evening was a pleasant relief to the dark apprehension and cheerless economies of many lives. Most persons were rich in anticipation of the success of Paul Joness enterprise; as if he were a sort of lucky lottery in which every one was sure of a handsome prize. The winning of large prize money in the capture of richly laden British vessels had already been a very heartening incident of this most difficult and dreary time of war.

When Mary Hamilton came in, there happened to be a pause between the dances, and an instant murmur of delight ran from chair to chair of those who were seated about the room. She had looked pale and downcast in the early evening, but was rosy-cheeked now, and there was a new light in her eyes; it seemed as if the charm of her beauty had never shone so bright. She crossed the open space of the floor, unconscious as a child, and Captain Paul Jones stepped out to meet her. The pink brocaded flowers of her shimmering satin gown bloomed the better for the evening air, and a fall of splendid lace of a light, frosty pattern only half hid her white throat. It was her brothers pleasure to command such marvels of French gowns, and to send orders by his captains for Marys adorning; she was part of the splendor of his house, moreover, and his heart was filled with perfect satisfaction as she went down the room.

The simpler figures of the first dances were over, the country dances and reels, and now Mr. Lord and Miss Betsey Wyat took their places with Mary and the captain, and made their courtesies at the beginning of an old French dance of great elegance which was known to be the favorite of the old Judge. They stood before him in a pretty row, like courtiers who would offer pleasure to their rightful king, and made their obeisance, all living color and fine clothes and affectionate intent. The captain was scarcely so tall as his partner, but gallant enough in his uniform, and took his steps with beautiful grace and the least fling of carelessness, while Mr. John Lord moved with the precision of a French abbé, always responsible for outward decorum whatever might be the fire within his heart.

The captain was taking his fill of pleasure for once; he had danced many a time with Mary Hamilton, that spring, in the great houses of Portsmouth and York, and still oftener here in Berwick, where he had never felt his hostess so charming or so approachable as to-night. At last, when the music stopped, they left the room together, while their companions were still blushing at so much applause, and went out through the crowded hall. There was a cry of admiration as they passed among the guests; they were carried on the swift current of this evident delight and their own excitement. It is easy for any girl to make a hero of a gallant sailor, — for any girl who is wholly a patriot at heart to do honor to the cordial ally of her country.

They walked together out of the south door, where Mary had so lately entered alone, and went across the broad terrace to the balustrade which overhung the steep bank of the river. Mary Hamilton was most exquisite to see in the moonlight; her dress softened and shimmered the more, and her eyes had a brightness now that was lost in the lighted room. The captain was always a man of impulse; in one moment more he could have dared to kiss the face that shone, eager, warm, and blooming like a flower, close to his own. He was not unskilled in love-making, but he had never been so fettered by the spell of love itself or the royalty of beauty as he was that night.

This air is very sweet after an arduous day, said he, looking up for an instant through the elm boughs to the moon.

You must be much fatigued, Sir Captain, said Mary kindly; she looked at the moon longer than he, but looked at him at last.

No, noble mistress, t is fresh morning with me, he answered gently, and added the rest of the lovely words under his breath, as if he said them only to himself.

I think that you will never have any mistress save Glory, said Mary. She knew The Tempest, too; but this brave little man, this world-circling sailor, what Calibans and Ariels might he not have known!

This is my last night on land, he answered, with affecting directness. Will you bid me go my lonely way unblest, or shall I dare to say what is in my heart now, my dear and noble mistress?

Mary looked at him with most straightforward earnestness as he spoke; there was so great a force in her shining eyes that this time it was his own that turned away.

Will you do a great kindness, if I ask you now? she begged him; and he promised with his hand upon his heart.

You sail to-morrow?

Yes, and your image shall go always with me, and smile at me in a thousand gloomy hours. I am often a sad and lonely man upon the sea.

There has been talk of Mr. Wallingfords taking the last commission.

How have you learned what only a few trusted men were told? the captain demanded fiercely, forgetting his play of lover in a jealous guarding of high affairs.

I know, and by no mans wrongful betraying. I give you my deepest proof of friendship now, said the eager girl. I ask now if you will befriend our neighbor, my dear friend and playmate in childhood. He has been much misjudged and has come to stand in danger, with his dear mother whom I love almost as my own.

Not your young rascal of a Tory! the captain interrupted, in a towering rage. I know him to be a rascal and a spy, madam!

A loyal gentleman I believe him in my heart, said Mary proudly, but she took a step backward as they faced each other,— a loyal gentleman who will serve our cause with entire devotion since he gives his word. His hesitations have been the fault of his advisers, old men who cannot but hold to early prejudice and narrow views. With you at sea, his own right instincts must be confirmed; he will serve his country well. I come to you to beg from my very heart that you will stand his friend.

She stood waiting for assurance: there was a lovely smile on her face; it would be like refusing some easy benefaction to a child. Mary Hamilton knew her countrys troubles, great and small; she had listened to the most serious plans and secret conferences at her brothers side: but the captain forgot all this, and only hated to crush so innocent a childish hope. He also moved a step backward, with an impatient gesture; she did not know what she was asking; then, still looking at her, he drew nearer than before. The captain was a man of quick decisions. He put his arm about her as if she were a child indeed. She shrank from this, but stood still and waited for him to speak.

My dear, he said, speaking eagerly, so that she must listen and would not draw away, my dear, you ask an almost impossible thing; you should see that a suspected man were better left ashore, on such a voyage as this. Do you not discern that he may even turn my crew against me? He has been the young squire and benefactor of a good third of my men, and can you not see that I must always be on my guard?

But we must not distrust his word, begged Mary again, a little shaken.

I have followed the sea, boy and man, since I was twelve years old. I have been a seafarer all my days, said Paul Jones. I know all the sad experiences of human nature that a man may learn. I trust no man in war and danger and these days of self-advancement, so far that I am not always on the alert against treachery. Too many have failed me whom I counted my sure friends. I am going out now, only half trusted here at home, to the coasts where treason can hurt me most. I myself am still a suspected and envied man by those beneath me. I am given only this poor ship, after many generous promises. I fear a curse goes with it.

You shall have our hopes and prayers, faltered Mary, with a quivering lip. The bitterness of his speech moved her deepest feelings; she was overstrung, and she was but a girl, and they stood in the moonlight together.

Do not ask me again what I must only deny you, even in this happy moment of nearness, he said sadly, and watched her face fall and all the light go out of it. He knew all that she knew, and even more, of Wallingfords dangerous position, and pitied her for a single moment with all the pity that belonged to his heart. A lonely man, solitary in his very nature, and always foreboding with a kind of hopelessness the sorrows that must fall to him by reason of an unkindness that his nature stirred in the hearts of his fellows, his very soul had lain bare to her trusting look.

He stood there for one moment self-arraigned before Mary Hamilton, and knowing that what he lacked was love. He was the captain of the Ranger; it was true that Glory was his mistress. In that moment the heavens had opened, and his own hand had shut the gates.

The smile came back to Marys face, so strange a flash of tenderness had brightened his own. When that unforgettable light went out, she did not know that all the jealousy of a lonely heart began to burn within him.

I have changed my mind. I will take your friend, he said suddenly, with a new tone of authority and coldness. And I shall endeavor to remember that he is your friend. May I win your faith and patience, t is a hard ploy.

Then Mary, of her own accord, put her hand into the captains and he bent and kissed it.

I shall watch a star in the sky for you every night, she told him, and say my prayers for the Ranger till you come sailing home.

God grant I may tread the deck of another and a better ship, said the captain hastily. Now he was himself again, and again they both heard the music in the house.

Will you keep this ring for me, and give me yours? he asked. T will be but a talisman to keep me to my best. I am humble, and I ask no more.

No, said the girl, whose awakened feeling assured her of his own. She was light-headed with happiness; she could have thrown herself into the arms of such a hero, — of a man so noble, who had done a hard and unwelcome thing for her poor asking. She had failed to do him rightful honor until now, and this beautiful kindness was his revenge. No, she entreated him, not your own ring; you have done too much for me; but if you wish it, I shall give you mine. T is but a poor ring when you have done so great a kindness.

She gave it as a child might give away a treasure; not as a woman gives, who loves and gives a ring for token. The captain sighed; being no victor after all, his face grew sombre. He must try what a great conqueror might do when he came back next year with Glory all his own; and yet again he lingered to plead with her once more.

Dear Mary, he said, as he lifted her hand again, you will not forget me? I shall be far from this to-morrow night, and you will remember that a wanderer like me must sometimes be cruel to his own heart, and cold to the one woman he truly loves.

Something stirred now in Mary Hamiltons breast that had always slept before, and, frightened and disturbed, she drew her hand away. She was like a snared bird that he could have pinched to death a moment before: now a fury of disappointment possessed him, for she was as far away as if she had flown into the open sky beyond his reach.

Glory is your mistress; it is Glory whom you must win, she whispered, thinking to comfort him.

When I come back, he said sadly, if I come back, I hope that you will have a welcome for me. He spoke formally now, and there was a haggard look upon his face. There had come into his heart a strange longing to forget ambition. The thought of his past had strangely afflicted him in that clear moment of life and vision; but the light faded, the dark current of his life flowed on, and there was no reflection upon it of Mary Hamiltons sweet eyes. If I carry that cursed young Tory away to sea, he said to himself, I shall know where he is; not here, at any rate, to have this angel for his asking!

They were on their way to the house again.

Alas, said Paul Jones once more, with a sad bitterness in his voice, a home like this can never be for me: the Fates are my enemies; let us hope t is for the happiness of others that they lure me on!

Mary cast a piteous, appealing glance at this lonely hero. He was no more the Sea Wolf or the chief among pleasure-makers ashore, but an unloved, unloving man, conscious of heavy burdens and vexed by his very dreams. At least he could remember this last kindness and her grateful heart.

Colonel Hamilton was standing in the wide hall with a group of friends about him. Old Cæsar and his underservants were busy with some heavy-laden silver trays. The captain approached his host with outstretched hands, to speak his farewells.

I must be off, gentlemen. I must take my boat, said he, in a manly tone that was heard and repeated along the rooms. It brought many of the company to their feet and to surround him, with a new sense of his high commission and authority. I ask again for your kind wishes, Colonel Hamilton, and yours, Mr. Justice, and for your blessing on my voyage, reverend sir; and saluting those of the elder ladies who had been most kind, and kissing his hand to some younger friends and partners of the dance, he turned to go. Then, with his fine laced hat in hand, the captain waved for silence and hushed the friendly voices that would speak a last word of confidence in his high success.

These friends of his and mine who are assembled here should know that your neighbor, Mr. Wallingford, sails with me in the morning. I count my crew well, now, from your noble river! Farewell, dear ladies; farewell, my good friends and gentlemen.

There was a sudden shout in the hushed house, and a loud murmur of talk among the guests, and Hamilton himself stepped forward and began to speak excitedly; but the captain stayed for neither question nor answer, and they saw him go away hurriedly, bowing stiffly to either hand on his way toward the door. Mary had been standing there, with a proud smile and gentle dignity in her look of attendance, since they had come in together, and he stopped one moment more to take her hand with a low and formal bow, to lift it to his lips, and give one quick regretful look at her happy face. Then Hamilton and some of the younger men followed him down through the gardens to the boat landing. The fleet tide of the river was setting seaward; the captains boat swept quickly out from shore, and the oars flashed away in the moonlight. There were ladies on the terrace, and on the broad lookout of the housetop within the high railing; there were rounds upon rounds of cheers from the men who stood on the shore, black and white together. The captain turned once when he was well out into the river bay and waved his hand. It was as if the spectators were standing on the edge of a great future, to bid a hero hail and farewell.

The whole countryside was awake and busy in the moonlight. So late at night as this there were lights still shining in one low farmhouse after another, as the captain went away. The large new boat of the Ranger was rowed by man-of-wars men in trim rig, who were leaving their homes on the river shores for perhaps the last time; a second boat was to join them at Stiless Cove, heaped with sea chests and sailors bags. The great stream lay shining and still under the moon, a glorious track of light lay ready to lead them on, and the dark pines stood high on the eastern shore to watch them pass. The little captain, wrapped in his boat cloak, sat thoughtful and gloomy at the stern. The gold lace glittered on his hat, and the new flag trailed aft. This was the first reach of a voyage that would go down in history. He was not familiar with many of his men, but in this hour he saw their young faces before him, and remembered his own going from home. The Scottish bay of Carsethom, the lairds house at Arbigland, the far heights of the Cumberland coast, rose again to the vision of a hopeful young adventurer to Virginia and the southern seas.

They could still hear the music, faint and far away; perhaps the girls were dancing again, and not weeping for poor Jack, the sailor; but as the men pulled at their oars, light in the channels flow, and looked back at the bright house, they saw a fire shining on the shore at Hamiltons. Word had been passed that the captain was going down; the crowd had gathered again; they were cheering like mad, and the boys in the boat yelled themselves hoarse, while some one drifting in a skiff near by fired a heavy pistol, which roused all the river birds and echoed in the river pines from shore to shore. Huzza! they were bringing refuse from the shipyard now, and piling it on the flame! The bonfire towered high, and lighted the shipping and the reefed sails of the gundalows. The steep roof of the house with its high dormer windows, the leafless elms, were all like glowing gold against the blue height of the sky. The eagles waked, and flew crying above the river in the strange light. Somebody was swinging a lantern from the roof of Hamilton house, and then there came a light to an upper window that had been dark before, and another, and another, till all the great house was lit and seemed to tower into the skies. The boats crew leaned upon their oars, drifting and losing way as they tried to shout back. It cheered their brave hearts, and sent them gayly on their dark journey; a moment before they had thought heavily that some could play and dance ashore while others must go off into the night, leaving all but the thought of Glory behind them.

The whole river country was up. The old Piscataqua plantations had not been so stirred since the news came, many months before, of the peril of Boston and the fight at Lexington, when a company had started from Saco and marched across country, gathering like a rolling snowball on its way, and with Eben Sullivan and Nathan Lords Berwick men had reached the great Bunker Hill fight in good season. Captain Moultons company had taken the post road out of old York to join them; there was running to and fro in the country then, and a frenzy of haste, of bawling orders, of piteous leavetakings, of noisy drums and fifes and all the confusion of war. But this was felt to be almost as great a moment, and to mark a still bolder challenge to the foreign foe. There were bonfires on all the river points, and hardly a farmer whose beacon did not answer to his neighbors. There were shadowy groups of women standing on the high banks against the dim sky, and crying shrill farewells to the boys in the boats: God speed the Ranger! God bless you, Captain Paul! and one voice after another took up the cry. Good-by, boys! Good-by, boys! they heard the girls calling after them all down the river, and saw new firelights brighten as they came.

The boat now felt the swift seagoing current more and more; they had passed High Point and the Devils Reach and the old Hodgdon Farm and the mouth of Dover River, and at Hodgdons Landing they had taken off young Humphry Lord with his little chest, and his mothers tears wet upon his coat; they swept faster still down past Dover Point and the mouth of Great Bay, where a new current caught them again like a mill race. The fires were bright along the Kittery shore, and the sound of old Portsmouth bells came up along the water, and soon they saw the lights at Rices Ferry and all the leafless forest of idle shipping, and came at last to the dark crank-looking hull of the Ranger lying in midstream.


VII. THE SAILING OF THE RANGER
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GO YOU WITH your Don Quixote to your adventures, and leave us to our ill fortunes! God will better them for us if we deserve it!

It was a gray, cold morning, windy and wet after the mild southerly airs of the night before. When the day broke and the heavy clouds changed to a paler hue, there were already many persons to be seen waiting on the Portsmouth wharves. There was a subdued excitement as the crowd gathered, and the hull and heavy spars of the Ranger out in the gray river were hardly imposing enough to be the centre of such general interest. She might have been one of the less noticeable merchantmen of that busy port, well used to its tugging tides and racing currents, and looked like a clumsy trading-vessel, until one came near enough to see that she was built with a gun deck, and that her ports were the many shrewd eyes of a warship, bent upon aggression as well as defense.

At that early hour there was a continual coming and going between the frigate and the shore, and an ever increasing cluster of boats surrounded her. There was loud shouting on the river and from the pier heads, and now and then a round of cheers from some excited portion of the admiring multitude. There were sad partings between the sailors and their wives and mothers at the waters edge, and there were sudden gusts of laughter among the idle lookers-on. The people had come out of the houses on Badgers Island, while from Newington and upper Kittery the wherries were coming down in a hurry, most of them strongly rowed by women with the short cross-handed stroke that jerked such boats steadily ahead against the wind, or through any river tide or set of current. The old market women bound for the Spring Market in Portsmouth, with their autumn freight of geese and chickens and high-priced eggs, rested on their crossed oars, and waited in midstream to see what came of this great excitement. Though they might be late to catch the best of their early traffic, some of them drove a thriving trade, and their hard red apples were tossed from boat to boat by rollicking customers, while those that missed their aim went bobbing, gay and shining on the cold water, out to sea.

The tide had now turned, and the noise of voices grew louder; there was a cold waft of air from the rising northerly wind, and suddenly everybody heard a shrill whistle on the ship and a cheer, and there was a yell from the tangled boats, before those on shore could see that the Rangers men were lying out along the yards, and her sails were being spread. Then there were cheers indeed; then there were handkerchiefs and hats a-waving; then every boy and every man who wished in his heart to go and fight Great Britain on her own coasts split his throat with trying to cheer louder than the rest, while even those who had counseled prudence and delay felt the natural joy of seeing a great ship spread her wings to go to sea.

Almost every man and woman who looked on knew some lad or man who was sailing, and now there was great shouting and running near the slip where a last boat was putting off in haste. There was a young man aboard her, and many persons of dignity and position were bidding him farewell. The cheering grew louder; at that moment the slow bells began to ring in St. Johns steeple and the old North Church; there was not a man who knew his story who did not honor young Mr. Wallingford for his bold and manly step. Word had been passed that he had taken a commission and was sailing with the rest, but few believed it. He was bound by family ties, he was endangering all future inheritance from old Loyalist relatives who would rather see him in jail than bent upon this thing: the only son of his mother, and she a Tory widow, there were reasons enough to keep any hero back upon the narrow neutral ground that still remained. And Roger Wallingford was not a hero, — only a plain gentleman, with a good heart and steady sense of honor.

He talked soberly with his old friends, and listened to Mr. Langdons instructions and messages to France, and put some thick letters safely into the pockets of his uniform, which, having been made on a venture, with those for other officers, fitted him but awkwardly. As he stood in the boat nearing the frigates side, there could hardly be a more gallant-looking fellow of his age. There was in his face all the high breeding and character of his house, with much personal courage and youthful expectancy. A handsome sword that had been his grandfathers hung heavy from the belt that dragged at his thin waist, and furrowed deep the stiff new cloth of his coat. More than one rough-cheeked market woman, in that bitter morning air, felt an unwonted slackening in her throat, and could not speak, but blessed him over and over in her warm heart, as her tears sprung quick to blur this last sight of young Wallingford going to the wars. Here was a chapter of romance, though some things in the great struggle with England were prosaic enough; there was as much rebellion now against raising men and money as there had ever been against the Stamp Act or the hated duties. The states were trying to excuse themselves, and to extort from one another; the selfish and cold-hearted are ever to be pushed forward to their public duties, and here in Portsmouth the patriots had many a day grown faint-hearted with despair.

The anchor broke ground at last; the Ranger swung free and began to drift; the creak of the cables and the chanty that helped to wind them mingled now with the noise of church bells and the firing of guns on the seaward forts at Newcastle. As Wallingford went up the vessels side and stepped to the deck, it happened that the Ranger fired her own parting gun, and the powder smoke blew thick in his face. When it cleared away he saw the captain close beside him, and made his proper salute. Then he turned quickly for a last glimpse of his friends; the boat was still close under the quarter, and they waved to him and shouted last words that he could not hear. They had been his fathers friends, every one, — they wished to be going, too, those good gentlemen; it was a splendid errand, and they were all brave men.

Mr. Langdon and his friends bade me say to you and to Lieutenant Simpson that they meant to come aboard again, sir; they were sorry to be too late; they would have me take breakfast and wait while they finished these last dispatches which they send you for Mr. Franklin and Mr. Adams. I was late from home; it has been a sudden start for me, said the young man impulsively. I thank you for your welcome message, which I got at two oclock by the courier, he added, with a wistful appeal in the friendliness of his tone, as one gentleman might speak with another in such case.

I had further business with them! exclaimed the superior officer. They owed it to me to board me long ago, instead of dallying with your breakfast. Damn your breakfast, Mr. Wallingford! he said angrily, and turned his back. I left them and the shore at three in the morning; I have been at my affairs all night. Go below, sir! he commanded the new lieutenant fiercely. Now you have no gray-headed pomposities to wait upon and admire you, you had best begin to learn something of your duties. Get you down and fall to work, sir! Go to Simpson for orders!

Wallingford looked like an icicle under the droop of the great mainsail; he gazed with wonder and pity at the piqued and wearied little man; then his face grew crimson, and, saluting the captain stiffly, he went at once below. There was many a friendly greeting and warm handshake waiting for him between decks, but these could please him little just then; he made his way to the narrow cabin, cluttered and piled high with his sea kit and hasty provisionings, and sat there in the dim light until right-mindedness prevailed. When he came on deck again, they were going out of the lower harbor, with a following wind, straight to sea. He may have gone below a boy, but he came on deck a man.

Sir William Pepperrells stately gambrel-roofed house, with the deer park and gardens and row of already decaying warehouses, looked drowsy with age on Kittery Point, and opposite, hiding away in Little Harbor, was the rambling, huge old mansion of the Wentworths, with its fine council chamber and handsome card-rooms, where he had danced many a night with the pretty Portsmouth girls. All Roger Wallingfords youth and pleasantries were left behind him now; the summer nights were ended; the winter feasts, if there were any that dreary year, must go on without him. The Isles of Shoals lay ahead like pieces of frozen drift ill the early morning light, and the great sea stretched away to the horizon, bleak and cold and far, a stormy road to France.

The ship, heading out into the waste of water, took a steady movement between wind and wave, and a swinging gait that seemed to deny at every moment the possibility of return. The gray shore sank and narrowed to a line behind her. At last the long blue hill in Northwood and the three hills of Agamenticus were seen like islands, and long before noon these also had sunk behind the waves, and the Ranger was well at sea.


VIII. THE MAJORS HOSPITALITIES
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BUT SEE HOW merciful Heaven sends relief in the greatest distresses, for now comes Don Gayferos!

The Haggens house, with its square chimneys, and a broad middle-aged look of comfort, like those who were sheltered under its roof, stood facing the whole southern country just where the two roads joined from the upper settlements. A double stream of travel and traffic flowed steadily by this well-known corner, toward the upper and lower landings of the tide river. From the huge square stone that floored a pointed porch of severely classic design could be seen a fine sweep of land from the Butlers Hill on the left, over the high oak woods of a second height to the deep pasture valleys. Major Hights new house and huge sentinel pines stood on a ridge beyond, with the river itself showing a gleam of silver here and there all along the low lands toward Portsmouth. Across the country westward was the top of Garrison Hill at Dover; to the south was the dark pine-forested region of the Rocky Hills. It was a wide and splendid prospect even on a bleak autumn day, and Major Haggens, the socially minded master of the house, was trying hard to enjoy it as he sat in the morning wind, wrapped in his red cloak and longing for proper companionship. He cast imploring glances across the way to the habitation of his only near neighbor, Mr. Rogers, but he could see the old gentleman sitting fast asleep at that ridiculous hour of the morning, behind a closed window. There was no one to be seen up the road, where Mr. Jenkinss place of business was apt to attract the idle, especially in the harvest time of his famous early apples. These were dull days; before the war there were few mornings of the year when the broad space before the majors house lacked either carriages or foot-travelers for half an hour. In winter the two roads were blocked as far as a man could see with the long processions of ox teams laden with heavy timber, which had come from fifty or even a hundred miles back in the north country. There were hundreds of trees standing yet in the great forests of the White Hills that were marked with the deeply cut Kings arrow, but the winter snows of many years to come were likely to find these timber pines for the Kings shipyards still standing.

The busy, quick-enriching days of the past seemed to be gone forever, and poverty and uncertainty had replaced them. There was no such market anywhere for Berwick timber as England had always been; the Berwick merchants would be prosperous no more; the town must live long now upon their hoarded gains, and then seek for some other means of living. The gay-hearted old major looked downcast, and gave a deep sigh. He had no such remembrance of the earlier wars, when Old England and New England had fought together against a common enemy. Those battles had been exciting enough, and a short and evident path to glory, where his fellow colonists had felt something of the happy certainties of the Old Testament Jews, and went out boldly to hew Agag in pieces and to smite the Amalekites hip and thigh. It appeared now as if, with all its hardships, war had been a not unwelcome relief to a dull level of prosperity and the narrowness of a domestic horizon. War gave a man the pleasures of travel, it was a mans natural business and outlet of energy; but war with moral enemies, and for opinions sake, lacked the old color, and made the faces of those who stayed at home grow sullen. They were backbiting Hamilton in many a pious household, that morning, for giving a farewell feast to Paul Jones. T was all of a piece with Roundhead days, and christening a child by such names as must have depressed Praise-God Barebones, and little Hate-Evil Kilgore who was a neighbor of the majors, down the Landing hill.

The majors sound but lately unpracticed head was a little heavy from the last nights supper, and the world seemed to him badly out of joint. He was a patriot at heart, but one who stood among the moderates. He seemed uneasy in his wooden armchair, and pushed the ferule of his stout old ivory-headed cane angrily into a crevice below one of the Corinthian pillars of the porch. His tall sister, who, by virtue of two years precedence in age, resolutely maintained the position of superior officer, had already once or twice opened the door behind to advise him to come in out of the cold wind; the chill might very well send him an attack of gout in the stomach.

I ve got no gout to send, nor any stomach to send it to, returned the major angrily. Whats the use of a stomach, when a man can get nothing decent to put into it, and has not even a dog to keep him company? Id welcome even a tax gatherer! The great door was shut again with decision enough to clack the oval brass knocker, and the major finished some protests against fate deep in his own disparaged interior, and punctuated his inarticulate grumbles by angry bobs of the head. He was really too cold, but he would not submit to Nancy, or let her think that she could rule him, as she seemed to wish.

Suddenly there was something moving down at the end of the street; it came up quickly over the slope into the full appearance of a horse and rider, and hope filled the majors once sorrowful mind.

Jack Hamilton, by zounds! laughed the old gentleman. He s late on his way up country. I ll stretch a point: we ll make it an hour earlier, and have our toddy now; it must be after ten.

Hamilton presently declared that he was too much belated; he must go to the far regions of Tow-wow, where he owned great tracts of woodland; he really must not vex his conscience by loitering.

Here, you, Cuffee! here, Pollo, you lazy dog! the major called, merely turning his head, so that his voice might reach round the house through the long yard to his barns; and after a moments consideration, Hamilton dismounted unwillingly. The gay creature he had ridden sidled away, and whinnied fretfully, as if she also objected to such an interruption of their plans.

Keep her here; I shall not stop long, said the colonel to a black namesake of the great god Apollo, who was the first to arrive, and, although breathless, began to walk to and fro sentry fashion, as if by automatic impulse. The already heated young mare was nosing his shoulder with an air of intimacy, and nipping at the edge of his frayed hat.

You ll be just far enough from both dinner and breakfast now, insisted the major, stamping along through the handsome cold hall of the house, with its elaborate panelings of clear, uupainted pine. You ll get to Tow-wow, or Lebanon, as the new folks want to call it, all the sooner for this delay. You ve pounded the first wind out of that colt already; you d have had her sobbing on Plaisteds Hill. What we cant find in eatables we ll make up in drinkables. Nancy, Nancy, where s my spirit case? You re so precise I never can find anything where I leave it!

The case is on the top of the sideboard, directly in the middle, brother Tilly, said Miss Nancy, politely coming out of the room on the right, and looking after him, with her knitting in hand.

Mr. Hamilton turned, and she dropped a somewhat informal curtsy. She wore a plain turban which gave her a severe but most distinguished air. Miss Haggens was quite the great lady, and even more French in her appearance than the major himself.

I was sorry to miss the gayeties last night, she said. The major is boyish enough for anything, and can answer every beck and call, but I felt that I must not venture. I was sorry when it proved so fine an evening.

No becks and calls to answer in these days, insisted the busy host. T would do you good, Nancy, as it did all the rest of us. Lets have it in the breakfast-room; I left a good fire there. If theres no hot water, I ll heat some quick enough in a porringer.

Hamilton, following, seated himself slowly in an armchair by the fireplace. The processes of hospitality would be swifter if quietly acquiesced in, and now that the slim decanter of Santa Cruz was opened the odor was not unwelcome. He bad been busy enough since daybreak, but wore an amused look, though somewhat tired and worried, as the major flew about like a captive bumblebee. Miss Nancys prim turban got shifted over one ear, and one white and two black handmaidens joined her in the course of such important affairs. At last the major reappeared, victorious and irate, with a steaming porringer which had just begun to heat in the kitchen fireplace, and splashed it all the way along the floor. He went down stiffly on his knees in the breakfast-room to blow the coals, with such mighty puffs that a film of ashes at once covered the water and retarded its rise of temperature. Miss Nancy and Colonel Hamilton looked at each other across his broad back and laughed.

There, there, major! The steam s rising, and t will do already, urged the colonel. Id rather not take my drink too hot, and go out again to face the wind.

I felt the wind myself, acknowledged the major, looking up pleasantly. My fore door, where I like to sit, is well sheltered, but I felt the wind. Miss Nancy so far descended from her usual lofty dignity as to make a little face, which Hamilton, being a man, did not exactly understand.

I like to have the water boiling hot; then you can let it cool away, and the flavor s well brought out, explained the major. Phoebe, the old slave woman who looked over his shoulder, now pronounced with satisfaction that the water was minnying, with the steam all in it, to which her master agreed. Miss Nancy put out a strong hand and helped him to his feet.

You ve set your turban all awry, sister, the major remarked politely by way of revenge, and the little company burst into a hearty laugh. Miss Nancy produced a gay china plate of pound cakes from the cupboard, and sat by in silence, discreetly knitting, until the toddy was not only made, but half gone down the gentlemens throats.

And so Roger Wallingford s gone to sea, and those who would burn him in his house for a Tory are robbed of a great pleasure, she said at last. I wonder what their feelings are to-day! My heart aches for his mother; t will be a deathblow to all her pride.

It will indeed, said Hamilton seriously.

I was sore afraid of his joining the other side only yesterday, said the major, but this news has lain heavy as lead on me all the morning. There are those aboard the Ranger who will only have him for a spy. I heard a whisper of this last night, before we parted. I was even glad to think that the poor boy has plenty of old family friends in England, who can serve him if worst comes to worst.

T was in my mind, too, agreed the colonel. John Lord was hinting at trouble, in my counting-room, this morning early. I fancied him more than half glad on his own account that Wallingford is gone; the lads have looked upon each other as rivals, and I have suspected that t was Roger who was leading in the race. The colonels wind-freshened cheeks brightened still more as he spoke, and looked up with an expectant smile at Miss Nancy, who did not reply except by giving two or three solemn nods of her turbaned head.

Everybody loves the boy, she said presently, but t is of his dear mother I am thinking most. T is a sad heart alone in her great house to front the winter weather. She told me last week that she had a mind not to make the usual change to her house in town. There were like to be disturbances, and she had no mind for anything but quiet. I shall write, myself, to her young cousins in Boston, or to the Sherburnes, who are near friends, and beg them to visit her; tis none so cheerful in Boston either, now. We were always together in our youth, but age makes us poor winter comrades. Sit ye down, said Miss Nancy Haggens affectionately, as Hamilton rose and put by his empty glass. And how is our dear Mary? she asked, as she rose also, finding him determined. There was an eager look in the old ladys eyes.

I have not seen my sister, answered Hamilton, looking grave. I was very early by the riverside with my old brig Pactolus going downstream, and everything and everybody tardy. I shall lay her up for the winter by Christian Shore; but, as things look now, I fear t is the last voyage of the good old vessel. I stood and watched her away, and when she made the turn past Pine Point it seemed as if her old topmasts were looking back at me wishfully above the woods.

The major made a sound which was meant for sympathy; he was very warm and peaceful now before the fire.

My sister will not be long seeking such a friend as you, said Hamilton, with sudden change of tone, and looking at Miss Nancy with an unwonted show of sentiment and concern in his usually impassive face. I slept but little last night, and my fears, small and great, did not sleep at all. T is heavy news from the army, and I am perplexed as to Marys real feelings. The captain counts upon success; as for the step that Roger Wallingford has taken, it has no doubt averted a very real danger of the moment.

She must go at once to see his mother. I wish that she might go to-day. You may tell Mary this, with the love of an old friend, said Miss Nancy warningly. She has great reserve of feeling with all her pretty frankness. But young hearts are not easy reading.

I must be gone all day, said Hamilton gravely.

For once the major listened and had no opinion ready. All the troubles of life had been lifted in the exercise of such instant hospitality.

We must leave all to Time, he announced cheerfully. No man regrets more than I our countrys sad situation. And mark ye both: the captain of the Rangers got all the makings of a hero. Lord bless me, he exclaimed, as he followed Hamilton along the hall, I could have shed tears as I caught his fire, at thinking I was too old and heavy to ship with him myself! I might be useful yet with his raw marines and in the land attacks. I felt last night, as our talk went on, that I should be as good for soldiering as ever.

Brother Tilly! Miss Nancy was crying from the breakfast-room in despair. Oh, dont go out into the wind, and you so warm with your toddy! Wait, I command you, Tilly! Phoebe s coming with your hat and cloak! But the old campaigner was already out beyond the lilacs in the front yard, with the rising northwester lifting his gray locks.


IX. BROTHER AND SISTER
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All thoughts, all passions, all delights, 
Whatever stirs this mortal frame, 
All are but ministers of Love, 
And feed his sacred flame.

That same afternoon of the first of November, one might have thought that the adventurers on board the Ranger had taken all the pleasant weather away with them, and all the pleasure and interest of life; only endurance and the bleak chilliness of autumn seemed to be left ashore. The wind changed into the east as night drew on, and a cold fog, gathered along the coast, came drifting up the river with the tide, until rain began to fall with the early dark. The poplars and elms looked shrunken about the gardens at Hamiltons, and the house but ill lighted. The great rooms themselves were cold and empty.

Colonel Hamilton, gloomy with further bad news from the army on Long Island, sat alone reviewing some accounts, shaking his head over a great ledger which had been brought up from the counting-house, and lay before him on a table in the west room. The large Russian stove was lighted for the first time that year, and the tiny grate glowed bright in its tall prison-like front, which was as slow to give out any heat as a New England winter to give place to spring. The pair of candles gave a dull yellow light, and the very air of the west room looked misty about them in a sort of halo, as Mary Hamilton opened the door. She was rosy with color from an afternoon ride, while her brother looked tired and dull. All the long day she had been so much in his anxious thoughts that he glanced over his shoulder with apprehension. In spite of his grave face and unyielding temper, he had a quick imagination, and, for the few persons whom he loved, a most tender heart.

To his blank surprise, his young sister had never worn a more spirited or cheerful look. She was no lovelorn maiden, and had come to him for neither pity nor anxious confidence. She came instead to stand close beside him, with a firm warm hand on his shoulder, and smiling looked into his upturned face.

Well, sir, have you made the most of a bad day? she asked, in the tone of comradeship which always went straight to Hamiltons heart, and made him feel like a lover. They must have had a good offshore wind for many hours, she added before he could answer. The Ranger must be safe off the coast by this time, and out of this hindering fog.

She must indeed, answered Hamilton, lending himself comfortably to her mood. The wind was free all day out of the northwest until this easterly chill at sundown. They will not like to drift in a long calm and easterly fog.

Come, you look miserable here; you are pale with cold yourself, Jack, she urged kindly. Let us poke this slow contrivance for a fire! I like to see a broad blaze. Cæsar kept me a fine hoard of pitch-pine roots when they cleared that thicket of the upper pasture, and I made a noble heat with them just now in my own room. I told him to look after your stove here, but he was sulky; he seems to think t is a volcano in a box, and may wreck the house and all his happiness. See, it was full of ashes at the draught. Sir, may I ask what you are laughing at?

I thought you would be like Niobe, all tears, he answered boldly, giving her a half amused, half curious glance. And here you praise the wind that blows your lover seaward, and make yourself snug ashore.

The firelight flashed in Marys face at that moment, and something else flashed back to meet it. She was kneeling close to the small iron door, as if she were before a confessional; but she looked over her shoulder for a moment with a quick smile that had great sweetness and power to charm.

Let us be happy together, my dear, she said. They go to serve our country; it should be a day for high hopes, and not for mourning. I look for great gallantry on board the Ranger!

She stood facing her brother a moment later, and looked straight in his face, as if she had no fears of any curious gaze, simply unconscious of self, as if no great shock had touched her heart in either new-found happiness or sense of loss. It seemed as if her cheerful self-possession were putting a bar to all confidence.

I cannot understand you! he exclaimed sharply.

You are cold and tired, my poor old man! Come, I shall have no more figuring, and she slid away the ledger beyond his reach on the smooth polished oak of the table top. Let us make a bit of hot drink for so cold a man! and was swiftly gone across the hall to the great kitchen, leaving the doors wide open behind her. It seemed warmer at once, and presently the sound of laughter and a coaxing voice made Hamiltons heart a little gayer. Old Peggy and her young mistress were in the midst of a lively encounter, and presently a noise of open war made him cross the hall with boyish eagerness to see the fray.

Peggy was having a glorious moment of proud resistance, and did not deign to notice the spectator. The combatants stood facing each other in front of the huge fireplace, where there was a high heap of ashes and but faint glow of fire. The old womans voice was harsh, and she looked pale and desperate; there was always a black day for the household after such a masterpiece of a feast as Peggy had set before her masters guests the night before. The fire of energy was low in her gaunt frame, except for a saving spark that still moved the engines of her tongue. She stood like a thin old Boadicea with arms akimbo, and Mary Hamilton faced her all abloom, with a face full of laughter, and in exactly the same attitude; it was a pleasing sight to Hamilton at the door of the side hall. The usually populous kitchen was deserted of all Peggys minions except Cæsar, and there were no signs of any preliminaries of even the latest supper.

Oh, Peggy, what a cross old thing you are! sighed Mary, at the end of Peggys remarks upon the text of there being nobody in the house to do anything save herself. I should really love to stay and have a good battle to warm us up, except that we should both be near to weeping when it was done, and you would be sorrier than you need, and cook something much too nice for supper, tired as you are. Then she dropped her hands and relaxed her mocking pose. Come, Peggy dear, the colonels here, and hes ridden the whole length of Beech Ridge and the Tow-wow woods since morning with his surveyors; he s very cold and down-hearted, and I only want a spatter of mulled wine for him. Come, find me a little skillet and we ll heat it here on the coals. See, they re winking bright under that hill of ashes. Where are all the maids?

In their beds, I suppose, black and white alike, and getting their first sleep like ladies, grumbled Peggy. I told them the master would be late, and would sup at Pine Hill, as he said this morning. T is no matter about me; Cæsar and me, we re old and tough, and the stern features relaxed a little. Why did nt you tell me t was for the master, an hed no supper after such a day, with the clock far past seven, and you yourself with nothing but bread and milk to stay you? Truth to tell, I was asleep in the corner of the settle here, and a spark s burnt me a hole in this good apron and spoilt my temper. You have too much patience with poor old Peggy, she muttered, bending over the ashes and raking them open to their bright life with her hard brown hand.

Mary stood watching her for a moment; a quick change came over her face, and she turned away silently, and went toward the window as if to look up the river.

What was you designin to get for supper? old Cæsar humbly inquired at this auspicious moment. I mought be a-layin of the table. But Peggy did not notice him. He was still in a place of safety behind the settle, his gray head just appearing over the high back.

We might finish the pigeon pie, the young mistress suggested; the colonel will like a bit of cheese afterward and plenty of bread. Mind, Peggy, tis only a cold supper!

Was you es-pectin any of the quality aside yoselves, missy? politely demanded Cæsar, in the simple exercise of his duty.

Dont you keep a-askin questions; t aint no way to converse with human creaturs! said Peggy severely.

Laws, Peggy, I feels an intrist! said poor Cæsar humbly.

No, you dont neither; you re full to bustin of curosity, an its a fault that grows by feedin of it. Let your mind dwell on that, now, next Sabbath mornin up in your gallery, stid o rollin your eyes at the meetin folks an whisprin with Cato Lord! and Peggy laughed in spite of herself. Come out from there, an fetch me some dry pine chips, if t wont demean your dignity. I ll ax you some questions you dont know no answers to, if you be an Afriky potentate!

The master of the house had tiptoed back across the hall like a pleased schoolboy, and was busy with the ledger when his sister came back, a few minutes later, with a steaming porringer. She proceeded to mix a most fragrant potion in a large gayly flowered glass, while Hamilton described his morning entertainment by the major; then an old dog came loitering in, and watched his master enviously, as he drank, and stirred again, and praised the warm drink, and grew every moment more cheerful.

Mary Hamilton stood leaning against the Russian stove. It is just getting warm now, this dull old idol of yours, she said, and we cannot cool it before spring. We ll sit in the dining parlor to-night after supper; you shall smoke your pipe there, and I can see the good firelight. We are lonesome after a gay day and night like yesterday; we have had no word of gossip yet about our ball. I have many things to tell you.

Hamilton nodded amiably; the color had come back into his face, and driven away the worn and worried look that had fallen on him before his time. He had made so light of care that care made light of him, and was beginning to weigh his spirit down early in middle life.

I came across the river at the Great Falls, he said, not without effort, and looking at his young sister, the roads were so heavy through the woods by Cranberry Meadow.

So you did nt stop to give Granny Sullivan the money? asked Mary, as if she were disappointed.

Yes, on my way this morning. She knew more about last night than I could sweep together to tell her if I had stayed an hour.

The birds tell granny everything, said Mary, laughing. She gave me a handsome scolding the other day because Peggys rack of spiced hams had fallen in the ashes that very morning. How was the master?

Very absentminded, and reading his Horace as if the old poet were new. He did not even look up while she thanked me for the money the judge had sent. Im knitting every minute Im not working or eating, for my poor lame lad Jamie, she said. Now, he has nothing to do but read his law books, an tell others whats in them, and grow rich! T is all because his father s such a gentleman!

How proud she is, the dear old woman! said Mary warmly.

Yes, and they have the sense to be proud of her, said Hamilton, settling into his chair more comfortably and putting his empty glass aside.

I rode to the Rocky Hills myself late this afternoon. I heard that Elder Shackley had been ill. I liked the fresh wind and wet after last nights warmth and a busy morning here in the house. I meant at first to ride north to meet you; but it was better not, since you crossed at the Falls.

I thought you would go another way, said Hamilton seriously. There were moments when he seemed old enough to be her father; there were, indeed, many years between them. There is a sad heart and a lonely one across the river to-night, while we seem gay enough together.

Marys face changed quickly; she stepped toward him, and seated herself on the broad arm of the chair, and drew her brothers head close against her side.

What is it that you wish to say to me? she asked. I have been thinking of dear Madam Wallingford all day long, and Hamilton could feel her young heart beating quick like a birds, close to his ear.

She was in my mind, too. I came down that side of the river to see her, but it grew so rainy and late that I gave up my thought of stopping except to leave a message. My mare was very hot and spent, he explained, in a matter-of-fact way. As I came toward the house I saw my lady standing at a window, and she beckoned me. She came herself to the door, and the wind blew her to and fro like a flag. She had been weeping terribly. I longed to see a friend, she told me, and could say no more.... I feared that she might bear us much ill will.

Hamilton was so full of feeling that his own voice failed him, and Mary did not speak at first.

Well, dear brother? she asked a moment later, knowing that he had more to say.

She wished to send you a message; t was her reason for calling me in. She asked if you would not come to see her to-morrow, late in the afternoon. Earlier she has business of the estate to manage, in place of her son. There are men coming down from the Lake.

Oh yes, yes, I shall go! said Mary, with a sob. Oh, I am so glad; I feared that her heart was broken, and that she would only hate us!

I was afraid, too, returned Hamilton, and he took his sisters hand gently in his own, and would have spoken something that she could not bear to hear.

She moved away quickly. Come, dear man, she said, you must throw off these muddy clothes; you are warm again now, and they will soon be calling us to supper.

He sighed, and looked at her in bewilderment as he obeyed. She had gone to the window and pushed the shutter back, and was gazing out into the dark night. He looked at her again as he was going out of the room, but still she did not speak. Was it the captain, after all, who had gone away with her heart? She had not even mentioned his name!

She was not always so silent about her lovers; they had been many, and she sometimes spoke frankly enough when he and she were alone together like this, and the troubles and veils of every-day intercourse were all put aside. But who could read a womans heart? Certainly not a poor bachelor, who had never yet learned to read his own!


X. AGAINST WIND AND TIDE
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WHOSE DAUGHTERS YE are as long as ye do well and are not afraid with any amazement.

Late the next afternoon Mary Hamilton appeared at the north door of the house, and went quickly down the steep garden side toward the water. In the shallow slip between two large wharves lay some idle rowboats, which belonged to workmen who came every morning from up and down the river. The days short hurry was nearly over; there was still a noise of heavy adzes hewing at a solid piece of oak timber, but a group of men had begun to cluster about a storehouse door to talk over the days news.

The tide was going out, and a birch canoe which the young mistress had bespoken was already left high on the shore. She gave no anxious glance for her boatman, but got into a stranded skiff, and, reaching with a strong hand, caught the canoe and dragged it down along the slippery mud until she had it well afloat; then, stepping lightly aboard, took up her carved paddle, and looked before her to mark her course across the swift current. Wind and current and tide were all going seaward together with a determined rush.

There was a heavy gundalow floating down the stream toward the lower warehouse, to be loaded with potatoes for the Portsmouth market, and this was coming across the slip. The men on board gave a warning cry as they caught sight of a slender figure in the fragile craft; but Mary only laughed, and, with sufficient strength to court the emergency, struck her paddle deep into the water and shot out into the channel right across their bow. The current served well to keep her out of reach; the men had been holding back their clumsy great boat lest it should pass the wharf. One of them ran forward anxiously with his long sweep, as if he expected to see the canoe in distress like a drowning fly; but Miss Hamilton, without looking back, was pushing on across the river to gain the eddy on the farther side.

She might ha held back a minute; she was liable to be catched an ploughed right under! A gals just young enough to do that; men thats met danger dont see no sport in them tricks, grumbled the boatman.

Some fools would ha tried to run astarn, said old Mr. Philpot, his companion, an the suck o the water would ha catched em side up agin us; no, she knowed what she was about. Kind of scairt me, though. Look at her set her paddle, strong as a man! Lord, she s a beauty, an s good s they make em!

Folks all thinks, down our way, she ll take it master hard the way young Wallinford went off, thout note or warnin. They ve ben a-hoverin round all ready to fall to love-makin, till this objection got roused bout his favorin the Tories. Thered ben trouble aready if hed stayed to home. I misdoubt theyd smoked him out within half a weeks time. Some o them fellows that hangs about Dover Landin and Christian Shore was bent on it, an theyd had some better men long of em.

Then t would have been as black a wrong as ever was done on this river! exclaimed the elder man indignantly, looking back over his shoulder toward the long house of the Wallingfords, that stood peaceful in the autumn sunshine high above the river. They ve been good folks in all their generations. The lad was young, an had nt formed his mind. As for Madam, — why, women folks is natural Tories; they hold by the past, same as men are fain to reach out and want change. She s feeble and fearful since the judge was taken away, an cant grope out to nothin new. I heared tell that one o her own brothers is different from the rest as all holds by the King, an has given as much as any man in Boston to carry on this war. There aint no Loyalist inside my skin, but I despise to see a low lot o fools think smart o theirselves for bein sassy to their betters.

The other man looked a little crestfallen. Theres those as has it that the capn o the Ranger would nt let nobody look at young miss whilst he was by, he hastened to say. Folks say they re good as promised an have changed rings. I alays heared he was a gret man for the ladies; loves em an leaves em. I knowed men that had sailed with him in times past, an they said he kept the highest company in every port. But if all tales is true — 

Mostly they aint, retorted old Mr. Philpot scornfully.

I dont know nothin t all about it; thats what folks say, answered his mate. Hes got the look of a bold commander, anyway, and a voice an eye that would wile a bird from a bush. But at this moment the gundalow bumped heavily against the wharf, and there was no more time for general conversation. Mary Hamilton paddled steadily up river in the smooth water of the eddy, now and then working hard to get round some rocky point that bit into the hurrying stream. The wind was driving the ebbing tide before it, so that the water had fallen quickly, and sometimes the still dripping boughs of overhanging alders and oaks swept the canoe from end to end, and spattered the kneeling girl with a cold shower by way of greeting. Sometimes a musquash splashed into the water or scuttled into his chilly hole under the bank, clattering an untidy heap of empty mussel shells as he went. All the shy little beasts, weasels and minks and squirrels, made haste to disappear before this harmless voyager, and came back again as she passed. The great fishhawks and crows sailed high overhead, secure but curious, and harder for civilization to dispossess of their rights than wild creatures that lived aground.

The air was dry and sweet, as if snow were coming, and all the falling leaves were down. Here and there might linger a tuft of latest frost flowers in a sheltered place, and the witch-hazel in the thickets was still sprinkled with bright bloom. Mary stopped once under the shore where a bough of this strange, spring-in-autumn flower grew over the water, and broke some twigs to lay gently before her in the canoe. The old Indian, last descendant of the chief Passaconaway, who had made the light craft and taught her to guide it, had taught her many other things of his wild and wise inheritance. This flower of mystery brought up deep associations with that gentle-hearted old friend, the child of savagery and a shadowy past.

The river broadened now at Madams Cove. There was a great roaring in the main channel beyond, where the river was vexed by rocky falls; inside the cove there was little water left except in the straight channel that led to the landing-place and quaint heavy-timbered boat-house. From the shore a grassy avenue went winding up to the house above. Against the northwestern sky the old home of the Wallingfords looked sad and lonely; its windows were like anxious eyes that followed the rivers course toward a dark sea where its master had gone adventuring.

Mary stood on land, looking back the way she had come; her heart was beating fast, but it was not from any effort of fighting against wind or tide. She did not know why she began to remember with strange vividness the solemn pageant of Judge Wallingfords funeral, which had followed the water highway from Portsmouth, one summer evening, on the flood tide. It was only six years before, when she was already the young and anxious mistress of her brothers house, careful and troubled about many things like Martha, in spite of her gentler name. She had looked out of an upper window to see the black procession of boats with slow-moving oars come curving and winding across the bay; the muffled black of mourning trailed from the sides; there were soldiers of the judges regiment, sitting straight in their bright uniforms, for pallbearers, and they sounded a solemn tap of drum as they came.

They drew nearer: the large coffin with its tasseled pall, the long train of boats which followed filled with sorrowing friends, — the President of the Province and many of the chief men, — had all passed slowly by.

The tears rushed to Marys eyes, that day, when she saw her brothers serious young head among the elder gentlemen, and close beside him was the fair tear-reddened face and blond uncovered hair of the fatherless son. Roger Wallingford was but a boy then; his father had been the kind friend and generous founder of all her brothers fortunes. She remembered how she had thanked him from a grateful heart, and meant to be unsparing in her service and unfailing in duty toward the good mans widow and son. They had read prayers for him in the Queens Chapel at Portsmouth; they were but bringing him to his own plot of ground in Somersworth, at eventide, and Mary Hamilton prayed for him out of a full heart as his funeral went by. The color came in her young cheeks at the remembrance. What had she dared to do, what responsibility had she not taken upon her now? She was but an ignorant girl, and driven by the whip of Fate. A strange enthusiasm, for which she could not in this dark moment defend herself, had led her on. It was like the moment of helpless agony that comes with a bad dream.

She turned again and faced the house; and the house, like a great conscious creature on the hillside, seemed to wait for her quietly and with patience. She was standing on Wallingfords ground, and bent upon a most difficult errand. There was neither any wish for escape, in her heart, nor any thought of it, and yet for one moment she trembled as if the wind shook her as it shook the naked trees. Then she went her way, young and strong-footed, up the long slope. It was one of the strange symbolic correspondences of life that her path led steadily up the hill.

The great door of the house opened wide before her, as if the whole future must have room to enter; old Rodney, the chief house servant, stood within, as if he had been watching for succor. In the spacious hall the portraits looked proud and serene, as if they were still capable of all hospitalities save that of speech.

Will you say that Miss Hamilton waits upon Madam Wallingford? said Mary; and the white-headed old man bowed with much ceremony, and went up the broad stairway, still nodding, and pausing once, with his hand on the high banister, to look back at so spirited and beautiful a guest. A faithful heart ached within him to see her look so young, so fresh-blooming, so untouched by sorrow, and to think of his stricken mistress. Yet she had come into the chilly house like a brave, warm reassurance, and all Rodneys resentment was swift to fade. The quick instincts of his race were confronted by something that had power to master them; he comprehended the truth because it was a simple truth and his was a simple heart.

He disappeared at the turn of the staircase into the upper hall, and Mary took a few impatient steps to and fro. On the great moose antlers was flung some of the young masters riding gear; there was his rack of whips below, and a pair of leather gloves with his own firm grasp still showing in the rounded fingers. There were his rods and guns; even his old dog leash and the silver whistle. She knew them all as well as he, with their significance of past activities and the joys of life and combat. They made their owner seem so close at hand, and the pleasures of his youth all snatched away. Oh, what a sharp longing for the old lively companionship was in her heart! It was like knowing that poor Roger was dead instead of gone away to sea. He would come no more in the winter evenings to tell his hunters tales of what had happened at the lakes, or to plan a snowshoe journey up the country. Mary stamped her foot impatiently; was she going to fall into helpless weakness now, when she had most need to be quiet and to keep her steadiness? Old Rodney was stepping carefully down the stairs again; she wore a paler look than when they had parted. Somehow, she felt like a stranger in the familiar house.

Once Rodney would have been a mere reflection of his mistresss ready welcome, but now he came close to Miss Hamiltons side and spoke in an anxious whisper.

You ll be monstous gentle to her dis day, young mistis? he asked pleadingly. Oh yis, mistis; her hearts done broke!

Then he shuffled away to the dining-room to move the tankards on the great sideboard. One could feel everything, but an old black man, born in the jungle and stolen by a slavers crew, knew when he had said enough.


XI. THAT TIME OF YEAR
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Come, Sorrow! put thy sweet arms round my neck, 
For none are left to do this, only thou.

The low afternoon sun slanted its rays into the stately chamber, and brightened the dull East Indian red of some old pictured cottons that made the tasseled hangings. There were glowing coals in the deep fireplace, and Madam Wallingford sat at the left, in one of those great easy-chairs that seem to offer refuge to both illness and sorrow. She had turned away so that she could not see the river, and even the wistful sunshine was all behind her. There was a slender light-stand with some white knitting-work at her side, but her hands were lying idle in her lap. She had never been called beautiful; she had no great learning, though on a shelf near by she had gathered a little treasury of good books. She had manner rather than manners; she was plainly enough that unmistakable and easily recognized person, a great lady. They are but few in every generation, but the simplicity and royalty of their lovely succession have never disappeared from an admiring world.

Come in, Mary, said Madam Wallingford, with a wan look of gentleness and patience. Here I and Sorrow sit!

She motioned toward a chair which her attendant, an ancient countrywoman, was placing near. Mary crossed the room quickly, and took her appointed place; then she clasped her hands tight together, and her head drooped. At that moment patriotism and all its high resolves may have seemed too high; she forgot everything except that she was in the presence of a lonely woman, sad and old and bereft. She saw the woeful change that grief had made in this Tory mother of a Patriot son. She could but sit in silence with maidenly self-effacement, and a wistful affectionateness that was like the timidest caress, — this young creature of high spirit, who had so lately thrown down her bold challenge of a mans loyalty. She sat there before the fire, afraid of nothing but her own insistent tears; she could not conquer a sudden dumbness that had forgotten speech. She could not bear to look again at the piteous beloved face of Madam Wallingford. The march of events had withered the elder woman and trampled her underfoot, like a flower in the road that every wheel went over; she had grown old in two short days, while the girl who sat before her had only changed into brighter bloom.

You may leave us now, Susan, said Madam Wallingford; and with many an anxious glance the old serving woman went away.

Still there fell silence between the two. The wind was droning its perpetual complaining note in the chimney; a belated song sparrow lifted its happy little tune outside the southern windows, and they both listened to the very end. Then their eyes turned to each others faces; the bird had spoken first in the wintry air. Then Mary Hamilton, with a quick cry, took a hurried step, and fell upon her knees at the mothers side, and took her in her arms, hiding her own face from sight.

What can I say? Oh, what can I say? she cried again. It will break my heart if you love me no more!

The elder woman shrank for a moment; there was a quick flash in her eyes; then she drew Mary still nearer and held her fast. The comfort of a warm young life so close to her shivering loneliness, the sense of her own weakness and that Mary was the stronger, kept her from breaking now into the stern speech of which her heart was full. She said nothing for a long time but sat waiting; and now and then she laid her hand on the girls soft hair, until Marys fit of weeping had passed.

Bring the little footstool here and sit by me; we must talk of many things together, she gave command at last; and Mary, doing the errand like a child, lingered by the window, and then returned with calmness to her old friends side. The childish sense of distance between them had strangely returned, and yet she was conscious that she must take a new charge upon herself, and keep nearer than ever to this sad heart.

I did not know his plans until that very night, she said to Madam Wallingford, looking bravely and sweetly now into the mothers face. I could not understand at first why there was such excitement in the very air. Then I found out that the mob was ready to come and ruin you, and to drag him out to answer them, as they did the Loyalists in Boston. And there were many strangers on our side of the river. I heard a horrid humming in the crowd that gathered when the captain came; they kept together after he was in the house, and I feared that they were bent upon a worse errand. I was thankful to know that Roger was in Portsmouth, so nothing could be done that night. When he came to me suddenly a little later, — the girls voice began to falter,— I was angry with him at first; I thought only of you. I see now that I was cruel.

My son has been taught to honor and to serve his King, said Madam Wallingford coldly.

He has put his country above his King, now, answered Mary Hamilton, who had steadied herself and could go on: yet something hindered her from saying more, and the wind kept up its steady plaint in the chimney, but in this difficult moment the little bird was still.

To us, our King and country have been but one. I own that the colonies have suffered hardship, and not alone through willfulness; but to give the reins of government to unfit men, to put high matters into the hands of rioters and lawbreakers, can only bring ruin. I could not find it in my heart to blame him, even after the hasty Declaration, when he would not join with English troops to fight the colonies; but to join the rebels to fight England should shame a house like this. Our government is held a high profession among the wise of England; these foolish people will bring us all upon the quicksands. If my son had sailed with officers and gentlemen, such — 

He has sailed with a hero, said Mary hotly, and in company with good men of our own neighborhood, in whom he can put his trust.

Let us not quarrel, answered the lady more gently. She leaned her head against the chair side, and looked strangely pale and old. T is true I sent for you to accuse you, and now you are here I only long for comfort. I am the mother of an only son; I am a widow, — little you know what that can mean, — and my prop has gone. Yet I would have sent him proudly to the wars, like a mother of ancient days, did I but think the quarrel just. I could but bless him when he wakened me and knelt beside my bed, and looked so noble, telling his eager story. I did not think his own heart altogether fixed upon this change until he said his country would have need of him. All your country, boy! I begged him then, not alone this willful portion of our heritage. Can you forget that you are English born?

Then he rose up and stood upon his feet, and I saw that I had looked my last upon his boyish days. No, dear mother, he told me, I am beginning to remember it! and he stooped and kissed me, and stood between the curtains looking down at me, till I myself could see his face no more, I was so blind with tears. Then he kissed me yet again, and went quick away, and I could hear him sobbing in the hall. I would not have him break his word though my own heart should break instead, and I rose then and put on my double-gown, and I called to Susan, who wept aloud, — I even chid her at last for that, and her foolish questions; and all through the dead of night we gathered the poor childs hasty plenishings. Now I can only weep for things forgotten. T was still dark when he rode away; when the tide turned, the river cried all along its banks, as it did that long night when his father lay dead in the house. I prayed; I even lingered, hoping that he might be too late, and the ship gone to sea. When he unpacks the chest, he will not see the tears that fell there. I cannot think of our parting, it hurts my heart so.... He bade me give his love to you; he said that God could not be so cruel as to forbid his return.

Mary Hamilton! and suddenly, as she spoke, all the plaintive bewailing of her voice, all the regretful memories, were left behind. Oh, Mary Hamilton, tell me why you have done this! All my children are in their graves save this one youngest son. Since I was widowed I have gathered age even beyond my years, and a heavy burden of care belongs to this masterless house. I am a woman full of fears and weak in body. My own forefathers and my husbands house alike have never refused their loyal service to church and state. Who can stand in my sons place now? He was early and late at his business; the poor boys one ambition was to make his father less missed by those who look to us for help. What is a little soldiering, a trading vessel sunk or an English town affrighted, to the service he could give at home? Had you only thought of this, had you only listened to those who are wiser than we, had you remembered that these troubles must be, in the end, put down, you could not have been unjust. I never dreamed that the worst blow that could fall upon me, except my dear son had died, could be struck me by your hand. Had you no pity, that you urged my boy to go? Tell me why you were willing. Tell me, I command you, why you have done this!

Mary was standing, white as a flower now, before her dear accuser. The quick scarlet flickered for one moment in her cheeks; her frightened eyes never for one moment left Madam Wallingfords face.

You must answer me! the old mother cried again, shaken with passion and despair.

Because I loved you, said the girl then, and a flash of light was on her face that matched the thrill in her voice. God forgive me, I had no other reason, she answered, as if she were a prisoner at the bar, and her very life hung upon the words.

Madam Wallingford had spent all the life that was in her. Sleepless nights had robbed her of her strength; she was withered by her grief into something like the very looks of death. All the long nights, all the long hours since she had lost her son, she had said these things over to herself, that she might say them clear to those who ought to listen. They had now been said, and her poor brain that had shot its force of anger and misery to another heart was cold like the firelock that has sped its ball. She sank back into the chair, faint with weakness; she put out her hands as if she groped for help. Oh, Mary, Mary! she entreated now; and again Mary, forgetting all, was ready with fond heart to comfort her.

It is of no use! exclaimed Madam Wallingford, rousing herself at last, and speaking more coldly than before. I can only keep to one thought, — that my son has gone. T is Love brings all our pain; this is what it means to have a child; my joy and my sorrow are one, and the light of my life casts its shadow! And I have always loved you; I have wished many a time, in the old days, that you were my own little girl. And now I am told that this adventurer has won your heart, — this man who speaks much of Glory, lest Glory should forget to speak of him; that you have even made my son a sacrifice to pride and ambition!

Marys cheeks flamed, her eyes grew dark and angry; she tried to speak, but she looked in her accusers face, and first a natural rage, and then a sudden pity and the old love, held her dumb.

Forgive me, then, said Madam Wallingford, looking at her, and into her heart there crept unwonted shame.

You do me wrong; you would wrong both your son and me! and Mary had sprung away next moment from her side. I have told only the truth. I was harsh to Roger when I had never known him false, and I almost hated him because he seemed unsettled in his course. I even thought that the rising against the Loyalists had frighted him, and I hated him when I thought he was seeking shelter. He came that very night to tell me that he was for the Patriots, and was doing all a brave man could, and standing for Liberty with the rest of us. Then I knew better than he how far the distrust of him had gone, and I took it upon myself to plead with the captain of the Ranger. I knew too well that if, already prejudiced by envious tales, he turned the commission down, the mob would quick take the signal. T was for love of my friends I acted; something drove me past myself, that night. If Roger should die, if indeed I have robbed you of your son, this was the part I took. I would not have done otherwise. He has taken a mans part for Liberty, and I thank God. Now I have told you all.

They were facing each other again. Marys voice was broken; she could say no more. Then, with a quick change of look and with a splendid gesture, Madam Wallingford rose from her place like a queen. Her face shone with sudden knowledge of new happiness; she held out her arms, — no queen and no accuser, but only a bereft woman, a loving heart that had been beggared of all comfort. Come, my darling, she whispered; you must forgive me everything, and love me the more for my poor weakness; you will help me to have patience all these weary months.

The sun broke out again from behind a thick, low-hanging cloud, and flooded all the dark chamber. Again the Indian stuffs looked warm and bright; the fire sprang on the hearth as if upon an altar: it was as if Heavens own light had smiled into the room. Poor Marys young pride was sore hurt and distressed, but her old friends wonted look of kindness was strangely coming back; she showed all her familiar affectionateness as if she had passed a great crisis. As for the lad whom they had wept and quarreled over, and for whose sake they had come back again to each others hearts, he was far out upon the gray and tumbling sea; every hour took him farther and farther from home.

And now Madam Wallingford must talk of him with Mary, and tell her everything; how he had chosen but two books, — his Bible and an old volume of French essays that Master Sullivan had given him when he went to college. T was his copy of Shakespeares plays, said she, that he wanted most; but in all our hurry, and with dull candlelight, we could find it nowhere, and yesterday I saw it lying here on my chest of drawers. T is not so many days since he read me a pretty piece of The Tempest, as we sat together. I can hear his voice now as he read: t was like a lover, the way he said my noble mistress! and I could but smile to hear him. He saw the great Garrick in his best characters, when he was in London. Roger was ever a pretty reader when he was a boy. T is a gift the dullest child might learn from Master Sullivan.

The mother spoke fondly between smiles and tears; the old book lay open on her knee, and something dropped to the floor, — a twig of faded witch-hazel blossoms that her son had held in his fingers as he read, and left between the leaves for a marker; a twig of witch-hazel, perhaps from the same bough that Mary had broken as she came. It were easy to count it for a message where some one else might think of but a pretty accident. Mary stooped and picked the withered twig of blossoms from the floor, and played with it, smiling as Madam Wallingford talked on, and they sat together late into the autumn twilight. The poor lady was like one who, by force of habit, takes up the life of every day again when death has been in the house. The familiar presence of her young neighbor had cured her for the moment of the pain of loneliness, but the sharp words she had spoken in her distress would ache for many a day in Marys heart.

Mary could not understand that strange moment when she had been forgiven. Yet the hardest soul might have compassion for a poor woman so overwrought and defeated; she was still staggering from a heavy blow.

It was dark when they parted, and Madam Wallingford showed a strange solicitude after her earlier reproaches, and forbade Mary when she would have crossed the river alone. She took a new air of rightful command, and Rodney must send two of the men with their own boat, and put by the canoe until morning. The stars were bright and quick as diamonds overhead, and it was light enough on the water, as they crossed. The candlelight in the upper chamber on the hill looked dim, as if there were illness in the house.

Indeed, Madam Wallingford was trembling with cold since her young guest had gone. Susan wrapped her in an old cloak of soft fur, as she sat beside the fire, and turned often to look at her anxiously, as she piled the fagots and logs on the hearth until their flame towered high.

Dear child, dear child, the poor lady said over and over in her heart. I think she does not know it yet, but I believe she loves my son.

That night old Susan hovered about her mistress, altering the droop of the bed curtains and untwisting the balls of their fringe with a businesslike air; then she put some heavy knots of wood on the fire for the night, and built it solidly together, until the leaping lights and shadows played fast about the room. She glanced as often as she dared at the tired face on the pillow.

T is a wild night, Susan, said Madam Wallingford. I thought the wind was going down with the sun. How often I have watched for my dear man such nights as this, when he was kept late in Portsmouth! T was well we lived in town those latest winters. You remember that Rodney always kept the fire bright in the dining parlor (t is a cosy place in winter), and put a tankard of mulled wine inside the fender; t would bring back the color to his face all chilled with winter rain, and the light into his eyes. And Roger would come in with him, holding his fathers hand; he would ever run out bareheaded in the wet, while I called to them from the door to come in and let the horse go to stable, and they laughed at me for my fears. Where is Roger to-night, I wonder, Susan? They cannot be in port for a long time yet. I hate to think of him on the sea!

Maybe t is morning there, and the sun out, madam.

Susan, said Madam Wallingford, you used to sing to him when he was a baby; sit near the fire awhile, — there is no more for you to do. Sing one of your old hymns, so that I may go to sleep; perhaps it will quiet his heart, too, if we are quiet and try to be at peace.

The very shadows grew stiller, as if to listen, as the patient old handmaiden came and sat beside the bed and began to sing, moving her foot as if she still held the restless baby who had grown to be a man. There were quavering notes in her voice, but when she had sung all her pious verses of the Cradle Hymn to their very end Madam Wallingford was fast asleep.


XII. BETWEEN DECKS
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BUT WHEN SHALL I see Athens and the Acropolis again?

Wretched man! doth not that satisfy thee which thou seest every day? Hast thou aught better or greater to see than the sun, the moon, the stars, the common earth, the sea?

Who would Hercules have been if he had sat at home?

The Ranger was under full sail, and ran like a hound; she had cleared the Banks with all their snow squalls and thick nights, without let or hindrance. The captains boast that he would land his dispatches and spread the news of Burgoynes surrender in France in thirty days seemed likely to come true. The men were already beginning to show effects of constant vigilance and overwork; but whatever discomforts might arrive, the splendid seamanship of Paul Jones could only be admired by such thorough-going sailors as made up the greater portion of his crew. The younger members of the ships company were full of gayety if the wind and work eased ever so little, and at any time, by night or day, some hearty voice might be heard practicing the strains of a stirring song new made by one of the midshipmen: — 

That is why we Brave the Blast

To carry the news to Lon-don.



There were plenty of rival factions and jealousies. The river men were against all strangers; and even the river men had their own divisions, their warm friendships and cold aversions, so that now and then some smouldering fire came perilously near an outbreak. The tremendous pressure of work alow and aloft, the driving wind, the heavy tumbling seas, the constant exposure and strain in such trying duty and incessant service of the sails, put upon every man all that he could well bear, and sent him to his berth as tired as a dog.

It takes but little while for a good shipmaster to discover who are the difficult men in his crew, the sea lawyers and breeders of dissatisfaction. The captain of the Ranger was a man of astonishing readiness both to blame and praise; nobody could resist his inspiriting enthusiasm and dominating presence, but in absence he was often proved wrong, and roundly cursed, as captains are, with solid satisfaction of resentment. Everybody cheered when he boldly declared against flogging, and even tossed that horrid sea-going implement, the cat, lightly over the ships side. Even in this surprising moment, one of the old seamen had growled that when you saw a man too good, it was the time to look out for him.

I dasent say but its about time to get a fuss going, said one of these mariners to a friend, later on. Ginerally takes about ten days to start a row atween decks, less you re extra eased off with good weather.
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This bad weathers all along o Dickson, ventured his comrade; if theyd known what they was about, he d been the fust man theyd hasted to set ashore. I know him; I ve knowed him ever since he was a boy. I see him get a black stripe o rage acrost his face when he seen Mr. Wallinford come aboard, that mornin. Wallinfords folks cotched him thievin when he had his fat chance o surveyor up country, after the old judge died. He cut their growth on his own account and done a sight o tricks, and Madam dismissed him, and would ha jailed him but for pity of his folks. I always wished shed done it; t would ha stamped him plain, if hed seen the inside o old York jail for a couple o years. As t was, he had his own story to tell, and made out how he was the injured one; so there was some o them fools that likes to be on the off side that went an upheld him. Oh, Dickson s smart, and some calls him pious, but I wish youd seen him the day Madam Wallinford sent for him to speak her mind! That mornin we was sailin out o Porchmouth, I see him watch the young man as if he was layin for him like a tiger! There he is now, comin out o the cabin. I guess the capn s been rakin him fore an aft. He hates him; an Simpson hates him, too, but not so bad. Simpson dont jibe with the capn hisself, so he demeans himself to hark to Dickson more n he otherwise would. Lord, what a curous world this is!

Whats that nise risin out o the focsle now, Cooper? Le s go see! and the two old comrades made haste to go below.

Paul Jones gave a hearty sigh, as he sat alone in his cabin, and struck his fist into the empty air. He also could hear the sound of a loud quarrel from the gun deck, and for a moment indulged a fierce hope that somebody might be well punished, or even killed, just to lessen the number of citizens in this wrangling village with which he had put to sea. They had brought aboard all the unsettled rivalries and jealousies of a most independent neighborhood.

He looked about him as he sat; then rose and impatiently closed one of his lockers where there was an untidy fold of crumpled clothing hanging out. What miserable surroundings and conditions for a man of inborn fastidiousness and refinement of nature!

Yet this new ship, so fast growing toward the disgusting squalor of an old one; these men, with their cheap suspicions and narrow ambitions, were the strong tools ready to his hand. It was a manly crew as crews go, and like-minded in respect to their countrys wrongs.

I feel it in my breast that I shall some day be master in a great sea fight! said the little captain as he sat alone, while the Ranger labored against the waves, and the light of heroic endurance came back to his eyes as he saw again the splendid vision that had ever led him on.

Curse that scoundrel Dickson! and his look darkened. Patience, patience! If I were a better sleeper, I could face everything that can come in a mans day; I could face the devil himself. The winds in the right quarter now, and the seas going down. I ll go on deck and give all hands some grog, — I ll give it them myself; the poor fellows are cold and wet, and they serve me like men. We re getting past the worst, and again Paul Jones fell to studying his charts as if they were love letters writ by his ladys hand.

Cooper and Hanscom had come below to join the rest of their watch, and still sat side by side, being old shipmates and friends. There was an easy sort of comfort in being together. Just now they spoke again in low voices of young Mr. Wallingford.

Young master looks wamble-cropped to me, said Hanscom. Dont fancy privateerin so well as ridin a blood horse on Porchmouth Parade, and bein courted by the Tory big-bugs. Looks wintry in the face to me.

Lord bless us, when hes old s we are, he ll larn that spring alays gets round again longs a creatur s alive, answered Cooper, who instinctively gave a general turn to the discussion. Ary thing thats livin knows its four seasons, an I ve long maintained that after the wust o winter, spring usully doos come follerin right on.

I dont know but its so, agreed his mate politely. Cooper would have these fanciful notions, while Hanscom was a plain-spoken man.

What Id like to know, said he, yes, what I d like to ascertain, is what young Squire Wallinford ever come for; t aint in his blood to fight on our side, an hes too straight-minded to play the sneak. Also, he never come from cowardice. No, I cant make it out noway. Sometimes folks mistakes their duty, and risks their all. Baint spyin round to do no hurt, is he? — or is he?

There was a sharp suggestion in the way this question was put, and Cooper turned fiercely upon his companion.

Hunscom, I be ashamed of you! he said scornfully, and said no more. There was a dull warmth of color in his hard, sea-smitten face; he was an elderly, quiet man, with a round, pleasant countenance unaltered in the worst of weather, and a look of kindly tolerance.

Theres ben some considable changin o sides in our neighborhood, as you know, he said, a few moments later, in his usual tone. Young Wallinford went to school to Master Sullivan, and the old master larnt everybody he could larn to be honest an square, to hold by their word, an be afeard o nothin.

Pity t was that Dickson could nt ha got a term o such schoolin, said Hanscom, as they beheld that shipmates unwelcome face peering down the companion.

Sometimes I wish I was to home again, announced Cooper, in an unexpected fit of despondency. I don know why; taint usual with me to have such feelins in the outset of a vyge. I grow sicker every day o this flat, strivin sea. I was raised on a good hill. I don know how I ever come to foller the sea, anyway!

The forecastle was a forlorn abiding-place at best, and crowded at any hour almost past endurance. The one hint of homeliness and decency was in the well-made sea chests, which had not been out of place against a steadier wall in the farmhouses whence most of them had come. They were of plain wood, with a touch of art in their rude carving; many of them were painted dull green or blue. There were others with really handsome escutcheons of wrought iron, and all were graced with fine turks-heads to their rope handles, and every ingenuity of sailors fancywork.

There was a grumbling company of able seamen, their owners, who had no better place to sit than the chest tops, or to stretch at idle length with these treasuries to lean against. The cold sea was nearer to a man than when he was on deck and could reassure himself of freedom by a look at the sky. The hammocks were here and there sagging with the rounded bulk of a sleeping owner, and all jerked uneasily as the vessel pitched and rolled by turns. The air was close and heavy with dampness and tobacco smoke.

At this moment the great sea boots of Simon Staples were seen descending from the deck above, and stumbling dangerously on the slippery straight ladder.

Handsomely, handsomely, urged a spectator, with deep solicitude.

She s goin large now, aint she? Hows she headin now? asked a man named Grant.

Shes full an by, an headin east by south half east, — same s we struck out past the Isles o Shoals, was the mirthful answer. She cant keep to nothin, an the capn s got to make another night ont. But she s full an by, just now, all you lazy larbowlines, he repeated cheerfully, at last getting his head down under decks as his foot found the last step. She s been on a good leadin wind this half hour back, an he s got the stunsails set again; tis all luff an touch her, this vyge.

There was a loud groan from the listeners. The captain insisted upon spreading every rag the ship could stagger under, and while they admired his persistent daring, it was sometimes too much for flesh and blood.

Staples was looking ruefully at his yarn mittens. They were far beyond the possibility of repair, and he took off first one and then the other of these cherished reminders of much logging experience, and, sitting on his sea chest, began to ravel what broken gray yarn was left and to wind it into a ball.

Goin to knit you another pair? inquired Hanscom. Thats clever; emply your idle moments.

Mend up his stockins, you fool! explained Grant, who was evidently gifted with some sympathetic imagination.

I wish they was thumbs up on the stakes o my old wood-sled, said Staples. There, when Im to sea I wish s how I was lumberin, an when Im in the woods Im plottin how to git to sea again; aint no suitin of me neither way. I alays wanted to be aboard a fast sailer, an here I be thrashin along, an lamentin cause my mittins is wore out the fust fortnight.

My! I wish old Master Hackett that built her could see how she runs! he exclaimed next moment, as if a warm admiration still had power to cheer him. I marked her lines for a beauty the day I see her launched: t was what drove me here. There was plenty a-watchin her on Lungdons Island that hoped shed stick in the stays, but she took the water like a young duck.

Hed best not carry so much sail when shes clawin to windard close hauled, growled James Chase, an old Nantucket seaman, with a warning shake of the head. T wont take much to lay her clear down, I can tell him! I never see a ship drove so, in my time. Lord help every soul aboard if she want so weatherly!

Fernald and Sherburne, old Portsmouth sailors, wagged their sage heads in solemn agreement; but William Young, a Dover man, with a responsible look, was waiting with some impatience for Chase to stand out of the poor supply of light that came down the narrow hatchway. Young was reading an old copy of the New Hampshire Gazette that had already been the solace of every reading man aboard.

What in time s been the matter amongst ye? Staples now inquired, with interest. I heard as how there was a fuss goin down below; aint ary bully-raggin as I can see; dull as meetin! Hanscom and Cooper looked up eagerly; some of the other men only laughed for answer; but Chase signified that the trouble lay with their messmate Starbuck, who appeared to be surly, and sat with his back to the company. He now turned and displayed a much-disfigured countenance, but said nothing.

Whats the capn about now? Chase hastened to inquire pointedly.

Hes up there a-cunnin the ship, answered Staples. He s workin the life out o Grosvenor at the wheel. I just come from the maintop; my arms aches as if theyd been broke with a crowbar. I lost my holt o the life line whilst we was settin the stunsl there on the maintopsl yard, an I give me a dreadful wrench. He had nt ought to send them green boys to such places, neither; pore little Johnny Downes was makin out to do his stent like a man, but the halyards got fouled in the jewel blocks, an for all hes so willin-hearted the tears was a-runnin down his cheeks when he come back. I was skeert the windd blow him off like a whirligig off a stick, an I spoke sharp to him so s to brace him, an give him a good boxed ear when I got him in reach. He was about beat, an half froze anyway; his fingers looked like the pints o parsnips. When he got back he laid right over acrost the cap. I left him up there a-clingin on.

He worked as handsome a pair o man-rope knots as I ever see, settin here this mornin, said Cooper, compassionately. He ll make a good smart sailor, but he needs to grow; hes dreadful small to send aloft in a spell o weather. The capn dont save himself, this vyge, nor nobody else.

Come, youd as good s hear what Starbucks ben saying, said Chase, with a wink. He had been waiting impatiently for this digression to end.

That spry-tempered admiral o yourn dont know how to treat a crew! Starbuck burst forth, at this convenient opportunity. Some on us gits a whack ivery time he parades the deck. Hes relly too outdacious for decent folks. This arternoon I was a-loungin on the gratins an got sort o drowsin off, an I niver heared him comin nor knowed he was there. Along he come like some upstropelous poppet an give me a cuff side o my head. I dodged the next one, an spoke up smart fore I knowed what I was doin. Damn ye, le me be! says I, an he fetched me another on my nose here; most stunded me.

I ll larn ye to make yourself scace! Keep to the port-hand side where ye belong! Remember you re aboard a man-o-war! says he, hollerin like a crowin pullet. T aint no fishin smack! Go forrard! Out o the way with ye! says he, same s I was a stray dog. I run to the side, my nose was a-bleedin so, an I fumbled arter somethin to serve me for a hankicher.

Here s mine, says he, but you ve got to understand theres discipline on this frigate, says he. Joseph Fernald knows where I was, continued the sufferer; you see me, Joseph, when you come past. Twant larboard nor starboard; twas right midships, less I may have rolled one way or tother. I could ha squinched him so all the friends hed ever needed d be clargy an saxon, an then to pass me his linning handkicher s if I was a young lady! I dove into my pockets an come upon this old piece o callamink Id wropped up some baccy in. I never give a look at him; I d know but he gallded me more when he was pleasant n when he fetched me the clip. I ketched up a lingum-vitæ marlinspike I see by me an took arter him. I should ha hit him good, but he niver turned to look arter me, an I come to reason. If Id had time, Id ha hit him, if Id made the rest o this vyge in irons.

Lord sakes! dont you bluster no more! advised old Mr. Cooper soothingly, with a disapproving glance at the pleased audience. Shipmasters like him aint goin to ask ye every mornin how seafarin agrees with ye. He aint goin to treat hisself nor none on us like passengers. He aint had three hours sleep a night sence this vyge begun. Hes been studyin his charts this day, with his head set to em on the cabin table s if they showed the path to heaven. They was English charts, too, long by Bristol an up there in the Irish Sea. I see em through the skylight.

I ll bate hes figurin to lay outside some o them very ports an cut out some hansome prizes, said Falls, one of the gunners, looking down out of his hammock. Falls was a young man full of enthusiasm, who played the fiddle.

You ll find t will be all glory for him, an no prizes for you, my young musicianer! answered Starbuck, who was a discouraged person by nature. Now that he had a real grievance his spirits seemed to rise. Up hammocks all! Show a leg! he gayly ordered the gunner.

Wall, I seldom seen so good a navigator as the capn in my time, insisted Staples. He knows every mans duty wells his own, an that he knows to a maracle.

I ll bate any man in this focsle that he s a gret fighter; you wait an see the little wasp when he s gittin into action! exclaimed Chase, who had been with Paul Jones on the Alfred. He knows no fear an he sticks at nothin! You hold on till we re safe in Channel, an sight one o them fat-bellied old West Injyinen loded deep an headed up for London. Then you ll see Gret Works in a way you niver expected.

This local allusion was not lost upon most members of the larboard watch, and Starbucks wrongs, with the increasing size of his once useful nose, were quite disregarded in the hopeful laughter which followed.

Hand me the keerds, said one of the men lazily. Falls, there, knows a couple o rale queer tricks.

You keep em dowsed; if he thinks we aint sleepin or eatin, so s to git our courage up, said Staples, he ll have every soul on us aloft. Le s set here where t s warm an put some kecklin on Starbuck; the capn s n all places to once, with eyes like gimblets, an the wind s a-blowin up there round the lubber holes like the mouth o hell.

Chase, the Nantucket sailor, looked at him, with a laugh.

What a farmer you be, he exclaimed. Makes me think of a countryman, shipmate o mine on the brig Polly Dunn. We was whaling in the South Seas, an it come on to blow like fury; we was rollin rails under, an I was well skeert myself; feared I could nt keep my holt; him an me was on the fore yard together. He looked dreadful easy an pleasant. I thought hed be skeert too, if he knowed enough, an I kind o swore at the fool an axed him what he was a-thinkin of. Why, t is the 20th o May, says he; all the caows goes to pastur to-day, to home in Eppin!

There was a cheerful chuckle from the audience. Grant alone looked much perplexed.

Why, t is the day, aint it? he protested. What be you all a-laughin at?

At this moment there was a strange lull; the wind fell, and the Ranger stopped rolling, and then staggered as if she balked at some unexpected danger. One of the elder seamen gave an odd warning cry. A monstrous hammer seemed to strike the side, and a great wave swept over as if to bury them forever in the sea. The water came pouring down and flooded the forecastle knee-deep. There was an outcry on deck, and an instant later three loud knocks on the scuttle.

All the larboard watch ahoy! bawled John Dougall. Hear the news, cant ye? All hands up! All hands on deck!


XIII. THE MIND OF THE DOCTOR
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OR RATHER NO arte, but a divine and heavenly instinct, not to be gotten by labour and learning, but adorned by both.

There was one man, at least, on board the Ranger who was a lover of peace: this was the ships surgeon, Dr. Ezra Green. With a strong and hearty crew, and the voyage just beginning, his professional duties had naturally been but light; he had no more concern with the working of the ship than if he were sitting in his office at home in Dover, and eagerly assented to the captains proposal that he should act as the Rangers purser.

The surgeons tiny cabin was stuffed with books; this was a good chance to go on with his studies, and, being a good sailor and a cheerful man, the whole ships company took pleasure in his presence. There was an amiable seriousness about his every-day demeanor that calmed even the activities of the captains temper; he seemed to be surgeon and purser and chaplain all in one, and to be fit, as one of his calling should be, to minister to both souls and bodies. It was known on board that he was unusually liberal in his views of religion, and was provided with some works upon theology as well as medicine, and could argue well for the Arminian doctrines against Dickson, who, like many men of his type, was pretentious of great religious zeal, and declared himself a Calvinist of the severest order. Dickson was pleased to consider the surgeon very lax and heretical; as if that would make the world think himself a good man, and the surgeon a bad one, which was, for evident proof and reason, quite impossible.

On this dark night, after the terrible sea of the afternoon had gone down, and poor Solomon Hutchings, the first victim of the voyage, had been made as comfortable as possible under the circumstances of a badly broken leg, the surgeon was sitting alone, with a pleasant sense of having been useful. He gave a sigh at the sound of Dicksons voice outside. Dickson would be ready, as usual, for an altercation, and was one of those men who always come into a room as if they expect to be kicked out of it.

Green was writing, — he kept a careful journal of the voyage, — and now looked over his shoulder impatiently, as if he did not wish to be interrupted.

Dickson wore a look of patient persistence.

The surgeon pointed to a seat with his long quill, and finished the writing of a sentence. He could not honestly welcome a man whom he liked so little, and usually treated him as if he were a patient who had come to seek advice.

I only dropped in for a chat, explained the visitor reprovingly, as his host looked up again. Have you heard how the captain blew at young Wallingford, just before dark? Well, sir, they are at supper together now. Wallingford must be a tame kitten. I suppose he crept down to the table as if he wanted to be stroked.

He is a good fellow and a gentleman, said Ezra Green slowly. The captain has hardly left the deck since yesterday noon, when this gale began. The surgeon was a young man, but he had a grave, middle-aged manner which Dicksons sneering smoothness seemed always to insult.

You always take Joness part, ventured the guest.

We are not living in a tavern ashore, retorted the surgeon. The officer you speak of is our captain, and commands an American man-of-war. That must be understood. I cannot discuss these matters again.

Some of the best sailors vow they will desert him in the first French port, said Dickson.

Then they make themselves liable to be shot for desertion whenever they are caught, replied Green coolly, and you must take every opportunity to tell them so. Those who are here simply to make a little dirty money had better have stayed ashore and traded their country produce with the British ships. They say there was a fine-paying business on foot, out at the Isles of Shoals.

This advice struck home, as the speaker desired. Dickson swallowed hard once or twice, and then looked meek and stubborn; he watched the surgeon slyly before he spoke again.

Yes, it is a very difficult crew to command, he agreed; we have plenty of good loyal men aboard, but they want revenge for their countrys wrongs, as you and I do, I hope!

War is one thing, and has law and order to dignify it; common piracy and thievery are of another breed. Some of our men need education in these matters, not to say all the discipline they can get. The captain is much wronged and insulted by the spirit that has begun to spread between decks. I believe that he has the right view of his duty; his methods are sometimes his own.

As in the case of Mr. Wallingford, blandly suggested Dickson, swift to seize his opportunity. Even you would have thought the captain outrageous in his choice of words.

The captain is a man easily provoked, and has suffered certain provocations such as no man of spirit could brook. I believe he was very wrong to vent his spite on Mr. Wallingford, who has proved as respectful of others and forgetful of himself as any man on board. I say this without knowing the present circumstances, but Wallingford has made a nobler sacrifice than any of us.

He would have been chased to his own kind among the Tories in another week, sneered the other. You know it as well as I. Wallingford hesitated just as long as he dared, and theres the truth! Hes a good mate to Ben Thompson, — both of em courtiers of the Wentworths; and both of em had to hurry at the last, one way or the other, whichever served.

Plenty of our best citizens clung to the hope that delay would bring some proper arbitration and concession. No good citizen went to war lightly and without a pang. A man who has seen carnage must always dread it; such glory as we win must reckon upon groans and weeping behind the loudest cheers. But war once declared, men of clear conscience and decent character may accept their lot, and in the end serve their country best, said the doctor.

You are sentimental to-night, scoffed Dickson.

I have been thinking much of home, said the surgeon, with deep feeling. I may never see my home again, nor may you. We are near shore now: in a few days this ship may be smeared with blood, and these poor fellows who snarl and bargain, and discuss the captains orders and the chance of prize money, may come under my hands, bleeding and torn and suffering their last agony. We must face these things as best we may; we do not know what war means yet; the captain will spare none of us. He is like a creature in a cage now, fretted by his bounds and all their petty conditions; but when the moment of freedom comes he will seek action. He is fit by nature to leap to the greatest opportunities, and to do what the best of us could never dream of. No, not you, sir, nor Simpson either, though he aims to supplant him! grumbled the surgeon, under his voice.

Perhaps his gift is too great for so small a command as this, Dickson returned, with an evil smile. It is understood that he must be transferred to a more sufficient frigate, if France sees fit, he added, in a pious tone. I shall strive to do my own duty in either case. At which Dr. Green looked up and smiled.

Dickson laughed back; he was quick to feel the change of mood in his companion. For a moment they were like two schoolboys, but there was a flicker of malice in Dicksons eyes; no one likes being laughed at.

Shall we take a hand at cards, sir? he asked hastily. All these great things will soon be settled when we get to France.

The surgeon did not offer to get the cards, which lay on the nearest shelf. He was clasping his hands across his broad breast, and leaning back in a comfortable, tolerant sort of way in his corner seat. They both knew perfectly well that they were in for a long evening together, and might as well make the best of it. It was too much trouble to fight with a cur. Somehow, the current of general interest did not set as usual toward theological opinions.

I was called to a patient down on Sligo Point, beyond the Gulf Road, just before we sailed, said Green presently, in a more friendly tone. T was an old woman of unsteady brain, but of no common-place fancy, who was under one of her wildest spells, and had mounted the house roof to sell all her neighbors at auction. She was amusing enough,— t is a pretty wit when she is sane; but I heard roars of laughter as I rode up the lane, and saw a flock of listeners at the orchard edge. She had knocked off the minister and both deacons, the lot for ninepence, and was running her lame neighbor Paul to seventy thousand pounds.

I heard that they called the minister to pray with her when her fit was coming on, and she chased him down the lane, and would have driven him into the river, if there had not been some men at fall ploughing in a field near by. She was a fixed Calvinist in her prime, and always thought him lax, said Dickson, with relish, continuing the tale. They had told the good man to come dressed in his gown and bands, thinking it would impress her mind.

Which it certainly seemed to do, agreed the doctor. At any rate, she knocked him down for nine-pence. T was a good sample of the valuation most of us put upon our neighbors. She likes to hear her neighbor Paul play the fiddle; sometimes he can make her forget all her poor distresses, and fall asleep like a baby. The minister had somehow vexed her. Our standards are just as personal here aboard ship. The Great Day will sum up men at their true value, — we shall never do it before; t would ask too much of poor human nature.

Dickson drummed on the bulkhead before he spoke. Some men are taken at less than their true value.

And some at more, especially by themselves. Dont let things go too far with Simpson. He s a good man, but can easily be led into making trouble, said the surgeon; and Dickson half rose, and then sat down again, with his face showing an angry red.

We must be patient, added the surgeon a moment later, without having looked again at his companion. T is just like a cage of beasts here: fierce and harmless are shut in together. Tame creatures are sometimes forced to show their teeth. We must not fret about petty things, either; t is a great errand we have come out upon, and the honest doing of it is all the business we have in common.

True, sir, said Dickson, with a touch of insolent flattery. Shall we take a hand at cards?


XIV. TO ADD MORE GRIEF
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O garlands, hanging by these doors, now stay, 
Nor from your leaves too quickly shake away 
My dew of tears. (How many such, ah me! 
A lovers eyes must shed!)

Captain Paul Jones was waiting, a most affable and dignified host, to greet his guest. Wallingford stood before him, with a faint flush of anger brightening his cheeks.

You commanded me, sir, he said shortly.

Oh, come, Wallingford! exclaimed the captain, never so friendly before, and keeping that pleasant voice and manner which at once claimed comradeship from men and admiring affection from women. I ll drop the commander when we re by ourselves, if you ll consent, and we ll say what we like. I wanted you to sup with me. I ve got a bottle of good wine for us, — some of Hamiltons Madeira.

Wallingford hesitated; after all, what did it matter? The captain was the captain; there was a vigorous sort of refreshment in this life on shipboard; a man could not judge his associates by the one final test of their being gentlemen, but only expect of each that he should follow after his kind. Outside society there lies humanity.

The lieutenant seated himself under the swinging lamp, and took the glass that was held out to him. They drank together to the flag they carried, and to their lucky landfall on the morrow.

To France! said the captain gallantly. It was plainly expected that all personal misunderstandings should be drowned in the good wine. Wallingford knew the flavor well enough, and even from which cask in Hamiltons cellar it had been drawn. Then the captain was quickly on his feet again, and took the four steps to and fro which were all his cabin permitted. He did not even appear to be impatient, though supper was slow in coming. His hands were clasped behind him, and he smiled once or twice, but did not speak, and seemed to be lost in thought. As for the guest, his thoughts were with Mary Hamilton. The flavor of wine, like the fragrance of a flower, can be a quick spur to memory. He saw her bright face and sweet, expectant eyes, as if they were sitting together at Hamiltons own table.

The process of this evening meal at sea was not a long one; and when the two men had dispatched their food with businesslike haste, the steward was dismissed, and they were left alone with Hamiltons Madeira at better than half tide in the bottle between them, a plate of biscuit and some raisins, and the usual pack of cards. Paul Jones covered these with a forbidding hand, and presently pushed them aside altogether, and added a handful of pipes to the provisioning of the plain dessert. He wished to speak of serious things, and could not make too long an evening away from his papers. It seemed incredible that the voyage was so near its end. He refilled his own glass and Mr. Wallingfords.

I foresee much annoyance now, on board this ship. I must at once post to Paris, and here they will have time to finish their machinations at their leisure, without me to drive them up to duty. Have you long known this man Dickson? asked the captain, lowering his voice and fixing his eyes upon the lieutenant.

I have always known him. He was once in our own employ and much trusted, but was afterward dismissed, and for the worst of reasons, said Wallingford.

What reputation has he borne in the neighborhood?

He is called a sharp man of business, quick to see his own advantage, and generous in buying the good will of those who can serve his purpose. He is a stirring, money-getting fellow, very close-fisted; but he has been unlucky in his larger ventures, as if fortune did not much incline to favor him.

I despised the fellow from the first, said the captain, with engaging frankness, but I have no fear that I cannot master him; he is much cleverer than many a better man, yet t is not well to forget that a cripple in the right road can beat a racer in the wrong. He has been sure these last days that he possesses my confidence, but I have made him serve some good turns. Now he is making trouble as fast as he can between Simpson and me. Simpson knows little of human nature; he would as soon have Dicksons praise as yours or mine. He cannot wait to supplant me in this command, and he frets to gather prizes off these rich seas. There s no harm in prizes; but I sometimes think that no soul on board has any real comprehension of the larger duties of our voyage, and the ends it may serve in furthering an alliance with France. They all begin, well instructed by Dickson, to look upon me as hardly more than a passenger. T is true that I look for a French frigate very soon, as Dickson tells them; but he adds that it is to Simpson they must look for success, while if he could rid himself of Simpson he would do it. I must have a fleet if I can, and as soon as I can, and be master of it, too. I have my plans all well laid! Dickson is full of plots of his own, but to tell such a man the truth about himself is to give him the blackest of insults.

Wallingford made a gesture of impatience. The captains face relaxed, and he laughed as he leaned across the table.

Dickson took his commission for the sake of prize money, he said. A pirate, a pirate, thats what he is, but oh, how pious in his speech!

Unpitying hears the captives moans

Or een a dying brothers groans!



There s a hymn for him! exclaimed the captain, with bitter emphasis. No, he has no gleam of true patriotism in his cold heart; he is full of deliberate insincerities; a mitten for any hand, as they say in Portsmouth. I believe he would risk a mutiny, if he had time enough; and having gained his own ends of putting better men to shame, he would pose as the queller of it. A low-lived, self-seeking man; you can see it for yourself, Mr. Wallingford.

True, sir. I did not need to come to sea to learn that mans character, and Wallingford finished his glass and set it down, but still held it with one hand stretched out upon the table, while he leaned back comfortably against the bulkhead.

If our enterprise has any value in the sight of the nations, or any true power against our oppressors, it lies in our noble cause and in our own unselfishness, said Paul Jones, his eyes kindling. This man and his fellows would have us sneak about the shores of Great Britain, picking up an old man and a lad and a squalling woman from some coastwise trading smack, and plundering what weak craft we can find to stuff our pockets with hapennies. We have a small ship, it is true; but it is war we follow, not thievery. I hear there s grumbling between decks about ourselves getting nothing by this voyage. T is our country we have put to sea for, not ourselves. No man has it in his heart more than I to confront the enemy: but Dickson would like to creep along the coast forever after small game, and count up by night what he has taken by day, like a petty shopkeeper. I look for larger things, or we might have stopped at home. I have my plans, sir; the Marine Committee have promised me my proper ship. One thing that I cannot brook is a mans perfidy. I have good men aboard, but Dickson is not among them. I feel sometimes as if I trod on caltrops. I am outdone, Mr. Wallingford. I have hardly slept these three nights. You have my apology, sir.

The lieutenant bowed with respectful courtesy, but said nothing. The captain opened his eyes a little wider, and looked amused; then he quickly grew grave and observed his guest with fresh attention. There was a fine unassailable dignity in Wallingfords bearing at this moment.

Since you are aware that there is some disaffection, sir, he said deliberately, I can only answer that it seems to me there is but one course to follow, and you must not overrate the opposition. They will always sit in judgment upon your orders, and discuss your measures, and express their minds freely. I have long since seen that our natural independence of spirit in New England makes individual opinion appear of too great consequence,— t is the way they fall upon the parsons sermon ashore, every Monday morning. As for Lieutenant Simpson, I think him a very honest-hearted man, though capable of being influenced. He has the reputation in Portsmouth of an excellent seaman, but high-tempered. Among the men here, he has the advantage of great powers of self-command.

Wallingford paused, as if to make his words more emphatic, and then repeated them: He has the mastery of his temper, sir, and the men fear him; he can stop to think even when he is angry. His gifts are perhaps not great, but they have that real advantage.

Paul Jones blazed with sudden fury. He sprang to his feet, and stood light and steady there beyond the table, in spite of the swaying ship.

Forgive me, sir, said Roger Wallingford, but you bade us speak together like friends to-night. I think you a far greater man and master than when we left Portsmouth; I am not so small-minded as to forget to honor my superiors. I see plainly that you are too much vexed with these men, — I respect and admire you enough to say so; you must not expect from them what you demand from yourself. In the worst weather you could not have had a better crew: you have confessed to that. I believe you must have patience with the small affairs which have so deeply vexed you. The men are right at heart; you ought to be able to hold them better than Dickson!

The captains rage had burnt out like a straw fire, and he was himself again.

Speak on, Mr. Lieutenant; you mean kindly, he said, and took his seat. The sweat stood on his forehead, and his hands twitched.

I think we have it in our power to intimidate the enemy, poorly fitted out as we are, he said, with calmness, but we must act like one man. At least we all pity our countrymen, who are starving in filthy prisons. Since Parliament, now two years agone, authorized the King to treat all Americans taken under arms at sea as pirates and felons, they have been stuffing their dungeons with the innocent and guilty together. What man seeing his enemy approach does not arm himself in defense? We have made no retaliation such as I shall make now. I have my plans, but I cannot risk losing a man here and a man there, out of a crew like this, before I adventure a hearty blow; this cuts me off from prize-hunting. And the commander of an American man-of-war cannot hobnob with his sailors, like the leader of a gang of pirates. I am no Captain Kidd, nor am I another Blackboard. I can easily be blocked in carrying out my purposes. Dickson will not consent to serve his country unless he can fill his pockets. Simpson cannot see the justice of obeying my orders, and lets his inferiors see that he resents them. I wish Dickson were in the blackest pit of Plymouth jail. If I were the pirate he would like to have me, Id yard-arm him quick enough!

We may be overheard, sir, pleaded Wallingford. We each have our ambitions, he continued bravely, while his fathers noble looks came to his face. Mine are certainly not Dicksons, nor do I look forward to a life at sea, like yourself. This may be the last time we can speak together on the terms you commanded that we should speak to-night. I look for no promotion; I am humble enough about my fitness to serve; the navy is but an accident, as you know, in my career. I beg you to command my hearty service, such as it is; you have a right to it, and you shall not find me wanting. I know that you have been very hard placed.

And now the captain bowed courteously in his turn, and received the pledge with gratitude, but he kept his eyes upon the young man with growing curiosity. Wallingford had turned pale, and spoke with much effort.

My heart leaps within me when I think that I shall soon stand upon the shore of France, Paul Jones went on, for his guest kept silence. Within a few days I shall see the Duke of Chartres, if he be within reach. No man ever took such hold of my affections at first acquaintance as that French prince. We knew each other first at Hampton Roads, where he was with Kersaint, the French commodore. My only thought in boarding him was to serve our own young navy and get information for our ship-building, but I was rewarded by a noble gift of friendship. T is now two years since we have met, but I cannot believe that I shall find him changed; I can feel my hand in his already. He will give our enterprise what help he can. He met me on his deck that day like a brother; we were friends from the first. I told him my errand, and he showed me everything about his new ship, and even had copies made for me of her plans. T was before France and England had come to open trouble, and he was dealing with a rebel, but he helped me all he could. I had loaded my sloop with the best I had on my plantation; t was May, and the gardens very forward. I knew their vessels had been long at sea, and could ship a whole salad garden. I would not go to ask for favors then without trying to make some pleasure in return, but we were friends from the first. He is a very noble gentleman; you shall see him soon, I hope, and judge for yourself.

Wallingford listened, but the captain was still puzzled by a look on the young mans face.

I must make my confession, said the lieutenant. When I hear you speak of such a friend, I know that I have done wrong in keeping silence, sir. I put myself into your hands. When I took my commission, I openly took the side of our colonies against the Crown. I am at heart among the Neutrals: t is ever an ignominious part to take. I never could bring myself to take the Kings side against the country that bore me. I should rather curse those who insisted, on either side, upon this unnatural and unnecessary war. Now I am here; I put myself very low; I am at your mercy, Captain Paul Jones. I cannot explain to you my immediate reasons, but I have gone against my own principles for the sake of one I love and honor. You may put irons on me, or set me ashore without mercy, or believe that I still mean to keep the oath I took. Since I came on board this ship I have begun to see that the colonies are in the right; my heart is with my oath as it was not in the beginning.

By Heaven! exclaimed the captain, staring. Wallingford, do you mean this? The captain sprang to his feet again. By Heaven! I could not have believed this from another, but I know you can speak the truth! Give me your hand, sir! Give me your hand, I say, Wallingford! I have known men enough who would fight for their principles, and fight well, but you are the first I ever saw who would fight against them for love and honors sake. This is what I shall do, he went on rapidly. I shall not iron you or set you ashore; I shall hold you to your oath. I have no fear that you will ever fail to carry out my orders as an officer of this ship. Now we have indeed spoken together like friends!

They seated themselves once more, face to face.

There was a heavy trampling overhead. Wallingford had a sudden fear lest this best hour of the voyage might be at an end, and some unexpected event summon them to the deck, but it was only some usual duty of the sailors. His heart was full of admiration for the great traits of the captain. He had come to know Paul Jones at last; their former disastrous attempts at fellowship were all forgotten. A man might well keep difficult promises to such a chief; the responsibilities of his life were in a strong and by no means unjust hand. The confession was made; the confessor had proved to be a man of noble charity.

There was a strange look of gentleness and compassion on the captains face; his thought was always leading him away from the past moment, the narrow lodging and poor comfort of the ship.

We have great dangers before us, he reflected, and only our poor human nature to count upon; t is the shame and failures of past years that make us wince at such a time as this. We can but offer ourselves upon the altar of duty, and hope to be accepted. I have kept a promise, too, since I came to sea. I was mighty near to breaking it this very day, he added simply.

The lieutenant had but a dim sense of these words; something urged him to make a still greater confidence. He was ready to speak with utter frankness now, to such a listener, of the reasons why he had come to sea, of the one he loved best, and of all his manly hopes; to tell the captain everything.

At this moment, the captain himself, deeply moved by his own thoughts, reached a cordial hand across the table. Wallingford was quick to grasp it and to pledge his friendship as he never had done before.

Suddenly he drew back, startled, and caught his hand away. There was a ring shining on Paul Joness hand, and the ring was Mary Hamiltons.


XV. THE COAST OF FRANCE
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THEY GOE VERY neer to ungratefulnesse.

Next day, in the Channel, every heart was rejoiced by the easy taking of two prizes, rich fruit-laden vessels from Madeira and Malaga. With these in either hand the Ranger came in sight of land, after a quick passage and little in debt to time, when the rough seas and the many difficulties of handling a new ship were fairly considered.

The coast lay like a low and heavy cloud to the east and north; there were plenty of small craft to be seen, and the Ranger ran within short distance of a three-decker frigate that looked like an Englishman. She was standing by to go about, and looked majestic, and a worthy defender of the British Isles. Every man on board was in a fury to fight and sink this enemy; but she was far too powerful, and much nobler in size than the Ranger. They crowded to the rail. There was plenty of grumbling alow and aloft lest Captain Paul Jones should not dare to try his chances. A moment later he was himself in a passion because the great Invincible had passed easily out of reach, as if with insolent unconsciousness of having been in any danger.

Dickson, who stood on deck, maintained his usual expression of aggravating amiability, and only ventured to smile a little more openly as the captain railed in greater desperation. Dickson had a new grievance to store away in his rich remembrance, because he had been overlooked in the choice of prize masters to bring the two merchantmen into port.

Do not let us stand in your way, sir, he said affably. Some illustrious sea fights have been won before this by the smaller craft against the greater.

There was the Revenge, and the great San Philip with her Spanish fleet behind her, in the well-known fight at Flores, answered Paul Jones, on the instant. That story will go down to the end of time; but you know the little Revenge sank to the bottom of the sea, with all her men who were left alive. Their glory could not sink, but I did not know you ever shipped for glorys sake, Mr. Dickson. And Dickson turned a leaden color under his sallow skin, but said nothing.

At least, our first duty now is to be prudent, continued the captain. I must only fight to win; my first duty is to make my way to port, before we venture upon too much bravery. There ll be fighting soon enough, and I hope glory enough for all of us this day four weeks. I own it grieves me to see that frigate leave us. Shes almost hull down already! he exclaimed regretfully, with a seaward glance, as he went to his cabin.

Presently he appeared again, as if he thought no more of the three-decker, with a favorite worn copy of Thomsons poems in hand, and began to walk the deck to and fro as he read. On this fair winter morning the ship drove busily along; the wind was out of the west; they were running along the Breton coast, and there was more and more pleasure and relief at finding the hard voyage so near its end. The men were all on deck or clustered thick in the rigging; they made a good strong-looking ships company. The captain on his quarter-deck was pacing off his exercise with great spirit, and repeating some lines of poetry aloud: — 

With such mad seas the daring Gama fought,

For many a day and many a dreadful night;

Incessant labring round the stormy Cape

By hold ambition led — 



The wide enlivening air is full of fate.



Then he paused a moment, still waving the book at arms length, as if he were following the metre silently in his own mind.

On Sarums plain I met a wandering fair,

The look of Sorrow, lovely still she bore — 



Hes gettin ready to meet the ladies! said Cooper, who was within listening distance, polishing a piece of brass on one of the guns. I cant say as we ve had much potry at sea this vyge, sir, he continued to Lieutenant Wallingford, who crossed the deck toward him, as the captain disappeared above on his forward stretch. Cooper and Wallingford were old friends ashore, with many memories in common. The lieutenant was pale and severe; the ready smile that made him seem more boyish than his years was strangely absent; he had suddenly taken on the looks of a much-displeased man.

Aint you feelin well, sir? asked Cooper, with solicitude. Things is all doin well, though theres those aboard that wont have us think so, if they can help it. When I was on watch, I see you writin very late these nights past. You will excuse my boldness, but we all want the little sleep we get; t is a strain on a man unused to life at sea.

I shall write no more this voyage, said Wallingford, touched by the kindness of old Coopers feeling, but impatient at the boyish relation with an older man, and dreading a word about home affairs. He was an officer now, and must resent such things. Then the color rushed to his face; he was afraid that tears would shame him. With a sudden impulse he drew from his pocket a package of letters, tied together ready for sending home, and flung them overboard with an angry toss. It was as if his heart went after them. It was a poor return for Coopers innocent kindness; the good man had known him since he had been in the world. Old Susan, his elder sister, was chief among the household at home. This was a most distressing moment, and the lieutenant turned aside, and leaned his elbow on the gun, bending a little as if to see under the sail whether the three-decker were still in sight.

The little package of letters was on its slow way down through the pale green water; the fishes were dodging as it sank to the dim depths where it must lie and drown, and tiny shells would fasten upon the slow-wasting substance of its folds. The words that he had written would but darken a little salt water with their useless ink; he had written them as he could never write again, in those long lonely hours at sea, under the dim lamp in his close cabin, — those hours made warm and shining with the thought and promise of love that also hoped and waited. All a young mans dream was there; there were tiny sketches of the Rangers decks and the men in the rigging done into the close text. Alas, there was his mothers letter, too; he had written them both the letters they would be looking and longing for, and sent them to the bottom of the sea. If he had them back, Mary Hamiltons should go to her, to show her what she had done. And in this unexpected moment he felt her wondering eyes upon him, and covered his face with his hands. It was all he could do to keep from sobbing over the gun. He had seen the ring!

Tis ashore headache coming on with this sun-blink over the water, said Cooper, still watching him. Id go and lie in the dark a bit. It was not like Mr. Wallingford, but there had been plenty of drinking the night before, and gaming too, — the boy might have got into trouble.

The Lusitanian prince, who Heaven-inspired

To love of useful Glory roused mankind.



They both heard the captain at his loud orations; but he stopped for a moment and looked down at the lieutenant as if about to speak, and then turned on his heel and paced away again.

The shore seemed to move a long step nearer with every hour. The old seafarers among the crew gave knowing glances at the coast, and were full of wisest information in regard to the harbor of Nantes, toward which they were making all possible speed. Dickson, who was in command, came now to reprimand Cooper for his idleness, and set him to his duty sharply, being a great lover of authority.

Wallingford left his place by the trunnion, and disappeared below.

On the sick list? inquired Dickson of the captain, who reappeared, and again glanced down; but the captain shrugged his shoulders and made no reply. He was sincerely sorry to have somehow put a bar between himself and his young officer just at this moment. Wallingford was a noble-looking fellow, and as good a gentleman as the Duke of Chartres himself. The sight of such a second would lend credit to their enterprise among the Frenchmen. Simpson was bringing in one of the prizes; and as for Dickson, he was a common, trading sort of sneak.

The dispatches from Congress to announce the surrender of Burgoyne lay ready to the captains hand: for the bringing of such welcome news to the American commissioners, and to France herself, he should certainly have a place among good French seamen and officers. He stamped his foot impatiently; the moment he was on shore he must post to Paris to lay the dispatches in Mr. Franklins hand. They were directed to Glory herself in sympathetic ink, on the part of the captain of the Ranger; but this could not be read by common eyes, above the titles of the Philadelphia envoy at his lodgings in Passy.

After reflecting upon these things, Paul Jones, again in a tender mood, took a paper out of his pocketbook, and reread a song of Allan Ramsays, — 

At setting day and rising moon,

which a young Virginia girl had copied for him in a neat, painful little hand.

Poor maid! he said, with gentle affectionateness, as he folded the paper again carefully. Poor maid! I shall not forget to do her some great kindness, if my hopes come true and my life continues. Now I must send for Wallingford and speak with him.


XVI. IT IS THE SOUL THAT SEES
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WHEN GOOD AND faire in one person meet—

Every-day life at Colonel Hamiltons house went on with as steady current as the great river that passed its walls. The raising of men and money for a distressed army, with what survived of his duties toward a great shipping business, kept Hamilton himself ceaselessly busy. Often there came an anxious company of citizens riding down the lane to consult upon public affairs; there was an increasing number of guests of humbler condition who sought a rich mans house to plead their poverty. The winter looked long and resourceless to these troubled souls. There were old mothers, who had been left on lonely farms when their sons had gone to war. There was a continued asking of unanswerable questions about the soldiers return, while younger women came, pale and desperate, with little troops of children pulling at their skirts. When one appealing group left the door, another might be seen coming to take its place. The improvident suffered first and made loudest complaint; later there were discoveries of want that had been too uncomplainingly borne. The well-to-do families of Berwick were sometimes brought to straits themselves, in their effort to succor their poorer neighbors.

Mary Hamilton looked graver and older. All the bright elation of her heart had gone, as if a long arctic night were setting in instead of a plain New England winter, with its lengthening days and bright January sun at no great distance. She could not put Madam Wallingfords sorrow out of mind; she was thankful to be so busy in the great house, like a new Dorcas with her gifts of garments, but the shadow of war seemed more and more to give these days a deeper darkness.

There was no snow on the ground, so late in the sad year; there was still a touch of faded greenness on the fields. One afternoon Mary came across the flagstoned court toward the stables, tempted by the milder air to take a holiday, though the vane still held by the northwest. That great wind was not dead, but only drowsy in the early afternoon, and now and then a breath of it swept down the country.

Old Peggy had followed her young mistress to the door, and still stood there watching with affectionate eyes.

My poor darlin! said the good soul to herself, and Mary turned to look back at her with a smile. She thought Peggy was at her usual grumbling.

Bless ye, we ve all got to have patience! said the old housekeeper, again looking wistfully at the girl, whose tired face had touched her very heart. As if this quick wave of unwonted feeling were spread to all the air about, Marys own eyes filled with tears; she tried to go on, and then turned and ran back. She put her arms round Peggy, there in the doorway.

I am only going for a ride. Kiss me, Peggy, — kiss me just as you did when I was a little girl; things do worry me so. Oh, Peggy dear, you dont know; I cant tell anybody!

There, there, darlin, somebody ll see you! Dont you go to huggin this dry old thrashin o straw; no, dont you take notice bout an old withered corn shuck like me! she protested, but her face shone with tenderness. Go have your ride, an Im goin to make ye a pretty cake; t will be all nice and crusty; I was goin to make you one, anyway. I tell ye things is all comin right in the end. There, le me button your little cape! And so they parted.

Peggy marched back into the great kitchen without her accustomed looks of disapproval at the maids, and dropped into the corner of the settle next the fire. She put out her lame foot in its shuffling shoe, and looked at it as if there were no other object of commiseration in the world.

T is a shame to be wearin out, so fine made as I was. The Lord give me a good smart body, but tis beginnin to fail an go, said the old woman impatiently. Oncet would ha took twice yisterdays work to tire foot or back o me.

Im dreadful spent myself, bein up arly an late. We caried an upstropelous sight o dishes to an fro. Dont see no vally in feedin a whole neighborhood, when best part on em s only too lazy to provide theirselves, murmured one of the younger handmaidens, who was languidly scouring a great pewter platter. Whereat Peggy rose in her wrath, and set the complainer a stint of afternoon work sufficient to cast a heavy shadow over the freshest spirit of industry.

The mistress of these had gone her way to the long stables, where a saddle was being put on her favorite horse, and stood in the wide doorway looking down the river. The tide was out; the last brown leaves of the poplars were flying off some close lower branches; there was a touch of north in the wind, but the sun was clear and bright for the time of year. Mary was dressed in a warm habit of green cloth, with a close hood like a childs tied under her chin; the long skirt was full of sharp creases where it had lain all summer in one of the brass-nailed East Indian chests, and a fragrance of camphor and Eastern spices blew out as the heavy folds came to the air. The old coachman was busy with the last girth, and soothed the young horse as he circled about the floor: then, with a last fond stroke of a shining shoulder, he gave Mary his hand, and mounted her light as a feather to the saddle. He s terrible fresh! said the old master of horse, as he drew the riding skirt in place with a careful touch. Have a care, missy!

Mary thanked the old man with a gentle smile, and took heed that the horse walked quietly away. When she turned the corner beyond the shipyard she dropped the curb rein, and the strong young creature flew straight away like an arrow from the bowstring. Mind your first wind, now. T is a good thing to keep! said the rider gayly, and leaned forward, as they slackened pace for a moment on the pitch of the hill, to pat the horses neck and toss a handful of flying mane back to its place. Until the first pleasure and impulse of speed were past there was no time to think, or even to remember any trouble of mind. For the first time in many days all the motive power of life did not seem to come from herself.

The fields of Berwick were already beginning to wear that look of hand-shaped smoothness which belongs only to long-tilled lands in an old country. The first colonists and pilgrims of a hundred and fifty years before might now return to find their dreams had borne fair fruit in this likeness to England, that had come upon a landscape hard wrung from the wilderness. The long slopes, the gently rounded knolls that seemed to gather and to hold the wintry sunshine, the bushy field corners and hedgerows of wild cherry that crossed the shoulders of the higher hills, would be pleasant to those homesick English eyes in the new country they had toiled so hard to win. The river that made its way by shelter and covert of the hilly country of field and pasture, — the river must for many a year have been looked at wistfully, because it was the only road home. Portsmouth might have been all for this world, while Plymouth was all for the next; but the Berwick farms were made by home-makers, neither easy to transplant in the first place, nor easy now to uproot again.

The northern mountains were as blue as if it were a day in spring. They looked as if the warm mist of April hung over them; as if they were the outposts of another world, whose climate and cares were of another and gentler sort, and there was no more fretting or losing, and no more war either by land or sea.

The road was up and down all the way over the hills, winding and turning among the upper farms that lay along the riverside above the Salmon Fall. Now and then a wood road or footpath shortened the way, dark under the black hemlocks, and sunshiny again past the old garrison houses. Goodwins, Plaisteds, Spencers, Keays, and Wentworths had all sent their captives through the winter snows to Canada, in the old French, and Indian wars, and had stood in their lot and place for many a generation to suffer attacks by savage stealth at their quiet ploughing, or confront an armys strength and fury of firebrand and organized assault.

There was the ford to cross at Woosters River, — that noisy stream which can never be silent, as if the horror of a great battle fought upon its bank could never be told. Here there was always a good modern moment of excitement: the young horse must whirl about and rear, and show horror in his turn, as if the ghosts of Hertel and his French and Indians stood upon the historic spot of their victory over the poor settlers; finally the Duke stepped trembling into the bright shallow water, and then stopped midway with perfect composure, for a drink. Then they journeyed up the steep battleground, and presently caught the sound of roaring water at the Great Falls, heavy with the latter rains.

On the crest of the hill Mary overtook a woman, who was wearily carrying a child that looked large enough to walk alone; but his cheeks were streaked with tears, and there were no shoes on his little feet to tread the frozen road: only some worn rags wrapped them clumsily about. Mary held back her horse, and reached down for the poor little thing, to take him before her on the saddle. The child twisted determinedly in her arms to get a look at her face, and then cuddled against his new friend with great content. He took fast hold of the right arm which held him, and looked proudly down at his mother, who, relieved of her extra burden, stepped briskly alongside.

Goin up country to stay with my folks, she answered Marys question of her journey. Aint nothin else I can do; my mans with the army at Valley Forge. God forbid you re any poorer than I be! he last sent me word. I ve got no pay and no clothes to speak of, an heres winter comin right on. This mornin I looked round the house an see how bare it was, an I locked the door an left it. The baby cried good after his cat, but I could nt lug em both. She s a pretty creatur an smart. I dont know but she ll make out; theres plenty o squirrels. Cats is better off than women folks.

I ll ride there some day and get her, if I can, and keep her until you come home, offered Mary kindly.

Rich folks like you can do everything, said the woman bitterly, with a look at the beautiful horse which easily outstepped her.

Alas, we cant do everything! said Mary sadly; and there was something in her voice which touched the complainers heart.

I guess you would if you could, she answered simply; and then Marys own heart was warmed again.

The road still led northward along the high uplands above the river; all the northern hills and the mountains of Ossipee looked dark now, in a solemn row. Mary turned her horse into a narrow track off the highroad, and leaned over to give the comforted child into his mothers arms. He slipped to ground of his own accord, and trotted gayly along.

Look at them pore little feet! I wisht he had some shoes; he cant git fur afore he ll be cryin again for me to take an car him, said the mother ruefully. You see them furthest peaks? Ive got to git there somehow n other, with this lod on my back an that pore baby. But I know folks on the road; pores they be, they ll take me in, if I can hold out to do the travelin. War s hard on pore folks. We ve got a good little farm, an my man didnt want to leave it. He held out count o me till the bounty tempted him. We could nt be no porer than we be, now I tell ye!

Go to the store on the hill and get some shoes for the baby, said Mary eagerly, as if to try to cheer her fellow traveler. Get some warm little shoes, and tell the storekeeper t was I who bade you come. And so they parted; but Marys head drooped sorrowfully as she rode among the gray birches, on her shorter way to the high slopes of Pine Hill.

This piece of country had, years before, furnished some of the noblest masts that were ever landed on English shores. The ruined stump of that great pine which was the wonder of the Kings dockyards, and had loaded one of the old mastships with its tons of timber, could still be seen, though shrunken and soft with moss. A fox, large in his new winter fur, went sneaking across the way; and the young horse pranced gayly at the sight of him, while Mary noticed his track and the way it led, for her brothers sake, and turned aside across the half-wooded pasture, until she had a sportsmans satisfaction in seeing the fox make toward a rough, ledgy bit of ground, and warm thicket of underbrush at a spring head. This would be good news for poor old Jack, who might take no time for hunting, but could dream of it any night after supper, like a happy dog before his own fire.

On the heights of the great ridge some of the elder generation of trees were still standing, left because they were crooked and unfit for the mastships cargoes. They were monarchs of the whole landscape, and waved their long boughs in the wintry wind. Mary Hamilton had known them in her earliest childhood, and looked toward them now with happy recognition, as if within their hard seasoned shapes their hearts were conscious of other existences, and affection like her own. She stopped the fleet horse on the top of the hill, and laid her hand upon the bark of a huge pine; then she looked off at the lower country. The sight of it was a challenge to adventure; a great horizon sets the boundaries of the inner life of man wider to match itself, and something that had bound the girls heart too closely seemed to slip easily away.

She smiled and took a long breath, and, turning, rode down the rough pasture again, and along the field toward the river. Her heavy riding dress filled and flew with the cold northwest wind, and a bright color came back to her cheeks. To stand on the bleak height had freed her spirit, and sent her back to the lower countries of life happier than she came: it was said long ago that one may not sweep away a fog, but one may climb the hills of life and look over it altogether.

She leaped the horse lightly over some bars that gave a surly sort of entrance to a poor-looking farm, and rode toward the low house. Suddenly from behind a thorn bush there appeared a strange figure, short-skirted and bent almost double under a stack of dry beanstalks. The bearer seemed to have uprooted her clumsy burden in a fury. She tramped along, while the horse took to shying at the sight, and had to be pacified with much firmness and patience.

The bean stack at last ceased its angry progress, and stood still.

Whats all that thromping? Keep away wit yourself, then, whoiver ye are! I can only see the ground by me two feet. Ye ll not ride over me; keep back now till Im gone! screamed the shrill voice of an old woman.

It is I, Mary Hamilton, said the girl, laughing. You ve frightened the Duke almost to death, Mrs. Sullivan! I can hold him, but do let me get by before you bob at him again.

There was a scornful laugh out of the moving ambush.

Get out of me road, then, the two of ye! and the bean stack moved angrily away, its transfixing pole piercing the air like a disguised unicorn. The two small feet below were well shod and sturdy like a boys; the whole figure was so short that the dry frost-bitten vines trailed on the ground more and more, until it appeared as if the tangled mass were rolling uphill by its own volition.

Mary went on with the trembling horse. A moment later she walked quickly up the slope to the gray wooden house. There was the handsome head of a very old man, reading, close to the window, as she passed; but he did not look up until she had shut the door behind her and stood within the little room.

Then Master Sullivan, the exile, closed his book and sprang to his feet, a tall and ancient figure with the manners of a prince. He bent to kiss the hand of his guest, and looked at her silently before he spoke, with an unconscious eagerness of affection equal to her own.

A thousand welcomes! he said at last. I should have seen you coming; you have had no one to serve you. I was on the Sabine farm with Horace; t is far enough away! he added, with a smile.

I like to fasten my horse myself, answered Mary. T is best I should; he makes it a point of honor then to stand still and wait for me, and resents a strangers hand, being young and impatient.

Mary looked bright and smiling; she threw back her close green hood, and her face bloomed out of it like a flower, as she stood before the gallant, frail old man. There was a terrible little bean stack that came up the hill beside us, she went on, as if to amuse him, and I heard a voice out of it, and saw two steady feet that I knew to be Mrs. Sullivans; but my black Duke was pleased to be frightened out of his wits, and so we have all parted on bad terms, this dark day.

She will shine upon you like a May morning when she comes in, then! said Master Sullivan. She s in a huge toil the day, with sure news of a great storm thats coming. Stay a while, I begged her, stay a while, my dear; the wind is in a fury, and to-morrow — 

An to-morrow indeed! cried the masters wife, bursting in at the door, half a wild brownie and half a tame enough grandmotherly old soul. An to-morrow! I ve heard nothing but to-morrow from ye all my life long, an here s the hand of winter upon us again, an thank God all me poor little crops is under cover, an no praise to yourself.

The old man held out his slender hand; she did not take it, but her face began to shine with affection.

Thank God, t is yourself, Miss Mary Hamilton, my dear! she exclaimed, dropping a curtsy. My old gentleman here has been sorrowing for a sight of your fair face these many days. T is in December like this we do be sighing after the May. I dont know, have ye brought any news yet from the ship?

Oh no, not yet, said Mary. No, there is no news yet from the Ranger.

I have had good dreams of her, then, announced the old creature with triumph. Listen: there s quarrels amongst em, but they ll come safe to shore, with gold in everybodys two hands.

She crossed the room, and drew her lesser wheel close to her knee and began to spin busily.


XVII. THE REMNANT OF ANOTHER TIME
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SIMPLE AND TRUE I share with all

The treasures of a kindly mind;

And in my cottage, poor and small,

The great a welcome find.

I vex not Gods, nor patron friend,

For larger gifts or ampler store;

My modest Sabine farm can lend

All that I want, and more.

They sat in silence, — it was pleasure enough to be together, — and Mary knew that she must wait until Master Sullivan himself made opportunity for speaking of the things which filled her heart.

Have I ever told you that my father was a friend, in his young days, of Christopher Milton, brother to the great poet, but opposite in politics? he asked, as if this were the one important fact to be made clear. A Stuart partisan, a violent Churchman, and a most hot-headed Tory, and the old master laughed with sincere amusement, as Mary looked up, eager to hear more.

Voltaire, too, had just such a contradiction of a brother, credulous and full of superstitions, — a perfect Jansenist of those days. Yes, I was reading Horace when you came, but for very homesickness; he can make a man forget all his own affairs, such are his polite hospitalities of the mind! These dark autumn days mind me every year of Paris, when they come, as April weather makes me weep for childhood and the tears and smiles of Ireland.

The old days in your Collége Louis-le-Grand, Mary prompted him, in the moments silence. Those are your Paris days I love the best.

Oh, the men I have known! he answered. I can sit here in my chair and watch them all go by again down the narrow streets. I have seen the Abbé de Châteauneuf pass, with his inseparable copy of Racine sticking out of his pocket; I often hid from him, too, in the shadow of an archway, with a young boy, his pupil and my own schoolfellow, who had run away from his tasks. He was four years younger than I. Le petit Arouet we called him then, who proves now to be the very great Voltaire! Ah, t was an idle flock of us that ranged the old cloisters in cap and gown; t was the best blood in France! I have seen the illustrious Duke de Boufflers handsomely flogged for shooting peas at dull old Lejay, the professor. (We were the same age, Monsieur de Boufflers and I; we were great friends, and often flogged in company for our deviltries.) He was a colonel of the French army in that moment, and bore the title of Governor of Flanders; but on the day of the pea-shooting they flogged him so that I cried out at the sight, and turned to the wall, sick at heart. As for him, he sobbed all night afterward, and caught his breath in misery next morning while we read our Epictetus from the same book. We knelt together before the high altar and vowed to kill Lejay by dagger or poison before the months end. T was a good vow, but well broken.

The old man laughed again, and made a gay French gesture. Mary laughed with him, and they had a fine moment together.

You were not always like that, — you must have learned your lessons; it was not all idleness, Mary protested, to lead him on.

The old fathers taught us with all their power to gain some skill in the use of words, reflected the master soberly. Yes, and I learned to fence, too, at the college. A student of Louis-le-Grand could always speak like a gentleman, but we had to play with our words; t was the most important of all our science. Les sottises, toujours les sottises, grumbled the old man. Yes, they made a high profession then of talking nonsense, though France was whipped at Blenheim and lost the great fight at Malplaquet. They could laugh at the ruined convent of Port Royal and the distresses of saintly souls, but they taught us to talk nonsense, and to dress with elegance, and to be agreeable to ladies. The end is not yet; the throne of France will shake, some day, until heads fall in the dust like fruit that nobody stoops to gather.

The master fell a-whispering to himself, as if he had forgotten that he had a listener.

I saw some signs of it, too. I knew there, when I was a lad, Le Tellier, the Kings confessor, who was the true ruler of France. I rode to St. Denis myself, the day of the old Kings funeral, and it was like a fair: people were singing and drinking in the booths, and no one all along the way but had his gibe at Le Tellier, whose day was over, thank God! Ah, but I was a gay lad then; I knew no country but France, and I cannot but love her yet; I was only a Frenchman of my gay and reckless time. There was saving grace for me, and I passed it by; for I knew the great Fénelon, and God forgive my sins, but I have been his poor parishioner from those days to these. I knew his nephew, the Abbé de Beaumont, and I rode with him in the holidays to Cambrai, — a tiresome journey; but we were young, and we stayed in the good archbishops house, and heard him preach and say mass. He was the best of Christians: I might have been a worse man but for that noble saint. Yes, I have seen the face of the great Fénelon, and Master Sullivan bent his head and blessed himself. The unconscious habit of his youth served best to express the reverence which lay deep in his aged heart.

I think now, as I look back on those far days, that my good archbishop was the greatest prince and saint of them all, my dear child, said the old teacher, looking up gently from his reverie into Mary Hamiltons face.

You belong to another world, mon maître, said the girl affectionately. How much you could teach us, if we were but fit to learn!

The old man gave an impatient fling of his hand.

I am past eighty years old, my darling, he answered. God knows I have not been fit to learn of the best of men, else I might now be one of the wisest of mankind. I have lived in the great days of France, but I tell you plain, I have lived in none that are fuller of the seeds of greatness than these. I live now in my sons, and our Irish veins are full of soldiers blood. T is Tir-nan-Og here, — the country of the young. My boys have their mothers energy, thank God! As for me, my little school is more alive than I. There is always a bright child in every flock, for whose furthering a man may well spend himself. T is a long look back; the light of life shone bright with me in its beginning, but the oil in the old lamp is burning low. My forbears were all short-lived, but the rest of their brief days are added to the length of mine.

T is not every man has made so many others fit to take their part in life, said Mary. Think of your own sons, master!

Ay, my sons, said the old man, pleased to the heart, and they have their mothers beauty and energy to couple with their sad old fathers gift of dreams. The princes of Beare and Bantry are cousins to the Banshee, and she whispers me many things. I sometimes fear that my son John, the general, has too much prudence. The Whisperer and Prudence are not of kin.

There was a new silence then; and when Master Sullivan spoke again, it was with a sharp, questioning look in his eyes.

What said your little admiral at parting? I heard that he was fretted with the poor outfitting of his ship, and sailed away with scant thanks to the authorities. Prudence cannot deal with such a man as that. What of our boy Roger? How fares the poor mother since she lost him out of her sight? T was anxious news they brought me of his going; when my first pride had blazed down, you might have seen an old mans tears.

Mary looked up; she flushed and made as if she would speak, but remained silent.

You ll never make soldier or sailor of him, boy or man; the Lord meant him for a country gentleman, said the master warningly; and at this moment all Marys hopes of reassurance fell to the ground.

My son John is a soldier born, he continued coldly; he could tell you where the troops were placed in every battle, from old Troy down to the siege of Louisburg.

Mary began to speak, and again something ailed her throat. She turned and looked toward the fireside, where the old housemother was knitting now, and humming a strange old Irish tune to herself; she had left them to themselves as much as if she were miles away.

Incipit vita nova, said the master under his breath, and went on as if he were unobservant of Marys startled look.

Captain Paul Jones is a man of the world, and Wallingford is a country gentleman of the best sort, he continued; they may not understand each other at these close quarters. I mind me of pushing adventurers in my old days who came from the back corner of nowhere, and yet knew the worst and the best of Paris. How they would wink at their fellows when some noble boy came to see the world, from one of the poor and proud châteaux of Brittany or the far south!

Roger is college-bred, and you have called him your own best scholar of these later days, insisted Mary, with a touch of indignation. With such kindred in Boston, and the company of his fathers friends from childhood, he is not so new to the world.

Ecce Deus fortior me qui veniens dominabitur mihi, the old man repeated softly, as if he were saying a short prayer; then glanced again at the girls beautiful young face and pleading eyes. Well, the gallant lads have sailed! he exclaimed, with delighted eagerness, and no apparent concern for his listeners opinion. Theyll be in good season, too, in spite of all delays. What say the loud Patriots now, who are so full of fighting, and yet find good excuse for staying at home? They are an evil-minded chorus! but the young man Wallingford will serve them for a text no more. His father was a man of parts, of the same type as Washington himself, an I mistake not that great leader, though never put to the proof by so high a summonsing of opportunity. Our Roger is born out of his fathers clear brain rather than his fiery heart. I see in him the growing scholarliness and quiet authority of the judges best days upon the bench, not the strong soldier of the Indian wars. And there is something in the boy that holds by the past; he may be a persuaded Patriot, but a Tory ghost of a conscience plucks him by the sleeve. He does not lack greatness of soul, but I doubt if he does any great things except to stand honestly in his place, a scholar and a gentleman; and that is enough.

Mary listened, with her eyes fixed upon Master Sullivans face.

God bless the poor lads, every one! We must send our prayers after them. Wallingford will fall upon evil days; t will try him in blood and bone when they suspect him, as they surely will. God help an old ruin like me! If I were there, and but a younger man! and the master clenched the arms of his chair, while something Mary never had seen before flashed in his eyes.

I have seen much fighting in my time, he said the next moment to Mary, falling to a gentler mood. My mind is often with those lads on the ship. And the startled girl smiled back at him expectantly.

I am glad when I think that now Roger will see France again, as a grown man. He will remember many things I have told him. I wish that I might have seen him ere he went away so suddenly. Wherever he is, he has good thoughts in his head; he always loved his Latin, and can even stumble through the orchard ground and smell the trodden thyme with old Theocritus. I wish I had been there at your parting feast. T was a glory to the houses mistress, and that merchant prince, the good master of the river.

Peggy has another opinion of me. Go you an deck the tables, an it please you, child, she says, an leave me to give my orders; but we hold some grave consultations for all that, insisted Mary modestly. She is very stern on feast days with us all, is Peggy.

Lenient in the main, urged Master Sullivan, smiling. She found convoy for a basket of her best wares only yesterday, with a message that she had cooked too much for Portsmouth gentlemen, guests who failed in their visit. Margery and I feasted in high hall together. There was a grand bottle of claret.

My brother chose it himself from the cellar, said Mary, much pleased, but still there was a look of trouble in her eyes.

You will give him my thanks, and say that it made a young French gallant of me for a pleasant hour. The only fault I found was that I had not its giver to drink share and share with me. Margery, my wife, heard tales from me which had not vexed the air these fifty years, and, being as warm as a lady abbess with such good cheer, she fell asleep in the middle of the best tale, over her worsted knitting! Sure, she waked to tell me, if these be true, t was time you were snatched out of France like a brand from the burning, and got the likes o poor me to straighten ye! and the old man looked at Mary, with a twinkle in his eyes.

They said you danced all night with the little captain, and that he spoke his love on the terrace in the sight of more than one of the company, said the master gayly. T is another heart you ve broke, I suppose, and sent him sad away. Or was it his uniform that won ye? They both laughed, but Mary blushed, and wished she were away herself.

I have no right to ask what passed between ye, he said then, with grave sweetness that won her back to him. I find him a man of great power. He has the thoughts and manners of a gentleman, and now he goes to face his opportunity, added the old Irish rebel.

Tis said everywhere that your great captain is an earls son, said Margery unexpectedly, from the fireside. But Master Sullivan slowly shook his head. The old wife was impatient of contradiction at the best of times, and now launched forth into an argument. He treated her, in these late days, as if she were a princess; but t was a trying moment to him now, and luckily the old volume of Horace fell from his lap to the floor.

Mary picked it up quickly, and old Margerys withered cheeks flushed crimson at this reminder of the sad day when she had thrown one of his few dear books to the flames, in furious revenge for what she thought his willful idleness and indifference to their poverty, and her childrens needs. Himself cried, she always mourned in passionate remorse, when anything reminded her of that black day. She fancied even yet, when she saw the master stand before his little bookshelf, that he was missing the lost volume. Himself cried, she muttered new, and was silent; and the old man saw her lips moving, and gave her one of those looks of touching affection that had kept her for fifty years his happy slave.

He is a bold adventurer, your little captain, he went on, but a man of very marked qualities.

I believe that he will prove a great captain, said Mary.

Yes, he is all that; I have seen much of men, and the master turned to look out of the window, far down the winter fields.

His heart is set upon the future of our country, said Mary, with eagerness. He speaks with eloquence of our wrongs. He agrees t is the hindering of our own natural development, and the forbidding of our industries in the past, that has brought all these troubles; not any present tyranny or special taxes, as some insist. He speaks like a New Englander, one of ourselves, and he has new ideas; I heard him say that every village should govern itself, and our government be solely for those necessities common to all, and this would do away with tyranny. He was very angry when Major Haggens laughed and pounded the table, and said that our villages must keep to the same laws, and not vex one another.

Your captain has been reading that new writer, Monsieur Rousseau, said the master sagaciously, and with much interest. Rousseau is something of a genius. My son James brought me his book from Boston, and I sat up all night to read it. Yes, he is a genius at his best, but at his worst no greater fool ever sneaked or flaunted along a French road. T is like the old donkey in Skibbereen, that was a lion by night with his bold braying, and when the sun shone hung his head and cried to everybody, Dont beat me! I pray God that no pupil of mine makes the mistake of these people, who can see no difference between the church of their own day and Christianity itself. My old Voltaire has been his master, this Rousseau. There have been few greater men in the world than le petit Arouet, but t was a bit of a rascal, too! My son James and I have threshed these subjects lately, until the flails came too near our own heads. I have seen more of the world than he, but my son James always held the opinions of a gentleman.

These subjects are far too large for me, Mary acknowledged humbly.

T is only that our opinions are too small for the subjects, — even mine and those of my son James, said Master Sullivan, smiling; yet every man who puts his whole heart into them helps to bring the light a little nearer. Your captain is a good French scholar; we had some good talk together, and I learned to honor the man. I hope he will be friendly to our lad at sea, and be large-hearted in such a case. I have much pity for the Loyalists, now I am an old man that was a hot enough rebel in my youth. They have many true reasons on their side for not breaking with England, and they cling to sentiment, the best of them, without which life is but a strange machine. Yet they have taken the wrong side; they will find it out to their sorrow. You had much to do with Rogers going, my child; t was a brave thing to start him in the right road, but I could wish he and his mother had been a sorrowing pair of that eleven hundred who went out of Boston with the English troops. They would have been among their fellows then, and those who were like-minded. God help me for this faint-heartedness!

To this moment had the long talk come; to this clear-spoken anxiety had Mary Hamilton herself led the way. She could not part from so wise a friend until he spoke his mind, and now she stood piteous and dismayed before his searching look. It was not that the old man did not know how hard his words had been.

I could not bear that he should be disloyal to the country that gave him birth, and every low soul be given the right to sneer at him. And the mob was ready to burn his mothers house; the terror and danger would have been her death, said Mary. All this you know.

The boy has talked much with me this summer, answered the schoolmaster, and he put me questions which I, a rebel, and the son of rebels against England, could not answer him. I am an exile here, with my birthright gone, my place among men left empty, because I did not think as he thinks now when I was young, and yet I could not answer him. I could as soon forsake my mother in her gathering age as forsake England now, he told me, one day in the summer. He stood on this floor before me, where you stand now, and looked every inch a man. Now he has changed his mind; now he puts to sea in an American man-of-war, with those to whom the gentle arts of piracy are not unknown, and he must fain be of their company who go to make England suffer. He has done this only that he may win your heart.

The masters blue eyes were black and blazing with excitement, and Mary fronted him.

You cannot think him a rascal! she cried. You must believe that his very nature has changed. It has changed, and he may fight with a heavy heart, but he has come to think our quarrel just. I should break my own heart did I not think this true. Has he not sworn his oath? Then you must not blame him; you must blame me if all this course was wrong. I did push him forward to the step. God help me, master, I could not bear we should be ashamed of him. You do not mean that t were better he had fled with the Loyalists, and thrown his duty down?

She fell to her knees beside the old mans chair, and her hot forehead was touching his thin hand. He laid his right hand on her head then as if in blessing, but he did not speak.

At last he made her rise, and they stood side by side in the room.

We must not share this anxious hour with Margery, he told her gently. Go away, dear child, while she still sleeps. I did not know the sword of war had struck your heart so deep. You must wait for much time to pass now; you must have patience and must hear bad news. They will call Roger Wallingford a spy, and he may even flinch when the moment of trial comes. I do not think he will flinch; t is the woe of his own soul that I sorrow for; there is that in him which forbids the traitors act. Yet either way life looks to him but treacherous. The thought of his love shines like a single star above the two roads, and that alone can succor him. Forgive the hardness of my thoughts, yes, and keep you close to his poor mother with all patience. If the boy gets into trouble, I have still some ancient friendships that will serve him, for my sake, in England. God grant me now to live until the ship comes back! I trust the man he sails with, but he has his own ends to serve. I fear he is of the Brevipennes, the short-winged; they can run better for what wings they have, but they cannot win to fly clear of the earth.

I could tell you many a tale now that I have shut close in my heart from every one for more than sixty years, said Master Sullivan slowly, with an impulse of love and pity that he could not forbid. I was a poor scholar in some things, in my young days, but I made sure of one lesson that was learnt through pain. The best friends of a human soul are Courage and her sister Patience!

The old mans beautiful voice had a strange thrill in it. He looked as if he were a king, to the girl who watched him; all the mystery of his early days, the unexplained self-denial and indifference to luxury, seemed at this moment more incomprehensible than ever. The dark little room, the unequal companionship with the wife who slept by the fire, the friendship of his heart with a few imperial books, and the traditions of a high ancestry made evident in the noble careers and present standing of his sons, were enough to touch any imagination. And Mary Hamilton, from her early childhood, had found him the best and wisest man she knew. He had set the humblest Berwick children their copies, and taught them to read and spell, and shared his St. Augustine and Homer and Horace with those few who could claim the right. She stood beside him now in her day of trouble; she turned, with a look of deep love on her face, and kissed him on the brow. Whatever the cause had been, he had taken upon himself the harsh penalty of exile.

Dear friend, I must be gone, said Mary, with beautiful womanliness and dignity. You have helped me again who have never failed me; do not forget me in these days, and let us pray for Roger Wallingford, that he may be steadfast. Good-by, dear master.

Then, a minute later, the old man heard the horses quick feet go away down the hill.

It was twilight in the room. I believe she will love the boy, whispered the old schoolmaster to himself. I thought the captain might wake her heart with all his gallantry. The springs of love are living in her heart, but t is winter still,— t is winter still! Love frights at first more than it can delight; t will fright my little lady ere it comes!

The heavy book slipped unheeded to the floor again. The tired old woman slept on by the dying fire, and Master Sullivan was lost in his lonely thoughts, until Hope came again to his side, bright shining in a dream.


XVIII. OH HAD I WIST! —— 
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YOU NEED NOT go into a desert and fast, a crowd is often more lonely than a wilderness and small things harder to do than great.

The ship had run between Belle Isle and the low curving shores of Quiberon. The land was in sight all along by St. Nazaire, where they could see the gray-green of winter fields, and the dotted fruit trees about the farmhouses, and bits of bushy woodland. Out of the waste of waters the swift way-wise little Ranger came heading safely in at the mouth of the Loire. She ran among all the shoals and sand banks by Paimboeuf, and past the shipyards of the river shores, until she came to harbor and let her anchor go.

There was something homelike about being in a river. At first sight the Loire wore a look of recent settlement, rather than of the approach to a city already famous in old Roman times; the shifting sand dunes and the empty flats, the poor scattered handfuls of houses and the works of shipbuilding, all wore a temporary look. These shiftless, primitive contrivances of men sparsely strewed a not too solid-looking shore, and the newcomers could see little of the inland country behind it. It was a strange contrast to their own river below Portsmouth, where gray ledges ribbed the earth and bolted it down into an unchangeable permanence of outline. The heights and hollows of the seaward points of Newcastle and the Kittery shore stood plain before his minds eye as Wallingford came on deck, and these strange banks of the Loire seemed only to mask reality and confuse his vision. Farther up the stream they could see the gray walls of Nantes itself, high over the water, with the huge towered cathedral, and the lesser bulk of the castle topping all the roofs. It was a mild day, with little air moving.

Dickson came along the deck, looking much displeased. That morning he had received the attention of being kicked down the companion way by the captain, and nothing could soften such an event, not even the suggestion from his conscience that he had well deserved the insult. It seemed more and more, to those who were nearest him, as if Dickson were at heart the general enemy of mankind, — jealous and bitter toward those who stood above him, and scornful of his inferiors. He loved to defeat the hopes of other people, to throw discredit upon sincerity; like some swift-creeping thing that brings needless discomfort everywhere, and dismay, and an impartial sting. He was not clever enough to be a maker of large schemes, but rather destructive, crafty, and evil-minded, — a disturber of the plans of others. All this was in his face; a fixed habit of smiling only added to his mean appearance. What was worst of all, being a great maker of promises, he was not without influence, and had his following.

The fresh air from the land, the frosty smell of the fields, made Wallingford feel the more despondent. The certainty had now come to his mind that Paul Jones would never have consented to his gaining the commission of lieutenant, would never have brought him, so untried and untrained, to sea, but for jealousy, and to hinder his being at Mary Hamiltons side. This was the keenest hurt to his pride; the thought had stabbed him like a knife. Again he made a desperate plunge into the sea of his disasters, and was unconscious even of the man who was near by, watching him. He was for the moment blind and deaf to all reality, as he stood looking along the water toward the Breton town.

All ready to go ashore, sir? asked Dickson, behind him, in an ingratiating tone; but Wallingford gave an impatient shrug of his shoulders.

T is not so wintry here as the shore must look at home, continued Dickson. Damn that coxcomb on the quarter-deck! he s more than the devil himself could stand for company!

Wallingford, instead of agreeing in his present disaffection, turned about, and stood fronting the speaker. He looked Dickson straight in the eye, as if daring him to speak again, whereat Dickson remained silent. The lieutenant stood like a prince.

I see that I intrude, said the other, rallying his self-consequence. You have even less obligation to Captain Paul Jones than you may think, he continued, dropping his voice and playing his last trump. I overheard, by accident, some talk of his on the terrace with a certain young lady whom your high loftiness might not allow me to mention. He called you a cursed young spy and a Tory, and she implored him to protect you. She said you was her old playmate, and that she wanted you got out o the way o trouble. He had his arm round her, and he said he might be ruined by you; he cursed you up hill and down, while she was a-pleadin. Twas all for her sake, and your mothers bein brought into distress — 

Dickson spoke rapidly, and edged a step or two away; but his shoulder was clutched as if a panthers teeth had it instead of a mans hand.

Ill kill you if you give me another word! said Roger Wallingford. If I knew you told the whole truth, I should be just as ready to drop you overboard.

I have told the truth, said Dickson.

I know you are nt above eavesdropping, answered Wallingford, with contempt. If you desire to know what I think of your sneaking on the outside of a mans house where you have been denied entrance, I am willing to tell you. I heard you were there that night.

You were outside yourself, to keep me company, and Im as good a gentleman as Jack Hamilton, protested Dickson. He went the rounds of the farms with a shoemakers kit, in the start of his high fortunes.

Mr. Hamilton would mend a shoe as honestly in his young poverty as he would sit in council now. So he has come to be a rich merchant and a trusted man. There was something in Wallingfords calm manner that had power to fire even Dicksons cold and sluggish blood.

I take no insults from you, Mr. Lieutenant! he exclaimed, in a black rage, and passed along the deck to escape further conversation.

There had been men of the crew within hearing. Dickson had said what he wished to say, and a moment later he was thinking no less highly of himself than ever. He would yet compass the downfall of the two men whom he hated. He had already set them well on their way to compass the downfall of each other. It made a man chuckle with savage joy to think of looking on at the game.

Wallingford went below again, and set himself to some work in his own cabin. Character and the habit of self-possession could carry a man through many trying instances, but life now seemed in a worse confusion than before. This was impossible to bear; he brushed his papers to the floor with a sweep of his arm. His heart was as heavy as lead within him. Alas, he had seen the ring! Perhaps — perhaps — he said next moment to himself— she might do even that, if she loved a man; she could think of nothing then but that I must be got away to sea!

Poor little girl! O God, how I love her! and he bent his head sorrowfully, while an agony of grief and dismay mastered him. He had never yet been put to such awful misery of mind.

T is my great trial that has come upon me, he said humbly. Ill stick to my duty,— tis all that I can do, — and Heaven help me to bear the rest. Thank God, I have my duty to the ship!


XIX. THE BEST-LAID PLANS
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ARTISTS HAVE COME to study from these marbles ... Boys have flung stones against the sculptured and unmindful devils.

As soon as the Ranger was at Nantes, and the formalities of the port could be left in the hands of his officers, Captain Paul Jones set forth in haste toward Paris to deliver his despatches. He was only sixty hours upon the road, passing over the country as if he saw it from a balloon, and at last had the supreme disappointment of finding that his proud errand was forestalled. He had driven himself and his ship for nothing; the news of Burgoynes surrender had been carried by a messenger from Boston, on a fast-sailing French vessel, and placed in the hands of the Commissioners a few hours before his own arrival. It was understood some time before, between the Marine Committee of the colonies and Captain Paul Jones, that he was to take command of the fine frigate LIndien, which was then building in Amsterdam; but he received no felicitations now for his rapid voyage, and found no delightful accumulations of important work, and was by no means acknowledged as the chief and captain of a great enterprise. As the Ranger had come into harbor like any ordinary vessel from the high seas, unheralded and without greeting, so Paul Jones now found himself of no public consequence or interest in Paris. What was to be done must all be done by himself. The Commissioners had their hands full of other affairs, and the captain stood in the position of a man who brought news to deaf ears. They listened to his eager talk and well-matured plans with some wonder, and even a forced attention, as if he were but an interruption, and not a leader for any enterprise they had in hand. To him, it had almost seemed as if his great projects were already accomplished.

It was in every way a most difficult situation. The ownership of the Indien frigate had been carefully concealed. Paul Jones himself had furnished the plans for her, and the Commissioners in France had made contracts under other signatures for her building in the neutral port of Amsterdam. It was indispensable that the secret of her destiny should be kept from England; but at the moment when she was ready to be put into commission, and Paul Jones was on the sea, with the full expectation of finding his ship ready when he came to France, some one in the secret had betrayed it, and the British officials at Amsterdam spoke openly to the government of the Netherlands, and demanded that the frigate should be detained for breach of neutrality, she being destined for an American ship of war. There was nothing to be done. The Commissioners had made some efforts to hold the frigate, but in the end France had come forward and stood their friend by buying her, and at a good price. This had happened only a few days before, so Captain Paul Jones must hear the sorry tale when he came to Paris and saw the three American Commissioners.

He stood before them, a sea-tanned and weary little hero, with his eyes flashing fire. One of the three Commissioners, Arthur Lee, could not meet his aggrieved and angry looks. To be sure, the money was in hand again, and they could buy another ship; but the Indien, the Indien was irrecoverable.

If I had been there, gentlemen, cried Paul Jones, with a mighty oath, nothing would have held me long in port! Id have sailed her across dry ground, but Id have got her safe to sea! She was ours in the sight of Heaven, and all the nations in the world could not prevent me!

Mr. Franklin looked on with approval at so noble and forgivable a rage; the others wore a wearied and disgusted look, and Mr. Arthur Lee set himself to the careful mending of a pen. It was a sorry hour for good men; and without getting any definite promise, and having bestowed many unavailing reproaches, at last Paul Jones could only fling himself out of Paris again, and in black despair post back to the Ranger at Nantes. He had the solitary comfort, before he left, of a friendly and compassionate interview granted by Mr. Franklin, who, over-burdened though he was, and much vexed by a younger mans accusations, had yet the largeness of mind to see things from the captains side. There was nothing for it but patience, until affairs should take a turn, as the Commissioner most patiently explained.

All the captains high hopes and ceaseless industry in regard to his own plans were scattered like straws in the wind. He must set his mind now to the present possibilities. Worst of all, he had made an enemy in his quick mistrust and scorn of Mr. Arthur Lee, a man who would block many another plan, and hinder him in the end as a great sea captain and hero had never been worse hindered since the world began.

Dickson stood on the deck of the Ranger, by the gangway, when the captain came aboard, fatigued and disappointed; it might be that some creature of Lees sending had already spoken with Dickson and prepared him for what was to come. He made a most handsome salutation, however, and Lieutenant Simpson, hoping for news of his own promotion, stepped forward with an honest welcome.

Gentlemen, I have much to tell you, and of an unwelcome sort, said the captain, with unusual dignity of bearing. There is one blessing: our defeat of Burgoyne has brought us France for an ally. I hoped for good news as regards ourselves, but we have been betrayed by an enemy; we have lost the frigate which I have had a hand in building, and of whose command I was altogether certain for more than a year past. We must now wait for further orders here, and refit the Ranger, and presently get to sea with her instead. I own that it is a great disappointment to us all.

Dickson wore no look of surprise; he was too full of triumph. Lieutenant Simpson was crestfallen. The other officers and men who were near enough to hear looked angry and disturbed. They had been persuaded that they must be rid of the captain before they could follow their own purposes. Twas a strange and piteous condition of things aboard the Ranger, and an example of what the poison of lies and a narrow-minded jealousy can do to set honest minds awry. And Paul Jones had himself to thank for much ill will: he had a quick temper, and a savage way of speaking to his fellows. The one thing he could not bear was perfidy, and a bland and double disposition in a man seemed at once to deserve the tread of his angry heel.

The captain was hardly to be seen for a day or two after his return, except in occasional forays of fault-finding. Wallingford was successful in keeping out of his way; the great fact that all his own best hopes had been destroyed dulled him even to feelings of resentment. While suffering his great dismay he could almost forget the cause whence it came, and even pitied, for other reasons, the man who had worn the ring. The first stroke of a bullet only benumbs; the fierceness of pain comes later. Again and again he stood before Mary Hamilton, and lived over the night when he had stood at the window and dared to meet her beautiful angry eyes; again and again he reviewed those gentler moments by the river, when her eyes were full of their old affection, though her words were stern. He had won her plain promise that some day, having served their country, he might return to her side, and clung to that promise like a last hope.

It already seemed a year since the night when Wallingford and the captain had dined together. The steward had interrupted them just as the lieutenant sprung to his feet.

Must we say good-night, then? said Paul Jones, protesting. As for me, I ought to be at my papers. Send me William Earl to write for me, he told the steward. Thank you for your good company, Mr. Wallingford. I hope we may have many such evenings together.

Yet he had looked after his guest with a sense that something had gone wrong at this last moment, though the steward had found them hand in hand.

The sight of the ring among his possessions, that day when he made ready for the journey to Paris, had given him a moment of deep happiness; he had placed it on his finger, with a certain affectionate vanity. Yet it was a token of confidence, and in some sense a reward. He had been unjust in the beginning to the young lieutenant; he had now come to like and to trust him more than any other man on board the ship. In the exciting days that had followed, rings, and lieutenants, and even so lovely a friend and lady as Miss Mary Hamilton had been forgotten.

Yet at most unexpected moments Paul Jones did remember her, and his heart longed for the moment when they should meet once more, and he might plead his cause. Labsence diminue les petits amours et augmente les grandes, comuie le vent qui éteint les bougies et rallume la feu.

The captain at once began to hasten the work of refitting the Ranger for sea. He gave no explanations; he was more surly in temper, and strangely uncompanionable. Now that they could no longer admire his seamanship in a quick voyage, the sailors rated him for the ships idleness and their long detention in port. This was not what they had signed for. Dickson now and then let fall a word which showed that he had means of information that were altogether his own; he was often on shore, and seemed free with his money. Lieutenant Wallingford and the surgeon, with some of the other officers, became familiar with the amusements of Nantes; but the lieutenant was observed by every one to be downhearted and inclined to solitary walks, and by night he kept his cabin alone, with no inclination toward company. He had been friendly with every one in the early part of the voyage, like a man who has no fear of risking a kind word. The surgeon, after making unwonted efforts to gain his old neighbors confidence, ignored him with the rest, until he should come to himself again.

This added to the constraint and discomfort on board the Ranger. She was crowded with men eager enough for action, and yet kept in idleness under a needlessly strict discipline. Simpson, the senior lieutenant, willingly received the complaints of officers and crew, and Dicksons ceaseless insistence that Simpson was their rightful leader began to have its desired effect.


XX. NOW ARE WE FRIENDS AGAIN?
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MY ALTAR HOLDS a constant flame.

Some dreary days, and even weeks, passed by, and one evening Wallingford passed the captains cabin on his way to his own. It had lately been rough, windy weather in the harbor, but that night the Ranger was on an even keel, and as steady as if she were a well-built house on shore.

The door was open. Is that you, Mr. Wallingford? Come in, will you? The captain gave his invitation the air of a command.

Wallingford obeyed, but stood reluctant before his superior.

I thought afterward that you had gone off in something of a flurry, that night we dined together, and you have avoided any conversation with me since my return from Paris. I dont like your looks now. Has anything come between us? Do you repent your confidence?

No, I do not repent it, said the lieutenant slowly.

Something has touched your happiness. Come, out with it! We were like brothers then. The steward caught us hand in hand; it is long since I have had so happy an evening. I am grateful for such friendship as you showed me, when we were together that night. God knows I have felt the lack of friendship these many days past. Come, sir, whats your grievance with me?

It is nothing that I should tell you. You must excuse me, sir.

The captain looked at him steadily. Had I some part in it? Then you are unjust not to speak.

There was great kindness, and even solicitude, in Paul Joness tone. Wallingford was moved. It was easier to find fault with the captain when his eyes were not upon one; they had great power over a man.

Come, my dear fellow, he said again, speak to me with frankness; you have no sincerer friend than I.

It was the sight of the ring on your finger, then. I do not think you meant to taunt me, but to see it was enough to rob me of my hope, sir: that was all.

The captain colored and looked distressed; then he covered his eyes, with an impatient gesture. He had not a guilty air, or even an air of provocation; it struck Wallingford at the moment that he wore no look, either, of triumphant happiness, such as befitted the accepted lover of Mary Hamilton.

You knew the ring? asked the captain, looking up, after some moments of perplexing silence.

I have always known it, answered Roger Wallingford; we were very old friends. Of late I had been gathering hope, and now, sir, it seems that I must wish another man the joy I lived but to gain.

Sit ye down, said the captain. I thought once that I might gather hope, too. No man could wish for greater happiness on earth than the love of such a lady: we are agreed to that.

Then he was silent again. The beauty of Mary Hamilton seemed once more before his eyes, as if the dim-lighted cabin and the close-set timbers of the ship were all away, and he stood again on the terrace above the river with the pleading girl. She had promised that she would set a star in the sky for him; he should go back, one day, and lay his victories at her feet. How could a man tell if she really loved this young Wallingford? In the natural jealousy of that last moment when they were together, he had felt a fierce delight in bringing Wallingford away; she was far too good for him, — or for any man, when one came to that! Yet he had come himself to love the boy. If, through much suffering, the captain had not stood, that day, at the very height of his own character, with the endeavor to summon all his powers for a new effort, the scale at this moment would have turned.

My dear lad, she is not mine, he said frankly. God knows I wish it might be otherwise! You forget I am a sailor. He laughed a little, and then grew serious. T is her ring, indeed, and she gave it me, but t was a gift of friendship. See, I can kiss it on my finger with you looking on, and pray God aloud to bless the lovely giver. T will hold me to my best, and all the saints know how I stand in need of such a talisman!

You do not mean it, sir? faltered Roger. Can you mean that — 

Now are we friends again? Yes, I mean it! Let us be friends, Wallingford. No, no, there need be nothing said. I own that I have had my hopes, but Miss Hamilton gave me no promise. If you go home before me, or without me, as well may happen, you shall carry back the ring. Ah no, for t is my charm against despair! he said. I am sore vexed; I am too often the prey of my vulgar temper, but God knows I am sore vexed. Let us be friends. I must have some honest man believe in me, among these tricksters. The captain now bent to his writing, as if he could trust himself to say no more, and waved the lieutenant to be gone. God help me, and I ll win her yet! he cried next moment, when he was alone again, and lifted his face as if Heaven must listen to the vow. Women like her are blessed with wondrous deep affections rather than quick passion, he said again softly. T is heaven itself within a heart like that, but Love is yet asleep.

The lights of Nantes and the lanterns of the shipping were all mirrored in the Loire, that night; there was a soft noise of the river current about the ship. The stars shone thick in the sky; they were not looking down on so happy a lover the world over as Roger Wallingford. He stood by the mainmast in the cold night air, the sudden turn of things bewildering his brain, his strong young heart beating but unsteadily. Alas, it was weeks ago that a single, stiffly phrased letter had gone home to his mother, and Marys own letter was at the bottom of the sea. There was a swift homeward-bound brig just weighing anchor that had ventured to sea in spite of foes, and taken all the letters from the Ranger, and now it might be weeks before he could write again. Oh, distance, distance! how cruel are the long miles of sea that separate those who love, and long to be together!

Later that night, before they turned in, the officers and crew beheld Captain Paul Jones and his lately estranged lieutenant pacing the deck together. They were looked upon with pleasure by some who honored them both, but next day a new whispering was set forward; there was need of suspicion, since this new alliance might mean concerted betrayal, and Paul Jones himself was not above being won over to the Tories, being but an adventurer on his own account. Dickson was as busy as the devil in a gale of wind. His own plots had so far come to naught; he had not set these officers to hate each other, or forced them to compass each others downfall. On the contrary, they had never really been fast friends until now.

The only thing was to rouse public opinion against them both. It were easy enough: he had promised to meet again the man whom he had met in the tavern the day before, — that messenger of Thornton, who had given hints of great reward if any one would give certain information which was already in Dicksons keeping. That night he shook his fist at the two figures that paced the quarter-deck.

One of you came out of pride and ambition, he muttered, and the other to please his lady! We men are here for our own rights, and to show that the colonies mean business!


XXI. THE CAPTAIN GIVES AN ORDER
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BUT SEE HOW they turn their backs and go out of the city, and how merrily and joyfully they take the road to Paris.

The captain was dressed in his best uniform, fresh from its tailors wrappings, with all his bright lace and gilt buttons none the worse for sea damp. With manners gay enough to match, he bade good-morning to whoever appeared, and paced his twelve steps forward and back on the quarter-deck like the lucky prince in a fairy story. Something had happened to make a new pleasure; at any rate, Mr. Paul Jones was high above any sense of displeasure, and well content with the warm satisfaction of his own thoughts.

Presently this cheerful captain sent a ships boy to command the presence of Mr. Wallingford, and Mr. Wallingford came promptly in answer to the summons. There was so evident a beginning of some high official function that the lieutenant, not unfamiliar with such affairs, became certain that the mayor and corporation of Nantes must be expected to breakfast, and lent himself not unwillingly to the play.

You will attend me to Paris, sir, announced the commander. I shall wait the delays of our Commissioners no longer. If you want a good servant, go yourself, as our wise adviser, Poor Richard, has well counseled us. I mean to take him at his word. Can you be ready within the hour, Mr. Wallingford? T is short notice for you, but I have plenty left of my good Virginia money to serve us on our way. The boat awaits us.

Wallingford made his salute, and hastened below; his heart beat fast with pleasure, being a young heart, and the immediate world of France much to its liking. The world of the Ranger appeared to grow smaller day by day, and freedom is ever a welcome gift.

When the lieutenant reached his berth the captains arrangements had preceded him: there was a sailor already waiting with the leather portmanteau which Wallingford had brought to sea. The old judge, his father, had carried it on many an errand of peace and justice, and to the son it brought a quick reminder of home and college journeys, and a young mans happy anticipations. The sight of it seemed to change everything, stained though this old enchanters wallet might be with sea water, and its brasses green with verdigris. The owner beheld it with complete delight; as for the sailor, he misunderstood a sudden gesture, and thought he was being blamed.

Capn ordered it up, sir; never demeaned hisself to say what for, apologized Cooper.

Take hold now and stow these things I give you, said the excited lieutenant. Trouble is, every man on board this ship tries to be captain. Dont wrap those boots in my clean linen!

I aint no proper servant; takes too much larnin, protested Cooper good-naturedly, seeing that the young squire was in a happy frame. Our folks was all content to be good farmers an live warm on their own land, till I took up with follerin the sea. Lord give me help to get safe home this time, an I wont take the chances no more. A ship s no place for a Christian.

Wallingfords mind was stretched to the task of making sudden provision for what might not be a short absence; he could hear the captains impatient tramp on the deck overhead.

I expect old Madam, your lady mother, and my sister Susan was the last ones to pack your gear for you? ventured this friend of many years, in a careful voice, and Wallingford gave him a pat on the shoulder for answer.

We ll speed matters by this journey to Paris, if all goes well, he replied kindly. Keep the men patient; there are stirrers-up of trouble aboard that can do the crew more harm than the captain, if they get their way. You ll soon understand everything. France cannot yet act freely, and we must take long views.

Wish t I was to home now, mourned Cooper gloomily.

Dont fear! cried Wallingford gayly, though t was but a pair of days since he himself had feared everything, and carried a glum face for all the crew to see. Good-day, Cooper. If anything should happen to me, you must carry back word! he added, with boyish bravado.

Lord bless you! said Cooper. I figur me darin to go nigh the gret house with any bad tidins o you! Marm Susand take an scalp me, s if I d been the fust to blame. At which they laughed together, and hurried to the deck.

T is high time! blustered the captain; but once in the boat, he became light-hearted and companionable. It was as if they had both left all their troubles behind them.

There s Simpson and Sargent and that yellow-faced Dickson leaning over the side to look after us and think how well they can spare us both, grumbled Paul Jones. I can see them there, whether I turn my head or not. I ve set them stints enough for a fortnight, and named this day week for our return. Lay out! lay out! cried the captain. Give way, my lads! and settled himself in the boat.

The wind was fresh; the waves splashed into the gig as they toiled steadily up the river. The walls of the old castle looked grim and high, as they came under the city. In the cathedral abode the one thing that was dear to Wallingfords heart in this strange place, — the stately figure of Anne of Brittany, standing at her mothers feet by the great Renaissance tomb. She wore a look like Mary Hamilton when she was most serious, so calm and sweet across the brow. The young officer had discovered this lovely queen, and her still lovelier likeness, on a dark and downcast day, and had often been grateful since for the pleasure of beholding her; he now sent a quick thought into the cathedral from the depths of his fond heart.

The two travelers, in their bright uniforms, hurried up through the busy town to a large inn, where the captain had ordered his post horses to be ready. Bretons and Frenchmen both cheered them as they passed the market place: the errand of the Ranger was well known, and much spending-money had made most of her ships company plenty of friends ashore. They took their seats in the post chaise, not without disappointment on Wallingfords part, who had counted upon riding a good French horse to Paris instead of jolting upon stiff springs. There was more than one day, however; the morning was fresh and bright, and there were too many mercies beside to let a man groan over anything.

The thought now struck Wallingford, as if he were by far the elder man, that they might well have worn their every-day clothes upon the journey, but he had not the heart to speak. The captain wore such an innocent look of enjoyment, and of frankly accepting the part of a proven hero and unprotested great man.

I must order a couple of suits of new uniform from one of their best tailors, said Mr. Paul Jones, only half conscious of his listener. One moment the hardened man of affairs and rough sea bully, at the next one saw him thus; frank, compassionate of others, and amused by small pleasures, — the sentimental philosopher who scattered largess of alms like a royal prince all along the white French roads.

I go north by Rennes and Vitré, and to Paris by Alençon. I am told the roads are good, and the worst inns passable, while the best are the best, said the little captain, dropping the last of his lofty manner of the quarter-deck, and turning to his companion with a most frank air of good-fellowship. We can return by the Loire. I hear that we can come by barge from Orleans to Nantes in four days, lying in the river inns by night. I have no love for the road I was so sorry on last month, or the inns that stood beside it.

The young men sat straight-backed and a little pompous in the post chaise, with their best cocked hats bobbing and turning quickly toward each other in the pleasures of conversation. Was this the same Paul Jones who so vexed his ship with bawling voice and harsh behavior, this quiet, gay-hearted man of the world, who seemed to play the princely traveler even more easily than he crowded sail on the Ranger all across the stormy seas, — the flail of whose speech left nobody untouched? He was so delightful at that moment, so full of charming sympathy and keenest observation, that all private grievances must have been dissolved into the sweet French air and the blue heaven over their heads.

There were others of my officers who might well go to Paris, but I wanted the right gentleman with me now, explained the captain with frankness. T is above all a gentlemans place when court matters are in hand. You have some acquaintance with their language, too, which is vastly important. I blessed Heaven last time for every word I knew; t was most of it hard learnt in my early days, when I was a sailor before the mast, and had but a single poor book to help me. No man can go much in the world over here without his French. And you know Paris, too, Mr. Wallingford, while I am almost a stranger in the streets. I cared not where I was, in my late distresses, though I had longed to see the sights of Paris all my life! My whole heart is in the journey now, tiresome though we may find many a days long leagues.

T is some years since I lived there for a month, said Wallingford modestly; but a vision of all the pleasure and splendor of the great city rose to his minds eye.

I have suffered unbelievable torture on that petty ship! exclaimed Paul Jones suddenly, waving his hand toward the harbor they were fast leaving out of sight. Now for the green fields of France and for the High Commissioners at Paris! I wish to God my old auntie Jean MacDuff, that was fain to be prood o me, could see me with my two postilions on the road, this day. And such was the gayety of the moment, and the boyish pride of the little sailor, that his companion fairly loved him for the wish, and began to think tenderly of his own dear love, and of his mother waiting and watching by the riverside at home.

Vitré, he repeated presently, with fresh expectation,—t is a name I know well, but I cannot call to mind the associations; of the town of Rennes I do not remember to have heard.

I wish that I could have fallen in with their great admiral, Bailli Suffren, said the captain, leaning back in the post chaise, and heaving a sigh of perfect content. We know not where he sails the sea; but if it chanced that he were now on his way to the fleet at Brest, or going up to Paris from the sea, like ourselves, and we chanced to meet at an inn, how I should beg the honor of his acquaintance! The King ought to put a sailor like that beside him on his throne; as for Bailli Suffren, he has served France as well as any man who ever lived. Look, there are two poor sailors of another sort, fresh from their vessel, too! See how wide they tread from balancing on the decks; they have been long at sea, poor devils! he grumbled, as the post chaise overtook a forlorn pair of seamen, each carrying a loose bundle on his back. They were still young men, but their faces looked disappointed and sad. Seeing that the captain fumbled in his waistcoat pocket, Wallingford did the same, and two bright louis dor flew through the morning air and dropped at the sailors feet. They gave a shout of joy, and the two young lords in the post chaise passed gayly on.

Theyll sit long at the next inn, said Captain Paul Jones. They were thin as those salt fish we shipped for the voyage, at Newcastle.

A prime dun fish is a dainty not to be despised, urged Wallingford, true to his local traditions.

T is either a dainty, or a cedar shingle well preserved in brine, which is eatable by no man, pronounced the captain, speaking with the authority of an epicure. We must now deal with their best French dishes while we stay in Paris. Mr. Franklin will no doubt advise us in regard to their best inns. I was careless of the matter in my first visit.

T was Poor Richard himself said, A fat kitchen makes a lean will, laughed Wallingford, but he is a great man for the proprieties.


XXII. THE GREAT COMMISSIONER
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THE PHILOSOPHER SHOWETH you the way.

The heads of the high Vitré houses nodded together above their narrow streets, as if to gossip about two unexpected cocked hats that passed below. This uniform of the Continental navy was new enough, but old Vitré had seen many new and strange things since she herself was young. The two officers had an air of proud command about them, and seemed to expect the best rooms at the inn, and the best wines.

T was here the famous Marchioness de Sévigné dwelt! exclaimed Wallingford, with triumph. My mother often read a book of her letters to my father, on a winter evening. I thought them dull then, but I know now t was most pretty reading, with something of fresh charm on every page. She had her castle here at Vitré; she was a very great lady, continued the lieutenant, explaining modestly. She spoke much in her letters about her orange trees, but I think that she was ill at ease, so far from Paris.

We could visit her to-night, if she were still in Vitré, said the captain. T would pass our time most pleasantly, I dare say. But I take it the poor lady is dead, since we have her memoirs. Yes, I mind me of the letters, too; I saw them in a handsome binding once at Arbigland, when I was a lad. The lairds lady, Mrs. Craik, read the language; she had been much in France, like many of our Scottish gentlefolk. Perhaps t was her very castle that we observed as we came near the town, with the quaint round tower that stood apart.

T was the chapel of Madame, said the old French serving man on a sudden, and in good English. Messieurs will pardon me, but my grandfather was long ago one of her head foresters.

The gentlemen turned and received this information with a politeness equal to that with which it was given.

T is a fine country, France, said the little captain handsomely. Let us fill our glasses again to the glory of France and the success of our expedition. Then, Let us drink to old England too, Mr. Wallingford, and that she may be brought to reason, he added unexpectedly, when they had drunk the first toast. There is no such soldier-breeder as England; and as for her sailors, they are the Northmen of old, born again for the glory of a later time.

The next day but two they came into the gate of Paris, and saw the dark prison of the Bastille, the Tour St. Jacques, and the great cathedral of Notre Dame. It was late afternoon, and Paris looked like a greater Vitré, but with higher houses that also nodded together, and a busier world of shops and palaces and churches. Wallingford returned with older eyes to see much that had escaped him as a boy. And to Captain Paul Jones there was a noble assurance in finding the capital city of his adopted countrys allies so rich and splendid; above all, so frankly gay. There was none of the prim discretion of those English and Scottish towns with which he was most familiar. Paris was in her prime, and was wholly independent of trifles, like a fine lady who admitted these two admiring strangers to the hospitality of her house, with the unconcern of one whose dwelling was well furnished and well served. The old French kings had gone away one by one, and left their palaces behind them, — the long façades of the Louvre, and the pleasant courts of the Palais Royal, and many another noble pile. Here in Paris, Mr. Benjamin Franklin, the Bon Homme Richard, was bearing his difficult honors as first citizen of a new republic, and living on good terms with the best gentlemen of France. His house, which he had from Monsieur Le Ray de Chaumont, was at the other end of Paris, at Passy, a village beyond the suburbs of the great town; and next morning, the young men, well mounted, rode thither with a groom behind them, and alighted at the Commissioners door.

Mr. Benjamin Franklin was in the midst of his morning affairs. He was dressed in a suit of reddish-brown velvet, with white stockings, and had laid his white hat beside him on a table which was covered with papers and a few serious-looking books. It was a Tuesday, and he had been to court with the rest of the diplomats, having lately been presented, with the two American Commissioners, his fellows, to his majesty the King.

He rose with a courteous air of welcome, as the young men entered, and looked sharply at them, and then at their uniforms with much indulgent interest.

You are the representatives of our navy. T is a very dignified dress; I am glad to see it, — and to receive its wearers, he added, smiling, while the officers bowed again gravely.

I was in a poor enough undress at my first visit, and fresh from travel in the worst of weather, said Paul Jones, lowering his voice at the sad remembrance.

Mr. Wallingford! and the old Commissioner turned quickly toward the younger guest. I remember you as a lad in Portsmouth. As for my good friend your honored father, he will be unforgettable to those who knew him. You begin to wear his looks; they will increase, I think, as you gather age. Sit ye down, gentlemen, sit ye down! and he waved them to two straight chairs which stood side by side at some distance down the room, in the French fashion. Then he seated himself again behind his table, and gave audience.

Captain Paul Jones was occupied for a moment in placing his heavy sword. Wallingford was still looking eagerly toward their host.

You are very good to remember me, sir, he said. I counted it a great honor that my father let me attend him that day, at Mr. Warners dinner. You will be pleased to know that the lightning conductors are still in place on the house, and are much shown to strangers in these days as being of your planning.

The philosopher smiled at his young friends warmth; there was something most homely and amiable mingled with his great dignity.

And my friend Mr. John Langdon? I have deeply considered our dispatches from him, and especially the letter from Robert Morris, which agrees in the main with your own ideas, sir, and he bowed to Captain Paul Jones. And my friend Langdon? he repeated, looking for his answer to the lieutenant. Mr. Langdon was very well, sir, though much wearied with his cares, and sent his best remembrances and respects in case I should be so honored as to see you. And also Mr. Nicholas Gilman, of Exeter, who was with him, beside many Portsmouth gentlemen, your old friends.

Our men at home carry the heaviest burdens, said Mr. Franklin, sighing, yet I wish every day that I might be at home, as they are.

My first lieutenant, Mr. Simpson, is the brother-in-law of Major Langdon, said Captain Paul Jones, flushing like a boy as he spoke. He could not help a somewhat uncomfortable sense of being on the quarter-deck of a commander much greater than himself, and an uncertain feeling about their relations that tried him very much, but he wore a manly look and kept to his quietest manners. He had parted from the Commissioner, at their last interview, in deep distress and a high passion.

You have found Lieutenant Simpson an excellent officer, no doubt, with the large experience of a Portsmouth shipmaster, observed Mr. Franklin blandly. He cast a shrewd look at the captain; but while his firm mouth set itself a little more firmly, there was a humorous gleam of half inquiry, half indulgence, in his wide-set eyes.

You have spoken him, sir, acknowledged Captain Paul Jones, while with equal self-possession and a touch of deference he waited for the Commissioner to lead the conversation further, and thereby did not displease Mr. Franklin, who had feared an interview of angry accusation and indignant resentment. Wallingford, too, was conscious of great pleasure in his captains bearing.

There was a pause, and Mr. Franklin looked again at the captain, and bowed slightly from his chair.

You may say what you have come to say to me, Captain Paul Jones. You can no doubt trust Mr. Wallingford, you see that I have for the moment dismissed my secretary.

I can trust Mr. Wallingford, answered the captain, holding himself steady, but rising from the chair unconsciously, and taking a step nearer to the table. His new cocked hat was crushed under his arm, and Wallingford could see that the whole figure of the man was in a nervous quiver.

I can trust Mr. Wallingford, he repeated sternly, but I am sorry that I cannot say the same of Lieutenant Simpson. I have suffered too much already at his hands through his endeavors to supplant me as commander of the Ranger. He has descended to the poor means of disputing my authority before my crew, and stimulating them in their rebellion and surly feelings. A crew is easily prejudiced against its superiors. You must be well aware, sir, how difficult a proper government may become at sea; t is a hard life at best for crew or captain, and its only safety is in wise control and decent obedience.

Do you desire to make formal complaint of your lieutenant? It is hardly my province, said the Commissioner. The amused look had left his eyes, and they were as firm now as if he were a great judge on the bench.

I respect your anxieties, he added next moment, when he saw that he held the captain in check. I am not unaware of your high aims, your great disappointment, or your most difficult conditions of the present. But these conditions and the varieties of human nature among so large a ships company were not unknown to you. The uncongenial man and the self-seeking, unwilling assistant must always be borne with patience, among our fellows. Besides, we pardon anything to those we love, and forgive nothing to those we hate. You may go on, sir.

The trouble has come in great measure from an open understanding, long before we set sail out of Portsmouth, that I was to be given another frigate immediately upon my arrival, and that Simpson was to take command of the Ranger in my stead, said Paul Jones. Now that all is over in regard to the Indien, he can fret under the long delay no worse than I, but shows his impatience of my orders at times and seasons when it ill befits him, and most wrongs and debases me; he behaves, on the slightest provocation, as if I had deeply injured him, and gives no reason why. He is my senior in age, which has added much to the difficulty between us. He loses no chance to hint that I am bent on selfish ends; even, I believe, that my principles, my character, may be questioned in this matter. My crew have become sensitive to the fear that I cannot be trusted, owing to my Scottish birth and early life spent upon British vessels, — as if they were any of them of a very different blood and descent! There is a worse man on board than Simpson, a man named Dickson, who, to further his own ends, furthers the lieutenants. He has insisted from the first that Mr. Wallingford is a Tory spy, and that the Ranger should be in the hands of those who could fill their pockets with prize money. He, and perhaps Simpson himself, bewail their disappointment at discovering that a man-of-war is not the same as a privateer. Their ignorance of statecraft and the laws of naval science and duty seems to make them smile with derision at all proper discipline as if at some pompous horseplay.

The captains face was red now, and his voice sharpening to undue loudness; but at an anxious gesture from Wallingford he grew quiet again.

I come to ask you, Mr. Commissioner, if by any means I can further this business and hasten my transfer to another ship; but I must first do what I can with the Ranger. She is unfit for any great action, but we can make a pretty showing in small matters. My head is full of ideas which I should be glad to lay before you. I desire to strike a smart blow at the English coast, to counteract the burnings of our towns at home, and the interference with our shipping, and to stop the prisoning of our sailors. I can light a fire in England that will show them we are a people to be feared, and not teased and laughed at. I ask you now how far France is ready to help me.

We have good friends in England still, said the Commissioner slowly. Some of the best minds and best characters among Englishmen see our question of the colonies with perfect fairness; the common people are in great part for us, too, and I have not yet lost hope that they may win the day. But of late things have gone almost too far for hope. Mr. Wallingford, and he turned abruptly toward the lieutenant, I must not forget to ask you for your mothers health. I have thought of her many times in her widowhood; she would ill bear the saddest loss that can fall upon any of us, but she would bear it nobly.

The captain felt himself silenced in the very gathering and uplift of his eloquence, when he was only delayed out of kind consideration. Roger Wallingford answered the kind old man briefly and with deep feeling; then the conference went on. The captain was in full force of his honest determination.

Since I cannot have the Indien, as we well know, what ship can I have? he demanded. Shall I do what I can with the Ranger? T were far better than such idleness as this. When I have seen my friend the Duke of Chartres again, things may take a turn.

He can do much for you, answered Franklin. I have been told that he speaks of you everywhere with respect and affection. These things count like solid gold with the indifferent populace, ready to take either side of a great question.

I feel sure, sir, that the blow must be struck quickly, if at all, urged the captain. If nothing is to be expected from France, I must do the best I can with the means in my hand. I must make some use of the Ranger; we have already lost far too much time. They hampered and delayed me in Portsmouth for month upon month, when I might have been effective here.

When you are as old as I, Captain Paul Jones, you will have learned that delays appear sometimes to be the work of those who are wiser than we. If life has anything to teach us, it is patience; but patience is the hardest thing to teach those men who have the makings of a hero in their breasts. And again he fell into expectant silence, and sat behind his table looking straight at the captain. Wallingfords heart was touched by a recognition of Paul Joness character, which had been so simply spoken; but that man of power and action took no notice himself, except to put on a still more eager look, and shift his footing as he stood, doing honor from his heart to Mr. Franklin.

Will you not sit, captain? We have much talk before us. It astonishes me that you should have gained so warm a love for your adopted country, said the Commissioner.

I have to confess that England has been to me but a cruel stepmother. I loved her and tried to serve her, boy and man, answered the other. When I went to live in Virginia, I learned to love my new country as a lover loves his mistress. God forgive me if I have sometimes been rash in my service, but Glory has always shone like a star in my sky, and in America a man is sure of a future if it is in his own breast to make one. At home everything is fixed; there are walls that none but the very greatest have ever climbed. Glory is all my dream; there is no holding back in me when I think of it; my poor goods and my poor life are only for it. Help me, sir, help me to get my opportunity. You shall see that I am at heart a true American, and that I know my business as a sailor. Do not join with those who, with petty quibbles and excuses, would hold me back!

The passion of Paul Jones, the fire and manly beauty in his face, his look of high spirit, would have moved two duller hearts than belonged to his listeners. Mr. Franklin still sat there with his calm old face, and a look of pleasant acceptance in his eyes.

Yes, you are willing to go forward; the feet of young men are ever set toward danger, he said. I repeat that we must sometimes be heroes at waiting. To your faith you must add patience. Your life of effort, like mine, must teach you that, but I have had longer to learn the lesson. I shall do all that I can for you. I respect your present difficulties, but we have to live in the world as it is: we cannot refashion the world; our task is with ourselves.

Quel plaisir! said the little captain bitterly, under his breath.

The pleasant French room, with its long windows set open to the formal garden, was so silent for a time that at last all three of the men were startled by a footstep coming out of the distance toward them, along the loose pebbles of the garden walk. They could not help the feeling that a messenger was coming from the world outside; but as the sound approached the window they recognized the easy clack of a pair of wooden shoes, and the young gardener who wore them began to sing a gay little French song. Captain Paul Jones moved impatiently, but Mr. Franklin had taken the time for thought.

My friend Mr. David Hartley, a member of Parliament, who has been my willing agent in what attempts could be made to succor our prisoned sailors, begs me to have patience, he said reflectively. He still thinks that nothing should persuade America to throw herself into the arms of France; for times are sure to mend, and an American must always be a stranger in France, while Great Britain will be our natural home for ages to come. But I recalled to him, in my answer, the fact that his nation is hiring all the cutthroats it can collect, of all countries and colors, to destroy us. It would be hard to persuade us not to ask or accept aid from any power that may be prevailed with to grant it, for the reason that, though we are now put to the sword, we may at some future time be treated kindly!

This expects too much patience of us altogether, he continued. Americans have been treated with cordiality and affectionate respect here in France, as they have not been in England when they most deserved it. Now that the English are exasperated against us we have become odious as well as contemptible, and we cannot expect a better treatment for a long time to come. I do not see why we may not, upon an alliance, hope for a steady friendship with France. She has been faithful to little Switzerland these two hundred years!

I cannot find it in my heart to think that our friendship with our mother country is forever broken, urged Wallingford, speaking with anxious solicitude. The bond is too close between us. It is like the troubles that break the happiness of a family in a day of bad weather; it is but a quarrel or fit of the sulks, and when past, the love that is born in our hearts must still hold us together.

You speak truly, my young friend, said the old Commissioner; but we have to remember that the lives of nations are of larger scope, and that the processes of change are of long duration. I think that it may be a century before the old sense of dependence and affection can return, and England and America again put their arms about each other.

Paul Jones fretted in his gilded chair. The carved crest of Monsieur de Chaumont was sharp against his back, and the conversation was becoming much too general.

Our country is like a boy hardly come to manhood yet, who is at every moment afraid that he will not be taken for a man of forty years, said Mr. Franklin, smiling. We have all the faults of youth, but, thank God, the faults of a young country are better than the faults of an old one. It is the young heart that takes the forward step. The day comes when England will love us all the better for what we are doing, but it provokes the mother country now, and grieves the child. If I read their hearts aright, there have been those who thought the mother most deeply hurt, and the child most angry. You will have seen much of the Loyalists, Mr. Wallingford, if I mistake not?

Wallingford colored with boyish confusion. It would seem most natural, sir, if you take my mothers connection into account, he answered honestly. She and her family are among those who have been sure of Englands distress at our behavior. She is of those who inherit the deepest sentiments of affection toward the Crown.

And you have been her antagonist?

The question was kindly put, but it came straight as an arrow, and with such force that Paul Jones forgot his own burning anxiety for the French frigate, and turned to hear Wallingfords answer. All his natural jealousy of a rival in love, and deep-hidden suspicion of a man who had openly confessed himself a conservative, were again roused.

I have taken oath, and I wear the uniform of our American navy, sir, replied Wallingford quietly. My father taught me that a gentleman should stand by his word. I was not among those who wished to hasten so sad a war, and I believe that our victory must be the long defeat of our prosperity; but since there is war and we have become independent, my country has a right to claim my service. The captain knows the circumstances which brought me here, and I thank him for giving me his confidence. The young man blushed like a girl, but Captain Paul Jones smiled and said nothing.

You have spoken like your fathers son, — and like the son of Madam Wallingford, added Mr. Franklin. I must say that I honor your behavior. I trust that your high principle may never fail you, my young friend, but you are putting it to greater strain than if you stood among the Patriots, who can see but one side. The sage old man looked at the lieutenant with a mild benevolence and approval that were staying to the heart. Then a shrewd, quick smile lighted his eyes again.

You should be one of the knights of old come out on his ladys quest, said Mr. Benjamin Franklin; and the young man, who might have blushed again and been annoyed at the jest, only smiled back as he might have smiled at his own father, whose look had sometimes been as kind, as wise and masterful, as this of the old Commissioner.

Captain Paul Jones was in no mind that this hour should be wasted, even though it was a pleasant thing to see an old man and a young one so happily at home together. He wished to speak again for himself, and now rose with a formal air.

Sir, I pray you not to condemn me without hearing me. I have my enemies, as you have come to know. I am convinced that at least one of Mr. Lees secretaries is a British spy. I do not blame England for watching us, but I accuse Mr. Lee. If his fault is ignorance, he is still guilty. I desire also to lay before you my plans for a cruise with the Ranger.

Mr. Roger Wallingford left his own chair with sudden impulse, and stood beside his captain. He was a head taller and a shoulder-breadth broader, with the look of an old-fashioned English country gentleman, in spite of his gold lace and red waistcoat and the cocked hat of a lieutenant of marines.

I have already reminded you, sir, and the other honorable Commissioners, the captain continued, speaking quickly, that I have the promise of a better ship than the Ranger, and that my opportunities of serving the Congress must wait in great measure upon the event of that promise being fulfilled. I have also to make formal complaint of the misdemeanors of some members of my present crew. I have fixed upon the necessity of this, and the even greater necessity for money, as our men lack clothes, and we are running short in every way. Our men are clamorous for their pay; I have advanced them a large sum on my own account. And we are already short of men; we must soon take action in regard to the exchange of prisoners toward this end.

Wait a few moments, Captain, said the Commissioner. Mr. Deane and Mr. Adams should listen to your reasonable requests and discuss these projects. With your permission, we can dispense with the advice of Mr. Lee. I have here under consideration some important plans of the French Minister of Marine.

There was a happy consciousness in the hearts of both the younger men that they had passed a severe examination not wholly without credit, and that the old Commissioner would stand their friend. There were still a few minutes of delay; and while the captain hastily reviewed his own thick budget of papers, Wallingford glanced often at Mr. Franklins worn face and heavy figure, remembering that he had lately said that his life was now at its fag-end, and might be used and taken for what it was worth. All the weight of present cares and all the weariness of age could not forbid the habit of kindly patience and large wisdom which belonged to this very great man.
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You are a dumb gentleman! exclaimed the captain as they came away. You sat there, most of the time, like an elder of the kirk, but you and Mr. Franklin seemed to understand each other all the better. The higher a man gets, the less he needs of speech. My Lord Selkirk and his mates and my dear Duke of Chartres, they do it all with a nod and a single word, but poor folks may chatter the day through. I was not so garrulous myself to-day? he said, appealing for approval; and Wallingford, touched by such humility, hastened to assure him that the business of the Ranger had been, in his opinion, most handsomely conducted. The captains fiery temper might well have mounted its war chariot at certain junctures.

Listen! said Paul Jones, as they climbed the long slopes toward Paris and their good horses settled into a steady gait. I have often been uncertain of you since we came to sea; yet I must have a solid knowledge that you are right at heart, else I could not have had you with me to-day. But you have been so vexingly dumb; you wont speak out, you dont concern yourself! and the captain swore gently under his breath.

Wallingford felt a touch of hot rage; then he laughed easily. Poor Dickson will be disappointed if I do not prove a spy in the end, he said. Look, captain; Mr. Franklin gave me these letters. The packet came for us by the last ship.

The lieutenant had already found time to take a hasty look at two letters of his own; his young heart was heating fast against them at that moment. His mothers prim and delicate handwriting was like a glimpse of her face; and he had seen that Mary Hamilton had also written him in the old friendly, affectionate way, with complete unconsciousness of those doubts and shadows which so shamed his own remembrance.


XXIII. THE SALUTE TO THE FLAG
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NOR DEEM THAT acts heroic wait on chance, 

* * * * * 
The mans whole life preludes the single deed 
That shall decide if his inheritance 
Be with the sifted few of matchless breed.

In midwinter something happened that lifted every true heart on board. There had been dull and dreary weeks on board the Ranger, with plots for desertion among the crew, and a general look of surliness and reproach on all faces. The captain was eagerly impatient in sending his messengers to Nantes when the Paris post might be expected, and was ever disappointed at their return. The discipline of the ship became more strict than before, now that there was little else to command or insist upon. The officers grew tired of one anothers company, and kept to their own quarters, or passed each other without speaking. It was easy, indeed, to be displeased with such a situation, and to fret at such an apparently needless loss of time, even if there were nothing else to fret about.

At last there was some comfort in leaving Nantes, and making even so short a voyage as to the neighboring Breton port of LOrient, where the Ranger was overhauled and refitted for sea; yet even here the men grumbled at their temporary discomforts, and above all regretted Nantes, where they could amuse themselves better ashore. It was a hard, stormy winter, but there were plenty of rich English ships almost within hands reach. Nobody could well understand why they had done nothing, while such easy prey came and went in those waters, from Bordeaux and the coast of Spain, even from Nantes itself.

On a certain Friday orders were given to set sail, and the Ranger made her way along the coast to Quiberon, and anchored there at sunset, before the bays entrance, facing the great curve of the shores. She had much shipping for company: farther in there lay a fine show of French frigates with a convoy, and four ships of the line. The captain scanned these through his glass, and welcomed a great opportunity: he had come upon a division of the French navy, and one of the frigates flew the flag of a rear admiral, La Motte Piqué.

The wind had not fallen at sundown. All night the Ranger tossed about and tugged at her anchor chains, as if she were impatient to continue her adventures, like the men between her sides. All the next day she rode uneasily, and clapped her sailcloth and thrummed her rigging in the squally winter blast, until the sea grew quieter toward sundown. Then Captain Paul Jones sent a boat to the Kings fleet to carry a letter.

The boat was long gone. The distance was little, but difficult in such a sea, yet some of the boats of the country came out in hope of trading with the Rangers men. The poor peasants would venture anything, and a strange-looking, swarthy little man who got aboard nobody knew how, suddenly approached the captain where he stood, ablaze with impatience, on the quarter. At his first word Paul Jones burst with startling readiness into Spanish invective, and then, with a look of pity at the mans poverty of dress in that icy weather, took a bit of gold from his pocket. Barcelona? said he. I have had good days in Barcelona, myself, and bade the Spaniard begone. Then he called him back and asked a few questions, and, summoning a quartermaster, gave orders that he should take the sailors poor gear, and give him a warm coat and cap from the slop chests.

He has lost his ship, and got stranded here, said the captain, with compassion, and then turned again to watch for the boat. You may roll the coat and cap into a bundle; they are quaint-fashioned things, he added carelessly, as the quartermaster went away. The bay was now alive with small Breton traders, and at a short distance away there was a droll little potato fleet making hopefully for the Ranger. The headmost boat, however, was the Rangers own, with an answer to the captains letter. He gave an anxious sigh and laid down his glass. He had sent to say frankly to the rear admiral that he flew the new American flag, and that no foreign power had yet saluted it, and to ask if his own salute to the Royal Navy of France would be properly returned. It was already in the last fluster of the February wind, and the sea was going down; there was no time to be lost. He broke the great seal of his answer with a trembling hand, and at the first glance pressed the letter to his breast.

The French frigates were a little apart from their convoy, and rolled sullenly in a solemn company, their tall masts swaying like time-keepers against the pale winter sky. The low land lay behind them, its line broken here and there by strange mounds, and by ancient altars of the druids, like clumsy, heavy-legged beasts standing against the winter sunset. The captain gave orders to hoist the anchor, nobody knew why, and to spread the sails, when it was no time to put to sea. He stood like a king until all was done, and then passed the word for his gunners to be ready, and steered straight in toward the French fleet.

They all understood now. The little Ranger ran slowly between the frowning ships, looking as warlike as they; her men swarmed like bees into the rigging; her colors ran up to salute the flag of his most Christian Majesty of France, and she fired one by one her salute of thirteen guns.

There was a moment of suspense. The wind was very light now; the powder smoke drifted away, and the flapping sails sounded loud overhead. Would the admiral answer, or would he treat this bold challenge like a handkerchief waved at him from a pleasure boat? Some of the officers on the Ranger looked incredulous, but Paul Jones still held his letter in his hand. There was a puff of white smoke, and the great guns of the French flagship began to shake the air, — one, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine; and then were still, save for their echoes from the low hills about Carnac and the great druid mount of St. Michael.

Gardner, you may tell the men that this was the salute of the King of France to our Republic, and the first high honor to our colors, said the captain proudly to his steersman. But they were all huzzaing now along the Rangers decks, — that little ship whose name shall never be forgotten while her country lives.

We hardly know what this day means, gentlemen, he said soberly to his officers, who came about him. I believe we are at the christening of the greatest nation that was ever born into the world.

The captain lifted his hat, and stood looking up at the Flag.


XXIV. WHITEHAVEN
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THE ONLY HAPPINESS a man ought to ask for is happiness enough to get his work done.

Early in April the Ranger was still waiting to put to sea. She had been made ready and trained for action like a single gun, in her long weeks at Brest. The captain had gone away on a mysterious errand, afterward reported to be a visit to Amsterdam directed by Mr. Franklin, who wished for information regarding the affairs of the Commissioners and the loss of their frigate. Paul Jones carried with him the poor dress of that Spanish seaman who had hoarded him at Quiberon, and made good use of the Basque cap and his own sufficient knowledge of the Spanish language. To Wallingford only he gave any news of the journey, and it was only Wallingford whom he made his constant companion in frequent visits to the Duke of Chartres and his duchess, at their country house near the city.

The Sailor Prince had welcomed this American captain and friend with all the affection with which he had said farewell in Virginia, and hastened to present him to his wife, who was not only one of the most charming of French ladies, and a great-grand-daughter of Louis Quatorze, but granddaughter of the great Count of Toulouse, that sailor son of the King, who had won the famous sea fight off Malaga against the Dutch and English fleets, seventy years before. The beautiful duchess was quick to recognize a hero. She was most proud of her seafaring ancestor, and listened with delight to Paul Jones as he spoke with some French officers of the Malaga victory, and showed his perfect acquaintance with its strategy. She found him handsome, spirited, and full of great qualities, and at once gave her warmest friendship to him and to his cause.

All the degrading side of a sailors life and hardships, all the distresses that Paul Jones and Roger Wallingford had known on board the Ranger, faded away like bad dreams when they stood in her presence. They were both true gentlemen at heart; they were also servants of their own country in France; and now every door flew open before their wishes; the future seemed but one long triumph and delight. Paul Jones, the poor Scottish lad who had steadily followed his splendid vision, had come at last very near to its reality, and to the true joys of an unfailing friendship.

The Ranger sailed out of Brest on the 10th of April. There had been an attempt at mutiny on board, but the captain had quelled that, and mastered the deep-laid plot behind it. Once at sea, everything seemed to be at rights again, since the ship was heading toward the English coast. The captain was silent now, as if always brooding upon great affairs, and appeared to have fallen into a calm state of self-possession; his eyes looked unconscious of whatever minor objects were reflected in their quick mirrors. All his irascibility was for the moment gone; his face was thoughtful and even melancholy, with a look as if at last he possessed some secret happiness and assurance. Glory herself had become strangely identified with a beautiful French princess, and he had made a vow to high Heaven that he would some day lay an English frigate at her feet, and show himself worthy of her confidence and most inspiriting sympathy. The captain had spoken to her of all his hard and hopeful life as he had never spoken to any one; she even knew the story of Wallingford, and their relations to Mary Hamilton and to each other. The Duchess of Chartres had listened eagerly, and next day said a word to the lieutenant that made his young heart fairly quiver at such exquisite understanding; to the captain she had spoken only of Glory as they both understood it, and of a heros task and sacrifice.

The Ranger headed past the Channel and into the Irish Sea. At last she stood over from the Isle of Man until the shores of England were close at hand, behind a shifting veil of fog, and even those among the Rangers crew whose best dreams were of prizes were not unsatisfied with their prospects. When the gusty wind beat back the fog, they could see the mountains of Cumberland; and the shapes of those solid heights looked well to the eye, after the low lines of the French coast they had left behind. They passed St. Bees Head, keeping well at sea; and the captain did some petty trading with poor fishermen, to learn how things stood now at Whitehaven, and whether there might be frigates in those waters, or any foe too great for so bold a venturer. They were beating against the easterly winds, and steadily nearing the shore. They could see no large-looking ships when the fog lifted, though it was a region where much shipping went and came. There was possible danger of alarm, and that their sailing from Brest had been heralded by treachery. The captain was alive in every nerve, and held himself steady, like a tiger in the night, whose best weapons must be speed and silence.

Wallingford stood long on deck in the late afternoon, leaning against the gun in his wonted place, and troubled by the persistent reluctance of his heart. These were the shores of England, and he was bound to do them harm. He was not the first man who found it hard to fight against the old familiar flag which a few months earlier had been his own. He had once spent a few months in the old country, after his college course had ended, — a boy of eighteen, who looked on at life admiringly, as if it were a play. He had been happy enough in London then, and in some country houses, where old family friends of both his father and his mother had shown him much kindness, and the days had gone by not so unlike the fashion of life at home. The merchants and gentlefolk of New England had long been rich enough to live at ease, and Boston and Portsmouth, with Salem and the harbor towns between, were themselves but tiny Londons in those happier days before the war. Each had a few men of learning and women of the world, and were small satellites that borrowed their lesser light from a central sun. Wallingford knew enough of the solid force and dignity of England to wince at the ignorant talk of the crew about so formidable an enemy, and again his heart grew heavy with regret that this mother and child among the nations had been so rashly drawn into the cruelties of war. The King and those who flattered him were wrong enough, God forgive them! But the great Earl of Chatham, and Mr. Fox, and many another man of authority and power had stood for the colonies. For a moment this heavy young heart grew even heavier with the thought of being the accomplice of France in such a short-sighted business, but next moment Wallingford angrily shook himself free from such fears as these. They were the thoughts that had been born in him, not his own determination: he had come to fight for the colonies, and would trample down both his fears and his opinions once for all on the Rangers deck. The lieutenant looked down at the solid deck planks where he stood, — they had grown out of the honest ground of his own neighborhood; he had come to love his duty, after all, and even to love his ship. Up went his head again, and his heart was once more hot within him; the only question now was, what did the captain mean to do?

The light began to fade, and evening to fall. The men were heaving the lead, and the captain watched them, listening anxiously as they told their soundings with the practiced drawl and quaint phrases that old seamen use. They could now and then catch a glimpse of small houses on the shore. The ship was evidently in shoal water, and the fog lifted and parted and thickened again, as if a skyful of clouds had dropped upon the sea.

Presently the word was passed to let go the anchor; and the storm of oaths and exclamations which this involved, owing to some unexpected hindrance, grew so tiresome to the lieutenant that he left the place where he had been standing, to go below again.

Look, look, mon ami! urged the captain eagerly; and Wallingford turned to see that the fog had driven away, while Paul Jones pointed toward a large town, and a forest of vessels lying in the bay before it, — a huge flock of shipping for such a port. The Irish Sea had emptied itself into Whitehaven, and the wind had gone down; not a sloop or a snow, and not a little brig in a hurry, could put to sea again that April night.

T is old Whitehaven, said Paul Jones. Now I ll show them that they have made an enemy! Now they ll know we are to be feared, not laughed at! I ll put an end to all their burnings in America. I ll harry their own coasts now, and frighten them back into their hills before Im done. I ll sweep them off their own seas! My chance is in my hand!

Dickson presented himself at this moment. The captain would not have had him listening, and turned upon him angrily to hear what he had to say.

Thick as coasters in Portsmouth lower harbor in a northeast blow, commented the unwelcome officer, but thats no such handsome town as ours.

T is a town of three hundred ships, mostly in the coal trade, and ranks close to Newcastle in Northumberland; t is a town large enough to be charged with six hundred men for his Majestys navy, and the captain scowled. We need not take it for a poor fishing village till we have seen it better. A more uncertain coast, from the shifting sands, I do not remember to have known; but I can keep the main channels well enough through long acquaintance, he added, in a lower voice. Now we are out of this dungeon of fog, thank God, and I shall creep in still and steady as a snail when I get ready.

They could see the gleam of white cliffs now, as the fog rolled up the hills.

T is full of poor miners there, burrowing like moles in the dark earth, said the captain pityingly,— a wretched life for a Christian! Then he went to his cabin, and called his officers about him, and gave orders for the nights work.

I loved Britain as a man may only love his mother country; but I was misjudged, and treated with such bitter harshness and contempt in my younger days that I renounced my very birthright! said Paul Jones, turning to Wallingford with a strange impulse of sadness when the other men had gone. I cannot help it now; I have made the break, and have given my whole allegiance to our new Republic, and all the strength of me shall count for something in the building of her noble future. Therefore I fight her battles, at whatever cost and on whatever soil. Being a sailor, I fight as a sailor, and I am here close to the soil that bore me. T is against a mans own heart, but I am bent upon my duty, though it cost me dear.

Wallingford did not speak, — his own reluctance was but hardly overcome; he could not take his eyes off the captain, who had grown unconscious of his presence. It was a manly face and bold look, but when at rest there was something of sad patience in the eyes and boyish mouth, — something that told of bafflings and disappointments and bitter hardness in a life that had so breathlessly climbed the steep ladder of ambition. The flashing fire of his roused spirit, the look of eager bravery, were both absent now, leaving in their places something of great distinction, but a wistfulness too, a look hungry for sympathy, — that pathetic look of simple bewilderment which sometimes belongs to dreamers and enthusiasts who do not know whither they are being led.

The wind was down, so that there was no hope, as at first, of the Rangers running in closer to the harbor, with all her fighting force and good armament of guns. There was still light enough to see that no man-of-war was standing guard over so many merchantmen. The Ranger herself looked innocent enough from shore, on her far anchorage; but when darkness fell they hove up the anchor and crept in a little way, till the tide turned to go out and it was too dangerous among the shoals. They anchored once more, yet at too great a distance. Hours of delay ran by, and when the boats were lowered at last there was hindrance still. Some preparations that the captain had ordered were much belated, to his great dismay; discipline was of no avail; they were behindhand in starting; the sky was clear of clouds now, and the night would be all the shorter.

The officers were silent, wrapped in their heavy boat-cloaks, and the men rowed with all the force that was in them. The captain had the surgeon with him in one boat, and some midshipmen, and the other boat was in charge of Lieutenant Wallingford, with Dickson and Hall.

There were thirty picked seamen, more or less, in the party; the boats were crowded and loaded to the gunwale, and they parted company like thieves in the night to work their daring purposes. The old town of Whitehaven lay quiet; there was already a faint light of coming dawn above the Cumberland Hills when they came to the outer pier; there was a dim gleam of snow on the heights under the bright stars, and the air was bitter cold. An old sea was running high after the late storms, and the boats dragged slowly on their errand. The captain grew fierce and restless, and cursed the rowers for their slowness; and the old town of Whitehaven and all her shipping lay sound asleep.

The captains boat came in first; he gave his orders with sure acquaintance, and looked about him eagerly, smiling at some ancient-looking vessels as if they were old friends, and calling them by name. What with the stormy weather of the past week, and an alarm about some Yankee pirates that might be coming on the coast, they had all flocked in like sheep, and lay stranded now as the tide left them. There was a loud barking of dogs from deck to deck, but it soon ceased. Both the boats had brought what freight they could stow of pitch and kindlings, and they followed their orders; the captains boat going to the south side, and Wallingfords to the north, to set fires among the shipping. There was not a moment to be lost.

On the south side of the harbor, where the captain went, were the larger ships, many of them merchantmen of three or four hundred tons burthen; on the north side were smaller craft of every sort, Dutch doggers and the humble coast-wise crafts that made the living of a family, — each poor fish boat furnishing the tool for a hard and meagre existence. On few of these was there any riding light or watch; there was mutual protection in such a company, and the harbor was like a gateless poultry-yard, into which the captain of the Ranger came boldly like a fox.

He ran his boat ashore below the fort, and sent most of her crew to set fires among the vessels, while he mounted the walls with a few followers, and found the sentinels nothing to be feared: they were all asleep in the guardhouse, such was the peace and prosperity of their lives. It was easy enough to stop them from giving alarm, and leave them fast-bound and gagged, to find the last half of the night longer than the first of it. A few ancient cannon were easily spiked, and the captain ran like a boy at Saturday-afternoon bird-nesting to the fort beyond to put some other guns out of commission; they might make mischief for him, should the town awake.

Come after me! he called. I am at home here! And the men at his heels marveled at him more than ever, now that they were hand to hand with such an instant piece of business. It took a man that was half devil to do what the captain was doing, and they followed as if they loved him. He stopped now in a frenzy of sudden rage. They have had time enough already to start the burning; what keeps them? There should be a dozen fires lit now! he cried, as he ran back to the waterside. The rest of the boats crew were standing where he had left them, and met his reproaches with scared faces: they had their pitch and tar with them, and had boarded a vessel, but the candles in their dark lanterns, which were to start the blaze, had flickered and gone out. Somebody had cut them short: it was a dirty trick, and was done on purpose. They told in loud, indignant whispers that they had chosen an old deserted ship that would have kindled everything near her, but they had no light left. And the sky was fast brightening.

The captains face was awful to look at, as he stood aghast. There was no sight of fire across the harbor, either, and no quick snake of flame could be seen running up the masts. He stood for one terrible moment in silence and despair. And no flint and steel among us, on such an errand! he gasped. Come with me, Green! he commanded, and set forth again, running like a deer back into the town.

It took but a minute to pass, by a narrow way, among some poor stone houses and out across a bit of open ground, to a cottage poorer and lower than any, and here Paul Jones lifted the clumsy latch. It was a cottage of a single room, and his companion followed hastily, and stood waiting close behind oil the threshold.

Nancy, Nancy, my dear! said the captain, in a gentle voice, but thrusting back a warning hand to keep the surgeon out. Nancy, ye ll not be frightened; t is no thief, but your poor laddie, John Paul, that you wintered long ago with a hurt leg, an he having none other that would friend him. I ve come now but to friend you and to beg a light.

There was a cry of joy and a sound of some one rising in the bed, and the surgeon heard the captains hasty steps as he crossed the room in the dark and kissed the old creature, who began to chatter in her feeble voice.

Yes, heres your old tinder box in its place on the chimney, said the captain hastily. Im only distressed for a light, Mother Nancy, and my boat just landing. Here s for ye till I get ashore again from my ship, and there was a sound of a heavy handful of money falling on the bed.

Tak the best candle, child, she cried, an promise me ye ll be ashore again the morns morn an let me see your bonny eyes by day! I said yed come, — I always said yed come! But the two men were past hearing any more, as they ran away with their treasure.

Why in Gods name did you leave the door wide open? said the surgeon. She ll die of a pleurisy, and your gold will only serve to bury her!

There was no time for dallying. The heap of combustibles on one old vessels deck was quick set afire now and flung down the hatches, and a barrel of tar was poured into the thick-mounting flames; this old brig was well careened against another, and their yards were fouled. There was no time to do more; the two would easily scatter fire to all their neighborhood when the morning wind sprung up to help them, and the captain and his men must put off to sea. There were still no signs of life on the shore or the fort above.

They all gathered to the boat; the oarsmen were getting their places, when all at once there was a cry among the lanes close by, and a crowd of men were upon them. The alarm had been given, and the Rangers men were pressed hard in a desperate, close fight. The captain stood on the end of the little pier with his pistol, and held back some of the attacking party for one terrible minute, till all his men were in. Lay out, lay out, my boys! he cried then from his own place in the stern. There were bullets raining about them, but they were quick out of harms way on the water. There was not a man of that boats company could forget the captains calmness and daring, as they saw him stand against the angry crowd.

The flames were leaping up the rigging of the burning ship; the shore was alive with men; there were crowds of people swarming away up among the hills beyond the houses. There had been a cannon overlooked, or some old ships gun lay upon the beach, which presently spoke with futile bravado, bellowing its hasty charge when the captains boat was well out upon the bay. The hills were black with frightened folk, as if Whitehaven were a ruined ant-hill; the poor town was in a terror. On the other side of the harbor there was no blaze even yet, and the captain stood in his boat, swaying to its quick movement, with anxious eyes set to looking for the other men. There were people running along the harbor side, and excited shapes on the decks of the merchantmen; suddenly, to his relief of mind, he saw the other boat coming out from behind a Dutch brig.

Lieutenant Hall was in command of her now, and he stood up and saluted when he came near enough to speak.

Our lights failed us, sir, he said, looking very grave; somebody had tampered with all our candles before we left the ship. An alarm was given almost at once, and our landing party was attacked. Mr. Dickson was set upon and injured, but escaped. Mr. Wallingford is left ashore.

The alarm was given just after we separated, said Dickson, lifting himself from the bottom of the boat. I heard loud cries for the guard, and a man set upon me, so that I am near murdered. They could not have watched us coming. You see there has been treachery; our fine lieutenant has stayed ashore from choice.

That will do, sir! blazed the captain. I must hear what you have done with Wallingford. Let us get back to our ship! And the two boats sped away with what swiftness they could across the great stretch of rough water. Some of the men were regretful, but some wore a hard and surly look as they bent to their heavy oars.


XXV. A MANS CHARACTER
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Yet have they still such eyes to wait on them 
As are too piercing; that they can behold 
And penetrate the Inwards of the Heart.

The men left on board the Ranger, with Lieutenant Simpson in command, who had been watching all these long hours, now saw clouds of smoke rising from among the shipping, but none from the other side of the town, where they knew the captain had ordered many fires to be set among the warehouses. The two boats were at last seen returning in company, and the Ranger, which had drifted seaward, made shift with the morning breeze to wear a little nearer and pick them up. There was a great smoke in the harbor, but the town itself stood safe.

The captain looked back eagerly from the height of the deck after he came aboard; then his face fell. I have been balked of my purpose! he cried. Curse such treachery among ye! Thank God, I ve frightened them, and shown what a Yankee captain may dare to do! If I had been an hour earlier, and no sneaking cur had tampered with our lights — 

He was pale with excitement, and stood there at first triumphant, and next instant cursing his hard luck. The smoke among the shipping was already less; the Ranger was running seaward, as if the mountains had waked all their sleepy winds and sent them out to hurry her.

There was a crowd on deck about the men who had returned, and the sailors on the yards were calling down to their fellows to ask questions. The captain had so far taken no notice of any one, or even of this great confusion.

Whos your gentleman now? Dicksons voice suddenly rang triumphant, like a cracked trumpet, above the sounds of bragging narrative that were punctuated by oaths to both heaven and the underworld. Who s a traitor and a damned white-livered dog of a Tory now? Who dropped our spare candles overboard, and dirtied his pretty fingers to spoil the rest? Who gave alarm quick s he got his boat ashore, and might have had us all strung up on their English gallows before sunset?

Dickson was standing with his back against the mast, with a close-shouldered audience about him, officious to give exact details of the expedition. Aloft, they stopped who were shaking out the sails, and tried to hear what he was saying. At this moment old Cooper lowered himself hand over hand, coming down on the run into the middle of the company before he could be stopped, and struck Dickson a mighty blow in the breast that knocked him breathless. Some of Dicksons followers set upon Cooper in return; but he twisted out of their clutch, being a man of great strength and size, and took himself off to a little distance, where he stood and looked up imploringly at the captain, and then dropped his big head into his hands and began to sob. The captain came to the edge of the quarter-deck and looked down at him without speaking. Just then Dickson was able to recover speech; he had nearly every man aboard for his audience.

You had ten minutes to the good afore Mr. Wallingford follered ye! bellowed Hanscom, one of the Berwick men who had been in the same boat.

I saw nothing of the judges noble son; he took good care of that! answered Dickson boldly; and there was a cry of approval among those who had suspected Wallingford. They were now in the right; they at last had proof that Wallingford deserved the name of traitor, or any evil name they might be disposed to call him. Every man in the lieutenants boat was eager to be heard and to tell his own story. Mr. Hall had disappeared; as for Wallingford, he was not there to plead for himself, and his accusers had it all their own way.

I tell ye I aint afraid but hes all right! A mans character ought to count for something! cried Hanscom. But there was a roar of contempt from those who had said from the first that a Tory was a Tory, and that Wallingford had no business to be playing at officer aboard the Ranger, and making shift to stand among proper seamen. He had gone ashore alone and stayed ashore, and there had been a sudden alarm in the town: the black truth stared everybody in the face.

The captains first rage had already quieted in these few minutes since they had come aboard, and his face had settled into a look of stolid disappointment and weariness. He had given Whitehaven a great fright, — that was something; the news of it would quickly travel along the coast. He went to his cabin now, and summoned Dickson and Hall to make their statements. Lieutenant Hall had no wish to be the speaker, but the fluent Dickson, battered and water-soaked, minutely described the experience of the boats company. It certainly seemed true enough that Wallingford had deserted. Lieutenant Hall could contradict nothing that was said, though the captain directly appealed to him more than once.

After all, we have only your own word for what happened on shore, said the captain brutally, as if Dickson were but a witness in court before the opposing attorney.

You have only my word, said Dickson. I suppose you think that you can doubt it. At least you can see that I have suffered. I feel the effects of the blows, and my clothes are dripping here on your cabin floor in a way that will cause you discomfort. I have already told you all I can.

I know not what to believe, answered Paul Jones, after a moments reflection, but taking no notice of the mans really suffering condition. The captain stood mute, looking squarely into Dicksons face, as if he were still speaking. It was very uncomfortable. Lieutenant Wallingford is a man of character. Some misfortune may have overtaken him; at the last moment — 

He made the most of the moments he had, sneered Dickson then. The watch was upon us; I had hard work to escape. I tried to do my best.

Tried! roared the captain. Whats trying? Tis the excuse of a whiner to say he tried; a man either does the thing he ought, or he does it not. I gave your orders with care, sir; the treachery began here on hoard. There should have been fires set in those spots I commanded. T was the business of my officers to see that this was done, and to have their proper lights at hand. Curse such incompetence! Curse your self-seeking and your jealousy of me and one another! he railed. This is what you count for when my work is at the pinch! If only my good fellows of the Alfred had been with me, I might have laid three hundred ships in ashes, with half Whitehaven town.

Dicksons face wore a fresh look of triumph; the captains hopes were confessedly dashed to ground, and the listener was the better pleased. Hall, a decent man, looked sorry enough; but Dicksons expression of countenance lent fuel to the flames of wrath, and the captain saw his look.

I could sooner believe that last nights villain were yourself, sir! he blazed out suddenly, and Dicksons smug face grew a horrid color. The attack was so furious that he was not without fear; a better man would have suffered shame.

I take that from nobody. You forget yourself, Captain Jones, he managed to say, with choking throat; and then the vipers instinct in his breast made him take revenge. You should be more civil to your officers, sir; you have insulted too many of us. Remember that we are American citizens, and you have given even Mr. Wallingford good reason to hate you. He is of a slow sort, but he may have bided his time!

The bravery of the hypocrite counted for much. Paul Jones stared at him for a moment, wounded to the quick, and speechless. Then, You sneaking thief! he hissed between his teeth. Am I to be baited by a coward like you? We ll see whos the better man! But at this lamentable juncture Lieutenant Hall stepped between, and by dint of hard pushing urged the offending Dickson to the deck again. Such low quarrels were getting to be too common on the Ranger, but this time he was not unwilling to take the captains part. Dickson was chilled to the bone, and his teeth were chattering; the bruises on his face were swelling fast. He looked like a man that had been foully dealt with, — first well pounded and then ducked, as Hall had once seen an offender treated by angry fishwives in the port of Leith.

There was much heaviness among those Berwick men who stood bravely for Roger Wallingford; one of them, at least, refused to be comforted, and turned his face to the wall in sorrow when the lieutenants fate was discussed. At first he had boldly insisted that they would soon find out the truth; but there were those who were ready to confute every argument, even that of experience, and now even poor Cooper went sad and silent about his work, and fought the young squires enemies no more.


XXVI. THEY HAVE MADE PREY OF HIM
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IMPLACABLE HATE, PATIENT cunning, and a sleepless refinement of device to inflict the extremest anguish on an enemy, these things are evil.

While Wallingford insisted that he must carry out the captains plain instructions to the letter, the moment their boat touched the landing steps Dickson leaped over the side and ran up the pier. He had said, carelessly, that it was no use to risk several lives where one might serve; it was possible that they had been seen approaching, and he would go and play the scout, and select their buildings for firing. Both the lieutenants, Wallingford and Hall, took this breach of discipline angrily; there seemed to be an aggravating desire in Dicksons heart to put himself first now when it would count to his own gain. Their orders had been to leave the boat in his charge while the landing party was away; and in the next few moments, when he had disappeared into the narrow street that led up from the small pier, Wallingford grew uneasy, and went ashore himself. He climbed to the top of the pier, and then heard Dicksons voice calling at no great distance as if for help. As he started to run that way, he shouted to the men below to follow him.

His voice was lost in the noise of waves lapping and splashing about them against the pier; they heard his cry, but could not tell what it meant, or whether they should stay or go. The captains orders had been strict that all three of the elder officers should not leave the boat at once. Young Hill, the midshipman, a fine brave fellow, now landed; but in the dim light he could see nobody, and returned. The discovery was then made that they had all their kindlings and tar in readiness, but there were no candles left in the two lanterns, and the bag of spare candles and tinder box which the midshipman had in charge was no longer to be found in the boat. It had been laid next the thwart, and in crossing some rough water might have fallen overboard, though nobody could understand the accident.

They could only wait now, in mortification and distress, for Wallingfords return, and some minutes passed in a grievous uncertainty.

The lieutenant had much resented Dicksons show of authority, and feared the ill success of his errand; although he had no liking for the man, it was no time to consider personalities; they were all on duty, and must report to their commander. It was certainly dangerous for a man to venture ashore alone, and the first distant outcry set him running at the top of his speed, expecting the landing party to follow.

Wallingford was light-footed, and as he ran he plainly heard Dicksons voice once more, and then all was silent. He hurried along, keeping close to the walls of warehouses, and came next into a street of common, poor dwellings of the seafaring folk. Then he stopped and listened, and whistled a call familiar enough to Dickson or any man of the Somersworth and Berwick neighborhoods, as if they had strayed from each other hunting in the old York woods. There was no answer, and he turned to go back; he must rejoin his men and attend to duty, and Dickson must take care of himself. There were dark alleys that led from this narrow thoroughfare to the water side; he heard footfalls, and again stood listening in the shelter of a deep doorway, when a group of half-dressed men burst out of a side lane, armed, and with a soldier or two among them. They ran down the street toward the shore, and took a short way round a corner. Wallingford heard a word or two which made him sure they had been given warning; it flashed through his brain that this was Dicksons business and plan for revenge. If their own men were still in the boat or near it, — which seemed likely, since they had not followed him, — they would be safe enough, but danger threatened them all. There was a sound of gathering voices and frightened outcries and slamming doors beyond in the town, as if the whole place were astir, and the morning light was growing fast in the sky, and making a new day in the dark little street. There was nothing for Wallingford to do but to hurry back to the boat as best he might. In some of the neighboring houses they had heard the guard go by, and sleepy heads were appearing to learn the news. The lieutenant made haste. Just as he passed the side passage whence the men had come, Dickson himself appeared through an archway just beyond, and stopped to call, Watch! Watch! The Yankees are in the town to set it burning! Watch! Watch! he was crying at the top of his lungs, instead of that faint Help! Help! which had seemed to cry for mercy in Wallingfords ears, and had enticed him into peril of his life.

With one bound Wallingford leaped upon the scoundrel and caught him in a mighty clutch. There was the look of a fiend in Dicksons face, in the dim light, as he turned and saw the man he hated most, and the two clinched in a fury. Then Dickson remembered the straight knife in his belt, and as they fought he twisted himself free enough to get it in his hand and strike; next moment Wallingford was flat on the cobblestones, heavily fallen with a deep cut in his shoulder.

There were men running their way, and Dickson fled before them. He had been badly mauled before the trick of stabbing could set him free; the breath was sobbing out of his lungs from the struggle, but he ran unhindered to the pier end, past the gaping townsfolk, and threw himself into the water, striking out for the boat, which had drawn well away from shore. There was a loud shout at his escape, but he was a good swimmer. They were watching from the boat, and when they saw that Dickson lagged, they drew nearer and dragged him in. It was all in a moment; there was firing at them now from the shore. Hall and the midshipman were at the very worst of their disappointment; they had failed in their errand; the whole thing was a fiasco, and worse.

Then Dickson, though sick and heavy from such an intake of salt water, managed to speak and tell them that Wallingford had waked the town; he must have found the guardhouse at once, for the watch was out, and had even set upon himself as he returned. He had reconnoitred carefully and found all safe, when he heard a man behind him, and had to fight for his life. Then he heard Wallingford calling and beating upon the doors. They might know whether they had shipped a Tory, now! Dickson could speak no more, and sank down, as if he were spent indeed, into the bottom of the boat. He could tell already where every blow had struck him, and a faintness weakened his not too sturdy frame.

Now they could see the shipping all afire across the harbor as they drew out; the other boats party had done their work, and it was near to broad day. Now the people were running and crying confusion, and boats were putting out along the shore, and an alarm bell kept up an incessant ringing in the town. The Rangers men rowed with all their might. Dickson did not even care because the captain would give the boat a rating; he had paid back old scores to the lofty young squire, his enemy and scorner; the fault of their failure would be Wallingfords. His heart was light enough; he had done his work well. If Wallingford was not already dead or bleeding to death like a pig, back there in the street, the Whitehaven folk were like to make a pretty hanging of him before sunset. There was one pity, — he had left his knife sticking in the Torys shoulder, and this caused a moment of sharp regret; but it was a plain sailors knife which he had lately got by chance at Brest, and there were no witnesses to the encounter; his word was as good as Wallingfords to most men on their ship. He began to long for the moment when the captain should hear their news. He s none so great a hero yet, thought Dickson, and groaned with pain as the boat lurched and shifted him where he lay like ballast among the unused kindlings. Wallingford had given him a fine lasting legacy of blows.


XXVII. A PRISONER AND CAPTIVE
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Close at thy side I walk unseen, 
And feel thy passion and thy prayer. 
Wide separation doth but prove 
The mystic might of human love.

The poor lieutenant was soon turned over scornfully by a musket butt and the toe of a stout Whitehaven shoe. The blood was steadily running from his shoulder, and his coat was all sodden with a sticky wetness. He had struck his head as he fell, and was at this moment happily unconscious of all his woes.

Let him lie, the devil! growled a second man who came along, — a citizen armed with a long cutlass, but stupid with fear, and resenting the loss of his morning sleep and all his peace of mind. They could see the light of the burning vessel on the roofs above. Lets get away a bit further from the shore, said he; there may be their whole ships company landed and ranging the town.

This damned fellow ll do nobody any mischief, agreed the soldier, and away they ran. But presently his companion stole back to find if there were anything for an honest man and a wronged one in this harmless officers pockets. There were some letters in womens writing that could be of no use to any one, and some tobacco. T is the best American sort, said the old citizen, who had once been a sailor in the Virginia trade. He saw the knife sticking fast, and pulled it out; but finding it was a cheap thing enough, and disagreeable just now to have in hand, he tossed it carelessly aside. He found a purse of money in one pocket, and a handsome watch with a seal like some great gentlemans; but this was strangely hooked and ringed to the fob buttons, and the chain so strong that though a man pulled hard enough to break it, and even set his foot on the strangers thigh to get a good purchase, the links would not give way. The citizen looked for the convenient knife again, but missed it under the shadow of the wall. There were people coming. He pocketed what he had got, and looked behind him anxiously: then he got up and ran away, only half content with the purse and good tobacco.

An old woman, and a girl with her, were peeping through the dirty panes of a poor, narrow house close by; and now, seeing that there was such a pretty gentleman in distress, and that the citizen, whom they knew and treasured a grudge against, had been frightened away, they came out to drag him into shelter. Just as they stepped forth together on the street, however, a squad of soldiers, coming up at double-quick, captured this easy prisoner, whose heart was beating yet. One of them put the hanging watch into his own pocket, unseen, — oddly enough, it came easily into his hand; and after some consideration of so grave a matter of military necessity, two of them lifted Wallingford, and finding him both long and heavy called a third to help, and turned back to carry him to the guard-house. By the time they reached the door a good quarter part of the townsfolk seemed to be following in procession, with angry shouts, and tearful voices of women begging to know if their husbands or lovers had been seen in danger; and there were loud threats, too, meant for the shaming of the silent figure carried by stout yeomen of the guard.

After some hours Wallingford waked, wretched with the smart of his wounds, and dazed by the first sight of his strange lodging in the town jail. There were no friends to succor him; he had not even the resource of being mistaken for a Tory and a friend of the Crown. There were at least three strutting heroes showing themselves in different quarters of the town, that evening, who claimed the honor of giving such a dangerous pirate his deathblow.

Some days passed before the officer in charge of this frightened seaport (stricken with sincere dismay, and apprehensive of still greater disaster from such stealthy neighbors on the sea) could receive the answer to his report sent to headquarters. Wallingford felt more and more the despair of his situation. The orders came at last that, as soon as he could be moved, he should be sent to join his fellow rebels in the old Mill Prison at Plymouth. The Whitehaven citizens should not risk or invite any attempt at his rescue by his stay. But, far from regretting his presence, there were even those who lamented his departure; who would have willingly bought new ribbons to their bonnets to go and see such a rogue hanged, wounded shoulder and all, on a convenient hill and proper gallows outside the town.

None of the heavy-laden barley ships or colliers dared to come or go. The fishing boats that ventured out to their business came home in a flutter at the sight of a strange sail; and presently Whitehaven was aghast at the news of the robbery of all my Lady Selkirks plate, and the astonishing capture of his Majestys guardship Drake out of Carrickfergus, and six merchantmen taken beside in the Irish Sea, — three of them sunk, and three of them sent down as prizes to French ports. The quicker such a prisoner left this part of the realm, the better for Whitehaven. The sheriff and a strong guard waited next morning at the door of the jail, and Wallingford, taken from his hard bed, was set on a steady horse to begin the long southward journey, and be handed on from jail to jail. The fresh air of the spring morning, after the close odors of his prison, at first revived him. Even the pain of his wound was forgotten, and he took the change gladly, not knowing whither he went or what the journey was meant to bring him.

At first they climbed long hills in sight of the sea. Notwithstanding all his impatience of the sordid jealousies and discomforts of life on board the Ranger, Roger Wallingford turned his weak and painful body more than once, trying to catch a last glimpse of the tall masts of the brave, fleet little ship. A remembrance of the good-fellowship of his friends aboard seemed to make a man forget everything else, and to put warmth in his heart, though the chill wind on the fells blew through his very bones. For the first time he had been treated as a man among men on board the Ranger. In early youth the heir of a rich man could not but be exposed to the flatteries of those who sought his fathers favors, and of late his property and influence counted the Loyalists far more than any of that counsel out of his own heart for which some of them had begged obsequiously. Now he had come face to face with life as plain men knew it, and his sentiment of sympathy had grown and doubled in the hard process. He winced at the remembrance of that self-confidence he had so cherished in earlier years. He had come near to falling an easy prey to those who called him Sir Roger, and were but serving their own selfish ends; who cared little for either Old England or New, and still less for their King. There was no such thing as a neutral, either; a man was one thing or the other. And now his head grew light and dizzy, while one of those sudden visions of Mary Hamiltons face, the brave sweetness of her living eyes as if they were close to his own, made him forget the confused thoughts of the moment before.

The quick bracing of the morning air was too much for the prisoner; he felt more and more as if he were dreaming. There was a strange longing in his heart to be back in the shelter and quiet of the jail itself; there began to be a dull roaring in his ears. Like a sharp pain there came to him the thought of home, of his mothers looks and her smile as she stood watching at the window when he came riding home. He was not riding home now: the thought of it choked his throat. He remembered his mother as he had proudly seen her once in her satin gown and her laces and diamonds, at the great feast for Governor Hutchinsons birthday, in the Province House, — by far the first, to his young eyes, of the fine distinguished ladies who were there. How frail and slender she stood among them! But now a wretched weakness mastered him; he was afraid to think where he might be going. They could not know how ill and helpless he was, these stout men of his guard, who sometimes watched him angrily, and then fell to talking together in low voices. The chill of the mountain cloud they were riding into seemed to have got to his heart. Again his brain failed him, and then grew frightfully clear again; then he began to fall asleep in the saddle, and to know that he slept, jolting and swaying as they began to ride faster. The horse was a steady, plodding creature, whose old sides felt warm and comfortable to the dreaming rider. He wished, ever so dimly, that if he fell they would leave him there by the road and let him sleep. He lost a stirrup now, and it struck his ankle sharply to remind him, but there was no use to try to get it again; then everything turned black.

One of the soldiers caught the horse just as the prisoners head began to drag along the frozen road.

His wounds a-bleeding bad. Look-a-here! he shouted to the others, who were riding on, their horses pressing each other close, and their cloaks held over their faces in the cold mountain wind. Here, ahoy! our man s dead, lads! The bloods trailed out o him all along the road!

He s cheated justice, then, curse him! said the officer smartly, looking down from his horse; but the old corporal, who had fought at Quebec with Wolfe, and knew soldiering by heart, though he was low on the ladder of promotion by reason of an unconquerable love of brandy, — the old corporal dropped on his knees, and felt Wallingfords heart beating small and quick inside the wet, stained coat, and then took off his own ragged riding cloak to wrap him from the cold.

Poor lad! he said compassionately. I think he s fell among thieves, somehow, by t looks of him; t is an honest face of a young gentlemans iver I see. Theres nowt for t now but a litter, ant get some grog down his starved throat. I misdoubt he s dead as t stones in road ere we get to Kendal!

Get him a-horse again! jeered another man. If we had some alegar now, we mought fetch him to! Say, whaar er ye boun, ye are sae dond out in reed wescut an lace? and he pushed Wallingfords limp, heavy body with an impatient foot; but the prisoner made no answer.


XXVIII. NEWS AT THE LANDING
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What, have the heralds come, 
To tell this quiet shore of victories? — 

* * * * * 
There is a mother weeping for her son! 
Like some lean tree whose fruit has dropt, she gives 
Her all, to wither in autumnal woe.

There were several low buildings to the east of Colonel Hamiltons house, where various domestic affairs were established; the last of these had the large spinning room in the second story, and stood four-square to the breezes. Here were the wool and flax wheels and the loom, with all their implements; and here Peggy reigned over her handmaidens one warm spring afternoon, with something less than her accustomed severity. She had just been declaring, in a general way, that the idle clack of foolish tongues distressed her ears more than the noise of the loom and wheels together.

There was an outside stairway, and the coveted seat of the young maids who were sewing was on the broad doorstep at the stairhead. You could look up the wide fields to the long row of elms by General Goodwins, and see what might pass by on the Portsmouth road; you could also command the long green lane that led downhill toward the great house; also the shipyard, and, beyond that, a long stretch of the river itself. A young man must be wary in his approach who was not descried afar by the sentinels of this pretty garrison. On a perfectly silent afternoon in May, the whole world, clouds and all, appeared to be fast asleep; but something might happen at any moment, and it behooved Hannah Neal and Phebe Hodgdon to be on the watch.

They sat side by side on the doorstep, each reluctantly top-sewing a new linen sheet; two other girls were spinning flax within the room, and old Peggy herself was at the loom, weaving with steady diligence. As she sat there, treading and reaching at her work, with quick click-clacks of the shuttle and a fine persistence of awkward energy, she could look across the river to Madam Wallingfords house, with its high elms and rows of shuttered windows. Between her heart and old Susans there was a bond of lifelong friendship; they seldom met, owing to their respective responsibilities; they even went to different places of worship on Sunday; but they always took a vast and silent comfort in watching for each others light at night.

It was Peggys habit to sing softly at her work; once in a while, in her gentlest mood, she chanted aloud a snatch of some old song. There was never but one song for a day, to be repeated over and over; and the better she was pleased with her conditions, the sadder was her strain. Now and then her old voice, weak and uncertain, but still unexpectedly beautiful, came back again so clear and true that the chattering girls themselves were hushed into listening. To-day the peace in her heart was such that she had been singing over and over, with plaintive cadences, a most mournful quatrain of ancient lines set to a still more ancient tune. It must have touched the chords of some inherited memory.

O Death, rock me asleep

sang Peggy dolefully; — 

O Death, rock me asleep,

Bring me to quiet rest;

Let pass my weary, guiltless ghost

Out of my care-full breast!



The girls had seldom heard their old tyrant forget herself and them so completely in her singing; they gave each other a sympathetic glance as she continued; the noisy shuttle subdued itself to the time and tune, and made a rude accompaniment. One might have the same feeling in listening to a thrush at nightfall as to such a natural song as this. At last the poignancy of feeling grew too great for even the singer herself, and she drew away from the spell of the music, as if she approached too near the sad reality of its first occasion.

My grandmother was said to have the best voice in these Piscataqua plantations, when she was young, announced Peggy with the tone of a friend. My mother had a pretty voice, too, but t was a small voice, like mine. I m good as dumb beside either of them, but there is nt no tune I ever heard that I cant follow in my own head as true as a bird. This one was a verse my grandmother knew, — some days I think she sings right on inside of me, — but I forget the story of the song: she knew the old story of everything. Peggy was modest, but she had held her audience for once, and knew it.

She stopped to tie a careful weavers knot in the warp, and adjust some difficulty of her pattern. Hitty Warren, who was spinning by the door, trilled out a gay strain, as if by way of relief to the gloom of a song which, however moving and beautiful, could not fail to make the heart grow sad.

I have a house and lands in Kent,

protested Hittys light young caroling voice, — 

And if you ll love me, love me now,

Two pence hapenny is my rent,

And I cannot come every day to woo!

Whereupon Hannah Neal and Phebe, who sang a capital clear second, joined in with approval and alacrity to sing the chorus: — 

Two pence hapenny is his rent,

And he cannot come every day to woo!



They kept it going over and over, like blackbirds, and Peggy clacked her shuttle in time to this measure, but she did not offer to join them; perhaps she had felt some dim foreboding that her own song comforted. The air had suddenly grown full of spring-time calls and cries, as if there were some subtle disturbance; the birds were in busy flight; and one could hear faint shouts from the old Vineyard and the neighboring falls, where men and boys were at the salmon fishing.

At last the girls were done singing; they had called no audience out of the empty green fields. They began to lag in their work, and sat whispering and chuckling a little about their own affairs. Peggy stopped the loom and regarded them angrily, but they took no notice. All four had their heads close together now over a piece of gossip; she turned on her narrow perch and faced them. Their young hands were idle in their laps.

Go to your wheel, Hitty Warren, and to your work, the pack of you! I begretch the time you waste, and the meals you eat in laziness, you foolish hussies! cried Peggy, with distinctness. Look at the house so short of both sheeting and table gear since the colonel took his great boatload of what we had in use to send to the army! If it want for me having forethought to hide a couple o heaping armfuls of our best Russian for the canopy beds, wed been bare enough, and had to content the gentlefolk with unbleached webs. And all our grand holland sheets, only in wear four years, and just coming to their softness, all gone now to be torn in strips for them thats wounded; all spoilt like common workhouse stuff for those that never slept out o their own clothes. T was a sad waste, but we must work hard now to plenish us, she gravely reproached them.

Miss Mary is as bad as the Colonel, insisted Hannah Neal, the more demure of the seamstresses, who had promptly fallen to work again. The handsome master of the house could do no wrong in the eyes of his admiring maids. They missed his kind and serious face, eyen if sometimes he did not speak or look when he passed them at their sewing or churning.

A man knows nowt o linen: he might think a gret sheet like this sewed its whole long self together, said Phebe Hodgdon ruefully, as she pushed a slow needle through the hard selvages.

To work with ye! commanded Peggy more firmly. My eye s upon ye! And Hitty sighed loud and drearily; the afternoon sun was hot in the spinning room, and the loom began its incessant noise again.

At that moment the girls on the doorstep cheerfully took notice of two manly figures that were coming quickly along the footpath of the spring pasture next above the Hamilton lands on the riverside. They stooped to drink at the spring in the pasture corner, and came on together, until one of them stood still and gave a loud cry. The two sewing girls beckoned their friends of the spinning to behold this pleasing sight. Perhaps some of the lads they knew were on their way from the Upper Landing to Pound Hill farms; these river footpaths had already won some of the rights of immemorial usage, and many foot travelers passed by Hamiltons to the lower part of the town. A man could go on foot to Rices Ferry through such byways across field and pasture as fast as a fleet horse could travel by the winding old Portsmouth road.

The two hurrying figures were strangers, and they came to the knoll above the shipyard. They were both waving their hats now, and shouting to the few old men at work below on the river bank.

Peggy was only aware of a daring persistence in idleness, and again began to chide, just as the eager girls dropped their work and clattered down the outer stair, and left her bereft of any audience at all. She hurried to the door in time to see their petticoats flutter away, and then herself caught sight of the excited messengers. There was a noise of voices in the distance, and workmen from the wharves and warehouses were running up the green slopes.

Theres news come! exclaimed Peggy, forgetting her own weaving as she stumbled over the pile of new linen on the stair landing, and hurried after the girls. News was apt to come up the river rather than down, but there was no time to consider. Some ill might have befallen Colonel Hamilton himself, — he had been long enough away; and the day before there had been rumors of great battles to the southward, in New Jersey.

The messengers stood side by side with an air of importance.

Our side have beat the British, but theres a mort o men killed and taken. John Ricker s dead, and John Marr and Billy Lords among the missing, and young Hodgdon s dead, the widows son; and theres word come to Dover that the Ranger has made awful havoc along the British coast, and sent a fortin o prizes back to France. Theres trouble mongst her crew, and young Mr. Wallingford s deserted after he done his best to betray the ship.

The heralds recited their tale as they had told it over and over at every stopping-place for miles back, prompting each other at every sentence. From unseen sources a surprising crowd of men and women had suddenly gathered about them. Some of these wept aloud now, and others shouted their eager questions louder and louder. It was like a tiny babel that had been brought together by a whirlwind out of the quiet air.

They say Wallingford s tried to give the Ranger into the enemys hands, and got captured for his pains. Some thinks they ve hung him for a spy. He s been watching his chance all along to play the traitor, said one news-bringer triumphantly, as if he had kept the best news till the last.

T is false! cried a clear young voice behind them.

They turned to front the unexpected presence of Miss Hamilton.

Who dared to say this? She stood a little beyond the crowd, and looked with blazing eyes straight at the two flushed faces of the rustic heralds.

Go tell your sad news, if you must, she said sternly, but do not repeat that Roger Wallingford is a traitor to his oath. We must all know him better who have known him at all. He may have met misfortune at the hand of God, but the crime of treachery has not been his, and you should know it, — you who speak, and every man here who listens!

There fell a silence upon the company; but when the young mistress turned away, there rose a half-unwilling murmur of applause. Old Peggy hastened to her side; but Miss Hamilton waved her back, and, with drooping head and a white face, went on slowly and passed alone into the great house.

The messengers were impatient to go their ways among the Old Fields farms, and went hurrying down toward the brook and round the head of the cove, and up the hill again through the oak pasture toward the houses at Pound Hill. They were followed along the footpath by men and boys, and women too, who were eager to see how the people there, old Widow Ricker especially, would take the news of a sons captivity or death. The very torch of war seemed, to flame along the footpath, on that spring afternoon.

The makers of the linen sheets might have been the sewers of a shroud, as they came ruefully back to their places by the spinning-room door, and let the salt tears down fall upon their unwilling seams. Poor Billy Lord and Humphrey Hodgdon were old friends, and Corporal Ricker was a handsome man, and the gallant leader of many a corn-husking. The clack of Peggys shuttle sounded like the ticking clock of Fate.

My God! my God! said the old woman who had driven the weeping maids so heartlessly to their work again. The slow tears of age were blinding her own eyes; she could not see to weave, and must fain yield herself to idleness. Those poor boys gone, and Madams son a prisoner, or worse, in England! She looked at the house on the other side of the river, dark and sombre against the bright sky. I ll go and send Miss Mary over; she should be there now. I ll go myself over to Susan.

Fold up your stents; for me, I can weave no more, she said sorrowfully. T is like the day of a funeral. And the maids, still weeping, put their linen by, and stood the two flax wheels in their places, back against the wall.


XXIX. PEGGY TAKES THE AIR
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And now that an over-faint quietnes 
Should seem to strew the house,—

That evening, in Hamilton House, Mary felt like a creature caged against its will; she was full of fears for others and reproaches for herself, and went restlessly from window to window and from room to room. There was no doubt that a great crisis had come. The May sun set among heavy clouds, and the large rooms grew dim and chilly. The house was silent, but on the river shores there were groups of men and boys gathering, and now and then strange figures appeared, as if the news had brought them hastily from a distance. Peggy had gone early across the river, and now returned late from her friendly errand, dressed in a prim bonnet and cloak that were made for Sunday wear, and gave her the look of a dignitary in humble disguise, so used to command was she, and so equipped by nature for the rule of others.
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Peggy found her young mistress white and wan in the northwest parlor, and knew that she had been anxiously watching Madam Wallingfords house. She turned as the old housekeeper came in, and listened with patience as, with rare tact, this good creature avoided the immediate subject of their thoughts, and at first proceeded to blame the maids for running out and leaving the doors flying, when she had bidden them mind the house.

The twilight lasts very late to-night; you have been long away, said Mary, when she had finished.

T is a new-moon night, and all the sky is lit, exclaimed Peggy seriously. It will soon be dark enough. Then she came close to Mary, and began to whisper what she really had to say.

T is the only thing to do, as you told me before I went. Cæsar abased himself to row me over, and took time enough about it, I vowed him. I thought once hed fetched himself to the door of an apoplexy, he puffed an blowed so hard; but I quick found out what was in his piecemeal mind, before I heared folks talking on t other bank. The great fightin folks that stayed at home from the war is all ablaze against Mr. Roger; they say they wont have no such a Tory hive in the neighborhood no longer! Poor Madam! poor Madam! says I in my mind, and I wrung my hands a-hearin of it. Cæsar felt bad when he was tellin of me, the tears was a-runnin down his foolish ol black face. He s got proper feelings, if he is so consequential. Likes to strut better n to work, I tell em, but hes got his proper feelins; I shant never doubt that no more, asserted Peggy, with emphatic approval.

Yes, assented Mary impatiently, Cæsar is a good man, but he is only one. What shall we do now? Her voice was full of quivering appeal; she had been long alone with her distressful thoughts.

Peggys cheeks looked pink as a girls in her deep bonnet, and her old eyes glittered with excitement.

You must go straight away and fetch Madam here, she said. Id brought her back with me if it had been seemly; but when I so advised, Susan d hear none o me, count o fearin to alarm her lady. Keep her safe an mistaken for one hour, will ye, sos to scare her life out later on! says I; but Susan was never one to see things their proper size at first. If they know Madam s fled, t will be all the better. I want to feel shes safe here, myself; they wont damage the colonels house, for his sake or yourn neither; theyd know better than to come botherin round my doors. Id put on my big caldron and get some water het, and treat em same fashions they did in old Indian times! cried Peggy, in a fury. I did hear some men say they believed shed gone to Porchmouth aready; and when they axed me if t was true, I nodded my head and let em think so.

Mary listened silently; this excited talk made her know the truth of some fast-gathering danger. She herself had a part to play now.

I shall go at once, she insisted. Will you bespeak the boat?

Everythings all ready, darlin, said the good soul affectionately, as if she wished to further some girlish pleasure. Yes, I ve done all I could out o door. The best boats out an layin aside the gret warehouse. Cæsar s stopped down there to mind it, though he begun to fuss about his supper; and theres our own watermen ready to row ye over. I told em you was promised to the Miss Lords at the Upper Landing for a card party; I ve let on to no uneasiness. You ll consider well your part; for me there s enough to do, — the best chamber warmed aright for Madam, for one thing; an Phebes up there now, gettin over a good smart scoldin I give her. I ll make a nice gruel with raisins an a taste o brandy, or a can o mulled port, an have em ready; t will keep poor Madam from a chill. Youll both need comfort ere you sleep, she muttered to herself.

I wonder if she will consent to come? She is a very brave woman, said Mary doubtfully.

Darlin, listen to me; she must come, replied Peggy, an you must tell her so. You do your part, an Ill be waitin here till you get back.

The large boat which was Hamiltons river coach and four in peaceful times lay waiting in the shadow of the warehouse to do its errand. The pairs of rowers were in their places: Peggy may have had a sage desire to keep them out of mischief. They were not a vigorous crew, by reason of age; else they would have been, like other good men, with the army. With her usual sense of propriety and effect, Peggy had ordered out the best red cushions and tasseled draperies for the seats. In summer, the best boat spread a fine red and green canopy when it carried the master and mistress down to Portsmouth on the ebb tide. The old boatmen had mounted their liveries, such was Peggys insistence and unaccountable desire for display, but a plainer craft, rowed by a single pair of oars, was enough for any errand at nightfall, and the old fellows grumbled and shivered ostentatiously in the spring dampness.

Old Cæsar handed Miss Hamilton to her seat with all the more deference. She was wrapped in a cloak of crimson damask, with a hood to it, which her brother loved to see her wear in their gayer days. She took her place silently in the stern, and sat erect there; the men stole a glance at her now and then, and tugged willingly enough at their oars. There were many persons watching them as they went up the stream.

T will be a hard pinch to land ye proper at the upper wharves, said the head boatman. The tides far out, miss.

I go to Madam Wallingfords, said Mary; and in the dusk she saw them cast sidewise glances at each other, while their oars lost stroke and fouled. They had thought it lucky that there should be a card party, and their young mistress out of sight and hearing, if the threats meant anything and there should be trouble that night alongshore. Miss Hamilton said nothing further, — she was usually most friendly in her speech with these old servants; but she thanked them in a gentle tone as she landed, and bade them be ready at any moment for her return. They looked at her with wonder, and swore under their breath for mere astonishment, as she disappeared from their sight with hurrying steps, along the winding way that led up to the large house on the hill. As Mary passed the old boathouse, and again as she came near the storehouses just beyond, she could see shadowy moving figures like ghosts, that were gone again in an instant out of sight, crouching to the ground or dodging behind the buildings as they saw her pass. Once she heard a voice close under the bank below the road; but it ceased suddenly, as if some one had given warning. Every dark corner was a hiding place, but the girl felt no fear now there was something to be done. There was no light in the lower story of the great house, but in Madam Wallingfords chamber the firelight was shining, and by turns it darkened and brightened the windows. For the first time Mary felt weak at heart, but there was that within her which could drive out all fear or sense of danger. As she stood on the broad doorsteps, waiting and looking riverward, she smiled to see that Peggy had lighted their own house as if for some high festival. It had a look of cheerfulness and security there beyond the elms; she gave a sigh of relief that was like a first acknowledgment of fear. She did not remember that one person might have come safely from the boat, where two could not go back.

Again she struck the heavy knocker, and this time heard Rodneys anxious voice within, whispering to ask whether she were friend or foe before he timidly unbarred the door.

They tell me there is some danger of a mob, my child. Madam Wallingford spoke calmly, as if this were some ordinary news. Mary had found her sitting by the fire, and kissed her cheek without speaking. The room was so quiet, and its lady looked so frail and patient, unconscious that danger already hemmed them in on every side.

I fear that this house may be burnt and robbed, like the Salem houses, she said. Poor Rodney and the women are afraid, too. I saw that they were in a great fright, and forced the truth from them. I think my troubles have robbed me of all my strength. I do not know what I must do. I feel very old, Mary, and my strength fails me, she faltered. I need my son — oh, I have had dreadful news — 

I have come to take you home with me to-night, dear, answered Mary. Come, I shall wrap you in my warm red cloak; the night is chilly. These are Peggys orders, and we must follow them. She would not have you frighted ever so little, if there is any danger. She is making you some hot drink this very minute, and I have brought our steady boat with the four old rowers. They are waiting for us below.

Good Peggy! exclaimed Madam Wallingford, who saw the bright smile that lighted Marys face, and was now rallying all her forces. She was here herself this afternoon; I wish that I had seen her. We shall not obey her this once; you see that I cannot go. If there is an attack, I must be here to meet it, — the men may hear to reason; if there is no real danger, I am safe to stay, and she cast a fond look about the room.

Mary saw it with compassion; at the same moment she heard cries outside, as if some fresh recruits were welcomed to the gathering fray.

My safety and the safety of our house lies in my staying here, said the lady, sitting straight in her great chair. I am not easily made afraid; it is only that my strength failed me at the first. If God sends ruin and death this night, I can but meet it. I shall not go away. You were a dear child to come; you must make my kind excuses to Peggy. Go, now, my dear, and Rodney shall put you in your boat. There was a proud look on Madam Wallingfords face as she spoke.

I shall stay with you, answered Mary. Alas, I think it is too late for either of us to go, she added, as her quick ears were aware of strange noises without the house. There was a sharp rapping sound of stones striking the walls, and a pane of glass fell shattering into the room.

In Salem they took an old man from his dying bed, and destroyed his habitation. He had been a judge and a good citizen. If these be our own neighbors who think me dangerous, I must follow their bidding; if they are strangers, we must be in danger. I wish that you had not come, Mary!

Mary was already at the window; the shutters were pushed back, and the sweet night air blew through the broken pane upon her face. The heavy sliding shutter caught as she tried to stir it, and she saw that the moving crowd had come close about the house. At the sight of her they gave an angry roar; there were musket shots and a great racket of noise. Come out, come out, they cried, and take the oath!

So the mob has come already, said Madam Wallingford calmly, and rose from her seat. Then I must go down. Is it a great company?

I could not have believed so many men were left, answered Mary bitterly. They should be fighting other battles! she protested, trembling with sudden rage. Where go you, Madam? for Madam Wallingford was hurrying from the room. As she threw open the door, all the frightened people of the household were huddled close outside; they fell upon their knees about her and burst into loud lamentations. They pressed as near their mistress as they could; it was old Rodney and Susan who had kept the others from bursting into the room.

Silence among ye! said Madam Wallingford. I shall do what I can, my poor people. I am going down to speak to these foolish men.

They have come to rob us and murder us! wailed the women.

Rodney, you will go before me and unbar the door! commanded the mistress. Susan shall stay here. Quiet this childishness! I would not have such people as these think that we lack courage.

She went down the wide staircase as if she were a queen, and Mary her maid of honor. Rodney was for hanging back from those who pounded to demand entrance, and needed an angry gesture before he took the great bar down and flung the door wide open. Then Madam Wallingford stepped forward as if to greet her guests with dignity, and Mary was only a step behind. There was a bonfire lit before the house, and all the portraits along the paneled hall seemed to come alive in the blazing light that shone in, and to stand behind the two women like a guard.

What do you wish to say to me? asked Madam Wallingford.

The oath! the oath! they cried, or get you hence! and there was a shaking of firebrands, and the heads pressed closer about the door.

You are Sons of Liberty, and yet you forbid liberty to others, said the old gentlewoman, in her clear voice. I have wronged none of you. For very sight of her age and bravery, and because she was so great a lady, they fell silent; and then a heavy stone, thrown from the edge of the crowd, struck the lintel of the door, beside her.

Is there no man among you whom you will choose to speak fairly with me, to tell your errand and whence you come?

We are some of us from Christian Shore, and some are Dover men, and some of us are men of your own town, answered a pale, elderly man, with the face of a fanatic; he had been a preacher of wild doctrines in the countryside, and was ever a disturber of peace. We want no Royalists among us, we want no abettors of George the Third; there s a bill now to proscribe ye and stop your luxury and pride. We want no traitors and spies, neither, to betray the cause of the oppressed. You and your son have played a deep game; he has betrayed our cause, and the penalty must fall.

There was a shout of approval; the mob was only too ready to pour into the house.

My son has put his name to your oath, and you should know that he has not broken it, if some of you are indeed men of our own town, said the mother proudly, and they all heard her speak. I can promise that this is true. Cannot you wait to hear the truth about him, or is it only to rob us and make a night of revel you have come? Do not pay sin with sin, if you must hold those to be sinners who are Loyalists like me!

Burn the old nest! cried an impatient voice. She may be hiding some Kings men, — who knows? Stop her prating, and lets to business; we are done with their Royalties, and the crowd pushed hard. They forced the two women and old Rodney back into the hall; and at the sound of heavy trampling, all the women on the stair above fell to shrieking.

Mary put herself before Madam Wallingford for safetys sake, and held up her hand. Stop, stop! she begged them. Let me first take my friend away. I am Mary Hamilton of the Patriots, and you all know my brother. I ask you in his name to let us go in peace.

Her sorrowful face and her beauty for one instant held some of them irresolute, but from the back of the crowd a great pressure urged the rest forward. There was a little hush, and one man cried, Yes, let them go! but the wild and lawless, who were for crowding in, would not have it so. It was a terrible moment, like the sight of coming Death. There was a crash; the women were overpowered and flung back against the wall.

Suddenly there was a new confusion, a heavier din, and some unexpected obstacle to this onset; all at once a loud, familiar voice went to Marys heart. She was crouching with her arms close about her old friend, to shield her from bruises and rough handling as the men pushed by; in the same moment there were loud outcries of alarm without. What happened next in the hall seemed like the hand of Heaven upon their enemies. Old Major Tilly Haggens was there in the midst, with friends behind him, dealing stout blows among those who would sack the house. Outside on their horses were Judge Chadbourne and General Goodwin, who had ridden straight into the mob, and with them a little troop of such authorities as could be gathered, constables and tithing men; and old Elder Shackley in his scarlet cloak; Parson Pike and Mr. Rollins, his chief parishioner, were all there together. They rode among the brawling men as if they were but bushes, and turned their good horses before the house. The crowd quick lost its solid look; it now had to confront those who were not defenseless.

We are Patriots and Sons of Liberty, all of us who are here! shouted the minister, in a fine, clear voice. We are none of us, old or young, for the King, but we will not see a Christian woman and kind neighbor made to suffer in such wise as this. Nor shall you do vengeance upon her son until there is final proof of his guilt.

We can beat these old parsons! shouted an angry voice. To it, lads! We are three to their one! But the elderly men on horseback held their own; most of them were taught in the old school of fighting, and had their ancient swords well in hand, ready for use with all manly courage. Major Tilly Haggens still fought as a foot soldier in the hall; his famous iron fist was doing work worthy of those younger days when he was called the best boxer and wrestler in the plantations. He came forth now, sweeping the most persistent before him out of the house.

I ll learn ye to strike a poor lame old man like me! Ye are no honest Patriots, but a pack of thieves and blackguards! The worst pest of these colonies! he cried, with sound blows to right and left for emphasis. He laid out one foe after another on the soft grass as on a bed, until there was no one left to vanquish, and his own scant breath had nearly left his body. The trampling horses had helped their riders work, and were now for neighing and rearing and taking to their heels. The town constable was bawling his official threats, as he held one of the weaker assailants by the collar and pounded the poor repentant creatures back. It had suddenly turned to a scene of plain comedy, and the mob was nothing but a rabble of men and boys, all running for shelter, such as could still run, and disappearing down toward the river shore.

The old judge got stiffly from his tall Narragansett pacer, and came into the hall.

Madam Wallingfords friends stop here to-night, he told the old servant, who appeared from some dark corner. Poor Rodney was changed to such an ashen color that he looked very strange, and as if he had rubbed phosphorus to his frightened eyes. You may tell your mistress and Miss Hamilton that there is no more danger for the present, added the judge. I shall set a watch about the house till daylight.

Major Haggens was panting for breath, and leaned his great weight heavily against the wainscoting. I am near an apoplexy, he groaned faintly. Rodney, I hope I killed some of those divils! You may fetch me a little water, and qualify it with some of Madams French brandy of the paler sort. Stay; you can help me get to the dining parlor myself, and I ll consider the spirit-case. Too violent a portion would be my death; t would make a poor angel of me, Rodney!

Early in the morning, Judge Chadbourne and his neighbor Squire Hill, a wise and prudent man, went out to take the morning air before the house. They were presently summoned by Madam Wallingford, and spoke with her in her chamber. The broken glass of the window still glittered on the floor; even at sunrise the day was so mild that there was no chill, but the guests were struck by something desolate in the room, even before they caught sight of their ladys face.

I must go away, my good friends, she declared quietly, after she had thanked them for their service. I must not put my friends in peril, she said, but I am sure of your kind advice in my sad situation.

We wait upon you to say that it would be best, Madam, said the judge plainly. I hear that New Hampshire as well as Massachusetts has in consideration an act of great severity against the presence or return of Loyalists, and I fear that you would run too much risk by staying here. If you should be proscribed and your estates confiscated, as I fear may be done in any case, you are putting your sons welfare in peril as well as your own. If he be still living now, though misfortunes have overtaken him, and he has kept faith, as we who know him must still believe, these estates which you hold for him in trust are not in danger; if the facts are otherwise — and the old justice looked at her, but could not find it in his heart to go on.

Madam Wallingford sat pondering the matter with her eyes fixed upon his face, and was for some time lost in the gravest thoughts.

What is this oath? she asked at last, and her cheeks whitened as she put the question.

The judge turned to Mr. Hill, and, without speaking, that gentleman took a folded paper from among some documents which he wore in his pocket, and rose to hand it to the lady.

Will you read it to me? she asked again; and he read the familiar oath of allegiance in a steady voice, and not without approval in his tone: — 

I do acknowledge the UNITED STATES OF AMERICA to be free, independent; and sovereign states, and declare that the people thereof owe no allegiance or obedience to GEORGE THE THIRD, KING OF GREAT BRITAIN: and I renounce, refuse, and abjure any allegiance or obedience to him; and I do swear that I will, to the utmost of my power, support, maintain, and defend the said UNITED STATES against the said KING GEORGE THE THIRD, his heirs and successors, and his or their abettors, assistants, and adherents, and will serve the said United States in the office ... which I now hold, with fidelity, according to the best of my skill and understanding.

As he finished he looked at the listener for assent, as was his habit, and Judge Chadbourne half rose in his eagerness; everything was so simple and so easy if she would take the oath. She was but a woman, — the oath was made for men; but she was a great land holder, and all the country looked to her. She was the almoner of her own wealth and her husbands, and it were better if she stood here in her lot and place.

I cannot sign this, she said abruptly. Is this the oath that Roger, my son, has taken?

The same, Madam, answered Mr. Hill, with a disappointed look upon his face, and there was silence in the room.

I must make me ready to go, said Madam Wallingford at last, and the tears stood deep in her eyes. But if my son gave his word, he will keep his word. I shall leave my trust and all our fortunes in your hands, and you may choose some worthy gentlemen from this side of the river to stand with you. The papers must be drawn in Portsmouth. I shall send a rider down at once with a message, and by night I shall be ready to go myself to town. I must ask if you and your colleagues will meet me there at my house.... You must both carry my kind farewells to my Barvick friends. As for me, — and her voice broke for the first time,— I am but a poor remainder of the past that cannot stand against a mighty current of change. I knew last night that it would come to this. I am an old woman to be turned out of my home, and yet I tell you the truth, that I go gladly, since the only thing I can hope for now is to find my son. You see I am grown frail and old, but there is something in my heart that makes me hope.... I have no trace of my son, but he was left near to death, and must now be among enemies by reason of having been upon the ship. No, no, I shall not sign your oath; take it away with you, good friends! she cried bitterly. Then she put out her weak hands to them, and a pathetic, broken look came upon her face.

T was most brotherly, what you did for me last night. You must thank the other good men who were with you. I ask your affectionate remembrance in the sad days that come; you shall never fail of my prayers.

And so they left her standing in the early sunshine of her chamber, and went away sorrowful.

An hour later Mary Hamilton came in, bright and young. She was dressed and ready to go home, and came to stand by her old friend, who was already at her business, with many papers spread about.

Mary, my child, said Madam Wallingford, taking her hand and trembling a little, I am going away. There is new trouble, and I have no choice. You must stay with me this last day and help me; I have no one to look to but you.

But you can look to me, dear lady. Mary spoke cheerfully, not understanding to the full, yet being sure that she should fail in no service. There was a noble pride of courage in her heart, a gratitude because they were both safe and well, and the spring sun shining, after such a night. God gives nothing better than the power to serve those whom we love; the bitterest pain is to be useless, to know that we fail to carry to their lives what their dear presence brings to our own. Mary laid her hand on her friends shoulder. Can I write for you just now? she asked.

I am going to England, explained Madam Wallingford quietly. Judge Chadbourne and Mr. Hill have both told me that I must go away... I shall speak only of Halifax to my household, but my heart is full of the thought of England, where I must find my poor son. I should die of even a months waiting and uncertainty here; it seems a lifetime since the news came yesterday. I must go to find Roger!

All the bright, determined eagerness forsook Mary Hamiltons face. It was not that the thought of exile was new or strange, but this poor wistful figure before her, with its frayed thread of vitality and thin shoulders bent down as if with a weight of sorrow, seemed to forbid even the hard risks of seafaring. The girl gave a cry of protest, as if she felt the sharp pain of a sudden blow.

I have always been well enough on the sea. I do not dread the voyage so much. I am a good sailor, insisted Madam Wallingford, with a smile, as if she must comfort a weaker heart than her own. My plans are easily made, as it happens; one of my own vessels was about to sail for West Indian ports. It was thought a useless venture by many, but the captain is an impatient soul, and an excellent seaman. He shall take us to Halifax, Susan and me. I thought at first to go alone; but Susan has been long with me, and can be of great use when we are once ashore. She is in sad estate on the ocean, poor creature, and when we went last to Virginia I thought never to distress her so much again.

There was a shining light on the girls face as she listened.

I shall go with you, not Susan, she said. Even with her it would be like letting you go alone. I am strong, and a good sailor too. We must leave her here to take care of your house, as I shall leave Peggy.

Madam Wallingford looked at Mary Hamilton with deep love, but she lifted her hand forbiddingly.

No, no, dear child, she whispered. I shall not think of it.

There may be better news, said Mary hopefully.

There will be no news, and I grudge every hour that is wasted, said the mother, with strange fretfulness. I have friends in England, as you know. If I once reach an English port, the way will be easy. When prison doors shut they do not open of themselves, in these days, but I have some friends in mind who would have power to help me. I shall take passage from Halifax for Bristol, if I can; if no better vessel offers, I shall push on in the Golden Dolphin rather than court delay.

Mary stood smiling into her face.

No, no, my dear, said Madam Wallingford again, and drew the girl closer. I cannot let you think of such a thing. Your young heart speaks now, and not your wise reflection. For your brothers sake I could not let you go, still less for your own; it would make you seem a traitor to your cause. You must stand in your own place.

My brother is away with his troop. He begged me to leave everything here, and go farther up the country. The burning of Falmouth made him uneasy, and ever since he does not like my staying alone in our house, insisted Mary.

There is knowledge enough of the riches of this river, among seamen of the English ports, acknowledged Madam Wallingford. In Portsmouth there are many friends of England who will not be molested, though all our leaders are gone. Still I know that an attack upon our region has long been feared, she ended wistfully.

I told my brother that I should not leave home until there was really such danger; we should always have warning if the enemy came on the coast. If they burnt our house or plundered it, then I should go farther up the country. I told Jack, continued Mary, with flushing cheeks, that I did not mean to leave you; and he knew I meant it, but he was impatient, too. I have well-grown timber that will build a hundred houses, he answered me, and was rough-spoken as to the house, much as he loves it,— but I shall not have one moments peace while I think you are here alone. Yet, you must always look to Madam Wallingford, he said more than once.

Go now, my dear child; send me Susan, who is no doubt dallying in the kitchen! commanded the mistress abruptly. I must not lose a minute of this day. You must do as your brother bade you; but as for doing the thing which would vex him above everything else, — I cannot listen to more words. I see that you are for going home this morning; can you soon return to me, when you have ordered your affairs? You can help me in many small matters, and we shall be together to the last. I could not take you with me, darling, she said affectionately. T was my love for you — no, I ought to say t was my own poor selfishness — that tempted my heart for the moment. Now we must think of it no more, either of us. You have no fellowship with those to whom I go; you are no Loyalist, and she even smiled as she spoke. God bless you for such dear kindness, Mary. I think I love you far too much to let you go with me.

Marys face was turned away, and she made no answer; then she left her friends side, wondering at the firm decision and strong authority which had returned in this time of sorrow and danger. It frightened her, this flaring up of what had seemed such a failing light of life. It was perhaps wasting to no purpose the little strength that remained.

She stood at the window to look down the river, and saw the trampled ground below; it seemed as if the last nights peril were but the peril of a dream. The fruit-trees were coming into bloom: a young cherry-tree, not far away, was white like a little bride, and the pear-trees were ready to follow; their buds were big, and the white petals showing. It was high water; the tide had just turned toward the ebb, and there were boats going down the river to Portsmouth, in the usual fashion, to return with the flood. There was a large gundalow among them, with its tall lateen sail curved to the morning breeze. Of late the river had sometimes looked forsaken, so many men were gone to war, and this year the fields would again be half tilled at best, by boys and women. To country eyes, there was a piteous lack of the pleasant hopefulness of new-ploughed land on the river farms.

There are many boats going down to-day, reported Mary, in her usual tone; they will be for telling the news of last night at the wharves in Portsmouth. There will be a fine, busy crowd on the Parade.

Then she sighed heavily; she was in the valley of decision; she felt as if she were near to tearing herself from this dear landscape and from home, — that she was on the brink of a great change. She could not but shrink from such a change and loss.

She returned from her outlook to Madam Wallingfords side.

I must not interrupt your business. I will not press you, either, against your will. I shall soon come back, and then you will let me help you and stay with you, as you said. When will your brig be ready?

She is ready to sail now, and only waits her clearance papers; the captain was here yesterday morning. She is the Golden Dolphin, as I have already told you, and has often lain here at our river wharves; a very good, clean vessel, with two lodgings for passengers. I have sent word that I shall come on board to-morrow; she waits in the stream by Badgers Island.

And you must go from here — 

To-night. I have already ordered my provision for the voyage. Rodney went down on the gundalow before you were awake, and he will know very well what to do; this afternoon I shall send many other things by boat.

I was awake, said Mary softly, but I hoped that you were resting — 

If the seas are calm, as may happen, I shall not go to Halifax, confessed the other; I shall push on for Bristol. Our cousin Davis is there, and the Russells, and many other friends. The brig is timber-laden; if we should be captured — 

By which side? laughed Mary, and a sad gleam of answering humor flitted over Madam Wallingfords face.

Oh, we forget that my poor child may be dead already! she cried, with sharp agony, next moment. I think and think of his hurting wounds. No pity will be shown a man whom they take to be a spy! and she was shaken by a most piteous outburst of tears.

Then Mary, as if the heart in her own young breast were made of love alone, tried to comfort Madam Wallingford. It was neither the first time nor the last.


XXX. MADAM GOES TO SEA
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THE PATHS TO a true friend lie direct, though he be far away.

The bright day had clouded over, and come to a wet and windy spring night. It was past eight oclock; the darkness had early fallen. There was a sense of comfort in a dry roof and warm shelter, as if it were winter weather, and Master Sullivan and old Margery had drawn close to their warm fireplace. The master was in a gay mood and talkative, and his wife was at her usual business of spinning, stepping to and fro at a large whirring wheel. To spin soft wool was a better trade for evening than the clacking insistence of the little wheel with its more demanding flax. Margery was in her best mood, and made a most receptive and admiring audience.

Well, may God keep us! she exclaimed, at the end of a story. T was as big a row as when the galleries fell in Smock Alley theatre. I often heard of that from my poor father.

Master Sullivan was pleased with his success; Margery was not always so easy to amuse, but he was in no mind for a conflict. Something had made his heart ache that day, and now her love and approval easily rescued him from his own thought; so he went on, as if his fortunes depended upon Margerys favor and frankly expressed amusement.

One night there was a long-legged apprentice boy to a French upholsterer; this was in London, and I a lad myself stolen over there from Paris with a message for Charles Radcliffe. He had great leanings toward the stage, this poor boy, and for the pride of his heart got the chance to play the ghost in Hamlet at Covent Garden. Well, it was then indeed you might see him at the heighth of life and parading in his pasteboard armor. Mark me! says he, with a voice as if youd thump the sides of a cask. Ill mark you! cries his master from the pit, and he lept on the stage and was after the boy to kill him; and all the lads were there lept after him to take his part; and they held off the master, and set the ghost in his place again, the poor fellow; and they said he did his part fine, and creeped every skin that was there. Hed a great night; never mind the beating that fell to him afterward!

The delighted listener shook with silent laughter.

T was like the time poor Denny Delane was in Dublin. I was there but the one winter myself, continued the master. He came of a fine family, but got stage-struck, and left Trinity College behind him like a last years birds nest. Every woman in Dublin, old and young, was crazy after him. There were plays bespoke, and the fashion there every night, all sparked with diamonds, and every officer in his fine uniform. There was great dressing with the men as youd never see them now: my Lord Howth got a fancy hed dress like a coachman, wig and all; and Lord Trimlestown was always in scarlet when he went abroad, and my Lord Gormanstown in blue. Oh, but they were the pictures coming in their coaches! You would nt see any officer out of his uniform, or a doctor wanting his lace ruffles! T was my foolish young self borrowed all the lace from my poor mother that shed lend me, and I but a boy; and then Id go help myself out of her boxes, when shed gone to mass. Shed a great deal of beautiful lace, and knew every thread of it by heart. I ve a little piece yet that was sewed under a waistcoat. Go get it now, and we ll look at it; t is laid safe in that second book from the end of the shelf. You may give it to the little lady, when I m gone, for a remembrance; t is the only — ah, well; I ve nothing else in the world but my own poor self that ever belonged to my dear mother!

The old masters voice grew very sad, and all his gayety was gone.

Deed, then, Miss Mary Hamilton ll get none of it, and you having a daughter of your own! scolded Margery, instantly grown as fierce as he was sad. Sometimes the only way to cure the master of his dark sorrows was to make him soothe her own anger. But this night he did not laugh at her, though she quarreled with fine determination.

Oh me! groaned the master. Oh me, the fool I was! and he struck his knee with a hopeless hand, as he sat before the fire.

God be good to us! mourned old Margery, and I a lone child sent to a strange country without a friend to look to me, and yourself taking notice of me on the ship; t was the King I thought you were, and youd rob me now of all that. Well, I was no fit wife for a great gentleman; I always said it, too. I loved you as I dont know how to love my God, but I must ask for nothing!

The evenings pleasure was broken; the master could bear anything better than her poor whimpering voice.

You look at a poor man as if he were the front of a cathedral, he chided her, again trying to be merry. But at this moment they were both startled into silence; they both heard the heavy tread of horses before the house.

Come in, come in, whoever you are! shouted Master Sullivan, as he threw open the outer door. Are ye lost on the road, that ye seek light and lodging here?

The horses would not stand; the night was dark as a dungeon; the heavy rain blew in the old mans face. His heart beat fast at the sound of a womans voice.

By great Jupiter, and all the gods! what has brought you here, Mary Hamilton, my dear child? he cried. Is there some attack upon the coast? T is the hand of war or death has struck you!

The firelight shone upon Marys face as she entered, but the wind and rain had left no color there; it was a wan face, that masked some high resolve, and forbade either comment or contradiction. She took the chair to which the master led her, and drew a long breath, as if to assure herself of some steadiness of speech.

A moment later, her faithful friend, Mr. John Lord, opened the door softly, and came in also. His eyes looked troubled, but he said nothing as he stood a little way behind the others in the low room; the rain dropped heavily from his long coat to the floor. The Sullivans stood at either side the fireplace watching the pale lady who was their guest. John Sullivan himself it was who unclasped her wet riding cloak and threw it back upon the chair; within she wore a pretty gown of soft crimson silk with a golden thread in it, that had come home in one of her brothers ships from Holland. The rain had stained the breast of it where the riding cloak had blown apart; the strange living dyes of the East were brightened by the wet. The two old people started back, they believed that she had sought them because she was hurt to death. She lifted her hand forbiddingly; her face grew like a childs that was striving against tears.

Dear friends, it is not so bad as you think; it is because I am so full of hope that I have come to you, she said to the anxious, kind old faces. There was such a sweetness in the girls voice, and her beautiful dress was so familiar, so belonging to the old quiet times and happy hospitalities, that the two men felt a sharp pain of pity, and because there was nothing else to do they came nearer to her side. Master Sullivan looked questioningly at young Mr. Lord, but old Margery found instinctive relief in a low, droning sort of moan, which sometimes lifted into that Irish keening which is the voice of fear and sorrow. She was piling all her evening fagots at once upon the fire.

Speak now! said the master. If my old heart knows the worst, it can begin to hope the best. What is it that could not wait for the morning of such a night as this?

There is bad news, replied Mary; there are letters come from the Ranger. They have attacked a large seaport town on the coast of England, and spread great alarm, though their chief projects were balked. They have fought with an English frigate in the Irish Sea, and taken her captive with some rich prizes. Roger Wallingford was left ashore in Whitehaven. They believe on the ship that he tried to betray his companions and warned the town; but he was badly wounded ashore, and thrown into prison. There is a great rising of the Patriots against Madam Wallingford, who is warned to leave the country. They threatened her very life last night. Mary was standing now, and the quick firelight, sprung afresh, made her look like a bright flame. The master made a strange outcry, like a call for hidden help, and looked hastily at the walls of the room about him, as if he sought some old familiar weapons.

I am going away with her for a time, said Mary, speaking now without any strain or quiver in her voice. My brother does not need me, since he is with the army, and Mr. Lord knows our business here, if any be left. Peggy can stand bravely for me in the house. Dear master! and she came close to the old mans side; her young slender body was almost as tall as his; she put her arm about his neck and drew down his head so that he must look into her upturned face. Dear master, she said, in a low voice, you told me once that you still had friends in England, if the worst should come to Roger, and I think now that the worst has come.

You may bring the horses at once, said the master, turning quickly to Mr. Lord. Stay, Margery; you must light your old lantern and give it him; and I would wrap you well and hold it for him to rub them off with a wisp of thatch, and let them have a mouthful of corn to satisfy their minds.

Mary felt for that one moment as if Hope were like an old frail friend with eyes of living fire; she had known no other father than the master, when all was said. He put her hand gently away from its unconscious clinging hold of his shoulder, and, with a womans care, took the wet cloak, as he placed her again in his own chair, and spread its dry inner folds to the fire, so that they might warm a little.

Then, without speaking, he went to the shelf of books, and took from one of them a thin packet of papers.

I am an old man, he said gently. I have been fearful of all this, and I made ready these things, since it might some day please God to let me die. I have heard of the fray last night, but you will find letters here that will be of service. Come, warm you now by the fire, and put them in the bosom of your gown. I think you will find them something worth; but if you keep their words in your heart or near it, t will be far the best. And burn them quick if there is need; but you shall read them first, and send their messages by word of mouth, if need be. Listen to me now; there are a few things left for me to say.

The girls face was full of a sweet relief; she did not thank him, save with one long look, and put the packet where he had bidden her. She looked into the fire as she listened to his counsels, and suddenly was afraid of tears, the errand being safely done.

Forgive me, sir, for this new trouble!

She spoke with a different impulse and recognition from any she had known before, and looked brave as a young soldier. This was a friend who knew indeed the world whither she was going.

Why should you not come to me? asked the master. Men were born for the aid and succor of men, he added with a smile. You do not know your Rabelais, my little lady.

The horses had come up; they trod the ground outside impatiently. She knelt before the old man humbly, and he blessed her, and when she rose she kissed him like a child, and looked long in his face, and he in hers; then she put on her heavy cloak again, and went out into the rainy night.

Next day, in Portsmouth, Madam Wallingford, pale and stately, and Susan, resolute enough, but strangely apathetic, put off into the harbor from Langdons wharf. They were accompanied to the shore by many friends, whose hearts were moved at so piteous a sight. When the mistress and maid were safe on the deck of the Golden Dolphin, Mary Hamilton stood there before them; the beauty of her young face was like some heavenly creatures.

I know that you said last night, when I was for bidding you farewell, that you should see me again. I have been thinking all this morning that you had been prevented, whispered Madam Wallingford tenderly. They were long in each others arms. I have a few things left to say; it is impossible to remember all proper messages, at such short warning. Let them keep the boat for Miss Hamilton, until the last moment before we sail, she said to the captain.

They are heaving up the anchor now, the captain answered. I must not lose this fair wind to get us out of the river.

Mary was impatient to speak; she cast a smiling glance at Susan, who wore a timid look, not being used to plots, or to taking instructions from any but her mistress.

Dear friend, cried Mary then, you must let me have my way! I could not let you go alone. I tried to think as you bade me, but I could not. I am going with you wherever you may go: I think it is my right. You have short time now to give Susan your last charges, as I have given mine to Peggy. I stay with you and Phebe with me, and Susan goes ashore. Please God, some short weeks or months may see us sailing home again up the river, with our errand well done!

I could not stand against them, Madam, and Susan looked more apprehensive than triumphant, though she was grateful to Heaven to be spared a voyage at sea. Her mistress was not one to have her own plans set aside. I listened well, Madam, to all you said to Rodney and the maids. They are good girls, but they need a head over them. And I could do nothing against Miss Mary; for Peggy, that has a love for great ploys to be going on, and the world turned upside down, has backed her from the first.


XXXI. THE MILL PRISON
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LACKYNG MY LOVE, I goe from place to place.

Twixt every prayer he says, he names you once 
As others drop a bead.

One morning late in spring the yellow primroses were still abloom on the high moorlands above Plymouth; the chilly sea wind was blowing hard, and the bright sunshine gave little warmth, even in a sheltered place. The yard of the great Mill Prison was well defended by its high stockade, but the wind struck a strong wing into it in passing, and set many a poor half-clad man to shivering. The dreary place was crowded with sailors taken from American ships: some forlorn faces were bleached by long captivity, and others were still round and ruddy from recent seafaring. There was a constant clack of sharp, angry voices. Outside the gate was a group of idle sightseers staring in, as if these poor Yankees were a menagerie of outlandish beasts; now and then some compassionate man would toss a shilling between the bars, to be pitifully scrambled for, or beckon to a prisoner who looked more suffering than the rest. Even a south-westerly gale hardly served to lighten the heavy air of such a crowded place, and nearly every one looked distressed; the small-pox had blighted many a face, so that the whole company wore a piteous look, though each new day still brought new hopes of liberty.

There were small groups of men sitting close together. Some were playing at games with pebbles and little sticks, their draughts board or fox-and-geese lines being scratched upon the hard trodden ground. Some were writing letters, and wondering how to make sure of sending them across the sea. There were only two or three books to be seen in hand; most of the prisoners were wearily doing nothing at all.

In one corner, a little apart from the rest, sat a poor young captain who had lost his first command, a small trading vessel on the way to France. He looked very downcast, and was writing slowly, a long and hopeless letter to his wife.

I now regret that I had not taken your advice and Mothers and remained at home instead of being a prisoner here, he had already written, and the stiff, painfully shaped words looked large and small by turns through his great tears. I was five days in the prison ship. I am in sorrow our government cares but little for her subjects. They have nothing allowed them but what the British government gives them. Shameful, — all other nations feels for their subjects except our Country. There is no exchange of prisoners. It is intirely uncertain when I return perhaps not during the war. I live but very poor, every thing is high. I hope you have surmounted your difficulties and our child has come a Comfort to imploy your fond attention. It is hard the loss of my ship and difficult to bare. God bless you all. My situation is not so bad but it might be worse. This goes by a cartel would to God I could go with it but that happiness is denied me. It would pain your tender heart to view the distressed seamen crowded in this filthy prison, there is kind friends howiver in every place and some hours passed very pleasant in spite of every lack some says the gallows or the East Indias will be our dreadful destiny, t would break a stones heart to see good men go so hungry we must go barefoot when our shoes is done. Some eats the grass in the yard and picks up old bones, and all runs to snatch the stumps of our cabbage the cooks throws out. Some makes a good soup they say from snails a decent sort that hives about the walls, but I have not come to this I could not go it. They says we may be scattered on the Kings ships. I hear the bells in Plymouth Town and Dock pray God t is for no victory — no I hear in closing t is only their new Lord Mayor coming in — 

As this was finished there was another man waiting close by, who caught impatiently at the thrice-watered ink, and looked suspiciously to see if any still remained.

Harbert said s how I should have it next, grumbled the fellow prisoner, if so be you ve left me any. Who ll car our letters to the cartel? They want to send a list o those thats dead out o the Dolton, an I give my promise to draw up the names.

There were many faces missing now from the crew of the Dolton brigantine, taken nearly a year and a half before, but there were still a good number of her men left in the prison. Others had come from the Blenheim or the Fancy; some from the Lexington; and the newest resident was a man off The Yankee Hero, who had spent some time after his capture as sailor on a British man-of-war. He was a friendly person, and had brought much welcome news, being also so strong and well fed that he was a pleasant sight to see. Just now he sat with Charles Herbert, of Newbury, in Massachusetts, whom they all called the scribe. For once this poor captive wore a bright, eager look on his scarred face, as he listened to the newcomers talk of affairs; they had been near neighbors at home. The younger man had been in prison these many months. He was so lucky as to possess a clumsy knife, which was as great a treasure as his cherished bottle of ink, and was busy making a little box of cedar wood and fitting it neatly together with pegs. Since he had suffered the terrible attack of small-pox which had left his face in ruins, and given him a look of age at twenty, his eyesight had begun to fail; he was even now groping over the ground, to find one of the tiny dowels that belonged to his handiwork.

T is there by your knee; the rags of your trouser leg was over it, said Titcomb, the new man-of-wars man, as he reached for the bit of wood.

Who s this new plant o grace, comin out o hospitl? he asked suddenly, looking over Herberts shoulder, with the peg in his fingers. T is a stranger to me, and with the air of a gentleman, though he lops about trying his sea legs, like an eel on s tail.

No place for gentlemen here, God help him! said the young scribe sadly, trying to clear his dull eyes with a ragged sleeve as he turned to look. No, I dont know who it is. I did hear yisterday that there was an officer fetched here in the night, from the norard, under guard, and like to be soon hanged. Some one off of a Yankee privateer, they said, that went in and burnt the shipping of a port beyond Wales. I overheared the sentinels havin some talk about him last night. I expect t was that old business of the Ranger, and nothin new.

There was a rough scuffling game going on in the prison yard, which made all the sick and disabled men shrink back against the walls, out of danger. The stranger came feebly from point to point, as the game left space, toward the sunny side where the two Newbury men were sitting. As they made room for him, they saw that he was dressed in the remains of a torn, weather-stained uniform; his arm was in a sling, and his shoulder fast bound with dirty bandages.

You re a new bird in this pretty cage, said poor Herbert, smiling pleasantly. He was a fellow of sympathetic heart, and always very friendly with new-comers.

The stranger returned his greeting, with a distressed glance toward their noisy companions, and seated himself heavily on the ground, leaning back against the palisade. The tumult and apparent danger of finding himself trodden underfoot vexed and confused him in his weakness; presently he grew faint, and his head dropped on his breast. His last thought was a wish to be back in the wretched barracks, where at least it was quiet. At that moment two men pushed their way out of the middle of a quarreling group of playmates, and ran toward him.

Taint never you, sir! cried one.

Tis Mr. Roger Wallingford, too! Dont you think I ve got sense enough to know? scolded the other, both speaking at once, in tones which conveyed much pity and astonishment to the Newbury mens ears.

By God! it is, an he s a dyin man!

Gideon Warren was a Berwick sailor of the old stock, who had known the lieutenant from a child, and was himself born and reared by the river. What ve them devils used him such a way for? he demanded angrily. He looks as ancient as the old judge, his father, done, the week afore he died. What sort of a uniforms this hes got on him?

The other men looked on, and, any excitement being delightful in so dull a place, a crowd gathered about them quickly, pushing and jostling, and demanding to know what had happened. Warren, a heavily built, kind-faced old mariner, had fallen on his knees and taken the sick mans head on his own ample shoulder, with all the gentleness of a woman. There was more than one old Berwick neighbor standing near The general racket of noise began to be hushed.

Git him some water, cant ye? commanded Warren. I misdoubt we ve got no sperits for him. Stand to t other side, there, some on ye caw-handed cutters, an keep the sun offn him!

T aint no British fightin gear, nor French neither, thats on him, said Ichabod Lord, as he leaned forward to get a better view of the red waistcoat, and, above all, the gilt buttons of the new prisoners coat.

T is an officer from one o our own Congress ships; they d keep such news from us here, any way they could, said young Earl angrily.

Looks to me different, said the Newbury man who was with Herbert. No, I ll begretch its anything more n some livery wear and relic o fashion. T is some poor chap they ve cotched outn some lords house; he mought be American-born, an they took him to be spyin on em.

What d you know o them high affairs? returned Warren with indignation. Livery wear? You aint never been situated where youd be like to see none! T is a proper uniform, or was one, leastways; theres a passel o anchors worked on him, and how he ever come here aint for me to say, but tis our young Squire Wallinford, son an heir o the best gentleman that was ever on the old Piscataqua River.

When we come away, folks was all certain they had leanins to the wrong side: his mothers folks was high among the Boston Tories, explained Ichabod Lord wonderingly. Yet he must ha been doin some mischief long o the Patriots, or hed never been sent here for no rebel, — no, theyd never sent him here; this aint where they keep none o their crown jewls! Lord! I hope he aint goin to die afore he tells some news from the old Lower Landin an Pound Hill, an how things was goin forrard, when he left home, all up along the Witchtrot road!

These last words came straight from the depths of an exiles heart, and nobody thought it worth while to smile at the names of his localities; there was hardly a man who was not longing for home news in the same desperate way. A jail was but a jail the world over, a place to crowd a man lower down, soul and body, and England was not likely to be anxious about luxuries for these ships companies of rebels and pirates, the willful destroyers of her commerce; they were all thought guilty of treason, and deserved the worst of punishment.

There was a faint flicker of color now on the strangers cheeks, and Charles Herbert had brought some water, and was fanning him with a poor fragment of headgear, while some one else rubbed his cold hands. They were all well enough used to seeing men in a swoon; the custom was to lay them close to the wall, if they were in the way, to recover themselves as best they could, but this man with the stained red waistcoat might have news to tell.

I ll bate my head he s been on the Ranger with Paul Jones, announced Ichabod Lord solemnly, as if he were ready to suffer for his opinions. Thats what t is; they may have all been taken, too, off the coast.

Why, tis the uniform of our own Congress navy, then! exclaimed young Herbert, with his scarred cheeks gone bright crimson like a girls, and a strange thrill in his voice. He sprang to his feet, and the men near him gave the best cheer they could muster. Poor Wallingford heard it, and stirred a little, and half opened his eyes.

Ive above two shillings here that Ive airnt makin of my workboxes: some o you fellows run to the gates and get a decent-looking body to fetch us some brandy, begged Herbert hastily.

Im all right now, said Wallingford aloud; and then he saw whose stout arms were holding him, and looked into a familiar face.

Good God! we had news at home long ago that you were dead, Warren! he said with wide-eyed bewilderment.

I baint then, so now, insisted the honest Gideon indignantly, which amused the audience so that they fell to laughing and slapping one another on the shoulder.

Well, I baint, repeated Warren, as soon as he could be heard. I ve been here in this prison for seven months, and its a good deal worse n layin at home in Old Fields burin ground, right in sight o the river n alls a-goin on. Tell us where you come from, sir, as soon s you feel able, and how long you are from Barvick! We get no sort of news from the folks. I expect you cant tell me whether my old mother s livin? The poor man tried hard to master his feelings, but his face began to twitch, and he burst out crying suddenly, like a child.

Looks like theyve all gone and forgot us, said a patient, pale-faced fellow who stood near. Wallingford was himself again now, and looked with dismay at those who looked at him. Their piteous pallor and hungry-eyed misery of appearance could give but little sense of welcome or comfortable reassurance to a new captive. He was as poor as they, and as lacking in present resource, and, being weak and worn, the very kindness and pity of the arms that held him only added to his pain.

If I had not come the last of my way by sea, he told them, trying to speak some cheerful hope to such hopeless souls, I might have got word to London or to Bristol, where I can count upon good friends, but some of the listeners looked incredulous and shook their heads doubtfully, while there were those who laughed bitterly as they strolled away.

Have you any late news from Captain Paul Jones? he asked, sitting straight now, though Warren still kept a careful arm behind him. I was at Whitehaven with him; I belong on the frigate Ranger, and his eyes grew bright and boyish.

They say that one of her own officers tried to betray the ship, sneered a young man, a late comer to the Mill Prison, who stood looking straight into poor Wallingfords face.

T was true enough, too, said Roger Wallingford frankly; it is by no fault of mine that you see me here. God grant that such treachery made no other victim!

They say that the Ranger has taken a mort o prizes, and sent them back to France, announced the Newbury sailor. Oh, Lord, yes, shes scared em blue ever sence that night she went into Whitehaven! She took the Drake sloop o war out o Carrickfergus that very next day.

I knew there was business afoot! cried the lieutenant proudly; but he suddenly turned faint again, and they saw a new bright stain strike through the clumsy bandages on his shoulder.


XXXII. THE GOLDEN DRAGON
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GIVE WHERE WANT is silently clamorous, and mens necessities, not their tongues, do loudly call for thy mercies.

The less said of a dull sea voyage, the better; to Madam Wallingford and her young companion their slow crossing to the port of Bristol could be but a long delay. Each day of the first week seemed like a week in passing, though from very emptiness it might be but a moment in remembrance; time in itself being like money in itself, — nothing at all unless changed into action, sensation, material. At first, for these passengers by the Golden Dolphin, there was no hope of amusement of any sort to shorten the eventless hours. Their hearts were too heavy with comfortless anxieties.

The sea was calm, and the May winds light but steady from the west. It was very warm for the season of year, and the discouragements of early morning in the close cabin were easily blown away by the fresh air of the quarter-deck. The captain, a well-born man, but diffident in the company of ladies, left his vessels owner and her young companion very much to themselves. Mary had kept to a sweet composure and uncomplainingness, for her old friends sake, but she knew many difficult hours of regret and uncertainty now that, having once taken this great step, Madam Wallingford appeared to look to her entirely for support and counsel, and almost to forget upon how great an adventure they had set forth. All Marys own cares and all her own obligations and beliefs sometimes rose before her mind, as if in jealous arraignment of her presence on the eastward-moving ship. Yet though she might think of her brothers displeasure and anxiety, and in the darkest moments of all might call herself a deserter, and count the slow hours of a restless night, when morning came, one look at Madam Wallingfords pale face in the gray light of their cabin was enough to reassure the bravery of her heart. In still worse hours of that poor ladys angry accusation of those whom she believed to be their countrys enemies, Mary yet found it possible to be patient, as we always may be when Pity comes to help us; there was ever a final certainty in her breast that she had not done wrong, — that she was only yielding to an inevitable, irresistible force of love. Love itself had brought her out of her own country.

Often they sat pleasantly together upon the deck, the weather was so clear and fine, Mary being always at Madam Wallingfords feet on a stout little oaken footstool, busy with her needle to fashion a warmer head-covering, or to work at a piece of slow embroidery on a strip of linen that Peggy had long ago woven on their own loom. Often the hearts of both these women, who were mistresses of great houses and the caretakers of many dependents, were full of anxious thought of home and all its business.

Halfway from land to land, with the far horizon of a calm sea unbroken by mast or sail, the sky was so empty by day that the stars at night brought welcome evidence of life and even companionship, as if the great processes of the universe were akin to the conscious life on their own little ship. In spite of the cruelty of a doubt that would sometimes attack her, Mary never quite lost hold on a higher courage, or the belief that they were on their way to serve one whom they both loved, to do something which they alone could do. The thought struck her afresh, one afternoon, that they might easily enough run into danger as they came near land; they might not only fall an easy prey to some Yankee privateer (for their sailing papers were now from Halifax), but they might meet the well-manned Ranger herself, as they came upon the English coast. A quick flush brightened the girls sea-browned cheeks, but a smile of confidence and amusement followed it.

Madam Wallingford was watching her from the long chair.

You seem very cheerful to-day, my dear child, she said wistfully.

I was heartened by a funny little dream in broad daylight, answered Mary frankly, looking up with something like love itself unveiled in her clear eyes.

It is like to be anything but gay in Bristol, when we come to land, answered Madam Wallingford. I had news in Halifax, when we lay there, that many of their best merchants in Bristol are broken, and are for a petition to Parliament to end these troubles quickly. All their once great trade with the colonies is done. I spent many happy months in Bristol when I was young. T was a noble town, with both riches and learning, and full of sights, too; it was a fit town for gentlefolk. I sometimes think that if anything could give back my old strength again, t would be to take the air upon the Clifton Downs.

You will have many things to show me, said Mary, with a smile. You are better already for the sea air, Madam. It does my heart good to see the change in you.

Oh, dear child, if we were only there! cried the poor lady. Life is too hard for me; it seems sometimes as if I cannot bear it a moment longer. Yet I shall find strength for what I have to do. I wonder if we must take long journeys at once? T is not so far if Roger should be at Plymouth, as they believed among the Halifax friends. But I saw one stranger shake his head and look at me with pity, as I put my questions. He was from England, too, and just off the sea — 

There is one thing I am certain of, — Roger is not dead, said Mary. We are sure to find him soon, she added, in a different tone, when she had spoken out of her heart for very certainty. The mothers face took on a sweet look of relief; Mary was so strong-hearted, so sure of what she said, that it could not help being a comfort.

Our cousin Davis will be gathering age, Madam Wallingford continued, after a little while. I look to find her most sadly changed. She had been married two years already when I made my first voyage to England, and went to visit her.

Mary looked up eagerly from her work, as if to beg some further reminiscences of the past. Because she loved Madam Wallingford so well it was pleasant to share the past with her; the old distance between them grew narrower day by day.

I was but a girl of seventeen when I first saw Bristol, and I went straight to her house from the ship, as I hope we may do now, if that dear heart still remains in a world that needs her, said the elder woman. She is of kin to your own people, you must remember, as well as to the Wallingfords. Yes, she was glad of my visit, too, for she was still mourning for her mother. Being the youngest child, she had been close with her till her marriage, and always a favorite. They had never been parted for a night or slept but under the same roof, until young Davis would marry her, and could not be gainsaid. He had come to the Piscataqua plantations, supercargo of a great ship of his fathers; the whole countryside had flocked to see so fine a vessel, when she lay in the stream at Portsmouth. She was called the Rose and Crown; she was painted and gilded in her cabin like a kings pleasure ship. He promised that his wife should come home every second year for a long visit, and bragged of their ships being always on the ocean; he said she should keep her carriage both on sea and on land. T was but the promise of a courting man, he was older than she, and already very masterful; he had grown stern and sober, and made grave laws for his household, when I saw it, two years later. He had come to be his fathers sole heir, and felt the weight of great affairs, and said he could not spare his wife out of his sight, when she pleaded to return with me; a womans place was in her husbands house. Mother and child had the sundering sea ever between them, and never looked in each others face again; for Mistress Goodwin was too feeble to take the journey, though she was younger than I am now. He was an honest man and skillful merchant, was John Davis; but few men can read a womans heart, which lives by longing, and not by reason; t is writ in another language.

You have often heard of the mother, old Mistress Goodwin, who was taken to Canada by the savages, and who saw her child killed by them before her eyes? They threatened to kill her too because she wept, and an Indian woman pitied her, and flung water in her face to hide the tears, the speaker ended, much moved.

Oh, yes. I always wish I could remember her, answered Mary. She was a woman of great valor, and with such a history. T was like living two lifetimes in one. The girls face shone with eagerness as she looked up, and again bent over her needlework. She was the mother of all the Goodwins; they have cause enough for pride when they think of her.

She had great beauty, too, even in her latest age, though her face was marked by sorrow, continued Madam Wallingford, easily led toward entertaining herself by the listeners interest, the hope of pleasing Mary. Mistress Godwin was the skillful hostess of any company, small or great, and full of life even when she was bent double by her weight of years, and had seen most of her children die before her. There was a look in her eyes as of one who could see spirits, and yet she was called a very cheerful person. T was indeed a double life, as if she knew the next world long before she left this one. They said she was long remembered by the folk she lived among in Canada; she would have done much kindness there even in her distress. Her husband was a plain, kind man, very able and shrewd-witted, like most Goodwins, but she was born a Plaisted of the Great House; they were the best family then in the plantation. Oh yes, I can see her now as if she stood before me, — a small body, but lit with flame from no common altar of the gods! exclaimed Madam Wallingford, after a moments pause. She had the fine dignity which so many women lack in these days, and knew no fear, they always said, except at the sight of some savage face. This I have often heard old people say of her earlier years, when the Indians were still in the country; she would be startled by them as if she came suddenly upon a serpent. Yet she would treat them kindly.

I remember when some of our old men still brought their guns to church and stood them in the pews, said Mary; but this year there were only two poor huts in the Vineyard, when the Indians came down the country to catch the salmon and dry them. There are but a feeble few of all their great tribe; t is strange to know that a whole nation has lived on our lands before us! I wonder if we shall disappear in our own turn? Peggy always says that when the first settlers came up the river they found traces of ancient settlement; the Vineyard was there, with its planted vines all run to waste and of a great age, and the old fields, too, which have given our river neighborhoods their name. Peggy says there were other white people in Barvick long ago; the old Indians had some strange legends of a folk who had gone away. Did Mistress Goodwin ever speak of her captivity, or the terrible march to Canada through the snow, when she was captured with the other Barvick folk, Madam? asked Mary, with eagerness to return to their first subject. People do not speak much of those old times now, since our own troubles came on.

No, no, she would never talk of her trials; t was not her way, protested Madam Wallingford, and a shadow crossed her face. T was her only happiness to forget such things. I can see her sitting in the sun with a fescue in her hand, teaching the little children. They needed bravery in those old days; nothing can haunt us as their fear of sudden assault and savage cruelty must have haunted them.

Mary thought quickly enough of that angry mob which had so lately gathered about her old friends door, but she said nothing. The Sons of Liberty and their visit seemed to have left no permanent discomfort in Madams mind. No, no! said the girl aloud. We have grown so comfortable that even war has its luxuries; they have said that a common soldier grows dainty with his food and lodging, and the commanders are daily fretted by such complaints.

There is not much comfort to be had, poor fellows! exclaimed Madam Wallingford rebukingly, as if she and Mary had changed sides. Not at your Valley Forge, and not with the Kings troops last year in Boston. They suffered everything, but not more than the rebels liked.

Marys cheeks grew red at the offensive word. Do not say rebels! she entreated. I do not think that Mistress Hetty Goodwin would side with Parliament, if she were living still. Think how they loved our young country, and what they bore for it, in those early days!

T is not to the purpose, child! answered the old lady sharply. They were all for England against France and her cruel Indian allies; I meant by rebels but a party word. Hetty Goodwin might well be of my mind; too old to learn irreverence toward the King. I hate some of his surrounders, — I can own to that! I hate the Bedfords, and I have but scorn for his Lord Sandwich or for Rockingham. They are treating our American Loyalists without justice. Sir William Howe might have had five thousand men of us, had he made proclamation. Fifty of the best gentlemen in Philadelphia who were for the Crown waited upon him only to be rebuffed.

She checked herself quickly, and glanced at Mary, as if she were sorry to have acknowledged so much. Yes, I count upon Mr. Fox to stand our friend rather than upon these! and we have Mr. Franklin, too, who is large-minded enough to think of the colonies themselves, and to forget their petty factious and rivalries. Let us agree, let us agree, if we can! and Madam Wallingford, whose dignity was not a thing to be lightly touched, turned toward Mary with a winning smile. She knew that she must trust herself more and more to this young hearts patience and kindness; yes, and to her judgment about their plans. Thank God, this child who loved her was always at her side. With a strange impulse to confess all these things, she put out her frail hand to Mary, and Mary, willingly drawing a little closer, held it to her cheek. They could best understand each other without words. The girl had a clear mind, and had listened much to the talk of men. The womanish arguments of Madam Wallingford always strangely confused her.

Mr. Franklin will ever be as young at heart as he is old in years, said the lady presently, with the old charm of her manner, and all wistfulness and worry quite gone from her face. She had been strengthened by Marys love in the failing citadel of her heart. Tis Mr. Franklins most noble gift that he can keep in sympathy with the thoughts and purposes of younger men. Age is wont to be narrow and to depend upon certainties of the past, while youth has its easily gathered hopes and quick intuitions. Mr. Franklin is both characters at once, — as sanguine as he is experienced. I knew him well; he will be the same man now, and as easy a courtier as he was then content with his thrift and prudence. I trust him among the first of those who can mend our present troubles.

I beg you not to think that I am unmindful of our wrongs in the colonies, Mary, my dear, she added then, in a changed voice. T is but your foolish way of trying to mend them that has grieved me, — you who call yourselves the Patriots!

Mary smiled again and kept silence, but with something of a doubtful heart. She did not wish to argue about politics, that sunny day on the sea. No good could come of it, though she had a keen sense that her companions mind was now sometimes unsettled from its old prejudices and firm beliefs. The captain was a stanch Royalist, who believed that the rebels were sure to be put down, and that no sensible man should find himself left in the foolish situation of a Kings antagonist, or suffer the futility of such defeat.

Will Mistress Davis look like her mother, do you think? Mary again bethought herself to return to the simpler subject of their conversation.

Yes, no doubt; they had the same brave eyes and yet strangely timid look. T is a delicate, frail, spirited face. Our cousin Davis would be white-headed now; she was already gray in her twenties, when I last saw her. It sometimes seems but the other day. They said that Mistress Goodwin came home from Canada with her hair as white as snow. Yes, their eyes were alike; but the daughter had a Goodwin look, small featured and neatly made, as their women are. She could hold to a purpose and was very capable, and had wonderful quickness with figures; t is common to the whole line. Mistress Hetty, the mother, had a pleasing gentleness, but great dignity; she was born of those who long had been used to responsibility and the direction of others.

Mary laughed a little. When you say capable, it makes me think of old Peggy, at home, she explained. One day, not long ago, I was in the spinning room while we chose a pattern for the new table linen, and she had a child there with her; you know that Peggy is fond of a little guest. There had been talk of a cake, and the child was currying favor lest she should be forgotten.

Mrs. Peggy, she piped, my aunt Betsey says as how you re a very capering woman!

What, what? says Peggy. Your aunt Betsey, indeed, you mite! Oh, I expect t was capable she meant, Peggy declared next moment, a little pacified, and turned to me with a lofty air. Cant folks have an English tongue in their heads? she grumbled; but she ended our high affairs then, and went off to the kitchen with the child safe in hand.

I can see her go! and Madam Wallingford laughed too, easily pleased with the homely tale.

Ah, but we must not laugh; it hurts my poor heart even to smile, she whispered. My dear son is in prison, we know not where, and I have been forgetting him when I can laugh. I know not if he be live or dead, and we are so far from him, tossing in the midseas. Oh, what can two women like us do in England, in this time of bitterness, if the Loyalists are reckoned but brothers of the rebels? I dreamed it was all different till we heard such tales in Halifax.

We shall find many friends, and we need never throw away our hope, said Mary Hamilton soothingly. And Master Sullivan bade me remember with his last blessing that God never makes us feel our weakness except to lead us to seek strength from Him. T was the saying of his old priest, the Abbé Fénelon.

They sat silent together; the motion of the ship was gentle enough, and the western breeze was steady. It seemed like a quiet night again; the sun was going down, and there was a golden light in the thick web of rigging overhead, and the gray sails were turned to gold color.

It is I who should be staying you, dear child, whispered Madam Wallingford, putting out her hand again and resting it on Marys shoulder, but you never fail to comfort me. I have bitterly reproached myself many and many a day for letting you follow me; t is like the book of Ruth, which always brought my tears as I read it. I am far happier here with you than I have been many a day at home in my lonely house. I need wish for a daughters love no more. I sometimes forget even my great sorrow and my fear of our uncertainty, and dread the day when we shall come to land. I wish I were not so full of fears. Yet I do not think God will let me die till I have seen my son.

Mary could not look just then at her old friends fragile figure and anxious face; she had indeed taken a great charge upon herself, and a weakness stole over her own heart that could hardly be borne. What difficulties and disappointments were before them God only knew.

Dear child, said Madam Wallingford, whose eyes were fixed upon Marys unconscious face, is it your dreams that keep your heart so light? I wish that you could share them with the heavy-hearted like me! All this long winter you have shown a heavenly patience; but your face was often sad, and this has grieved me. I have thought since we came to sea that you have been happier than you were before.

T was not the distresses that we all knew; something pained me that I could not understand. Now it troubles me no more, and Mary looked at the questioner with a frank smile.

I am above all a hater of curious questions, insisted the lady. But Mary did not turn her eyes away, and smiled again.

I can hold myself to silence, said Madam Wallingford. I should not have spoken but for the love and true interest of my heart; twas not a vulgar greed of curiosity that moved me. I am thankful enough for your good cheer; you have left home and many loving cares, and have come with me upon this forced and anxious journey as if it were but a holiday.

Mary bent lower over her sewing.

Now that we have no one but each other I should be glad to put away one thought that has distressed me much, confessed the mother, and her voice trembled. You have never said that you had any word from Roger. Surely there is no misunderstanding between you? I have sometimes feared — Oh, remember that I am his mother, Mary! He has not written even to me in his old open fashion; there has been a difference, as if the great distance had for once come between our hearts; but this last letter was from his own true heart, from his very self! The knowledge that he was not happy made me fearful, and yet I cannot brook the thought that he has been faithless, galling though his hasty oath may have been to him. Oh no, no! I hate myself for speaking so dark a thought as this. My son is a man of high honor. She spoke proudly, yet her anxious face was drawn with pain.

Mary laid down her piece of linen, and clasped her hands together strongly in her lap. There was something deeply serious in her expression, as she gazed off upon the sea.

It is all right now, she said presently, speaking very simply, and not without effort. I have been grieved for many weeks, ever since the first letters came. I had no word at all from Roger, and we had been such friends. The captain wrote twice to me, as I told you; his letters were the letters of a gentleman, and most kind. I could be sure that there was no trouble between them, as I feared sometimes at first, and the bright color rushed to her face. It put me to great anxiety; but the very morning before we sailed a letter came from Roger. I could not bring myself to speak of it then; I can hardly tell you now.

And it is all clear between you? I see, — there was some misunderstanding, my dear. Remember that my boy is sometimes very quick; t is a hasty temper, but a warm and true heart. Is it all clear now?

Mary wished to answer, but she could not, for all her trying, manage to speak a word; she did not wish to show the deep feeling that was moving her, and first looked seaward again, and then took up her needlework. Her hand touched the bosom of her gown, to feel if the letter were there and safe. Madam Wallingford smiled, and was happy enough in such a plain assurance.

Oh yes! Mary found herself saying next moment, quite unconsciously, the wave of happy emotion having left her calm again. Oh yes, I have come to understand everything now, dear Madam, and the letter was written while the Ranger lay in the port of Brest. They were sailing any day for the English coast.

Sometimes I fear that he may be dead; this very sense of his living nearness to my heart may be only — The dread of losing him wakes me from my sleep; but sometimes by day I can feel him thinking to me, just as I always have since he was a child; t is just as if he spoke, and the tears stood bright in Madam Wallingfords eyes.

No, dear, he is not dead, said Mary, listening eagerly; but she could not tell even Roger Wallingfords mother the reason why she was so certain.


XXXIII. THEY COME TO BRISTOL
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THE WISE WILL remember through sevenfold births the love of those who wiped away their falling tears.

Miss Mary Hamilton and the captain of the Golden Dolphin walked together from the busy boat landing up into the town of Bristol. The tide was far down, and the captain, being a stout man, was still wheezing from his steep climb on the long landing-stairs. It was good to feel the comfort of solid ground underfoot, and to hear so loud and cheerful a noise of English voices, after their four long weeks at sea, and the ring and clank of coppersmiths hammers were not unpleasant to the ear even in a narrow street. The captain was in a jovial temper of mind; he had some considerable interest in his cargo, and they had been in constant danger off the coast. Now that he was safe ashore, and the brig was safe at anchor, he stepped quickly and carried his head high, and asked their shortest way to Mr. Daviss house, to leave Mary there, while he made plans for coming up to one of that well-known merchants wharves.

Here we are at last! exclaimed the master mariner. I can find my way across the sea straight to Kings Road and Bristol quay, but Im easy lost in the crooked ways of a town. I ve seen the port of Bristol, too, a score o times since I was first a sailor, but I saw it never so dull as now. There it is, the large house beyond, to the port-hand side. He lives like a nobleman, does old Sir Davis. I ll leave ye here now, and go my ways; they ve sarvents a plenty to see ye back to the strand.

The shy and much occupied captain now made haste toward the merchants counting-room, and Mary hurried on toward the house, anxious to know if Madam Wallingfords hopes were to be assured, and if they should find Mistress Davis not only alive and well, but ready to welcome them. As she came nearer, her heart beat fast at the sight of a ladys trim head, white-capped, and not without distinction of look, behind the panes of a bowed window. It was as plain that this was a familiar sight, that it might every day be seen framed in its place within the little panes, as if Mary had known the face since childhood, and watched for a daily greeting as she walked a Portsmouth street at home. She even hesitated for a moment, looking eagerly, ere she went to lift the bright knocker of the street door.

In a minute more she was in the room.

I am Mary Hamilton, of Berwick, said the guest, with pretty eagerness, and I bring you love and greeting from Madam Wallingford, your old friend.

From Madam Wallingford? exclaimed the hostess, who had thought to see a neighbors daughter enter from the street, and now beheld a stranger, a beautiful young creature, with a beseeching look in her half familiar face. Come you indeed from old Barvick, my dear? You are just off the sea by your fresh looks. I was thinking of cousin Wallingford within this very hour; I grieved to think that now we are both so old I can never see her face again. So you bring me news of her? Sit you down; I can say that you are most welcome. Her eyes were like a younger womans, and they never left Marys face.

She is here; she is in the harbor, on board the Golden Dolphin, one of her own ships. I have not only brought news to you; I have brought her very self, said the girl joyfully.

There was a quick shadow upon the hostesss face. Alas, then, poor soul, I fear she has been driven from her home by trouble; she would be one of the Loyalists! I ll send for her at once. Come nearer me; sit here in the window seat! begged Mistress Davis affectionately. You are little Mary Hamilton, of the fine house I have heard of and never seen, the pride of my dear old Barvick. But your brother would not change sides. You are both of the new party, — I have heard all that months ago; how happens it that the Golden Dolphin brought you hither, too?

Mary seated herself in the deep window, while Mistress Davis gazed at her wonderingly. She had a tender heart; she could read the signs of great effort and of loneliness in the bright girlish face. She did not speak, but her long, discerning look and the touch of her hand gave such motherly comfort that the girl might easily have fallen to weeping. It was not that Mary thought of any mean pity for herself, or even remembered that her dear charge had sometimes shown the unconscious selfishness of weakness and grief; but brave and self-forgetful hearts always know the true value of sympathy. They were friends and lovers at first sight, the young girl and the elderly woman who was also Berwick-born.

I have had your house filled to its least garrets with Royalists out of my own country, and here comes still another of them, with a young friend who is of the other party, Mistress Davis said gayly; and the guest looked up to see a handsome old man who had entered from another room, and who frowned doubtfully as he received this information. Marys head was dark against the window, and he took small notice of her at first, though some young men outside in the street had observed so much of her beauty as was visible, and were walking to and fro on the pavement, hoping for a still brighter vision.

This is Miss Mary Hamilton, of Barvick, announced the mistress, and your old friend Madam Wallingford is in harbor, on one of her ships. She knew that she need say no more.

Mr. John Davis, alderman of Bristol and senior warden of his parish church, now came forward with some gallantry of manner.

I do not like to lay a new charge upon you, said his wife, pleading prettily, but these are not as our other fugitives, poor souls! and she smiled as if with some confidence.

Why, no, these be both of them your own kinsfolk, if I mistake not, the merchant agreed handsomely; and the better part of our living has come, in times past, from my dealings with the husband of one and the good brother of the other. I should think it a pity if, for whatever reason they may have crossed the sea, we did not open wide our door; you must bid your maids make ready for their comfortable housing. I shall go at once to find the captain, since he has come safe to land in these days of piracy, and give so noble a gentlewoman as his owner my best welcome and service on the ship. Perhaps Miss Hamilton will walk with me, and give her own orders about her affairs?

Mary stepped forward willingly from the window, in answer to so kind a greeting; and when she was within close range of the old mans short-sighted eyes, she was inspected with such rapid approval and happy surprise that Mr. Alderman Davis bent his stately head and saluted so fair a brow without further consideration. She was for following him at once on his kind errand, but she first ran back and kissed the dear mistress of the house. I shall have much to tell you of home, she whispered; you must spare me much time, though you will first be so eager for your own friend.

We shall find each other changed, I know, — we have both seen years and trouble enough; but you must tell Mrs. Wallingford I have had no such happiness in many a year as the sight of her face will bring me. And dear Nancy Haggens? she asked, holding Mary back, while the merchant grew impatient at the delay of their whispering. She is yet alive? And Mary smiled.

I shall tell you many things, not only of her, but of the gay major, she replied aloud. Yes, I am coming, sir; but it is like home here, and I am so happy already in your kind house. Then they walked away together, he with a clinking cane and majestic air, and kindly showing Miss Hamilton all the sights of Bristol that they passed.

So you sailed on the Golden Dolphin? he asked, as they reached the water side. She is a small, old vessel, but she wears well; she has made this port many a time before, said John Davis. And lumber-laden, you say? Well, that is good for me, and you are lucky to escape the thieving privateers out of your own harbors. So Madam Wallingford has borne her voyage handsomely, you think? What becomes of her young son?


XXXIV. GOOD ENGLISH HEARTS
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T IS ALL an old man can do, to say his prayers for his country.

Late that evening, while the two elder ladies kept close together, and spoke eagerly of old days and friends long gone out of sight, John Davis sat opposite his young guest at the fireplace, as he smoked his after-supper pipe.

The rich oak-paneled room was well lit by both firelight and candles, and held such peace and comfort as Mary never had cause to be grateful for before. The cold dampness of the brig, their close quarters, and all the dullness and impatience of the voyage were past now, and they were safe in this good English house, among old friends. It was the threshold of England, too, and Roger Wallingford was somewhere within; soon they might be sailing together for home. Even the worst remembrance of the sea was not unwelcome, with this thought at heart!

The voyagers had been listening to sad tales of the poverty and distress of nearly all the Loyalist refugees from America, the sorrows of Governor Hutchinson and his house, and of many others. The Sewalls and Russells, the Faneuils, and the Boutineaus, who were still in Bristol, had already sent eager messages. Mistress Davis warned her guests that next day, when news was spread of their coming, the house would be full of comers and goers; all asking for news, and most of them for money, too. Some were now in really destitute circumstances who had been rich at home, and pensions and grants for these heartsick Loyalists were not only slow in coming, but pitiful in their meagreness. There was a poor gentleman from Salem, and his wife with him, living in the Davises house; they had lodged upward of thirty strangers since the year came in; it was a heavy charge upon even a well-to-do man, for they must nearly all borrow money beside their food and shelter. Madam Wallingford was not likely to come empty-handed; the heavy box with brass scutcheons which the captain himself had escorted from the Golden Dolphin, late that afternoon, was not without comfortable reassurance, and the lady had asked to have a proper English waiting-maid chosen for her, as she did not wish to bring a weight upon the household. But there were other problems to be faced. This good merchant, Mr. Davis, was under obligations to so old a friend, and he was not likely to be a niggard, in any sense, when she did him the honor to seek his hospitality.

I must go to my library, where I keep my business matters; tis but a plain book room, a place for my less public affairs. We may have some private talk there, if you are willing, he said, in a low voice; and Mary rose at once and followed him. The ladies did not even glance their way, though the merchant carefully explained that he should show his guest a very great ledger which had been brought up from his counting-room since business had fallen so low. She might see her brothers name on many of the pages.

Let us speak frankly now, he urged, as they seated themselves by as bright a fire of blazing coals as the one they had left. You can trust me with all your troubles, said the fatherly old man. I am distressed to find that Madam Wallingfords case is so desperate.

Mary looked up, startled from the peace of mind into which she had fallen.

Do you know anything, sir? she begged him earnestly. Is it likely — But there she stopped, and could go no further.

I had not the heart to tell her, he answered, but we have already some knowledge of that officer of the Ranger who was left ashore at Whitehaven: he has been reported as gravely wounded, and they would not keep him in any jail of that northern region, but sent him southward in a dying state, saying that he should by rights go to his own kind in the Mill Prison. You must be aware that such an unprovoked attack upon a British seaport has made a great stir among us, added the merchant, with bitterness.

Mary remembered the burning of Falmouth in her own province, and was silent.

If he had been a deserter, and treacherous at heart, as I find there was suspicion, he continued; yes, even if his own proper feelings toward the King had mastered your lieutenant, I do not know that his situation would have been any better for the moment. They must lack spirit in Whitehaven; on our Bristol wharves the mob would have torn such a prisoner limb from limb. You must remember that I am an Englishman born and bred, and have no patience with your rebels. I see now t was a calmer judgment ruled their course when they sent him south; but if he is yet in the Mill Prison, and alive, he could not be in a worse place. This war is costing the King a fortune every week that it goes on, and he cannot house such pirates and spies in his castle at Windsor.

Marys eyes flashed; she was keeping a firm hold upon her patience. I think, from what we are told of the Mill Prison, that the King has gone too far to the other extreme, she could not forbear saying, but with perfect quietness.

Well, we are not here to talk politics, said the alderman uneasily. I have a deep desire to serve so old and respected a friend as this young mans mother. I saw the boy once when he came to England; a promising lad, I must own, and respectful to his elders. I am ready to serve him, if I can, for his fathers sake, and to put all talk of principles by, or any question of his deserts. We have been driven to the necessity of keeping watchers all along the sea-coast by night and day, to send alarm by beacons into our towns. They say Paul Jones is a born divil, and will stick at nothing. How came Colonel Wallingfords son to cast in his lot with such a gallows rogue?

If you had lived on our river instead of here in Bristol, you would soon know, Mary answered him. Our honest industries have long been hindered and forbidden; we are English folk, and are robbed of our rights.

Well, well, my dear, you seem very clear for a woman; but I am an old man, and hard to convince. Your brother should be clear-headed enough; he is a man of judgment; but how such men as he have come to be so mistaken and blind — 

It is Parliament that has been blind all the time, insisted Mary. If you had been with us on that side of the sea, you would be among the first to know things as they are. Let us say no more, sir; I cannot lend myself to argument. You are so kind and I am so very grateful for it, in my heart.

Well, well, exclaimed the old man again, let us speak, then, of this instant business that you have in hand! I take it you have a heart in the matter, too; I see that you cherish Madam Wallingford like her own child. We must find out if the lad is still alive, and whether it is possible to free him. I heard lately that they have had the worst sort of small-pox among them, and a jail fever that is worse than the plague itself. T is not the fault of the jail, I wager you, but some dirty sailor brought it from his foul ship, he added hastily. They are all crowded in together; would they had kept at home where they belong!

You speak hard words, said the girl impatiently, and with plain reproach, but looking so beautiful in her quick anger that the old man was filled with wonder and delight before his conscience reminded him that he should be ashamed. He was not used to being so boldly fronted by his own women folk; though his wife always had her say, she feared and obeyed him afterward without question.

I wish that this foolish tea had never been heard of; it has been a most detestable weed for England, grumbled the old merchant. They say that even your Indians drink it now, or would have it if they could.

Mr. Davis, you have seen something of our young country, said the girl, speaking in a quiet tone. You have known how busy our men are at home, how steadily they go about their business. If you had seen, as I did, how they stood straight, and dropped whatever they had in hand, and were hot with rage when the news came from Boston and we knew that we were attacked at Lexington and Concord, you would have learned how we felt the bitter wrong. T was not the loss of our tea or any trumpery tax; we have never been wanting in generosity, or hung back when we should play our part. We remembered all the old wrongs: our own timber rotting in our woods that we might not cut; our own waterfalls running to waste by your English law, lest we cripple the home manufacturers. We were hurt to the heart, and were provoked to fight; we have turned now against such tyranny. All we New England women sat at home and grieved. The cannon sounded loud through our peaceful country. They shut our ports, and we could not stand another insult without boldly resenting it. We had patience at first, because our hearts were English hearts; then we turned and fought with all our might, because we were still Englishmen, and there is plenty of fight left in us yet.

You are beset by the pride of being independent, and all for yourselves, Mr. Davis accused her.

Our hearts are wounded to the quick, because we are the same New England folk who fought together with the Kings troops at Louisburg, and you have oppressed us, said Mary quickly. I heard that Mr. John Adams said lately — and he has been one of our leaders from the first — that there had not been a moment since the beginning of hostilities when he would not have given everything he possessed for a restoration to the state of things before the contest began, if we could only have security for its continuance. We did not wish to separate from England, and if the separation has come, it is only from our sad necessity. Cannot you see that, being English people, we must insist upon our rights? We are not another race because we are in another country.

Tut, tut, my dear, said the old man uneasily. What does a pretty girl like you know about rights? So thats the talk you ve listened to? We may need to hear more of it; you sound to me as if Fox had all along been in the right, and knew the way to bring back our trade. He began to fidget in his elbow chair and to mend the fire. I cant go into all this; I have had a wearying day, — he began to make faint excuse. Theres much you should hear on Englands side; you only know your own; and this war is costing Parliament a terrible drain of money.

Do you know anything of Lord Newburgh, and where he may be found? asked Mary, with sudden directness.

My Lord Newburgh? repeated Mr. Davis wonderingly. And what should you want with him? I know him but by name. He would be the son of that Radcliffe who was a Scotch rebel in 45, and lost his head by it, too; he was brother to the famous Lord Darwentwater. T was a wild family, an unfortunate house. What seek you at their hands?

Mary sat looking into the fire, and did not answer.

Perhaps you can send some one with me toward Plymouth to-morrow? she asked presently, and trembled a little as she spoke. She had grown pale, though the bright firelight shone full in her face. The captain learned when we first came ashore that Lord Mount Edgecumbe is likely to be commander of that prison where our men are; the Mill Prison they said it was, above Plymouth town. I did not say anything to Madam Wallingford, lest our hopes should fail; but if you could spare a proper person to go with me, I should like to go to Plymouth.

The old man gazed at her with wonder.

You do not know what a wild goose chase means, then, my little lady! he exclaimed, with considerable scorn. Lord Mount Edgecumbe! You might as well go to Windsor expecting a morning talk and stroll in the park along with the King. T is evident enough one person is the same as another in your colonies! But if you wish to try, I happened to hear yesterday that the great earl is near by, in Bath, where he takes the waters for his gout. You can go first to Mr. George Fairfax, of Virginia, with whom Madam Wallingford is acquainted; she has told me that already. He is of a noble house, himself, Mr. Fairfax, and may know how to get speech with these gentlemen: why, yes, t is a chance, indeed, and we might achieve something. Mr. Davis gave a satisfied look at the beautiful face before him, and nodded his sage head.

I shall go with you, myself, if it is a fair day tomorrow, he assured her. I am on good terms with Mr. Fairfax. I was long agent here for their tobacco ships, the old Lord Fairfaxes of Virginia; but all that rich trade is good as done, and he gave a heavy sigh. We think of your sailors in the Mill Prison as if they were all divils. You wont find it easy to get one of them set free, he added boldly.

Mary gave a startled look, and drew back a little. I hear the King is glad to ship them on his men-of-war, she said, and that the Mill Prison is so vile a place the poor fellows are thankful to escape from it, even if they must turn traitor to their own cause.

Oh, sailors are sailors! grumbled the old man. I find Madam Wallingford most loyal to the King, however, so that there is a chance for her. And she is no beggar or would-be pensioner; far from it! If her foolish son had been on any other errand than this of the Rangers, she might easier gain her ends, poor lady. What stands in the way? you may ask. Why, only last week our own coast was in a panic of fear! John Davis frowned at the fire, so that his great eyebrows looked as if they were an assaulting battery. He shrugged his shoulders angrily, and puffed hard at his pipe, but it had gone out altogether; then he smiled, and spoke in a gentler tone: — 

Yes, missy, we ll ride to Bath to-morrow, an the weather should be fair; the fresh air will hearten you after the sea, and we can talk with Mr. Fairfax, and see what may be done. Im not afraid to venture, though they may know you for a little rebel, and set me up to wear a wooden ruff all day in the pillory for being seen with you!

I must speak ye some hard words, the old man added unexpectedly, leaning forward and whispering under his breath, as if the solid oak panels might let his forebodings reach a mothers ears in the room beyond. The young man may be dead and gone long before this, if he was put into the Mill Prison while yet weak from his wounds. If he is there, and alive, I think the King himself would say he could not let him out. There s not much love lost in England now for Paul Jones or any of his crew.


XXXV. A STRANGER AT HOME

[image: img55.jpg]

WOULD THAT SHE had told us of the trials of that time, and why it was that her heart rose against the new world and the new manners to which she had come!

The next morning Miss Hamilton came down dressed in her riding gear, to find her host already in the saddle and armed with a stout hunting crop, which he flourished emphatically as he gave some directions to his groom. The day was fine and clear after a rainy night, with a hearty fragrance of the showery summer fields blowing through the Bristol streets.

They were quick outside the town on the road to Bath. Mary found herself well mounted, though a little too safely for her liking. Her horse was heavy of build, being used to the burden of a somewhat ponderous master; but the lighter weight and easy prompting hand of a young girl soon made him like a brave colt again. The old merchant looked on with approval at such pretty skill and acquaintance with horsemanship as his companion showed at the outset of their journey; and presently, when both the good horses had finished their discreet frolic and settled to sober travel, he fell into easy discourse, and showed the fair rider all the varied interests of the way. It was a busy thoroughfare, and this honored citizen was smiled at and handsomely saluted by many acquaintances, noble and humble. Mr. Davis was stingy of holidays, even in these dull times, but all the gallantry he had ever possessed was glowing in his heart as he rode soberly along in such pleasant company.

The dreary suspense and anxiety of six long weeks at sea were like a half-forgotten dream in the girls own mind; at last she could set forth about her business. The sorrows of seafaring were now at an end; she was in England at last, and the very heart of the mother country seemed to welcome her; yet a young heart like Mary Hamiltons must needs feel a twinge of pain at the height of her mornings happiness. The fields and hedges, the bright foxglove and green ivy, the larks and blackbirds and quiet robins, the soft air against her cheeks, — each called up some far-inherited memory, some instinct of old relationship. All her elders in Berwick still called England home, and her thrilled heart had come to know the reason.

Roger Wallingford had lived in England. She suddenly understood against her will why he could find it so hard to go to sea in the Ranger to attack these shores, and why he had always protested against taking part in the war. England was no longer an angry, contemptuous enemy, tyrannous and exacting, and determined to withhold the right of liberty from her own growing colonies. All those sad, familiar prejudices faded away, and Mary could only see white clouds in a soft sky above the hazy distance, and hear the English birds singing, and meet the honest English faces, like old friends, as she rode along the road. There was some witchery that bewildered her; it was like some angry quarrel sprung up between mother and child while they were at a distance from each other, that must be quick forgotten when they came face to face. There was indeed some magic touch upon her: the girls heart was beating fast; she was half afraid that she had misunderstood everything in blaming old England so much, and even stole a quick glance at her companion to see if he could have guessed her strange thoughts.

T is a pretty morning, said Mr. Davis kindly, seeing that she looked his way. We shall reach Bath in proper season, and he let his horse come to a slow walk.

Whether it was the fresh air of the summer day, very strengthening to one who had been long at sea, or whether it was the justice of their errand itself, the weakness of this happy moment quickly passed, and Miss Hamiltons hand eagerly sought for a packet in the bosom of her gown, to see if it were safe. The reason for being on this side the sea was the hope that an anxious errand could be well done. She thought now of Master Sullivan on his bleak New England hillside; of the far blue mountains of the north country, and the outlook that was clearer and wider than this hazy landscape along the Avon; she looked down at the tame English river, and only remembered the wide stream at home that ran from the mountains straight to sea, — how it roared and droned over the great rocky fall near the masters own house, and sounded like the calling sea itself in his ears.

You may see Bath now, there in the valley, said Mr. Davis, pointing with his big hand and the hunting crop. T is as fine a ride from Bristol to Bath as any you may have in England. They stopped their horses, a little short of breath, and looked down the rich wooded country to the bright town below.

T is a fine ride indeed, said Mary, patting her horses neck, and thinking, with uncontrollable wistfulness, of the slenderer and less discreet young Duke at home, and of the old coachman and his black helpers as they always stood by the stable, eager to watch her, with loud cautions, as she rode away. It was a sharp touch of homesickness, and she turned her head so that she could hide her face from sight.

I ll change with you, my dear, as we ride toward home; I see you are so competent a rider, offered Mr. Davis heartily. Lightfoot is a steady beast, though I must own you found him otherwise this morning; this chestnut is younger and freer-gaited. He had a strange sense, as he spoke, that Mary was no longer in good spirits. Perhaps the heavy horse had tired her strength, though Lightfoot was as good a creature as any in Bristol, and much admired for his noble appearance.

Mary eagerly protested, and patted the old horse with still greater friendliness and approval as they went riding on toward the town. The alderman sighed at the very sight of her youth and freshness; it would be pleasant to have such a daughter for his own. A man likes young company as he grows older; though the alderman might be growing clumsy on his own legs, the good horse under him made him feel like a lad of twenty. This was a fine day to ride out from Bristol, and the weather of the best. Mr. Davis began to mind him of an errand of business to Westbury on Trym, beyond the Clifton Downs, where, on the morrow, he could show Miss Hamilton still finer prospects than these.

They stopped at last before a handsome lodging in the middle of the town of Bath. Mr. George Fairfax was a Virginian, of old Lord Bryan Fairfaxs near kindred, a man of great wealth, and a hearty Loyalist; his mother, a Cary of Hampton, had been well known to Madam Wallingford in their early years. He was at home this day, and came out at once to receive his guests with fine hospitality, being on excellent terms of friendship with the old merchant. They greeted each other with great respect before Miss Hamiltons presence was explained; and then Mr. Fairfaxs smiling face was at once clouded. He had been the hope and stay of so many distressed persons, in these anxious days of war, that he could only sigh as he listened. It was evident enough that, however charming this new sufferer and applicant might be, their host could but regret her errand. Yet one might well take pleasure in her lovely face, even if she must be disappointed, as most ladies were, in the hope of receiving an instant and ample pension from the Ministers of His Majesty George the Third.

Mr. Fairfax, with great courtesy, began to say something of his regrets and fears.

But we do not ask for these kind favors, Mary interrupted him, with gentle dignity. You mistake our present errand, sir. Madam Wallingford is in no need of such assistance. We are provided with what money we are like to need, as our good friend here must already know. The people at home — and she faltered for one moment before she could go on. It was indeed thought best that Madam Wallingford should be absent for a time; but she was glad to come hither for her sons sake, who is in prison. We have come but to find him and to set him free, and we ask for your advice and help. Here is her letter, and Miss Hamilton hesitated and blushed with what seemed to both the gentlemen a most pretty confusion. I ought to tell you, Mr. Fairfax — I think you should know, sir, that I am of the Patriots. My brother was with General Washington, with his own regiment, when I left home.

Mr. George Fairfax bowed ceremoniously, but his eyes twinkled a little, and he took instant refuge in reading the letter. This was evidently an interesting case, but not without its difficulties.

The young gentleman in question also appears to be a Patriot, he said seriously, as he looked up at Mr. Davis. In Miss Hamiltons presence I must drop our usual term of rebel. Madam Wallingford professes herself unshaken in her hereditary allegiance to the Crown; but as for this young officer, her son, I am astonished to find that he has been on board the Ranger with that Paul Jones who is the terror of all our ports now, and the chief pest and scourge of our commerce here in England. T is a distressed parent, indeed.

You have the right of it, said the old British merchant, with great eagerness and reproach. Mr. Davis was not a man who found it easy to take the humorous point of view. It seems that he was left ashore, that night of the attack upon Whitehaven, in the north, which you will well remember. He was caught by the town guard. You know that we captured one of the Rangers men? Twas this same young officer, and, though badly wounded, he was ordered to the Mill Prison, and is said to have arrived in a dying state. For his mothers sake (and her face would distress any mans heart), I try to believe that he is yet alive and lies there in the jail; but t is a sorry house of correction that he has come to through his own foolishness. They say he is like to have been hanged already.

Good God! what a melancholy story, and all England thinking that he deserves his fate! exclaimed Fairfax. I cannot see how anything can be done.

There is but one gleam of hope, said Mr. Davis, who had not sat among the Bristol magistrates in vain. He spoke pompously, but with some kindness for Miss Hamilton, who was listening sadly enough, the eager bravery of her face all gone; their last words had been very hard to bear. There is one thing to add. The story reached America, before these good friends left, that young Mr. Wallingford was suspected by many persons on board the Ranger of still holding to his early Loyalist principles. They openly accused him of an effort to betray the ship into our hands. If this is true — 

It is not true! interrupted Miss Hamilton, and both the gentlemen looked a little startled. No, it is not true, she repeated more calmly. It is not a proper plea to make, if he should never be set free.

We must think of his mother; we are only reviewing the situation in our own fashion, said the elder man, frowning a stern rebuke at her. But she would have her way.

Mr. Davis has been very kind in the matter, she continued. When we were speaking together, last night, he told me that Lord Mount Edgecumbe was now in Bath, and would have great influence about the American prisoners.

That is true, said Mr. Fairfax politely; but I do not possess the honor of his lordships acquaintance, and I fear that I have no means of reaching him. He is in bad health, and but lately arrived in Bath to take the waters.

Miss Hamilton has brought letters — 

I have some letters, given me by an old friend at home, acknowledged Mary. The writer was very sure that they would be of use to us. Do you happen to know anything of Lord Newburgh, sir, and where he may be found?

Lord Newburgh? repeated the Virginian eagerly, with a quick shake of his head and a sudden frown, though there was again a twinkle of merriment in his eyes. Marys best hopes suddenly fell to the ground. She was aware as she had not been before upon how slight a foundation these best hopes might have been built. She had always looked up to Master Sullivan with veneration; the mystery of his presence was like an enchantment to those who knew him best. But he had been a long lifetime in America; he might have written his letters to dead men only; they might be worth no more than those withered oak leaves of last year that were fluttering on the hedges, pierced by a new growth.

There was a pause. Mr. Fairfaxs face seemed full of pity. Miss Hamilton began to resent his open show of sympathy.

I am strangely inhospitable! he exclaimed. We were so quick at our business that I forgot to offer you anything, sir, and you, Miss Hamilton, after your mornings ride! No, no, it is no trouble. You will excuse me for a moment? I am like to forget my good bringing up in Virginia, and my lady is just now absent from home.

Mr. Fairfax quickly left the room. The alderman sat there speechless, but looking satisfied and complacent. It certainly did make a man thirsty to ride abroad on a sunshiny morning, and his ears were sharp-set for the comfortable clink of glasses. The heavy tray presently arrived, and was put near him on a card table, and the old butler, with his pleasant Virginian speech, was eager in the discharge of hospitality; Mr. Fairfax being still absent, and Mary quite at the end of her courage. She could not take the cool draught which old Peter offered her with respectful entreaties, as if he were Cæsar, their own old slave; she tried to look at the hunting pictures on the wall, but they blurred strangely, — there was something the matter with her eyes.

What noble Jamaica spirits! said Mr. John Davis, looking at the ceiling with affected indifference as his glass was being replenished. Did your master grow these lemons on his own plantations in Virginia? They are of a wondrous freshness, he added, politely, to repeat his approval of such an entertainment. Miss Hamilton, my dear, you forget we must take the long ride back again to Bristol. I fear you make a great mistake to refuse any refreshment at good Peters hands.

The door was thrown open and Mr. Fairfax made a handsome, middle-aged gentleman precede him into the room.

I was afraid that I should miss this noble friend, he said gayly; he might have been taking advantage of so fine a morning, like yourselves. Here is my Lord Newburgh, Miss Hamilton; this is Lord Newburgh himself for you! You must have heard of the Honorable Mr. Davis, of Bristol, my lord? — one of their great merchants. I have told you already that Miss Hamilton brings you a letter, and that she hopes for your interest with my Lord Mount Edgecumbe. My dear Miss Hamilton, this gives me great pleasure! When you said that you had brought such a letter, I was sure at last that there was one thing I could do for you.

Lord Newburgh gravely saluted these new acquaintances, taking quick notice of the ladys charm, and smiling over his shoulder at Mr. Fairfaxs excited manner. He waved his hand in kind protest to check Peters officious approach with the tray of glasses.

So you have a letter for me, from America, Miss Hamilton? he asked bluntly; and she put it into his hand.

Lord Newburgh gave a curious look at the carefully written address, and turned the folded sheet to see the seal. Then he flushed like a man in anger and bit his lip as he looked at the seal again, and started back as he stood close by the window, so that they all saw him. Then he tore open Master Sullivans letter.

It is dated this very last month! he cried. My God! do you mean to tell me that this man is still alive?


XXXVI. MY LORD NEWBURGHs KINDNESS
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THUS SAYS MY King: Say thou to Harry of England, though we seemed dead, we did but sleep.

What man? asked Mr. Fairfax and Mr. Davis, with eager curiosity, seeing such astonishment upon his face; but Lord Newburgh made them no answer until he had read the letter and carefully folded it again. They saw his hands tremble. He stood looking blankly at the two men and Miss Hamilton, as if he were in doubt what to say.

T is like one risen from the dead, he told them presently, but what is written here is proof enough for me. There are some things which cannot be spoken of even after all these years, but I can say this: t was a friend of my poor father, Charles Radcliffe, and of his brother, Darwentwater, — one of their unlucky company sixty years ago. There are high reasons, and of State too, why, beyond this, I must still keep silence. Great heavens, what a page of history is here! and he opened the letter to look at it once more.

Mount Edgecumbe will not believe me, he said, as if to himself. Well, at least he knows something of those old days, too; he will be ready to do what he can for such a petitioner as this, but we must be careful. I should like to speak with Miss Hamilton alone, if you will leave us here together, gentlemen, said Lord Newburgh, with quiet authority; and Mr. Fairfax and the alderman, disappointed, but with ready courtesy, left them alone in the room.

Do you know the writer of this letter, madam? demanded Lord Newburgh; and he was so well aware of the girls beauty that, while he spoke, his eyes scarcely left her face. T is true he speaks your name here and with affection, but I cannot think his history is known.

Mary smiled then, and answered gently to her life-long acquaintance with the master and her deep love for him, but that his early life was a matter of conjecture to those who had longest been his neighbors. Lord Newburgh saw with approval that she knew more than she was ready to confess.

He has followed the great Example, — he has given his life for his friend, said Lord Newburgh, who showed himself much moved, when she had finished speaking. They should know of this among our friends in France; by Gods truth, the King himself should know but for his present advisers! I must say no more; you can see how this strange news has shaken me. He asks a thing difficult enough; he has broken his long silence for no light reason. But Mount Edgecumbe will feel as I do, — whatever he asks should be promised him; and Mount Edgecumbe has power in Plymouth; even with Barrington reigning in the War Office he is not likely to be refused, though Barrington is a narrow soul, and we can give no reasons such as make our own way plain. Your man shant stay in the Mill Prison, I can promise you that, Ranger or no Ranger!

Lord Newburgh smiled now at Miss Hamilton, as if to bring a look of pleasure to so sweet a face, and she could not but smile back at him.

I shall do my part of this business at once, he said, rising. I passed Mount Edgecumbe on my way here; he ll swear roundly at such a request. He fears again that his great oaks must go down, and his temper is none of the best. The Earl is an old sailor, my dear Miss Hamilton, and has a sailors good heart, but this will stagger him well. You say that Madam Wallingford, the young mans mother, is now in Bristol? and again he looked at the letter. Stay; before I speak with the Earl I should like to hear more of these interesting circumstances. I must say that my own sympathies are mainly with your party in the colonies. I believe that the King has been made a tool of by some of his ministers. But I should not say this if you are one of the Loyalist refugees. Why, no, my dear! He checked himself, laughing. T is a strange confusion. I cannot think you are for both hound and hare!

It was near an hour later when Mr. Fairfax fumbled at the latch to see if he might be of service, and was politely though not too warmly requested to enter. Mr. John Davis had grown fretful at their long delay, but Miss Hamilton and Lord Newburgh were still deep in their conversation. The young lady herself had been close to her brothers confidence, and was not ignorant of causes in this matter of the war. Lord Newburgh struck his fist to the table with emphatic approval, as he rose, and told the two gentlemen who entered that he had learned at last what all England ought to know, — the true state of affairs in America.

The Virginia Loyalist looked disturbed, and showed some indifference to this bold announcement.

Come, Fairfax, cried the guest gayly, I shall have arguments enough for ye now! I can take the Patriot side with intelligence, instead of what you have persisted in calling my ignorant prejudice.

T is your new teacher, then, and not your reasoning powers, retorted Fairfax; and they both fell to laughing, while Mary fell to blushing and looking more charming than before.

Well, Miss Hamilton, and is your business forwarded? Then we must be off; the day is well squandered already, said John Davis.

I shall first take Miss Hamilton to our good housekeeper for a dish of tea before she rides home, protested the host kindly. I am grieved that my lady is not here; but our housekeeper, Mrs. Mullet, can offer the dish of tea, if so stern a Boston Patriot does not forbid. You will try the Jamaica spirits again yourself, sir? A second glass may be better than the first, Mr. Alderman!

I shall speak with my friends as to these Plymouth affairs, and do my best for you, Lord Newburgh kindly assured Miss Hamilton, as they parted. You shall see me in Bristol to-morrow. Ah, this letter! and he spoke in a low voice. It has touched my heart to think that you know so well our sad inheritance. My poor father and poor Darwentwater! Every one here knows their melancholy fate, their sad honors of the axe and block; but there were things covered in those days that are secrets still in England. He speaks of the Newgate supper to me! ... Twas he himself who saved ... and only a lad ... But Mary could not hear the rest.

I must see you again, he continued, aloud. I shall have a thousand questions to put to you, and many messages for your old Master Sullivan (God bless him!) when you return. I offer you my friendship for his sake, and Lord Newburgh stood with bared head beside the horse when Miss Hamilton had mounted. We have pleasant Dilston Hall to our home no more these many years; we Radcliffes are all done, but at Slindon you shall be very welcome. I shall wait upon Madam Wallingford to-morrow, and bring her what good comfort I can.

The alderman was warmed by Mr. Fairfaxs hospitalities, and rode beside his young guest as proudly as if he were the lord mayor on high holiday. The streets of Bath were crowded with idle gentlefolk; it was a lovely day, and many people of fashion were taking the air as well as the famous waters. This was a fine sight for a New England girl, and Mary herself was beheld with an admiration that was by no means silent. Their horses feet clacked sharply on the cobblestones, as if eager to shorten the homeward road, and the young rider sat as light as her heart was, now the errand was done. It was a pretty thing, her unconsciousness of all admiration: she might have been flitting along a shady road under the pines at home, startling the brown rabbits, and keeping a steady hand on the black Dukes rein to be ready for sudden freaks. She did not see that all along by the pump room they were watching her as she passed. She was taking good news to Bristol; Lord Newburgh had given his word of honor that Roger Wallingford should be pardoned and set free. Was not his mother a great lady, and heartily loyal to the Crown? Was there not talk of his having been suspected of the same principles on board the American privateer? It must be confessed that Lord Newburghs face had taken on a look of amused assurance when these facts were somewhat unwillingly disclosed; they were the last points in the lieutenants history which Mary herself woidd have willingly consented to use, even as a means of deliverance from captivity, but, unknown to her, they had won an easy promise of freedom.

She s a rebel indeed, but God bless me, I dont blame her! laughed the noble lord, as he reflected upon their conversation. It was not in his loyal heart to forget his heritage. Whatever might fall out in the matter of those distressed seamen who now suffered in the Mill Prison, no man could fail of pleasure in doing service for such sweet eyes as Miss Mary Hamiltons. There were some private reasons why he could go boldly to ask this great favor, and Lord Mount Edgecumbe was as good as master of the town of Plymouth, both by land and sea, and responsible for her concerns. I ll make him ride with me to Bristol to-morrow to see these ladies, said Lord Newburgh from a generous heart. T will be a sweet reward, he may take my word for it!


XXXVII. THE BOTTOM OF THESE MISERIES
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LET US PRAY that our unconscious benefactions outweigh our unconscious cruelties!

The order for Lieutenant Wallingfords release was soon in hand, but the long journey across country from Bristol to Plymouth seemed almost as long as all the time spent in crossing the sea. From the morning hour when the two elder ladies had watched Miss Hamilton and her kind old cavalier ride away down the narrow Bristol street, with a stout man servant well mounted behind them, until the day they were in sight of Plymouth Hoe, each minute seemed slower than the last. It was a pretty journey from inn to inn, and the alderman lent himself gayly to such unwonted holidays, while Marys heart grew lighter on the way, and a bright, impatient happiness began to bloom afresh in her cheeks and to shine in her eyes.

They reached Plymouth town at nightfall, and Mary was for taking fresh horses and riding on to the Mill Prison. For once her face was dark with anger when the landlord argued against such haste. He was for their taking supper, and assured the travelers that not even the mayor of Plymouth himself could knock at the jail gate by night and think to have it opened.

Miss Hamilton turned from such officious speech with proud indifference, and looked expectantly at her companion.

It is not every night they will have a pardon to consider, she said in a low voice to Mr. Davis. We carry a letter from my Lord Mount Edgecumbe to the governor of the prison. We must first get speech with the guard, and then I have no fear.

The innkeeper looked provoked and wagged his head; he had already given orders for a bountiful supper, and was not going to let a rich Bristol merchant and two persons beside ride away without paying for it.

We shall not be long away, said Mary, pleading. If she had known of the supper, she would have added that they might bring back another and a hungrier guest than they to sit at table. The alderman was irresolute; he was ready to succor a distressed prisoner, being a good Christian; but he was hungry now, and they had been riding all day at a quicker pace than he might have followed if alone. His man servant, just come into the inn parlor to wait for orders, stole a meaning glance at him; and they were two against one.

No, no, my dear; t is a good bit further, and most likely we should have our ride in vain. I know the rules of such places, from our Bristol laws at home. The governor will most likely be here in the town. Rest you now, and let us make a good supper, and start again betimes in the morning. Then, seeing how disappointed and even determined her face grew, and that she looked very tired, I am an old man, you must remember, he added kindly. I fear that I am spent to-night, and can do no more without resting.

She was silent then, and crossed the room to stand by the window. There was a voice in her heart that begged her to persist, to go on alone, if need be, and not let herself be hindered in her quest. It was still light out of doors; the long twilight of the English summer was making this last step of her great adventure a possibility. She sighed; the voice within still warned and pleaded with her. Who are you? the girl said wonderingly. Who are you that comes and helps me? You are not my own thought, but some one wiser than I, who would be my friend! It was as if some unseen ministering spirit were face to face with her, bringing this insistent thought that she hardly dared refuse to take for guidance.

She gazed out of the window. Sunset clouds were brightening the whole sky; an afterglow was on the moorland hills eastward above the town. She could hear the roar of the ocean not far away; there were cheerful voices coming up the street, and the citizens were all abroad with their comfortable pipes and chatter.

Get me a fresh horse and a man to follow, said Miss Hamilton, turning again to face the room. The landlord himself was laying the white cloth for supper. Matthew, their old groom, was stiffly kneeling and pulling off his masters riding boots, and they all three looked at her in dismay.

Our own horses are done, miss, said Matthew, with decision.

I have none I can let you to-night from my stable, the landlord seconded. There was a review to-day of our raw recruits for America, and I had to empty every stall. The three best horses are returned with saddle galls from their clumsy ignorance, he protested boldly.

Mary glanced at Mr. Davis, and was still unconvinced; but all her determination was lost when she saw that the old man was really fatigued. Well, it was only one night more, and she must not insist. Perhaps they were right, and her ride would be in vain. At least she could send a messenger; and to this proposal the landlord readily acceded, since, useless or not, it would be a shilling in his pocket, and a slow boy could carry the letter which the young lady made such haste to write.

She stopped more than once, with trembling fingers and trembling heart. Dearest Roger, and the written words made her blush crimson and hold her face closer to the paper. Dearest Roger, I would that I might come to you to-night; but they say it is impossible. Your mother is in Bristol, and awaits you there. Mr. John Davis has brought me hither to the Crown Inn. In the morning we shall open the prison door for you. Oh, my dear Roger, to think that I shall see you at last!

When can we have the answer back? she asked; and the landlord told her, smiling, that it would be very late, if indeed there were any answer at all, and reminded her, with insolent patience, that he had already told her they would not open their prison gates, for Lords or Commons, to any one who came by night.

You may send the answer by one of your maids to the ladys room, commanded the Bristol magnate, in a tone that chased the servile smile from the inn-keepers face.

When Mary waked, the morning sun was pouring in at her window, and there was no word of any answer. Old Matthew had spoken with the young messenger, and brought word that he had given the letter to one of the watch by the gate, who had taken the money, and promised to do his best to put the message into Mr. Wallingfords hands that night when they changed guard.

We might have been here last night; why, t is but a step! said John Davis, as they drew near the dismal prison next morning; but his young companion made no answer. He could not guess what happy fear mingled with her glad anticipation now, nor how her certainties and apprehensions were battling with each other.

Matthews own horse and another that he led for Mr. Wallingford were weighted with provisions, so that he trudged afoot alongside. It was easy to hear in Plymouth town how the American prisoners lacked such things, and yet Mary could hardly wait now to make the generous purchase which she had planned. She could not know all that Matthew had learned, and told his master in whispers in the stable yard.

As they rode nearer to the prison a flaw of wind brought toward them all the horrible odors of the crowded place, like a warning of the distress and misery within. Though it was so early, there were many persons standing outside the gates: some of them were jeering at the sad spectacle, and some talking in a friendly way with the men who stood within. Happily, it was not only a few compassionate Americans who had posted themselves here to give what they could of food and succor, but among the Plymouth folk themselves many a heart was wrung with pity, and one poor old body had toiled out of the town with a basket of food to smuggle through the bars; cakes and biscuit of a humble sort enough, but well flavored with love. Mary saw her take thread and needles out of her pocket, and sit down on the ground to mend some poor rags of clothing. My own lad went for a sailor, she said, when they thanked her and called her mother.

There was long delay; the guards pushed back the crowd again and again; one must stand close to see the sights within. All at once there was a cry and scuffling among the idlers, as some soldiers came riding up, one of them bringing an old horse with a man thrown across the saddle and tied down. As they loosed him he slid heavily to the ground as if he were dead, and the spectators closed about him.

Mary Hamilton could only look on in horror and apprehension. Her companion was in the midst of the pushing crowd.

T was a prisoner who escaped last night and has been retaken, he said hastily, as he returned to her side. You may stay here with Matthew, my dear, while I take our letters and go in. I see that it is no place for you; they are like wild beasts.

I must go, too, said Mary; you will not forbid me now. Good heavens! she cried aloud. Now that they stand away from the gate I can see within. Oh, the poor prisoners! Oh, I cannot bear their sick faces! They are starving, sir! These must be the men who had the fever you told me of. I wish we had brought more wine and food to these poor fellows! Let us go in at once, she cried again, and was in a passion of pity and terror at the sight.

Let us go in! Let us go in! she begged. Oh, you forget that they are my own countrymen! I cannot wait!

The guard now returned with a message, and the alderman gave his bridle to the groom. Mary was afoot sooner than he, and had run to the gate, pushing her way among the idle sightseers to the heavy grating. They were calling from both sides of the gate to old Matthew, who was standing with the horses, to come up and give them what he had brought. Mary Hamilton felt as if she were among wolves: they did not listen; they did not wait to find what she had to say. For love of God, give me a shilling for a little baccy, my lady, said one voice in her ear. I ll fetch them the baccy from the town, poor boys; they lack it most of anything, and he ll drink the money! protested an old beggar woman at her side. Go in? They ll let no ladies in! and she gave a queer laugh. And if you re once in, all you ll pray for is to be out again and forget the sight.

The governor was in his room, which had a small grated window toward the prison yard; but there was a curtain before it, and he looked up anxiously to see if this were close drawn as his early guests entered. This task of jailer was a terrible duty for any man, and he swore under his breath at Lord Mount Edgecumbe for interfering with what at best was an impossible piece of business. If he had seen to it that they had decent supplies for the prison, and hanged a score of their purveyors and contractors, now, or had blown the whole rotten place into the air with his fleet guns, t were a better kindness!

The clerk stood waiting for orders.

Show them in, then, these people, he grumbled, and made a feint of being busy with some papers as Miss Hamilton and her escort appeared. The governor saw at once that the honorable Mr. Davis was a man of consequence.

My Lord Mount Edgecumbe writes me that you would make inquiries for a prisoner here, said the old soldier, less roughly because the second guest proved to be a lady and most fair to see. She looked very pale, and was watching him with angry eyes. As she had crossed the prison yard, she had seen fewer miseries because her tears had blinded her. There had been one imploring voice calling her by her own name. Stop, Miss Hamilton, stop, for Gods sake! some one had cried; but the guard had kept the poor prisoners off, and an attendant hurried her along by force when she would gladly have lingered. The horror of it all was too much for her; it was the first time she had ever been in a jail.

I am fearful of your sad disappointment, madam, said the governor of the prison. You wished to see Lieutenant Roger Wallingford. I grieve to say — He spoke kindly, but looked to ward Mary and stopped, and then, sighing heavily, turned his eyes toward Mr. Davis with a kind of relief.

He is not dead, I hope, sir? asked the old man, for Mary could not speak. We have the order for his release.

No, he is not dead to any certain knowledge, explained the governor, more slowly than before, but he was one of a party that made their escape from this prison last night; t was through one of their silly tunnels that they dig. They have some of them been shot down, and one, I hear, has just been taken and brought in alive; but Wallingfords name is not among any of these. He turned to some records, and then went to the grated window and looked out, but pulled the curtain across it impatiently as he came away. You brought his pardon? the governor then asked brusquely. I should think he would be the last man for a pardon. Why, he was with Paul Jones, sir; but a very decent fellow, a gentleman, they tell me. I did not see him; I am not long here. This young lady had best go back to the inn, and he stole a look at Mary, who sat in despairing silence. A strange flush had replaced her first pallor. She had thought but a moment before that she should soon look again into Roger Wallingfords face and tell him that he was free. On the end of the governors writing table lay the note that she had written with such a happy heart only the night before.


XXXVIII. FULL OF STRAYING STREETS
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NONA NE SOUFFRONS quo dans la mesure où nous co-opérons à nos souffrances.

His age saw visions, though his youth dreamd dreams.

The town of Bristol was crowded with Loyalist refugees: some who had fled the colonies for honest love of their King, and some who believed that when the Kings troops had put down the rebellion they should be well rewarded for holding to his cause. They were most of them cut off from what estates they may have had, and were begging for pensions from a government that seemed cruelly indifferent. Their sad faces fairly shadowed the Bristol streets, while many of them idled the day through, discussing their prospects with one another, and killing time that might have been lived to some profit. The disappointment of their hope was unexpected, and an England that showed them neither sympathy nor honor when they landed on her shores, glowing with self-sacrifice, was but a sad astonishment. England, their own mother country, seemed fallen into a querulous dotage, with her Kings ministers so pompous in their stupid ignorance and self-consequence, and her best statesmen fighting hard to be heard. It was an age of gamester heroes and of reckless living; a poor page of English history was unfolded before their wistful eyes. These honest Loyalists were made to know the mortified feelings of country gentlefolk come unheralded to a city house that was busy with its splendors on a feast day, and impatient of what was inopportune. Worse than this, though Judge Curwen and other loyal Americans of his company were still hopeful of consideration, and of being warmly received by England as her own true children, they were oftener held guilty of the vexing behavior of their brothers, those rebels against English authority whom they had left behind. Something to Marys wonder, Madam Wallingford would have few of them to friend. She was too great a person at home to consent even now to any social familiarity on the score of political sympathies. She was known to have brought much money, and it was made easy for her to share this with one and another distressed acquaintance or friends friend; but while this was done with generosity, she showed herself more and more impatient of their arguments, even of those plaints which were always ready, and the story of such grievances as had led them into exile.

I am too ill and sad to listen to these things, she said often, even to her friends the Pepperrells, who came from London to visit her. I only know my countrys troubles through my own sorrow. She begged them at last to find poor Rogers grave, so she might go there to pray for him; t was all that she could do. Oh no, she would say mournfully to those who looked for her assent to their own views of the great situation, do not expect me to understand you. I am only a mother, and all my life is done!

The Bristol streets were busy as Miss Hamilton came walking through the town, and the bells were ringing for a holiday. She was deep in anxious thought, and kept steadily on her way toward the abbey church, without even a glance at a tradesmans window or a look at the people she met. Life was filled with new anxieties. Since the day when they had left Plymouth they could find no trace of Roger Wallingford, beyond the certainty that he had made his escape with some fellow prisoners through a tunnel which they had been for many days digging under the prison wall. There had been a light near the opening in the field outside, and a guard set, but six men had gone out of the narrow hole and crawled away. It was a windy night, and the lantern light and shadows wavered on the ground and hid them. Two were shot and killed, but two were captured and brought back at once, while another was shot and got away, stumbling and falling often, and bleeding like a slaughtered creature, as the watch could see next morning by daylight. This poor fellow had escaped to the moors; there was a pool of blood in a place where he must have hidden for some hours among the furze bushes. There was so large a bounty paid for any escaped traitors and felons like these, who might be brought back alive to the Mill Prison, that the poor moorland folk back of Plymouth were ever on the quest. Roger Wallingford might have been that bleeding man. They would not dare to keep together; his companion might have left him dying or dead somewhere in the lonely waste country that stretched miles away above the prison. His fate was sure if he should be captured; he was not a man to yield his life too easily. There were some carefully worded notices posted, — broadsides which might easily reach the eyes of such fugitives if they ventured into any of the Devon towns near by; but they might well have starved to death by this time in the deserts of Dartmoor. One sailor beside the lieutenant had succeeded in making his escape.

Mary Hamilton had left her lady pale and in tears that morning, and all her affectionate solicitude had been in vain.

There was some relief in finding herself afoot in the fresh air. For the first time she wondered if they must yield all their hopes and think of going home. It must be so if they should come to know that Roger was really dead, and her heart stopped as if with a sudden shock. Alas, next moment she remembered that for poor Madam Wallingford there was no safe return; her son was not yet disproven of Tory crimes. If there were any chance of sailing, the poor lady was far too ill and feeble in these last days. The summer, the little that was left of it, looked long and dreary; the days were already growing short. There had not come a word from home since they sailed.

There was no longer much use in riding abroad on futile quests, and in these last days most persons had ceased to ask if there were any news of the lieutenant. Week after week had gone by, and his mothers proud courage was gone, while her bodily strength was fast failing. Lord Newburgh and Mr. Fairfax, even Lord Mount Edgecumbe himself, had shown very great kindness in so difficult a matter, and Mary never let them go away unthanked for any favors which it could only be a happiness for any man to bestow. The gift and spell of beauty were always hers, and a heart that was always ready to show both gratitude and affection. She might not speak these things, but she was instant in giving the sweetest recognition to the smallest service that she might discover.

The abbey church of St. Augustine was cool and dim as Mary Hamilton went in, with a drooping head and a heavy heart. Her courage had never before seemed so utterly to fail. She had passed two forlorn Royalists at the gatehouse who were talking of their pensions, and heard one of them say, If I were safe home again Id never leave it, principles or no principles! and the words rang dull and heavy in her ears. She sat down on an old stone bench in the side aisle; the light came sifting down to the worn stone pavement, but she was in shadow, behind a great pillar that stood like a monstrous tree to hold the lofty roof. There was no one in sight. The lonely girl looked up at a familiar old Jacobean monument on the wall, with the primly ruffed father and mother kneeling side by side with clasped hands, and their children kneeling in a row behind them down to the very least, in a pious little succession. They were all together there in comfortable safety, and many ancient tablets covered the walls about them with the names and virtues of soldiers and sailors, priests and noblemen, and gallant gentlemen of Old England with their children and their good wives.

They have all won through, whispered Mary to herself. They have all fought the long battle and have carried care like me, and they have all won through. I shall not be a coward, either, and her young heart rose; but still the tears kept coming, and she sat bowed in the shadow and could not lift her head, which until lately had faced the sun like a flower. She sat there, at last, not thinking of her present troubles, but of home: of old Peggy and the young maids who often sang at their pleasant work; the great river at full tide, with its wooded shores and all its points and bays; the fishing weirs in the distance; the slow, swaying flight of the eagles and the straight course of the herons overhead. She thought of the large, quiet house facing southward, and its rows of elms, and the slender poplars going down the garden terraces; she even heard the drone of the river falls; she saw the house standing empty, all the wide doors shut to their old hospitality. A sense of awful distance fell upon her heart. The responsibility and hopelessness of her errand were too heavy on her young heart. She covered her face and bent still lower, but she could not stop her tears.

There came the sound of footsteps up the nave: it might be the old verger in his rusty gown, or some sightseer stopping here and there to read an inscription. Poor Marys tears would have their way: to one of her deep nature weeping was sad enough in itself; to cry for sorrows sake was no common sorrow. She was safe in her dim corner, and thought little of being seen; she was only a poor girl in sore trouble, with her head sunk in her hands, who could not in any way concern a stranger. The wandering footsteps stopped near by, instead of going on and entering the choir. She noticed, then, in a dull way, the light echo of their sound among the arches overhead.

My God! said a mans voice, as if in great dismay.

The speaker stepped quickly to Marys side, and laid his hand gently on her shoulder. She looked up into the face of Captain Paul Jones of the Ranger.


XXXIX. MERCY AND MANLY COURAGE
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Look on his honour! 
That bears no stamp of time, no wrinkles on it; 
No sad demolishment nor death can reach it.

O my dear better Angel and my star, 
My earthly sight needs yours, your heavenly, mine!

The captains eyes were full of tears; it was no sign that he lacked manliness. To find Miss Hamilton in England, to find her alone and in piteous despair, was the opportunity of his own heart. He could not but be startled into wondering silence; the event was too astonishing even for one so equal to emergencies; but he stood ready, with beating heart and sure sense of a mans abundant strength, to shelter her and to fight against the thing that troubled her, whatever it might be. Presently he seated himself by Marys side, and took her hand in his and held it fast, still without speaking. She was the better for such friendliness, and yet wept the more for his very sympathy.

The captain waited until her passion of tears had spent itself. It was a pity she could not watch his compassionate face; all that was best and kindest in the man was there to see, with a grave look born of conflict and many grievous disappointments. To see Paul Jones now, one could not but believe him capable of the sternest self-command; he had at least the unassuming and quiet pride of a man who knows no master save himself. His eyes were full of womanly tenderness as he looked down at the pathetic bowed head beside him. Next moment they had a keen brightness as he caught sight of a tablet on the abbey wall to some Bristol hero long dead, — the gallant servant, through many perils by sea and land, of Anne his Queen: it was a record that the captains heart could perfectly understand.

Calm yourself now, my dearest girl, he said at last, with gentle authority. I must not stay long beside you; I am always in danger here. I was not unknown in Bristol as a younger man.

Mary lifted her head; for a moment the sight of his face helped to put her own miseries quite out of mind. Her ready sympathy was quickly enough roused when she saw how Paul Jones had changed. He had grown much older; years might have passed instead of months since that last evening he had spent in America, when she had seen him go away with his men by moonlight down the river. Now more than ever he might easily win the admiration of a womans heart! She had half forgotten the charm of his voice, the simple directness of his eyes and their strange light, with something in his behavior that men called arrogance and willful rivalry, and women recognized as a natural royalty and irresistible, compelling power. To men he was too imperious, to women all gentleness and courtesy.

You are in disguise! she exclaimed, amazed at his courage. How do you dare, even you, to be here in Bristol in broad day? and she found herself smiling, in spite of her unchecked tears. The captain held a rough woolen cap in his hand; he was dressed in that poor garb of the hungry Spanish sailor of Quiberon, which had so often done him good service.

Tell me what has brought you here, he answered. That is by far the greatest wonder. I am no fit figure to sit beside you, but t is the hand of God that has brought us here together. Heaven forbid that you should ever shed such bitter tears again! he said devoutly, and sat gazing at her like a man in a day dream.

Sometimes God wills that we shall be sorry-hearted; but when He sends the comfort of a friend, God himself can do no more, answered the girl, and there fell a silence between them. There was a sparrow flying to and fro among the pillars, and chirping gayly under the high roof, — a tiny far-fallen note, and full of busy cheer. The late summer sunshine lay along the floor of that ancient house of God where Mary and the captain sat alone together, and there seemed to be no other soul in the place.

Her face was shining brighter and brighter; at last, at last she could know the truth, and hear what had happened at Whitehaven, and ask for help where help could be surely given.

But why are you here? You must indeed be bold, my lord captain! she ventured again, in something very like the old gay manner that he knew; yet she still looked very white, except for her tear-stained eyes. There were new tales of your seafaring told in the town only yesterday. I believe they are expecting you in every corner of England at once, and every flock of their shipping is dreading a sight of the Sea Wolf.

I do my own errands, — that is all, replied the captain soberly. My poor Ranger is lying now in the port of Brest. I am much hampered by enemies, but I shall presently break their nets.... I was for a look at their shipping here, and how well they can defend it. There is a well-manned, able fish-boat out of Roscoff, on the Breton coast, which serves me well on these expeditions. I have a plan, later, for doing great mischief to their Baltic fleet. I had to bring the worst of my ships company with me; t is my only discomfort, said Paul Jones, with bitterness. I have suffered far too much, and he sighed heavily and changed his tone. I believe now that Gods providence has brought me to your side; such happiness as this makes up for everything. You remember that I have been a sailor all my life, he continued, as if he could not trust himself to speak with true feeling. I have been acquainted since childhood with these English ports.

You did not know that I had come to Bristol? said Mary. Oh yes, we have been here these many weeks now, and she also sighed.

How should I know? asked Paul Jones impatiently. I am overwhelmed by such an amazing discovery. I could burst into tears; I am near to being unmanned, though you do not suspect it. Think, dear, think what it is to me! I have no discretion, either, when I babble my most secret affairs aloud, and hardly know what I am saying. I must leave you in a few short moments. What has brought you here? Tell me the truth, and how I may safely manage to see you once again. If you were only in France, with my dear ladies there, they would love and cherish you with all their kind hearts! T is the Duchess of Chartres who has been my good angel since I came to France, and another most exquisite being whom I first met at her house, — a royal princess, too. Oh, I have much to tell you! Their generous friendship and perfect sympathy alone have kept me from sinking down. I have suffered unbelievable torture from the jealousy and ignorance of men who should have known their business better, and given me every aid.

I am thankful you have such friends as these ladies, said Mary, with great sweetness. I am sure that you have been a good friend to them. Some knowledge of your difficulties had reached us before we left home; but, as you know, intercourse is now much interrupted, and we were often uncertain of what had passed at such a distance. We hear nothing from home, either, she added mournfully. We are in great distress of mind; you could see that I was not very cheerful.... I fear in my heart that poor Madam Wallingford will die.

Madam Wallingford! repeated the captain. You cannot mean that she is here! he exclaimed, with blank astonishment. His tone was full of reproach, and even resentment. Poor lady! I own that I have had her in my thoughts, and could not but pity her natural distress, he added, with some restraint, and then burst forth into excited speech: There is no need that they should make a tool of you, — you who are a Patriot and Hamiltons own sister! This is arrant foolishness!

He sprang to his feet, and stood before Miss Hamilton, with his eyes fixed angrily upon her face. If I could tell you everything! Oh, I am outdone with this! he cried, with a gesture of contempt.

Captain Paul Jones, she said, rising quickly to confront him, I beg you to tell me everything. I cannot believe that Roger Wallingford is a traitor, and I love his mother almost as if she were my own. I came to England with her of my own wish and free will, and because it was my right to come. Will you tell me plainly what has happened, and why you do not take his part?

The captains quick change from such deep sympathy as he had shown for her tears to a complete scorn of their cause could only give a sad shock to Mary Hamiltons heart. He was no helper, after all. There came a dizzy bewilderment like a veil over her mind; it seemed as if she felt the final blow of Fate. She had not known how far she had spent her strength, or how her very homesickness had weakened her that day.

I fear it is true enough that he betrayed us at Whitehaven, said Paul Jones slowly, and not unmindful of her piteous look. I could not bring myself to doubt him at first; indeed, I was all for him. I believe that I trusted him above every man on board. I was his champion until I found he had been meddling with my papers, — my most secret dispatches, too; yes, I have proof of this! And since then some of the stolen pages have found their way into our enemies hands. He has not only betrayed me, but his country too; and worst of all in mens eyes, he has sinned against the code of honor. Yet there is one thing I will and must remember: t is never the meanest men who serve their chosen cause as spies. The pity is that where success may be illustrious, the business asks completest sacrifice, and failure is the blackest disgrace. Tis Wallingfords reward. I loved him once, and now I could stand at the gallows and see him hanged! Perhaps he would say that he acted from high motives,— t is ever a spys excuse; but I trusted him, and he would have ruined me.

I do not believe that he is guilty, declared Mary Hamilton, with perfect calmness, though she had drawn back in horror as she heard the last words and saw such blazing anger in Paul Joness eyes. You must look elsewhere for your enemy, she insisted,— for some other man whose character would not forbid such acts as these. If Roger Wallingford has broken his oath of allegiance, my faith in character is done; I have known him all my life, and I can answer for him. Believe me, there is some mistake. Her eyes did not fall; as the captain held them straight and answerable with his own she met the challenge of his look, and there came a beautiful glow of pity and gentleness upon her face.

The captain gave a long sigh.

I am sure that you are mistaken, she said again, quietly, since he did not speak. We are now in great trouble, and even despair, about Mr. Wallingford, and have been able to get no word from him. We have his pardon in hand; it would make you wonder if I told you how it came to us. Your lieutenant was left most cruelly wounded on the shore at Whitehaven, and was like to die on the long journey to Plymouth jail where they sent him. How he has lived through all his sufferings I do not know. I have seen the Mill Prison, myself; they would not even let us speak with those who knew him among our poor captives. The night before we reached the prison he had escaped; there were some men shot down who were of his party. We can get no trace of him at all. Whether he is dead on the great moors, or still alive and wandering in distress, no one can tell. This does not look as if he were a spy for England; it were easy to give himself up, and to prove such a simple thing, if only to be spared such misery. I am afraid that his mother will soon fade out of life, now that, after all these weeks, she believes him dead. She thought he would return with us, when she saw us ride away to Plymouth, and the disappointment was more than she could bear.

The bitter memory of that morning at the Mill Prison was like a sword in Marys heart, and she stopped; she had spoken quickly, and was now trembling from head to foot. I thought, when I saw your face, that you would know how to help us find him, she said sorrowfully, under her breath.

If I have been wrong, exclaimed the captain, if I have been wrong, I should give my life to make amends! But all the proofs were there. I even found a bit of one of my own papers among his effects,— t was in a book he had been reading. But I hid the matter from every one on board; I could not bear they should know it. Dicksons word was their mainstay at first; but that counted worse than nothing to me, till there were other matters which fully upheld his account.

Dickson has always been a man mistrusted and reproached, protested Miss Hamilton, with indignation. There is a man for you whose character would not forbid such treachery! You must know, too, that he has a deep hatred for the Wallingfords, and would spare no pains to revenge himself.

The captain stood doubtful and dismayed. I have gone over this sad matter by day and by night, he said; I do not see where I could be mistaken. I went to the bottom of my evidence without regard to Dickson, and I found proof enough. I hate that man, and distrust him, yet I can find little fault with his service on the ship; and when I have been surest of catching him in a lie, he always proves to have told the exact truth, and wears a martyrs air, and is full of his cursed cant and talk of piety. Alas, I know not what can be done at this late day.

Did you never think that Dickson could put many a proof like your bit of paper where your eyes alone could fall upon it? asked Mary. I remember well that he has tried more than once to cast blame upon others when he himself was the sinner. He has plenty of ability; t is his bad use of it that one may always fear.

The captain moved restlessly, as if conscious of her accusation. Many believed Wallingford to be a Tory on the ship, he answered. They were jealous and suspicious of his presence; but Dickson, who has warped Simpsons honest mind against me, may also have set his energies to this. If we could only find Wallingford! If we could only hear his own story of that night! In all this time he should have sent some word to me, if he were innocent. If I were free, Id soon know what they learned from him in the prison; he must have spoken openly with some of the Portsmouth men who are there. What can we do? the speaker ended, in a different tone altogether, making a direct appeal to Mary. If I have fallen a dupe to such a man as Dickson in this matter, I shall never recover from the shame. You would never forgive me. Alas, how can I ask the question that my heart prompts! You are most unhappy, said Paul Jones, with exquisite compassion. Is it because of Wallingford alone? Oh, Mary, is there no hope for me? You have had my letters? You cannot but remember how we parted!

She looked at him imploringly.

Tell me, said the captain. I must ask a question that is very hard for me. I believe that you love this unfortunate officer, and desire his safety beyond everything else. Is it not true?

Mary waited only a moment before she spoke.

Yes, it is true, she said then. I know now that we have always belonged to each other.

Alas for my own happiness! said the captain, looking at her. I thought when we parted that last night — He groaned, his words faltering. Oh, that I had only spoken! Glory has been a jealous mistress to me, and I dared not speak; I feared t would cost me all her favor, if my thoughts were all for you. It seems a lifetime ago. I could throw my hope of glory down at your feet now, if it were any use. I can do nothing without love. Oh, Mary, must you tell me that it is too late?

The captains voice made poignant outcry to the listeners heart. The air seemed to quiver in strange waves, and the walls of the abbey seemed to sway unsteadily. The strong, determined soul before her was pleading for an impossible happiness. Even better than he could know, she knew that he lacked a womans constant love and upholding, and that, with all his noble powers, his life tended toward ruin and disappointment. She stood there, white and wistful; her compassionate heart was shaken with pity for his loneliness.

There was a change on the mans dark face; he took one step toward her, and then was conscious of a strange separation between them. Mary did not move, she did not speak; she stood there as a ghost might stand by night to pity the troubles of men. She knew, with a womans foresight, the difference it would make if she could only stand with love and patience by his side.

There must be some one to love you as it is in your heart to love, she told him then. God bless you and give you such a happiness! You are sure to find each other in this sad world. I know you will! I know you will!

One of the great bells began to ring in the tower, and its vibrations jarred her strangely; she could hardly hinder herself now from a new outburst of tears, and could not think clearly any more, and was trembling with weakness.

I must go home if I can, she whispered, but her voice was very low. I cannot get home alone — No, no, I must not let you be so kind!

He placed her gently on the stone bench, and she leaned back heavily with his arm about her, thankful for some protecting affection in her brief bewilderment. She could not but hear his pitying, endearing words as her faintness passed; the poor girl was so breathless and weak that she could only throw herself upon his mercy. There was even an unexpected comfort in his presence, — she had been so much alone with strangers; she forgot everything save that he was a friend of her happier days. And as for the captain, he had held her in his arms, she had turned to him with touching readiness in her distress; nothing could ever rob his heart of the remembrance.

He watched her with solicitude as her color came back, and lingered until he saw that she was herself again. They must part quickly, for he could not venture to be seen with her in the open streets.

You have convinced me that I may have been wrong about Wallingford, he said impulsively. I shall now do my best to aid you and to search the matter out. I shall see you again. Your happiness will always be very dear to me. I can but thank Heaven for our being here together, though I have only added something to your pain. Perhaps these troubles may not be far from their solution, and I shall see you soon in happier hours.

He kissed her hand and let it go; his old hope went with it; there must be a quick ending now. A man must always resent pity for himself, but his heart was full of most tender pity for this overburdened girl. There had been few moments of any sort of weakness in all the course of her long bravery, — he was sure enough of that, — and only loved her the more. She had been the first to show him some higher things: it was not alone her charm, but her character, her great power of affection, her perfect friendship, that would make him a nobler lover to his lifes end.

She watched him as he went away down the nave toward the open door; the poverty of such disguise and the poor sailors threadbare dress could not hide a familiar figure, but he was alert no more, and even drooped a little as he stood for one moment in the doorway. He did not once look back; there were people in the church now, and his eyes were bent upon the ground. Then he lifted his head with all the spirit that belonged to him, stepped out boldly from the shadow into the bright daylight beyond, and was gone.

The old verger crossed over to speak with Mary; he had learned to know her by sight, for she came often to the abbey church, and guessed that she might be one of the exiles from America.

T was some poor sailor begging, I misdoubt. There s a sight o beggars stranded in the town. I hope he would not make bold to vex you, my lady? asked the dim-eyed old man, fumbling his snuffbox with trembling hands. I fell asleep in the chapter room.

T was some one I had known at home, Miss Hamilton answered. He is a good man. And she smiled a little as she spoke. It would be so easy to cause a consternation in the town. Her head was steady now, but she still sat where the captain left her.

T is a beautiful monyment, — that one, said the verger, pointing up to the kneeling figures in their prim ruffs. T is as beautiful a monyment as any here. I ve made bold to notice how you often sits here to view it. Some o your Ameriky folks was obsarvin as their forbears was all buried in this abbey in ancient times; t would be sure to make the owd place a bit homely.

The bells were still chiming, and there were worshipers coming in. Mary Hamilton slipped away, lest she should meet some acquaintance; she felt herself shaken as if by a tempest. Paul Jones had gone into fresh danger when he left her side; his life was spent among risks and chances. She might have been gentler to him, and sent him away better comforted.

She walked slowly, and stood still once in the street, startled by the remembrance of her frank confession of love; the warm color rushed to her pale face. To have told the captain, when she had never told Roger himself, or his mother, or any but her own heart! Yet all her sorrows were lightened by these unconsidered words: the whole world might hear them now; they were no secret any more.

There were busy groups of people about the taverns and tobacco shops, as if some new excitement were in the air; it might be that there was news from America. As Mary passed, she heard one man shout to another that John Paul Jones, the pirate, had been seen the day before in Bristol itself. An old sailor, just landed from a long voyage at sea, had known him as he passed. There was word, too, that the Ranger had lately been sighted again off Plymouth, and had taken two prizes in the very teeth of the Kings fleet.


XL. THE WATCHERS LIGHT
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THERES NO DEEP valley but near some great hill.

Late that night Mary Hamilton sat by the window in her sleeping closet, a quaint little room that led from the stately chamber of Madam Wallingford. Past midnight, it was still warm out of doors, and the air strangely lifeless. It had been late before the maid went away and their dear charge had fallen asleep; so weak and querulous and full of despair had she been all the long day.

The night taper was flickering in its cup of oil, but the street outside was brighter than the great room. The waning moon was just rising, and the watcher leaned back wearily against the shutter, and saw the opposite roofs slowly growing less dim. There were tall trees near by in the garden, and a breeze, that Mary could not feel where she sat, was rustling among the poplar leaves and mulberries. She heard footsteps coming up the street, and the sound startled her as if she had been sitting at her window at home, where footsteps at that time of night might mean a messenger to the house.

The great town of Bristol lay fast asleep; it was only the watchmans tread that had startled the listener, and for a moment changed her weary thoughts. The old man went by with his clumsy lantern, but gave no cry nor told the hour until he was well into the distance.

There was much to think about at the end of this day, which had brought an unexpected addition to her hearts regret. The remembrance of Paul Jones, his insistence upon Wallingfords treachery, a sad mystery which now might never be solved, even the abruptness of the captains own declaration of love, and a sense of unreality that came from her own miserable weakness, — all these things were new burdens for the mind. She could not but recognize the hero in this man of great distinction, as he had stood before her, and yet his melancholy exit, with the very poverty of his dress, had somehow added to the misery of the moment. It seemed to her now as if they had met each other, that morning, with no thoughts of victory, but in the very moment of defeat. Their hopes had been so high when last they talked together. Again there came to her mind the anxiety of that bright night when she had stood pleading with Roger Wallingford on the river shore, and had thrown down her challenge at his feet. How easy and even how happy it all seemed beside these dreadful days! How little she had known then! How little she had loved then! Life had been hardly more than a play beside this; it was more dramatic than real. She had felt a remote insincerity, in those old days, in even the passionate words of the two men, and a strange barrier, like a thin wall of glass, was always between her heart and theirs. Now, indeed, she was face to face with life, she was in the middle of the great battle; now she loved Roger Wallingford, and her whole heart was forever his, whether he was somewhere in the world alive, or whether he lay starved and dead among the furze and heather on the Devon moors. She saw his white face there, as if she came upon it in the shadows of her thoughts, and gave a quick cry, such was the intensity of her grief and passion; and the frail figure stirred under its coverlet in the great room beyond, with a pitiful low moan like the faint echo of her own despair.

The sad hour went by, and still this tired girl sat by the window, like a watcher who did not dare to forget herself in sleep. Her past life had never been so clearly spread before her, and all the pleasant old days were but a background for one straight figure: the manly, fast-growing boy whom she played with and rebuffed on equal terms; the eager-faced and boyish man whom she had begun to fear a little, and then to tease, lest she should admire too much. She remembered all his beautiful reticence and growing seriousness, the piety with which he served his widowed mother; the pleading voice, that last night of all, when she had been so slow to answer to his love. It was she herself now who could plead, and who must have patience! How hard she had been sometimes, how deaf and blind, how resistant and dull of heart! T was a girls strange instinct to fly, to hide, to so defeat at first the dear pursuer of her hearts love!

Again there was a footstep in the street. It was not the old watchman coming, for presently she heard a mans voice singing a country tune that she had known at home. He came within sight and crossed the street, and stood over the way waiting in shadow; now he went on softly with the song. It was an old Portsmouth ballad that all the river knew; the very sound of it was like a message: — 

The mermaids they beneath the wave,

The mermaids they oer my sailors grave,

The mermaids they at the bottom of the sea,

Are weeping their salt tears for me.



The morning star was shining still,

T was daybreak over the eastern hill — 

He began the song again, but still more softly, and then stopped.

Mary kept silence; her heart began to beat very fast. She put her hand on the broad window-sill where the moonlight lay, and the singer saw it and came out into the street. She saw the Spanish sailor again. What had brought the captain to find her at this time of night?

She leaned out quickly. I am here. Can I help you? Is there any news? she whispered, as he stood close under the window, looking up. You are putting yourself in danger, she warned him anxiously. I heard the people saying that you have been seen in Bristol, this morning as I came home!

God be thanked that I have found you awake! he answered eagerly, and the moon shone full upon his face, so that she could see it plain. I feared that I should have to wait till daylight to see you. I knew no one to trust with my message, and I must run for open sea. I have learned something of our mystery at last. Go you to the inn at Old Passage to-morrow night, — do you hear me? — to the inn at Old Passage, and wait there till I come. Go at nightfall, and let yourself be unknown in the house, if you can. I think — I think we may have news from Wallingford.

She gave a little cry, and leaned far out of the window, speaking quickly in her excitement, and begging to hear more; but the captain had vanished to the shadows whence he came. Her heart was beating so fast and hard now that she could not hear his light footsteps as he hurried away, running back to the water-side down the echoing, paved street.


XLI. AN OFFERED OPPORTUNITY
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Neither man nor soldier. 
What ignorant and mad malicious traitors!

License, they mean, when they cry Liberty.

The Roscoff fishing smack lay in the Severn, above Avon mouth, and it was broad day when Captain Paul Jones came aboard again, having been rowed down the river by some young Breton sailors whom he had found asleep in the bottom of their boat. There would be natural suspicion of a humble French craft like theirs; but when they had been overhauled in those waters, a day or two before, the owner of the little vessel, a sedate person by the name of Dickson, professed himself to be an Englishman from the Island of Guernsey, with proper sailing papers and due reverence for King George the Third. His crew, being foreigners, could answer no decent Bristol questions, and they were allowed to top their boom for the fishing grounds unmolested, having only put into harbor for supplies.

The Roscoff lads looked at their true captain with mingled sleepiness and admiration as he took the steersmans place. He presently opened a large knotted bundle handkerchief, and gave them a share of the rich treat of tobacco and early apples within; then, seeing that they kept their right course, he made a pillow of his arm and fell sound asleep.

As they came under the vessels side the barking of a little dog on board waked him again with a start. He looked weary enough as he stood to give his orders and watch his opportunity to leap from the boat, as they bobbed about in the choppy sea. All was quiet on deck in the bright sunlight; only the little French dog kept an anxious lookout. The captain gave orders to break out their anchor and be off down channel, and then turned toward the cabin, just as Dickson made his appearance, yawning, in the low companion way.

Dickson had found such life as this on the fisherman very dull, besides having a solid resentment of its enforced privations. None of the crew could speak English save Cooper and Hanscom, who had come to hate him, and would not speak to him at all except in the exercise of duty. He knew nothing of the Breton talk, and was a man very fond of idle and argumentative conversation. The captain had been ashore now for thirty-six long hours, and his offended colleague stood back, with a look of surly discontent and no words of welcome, to let the tyrant pass. The captain took a letter out of his pocket and gave it to him, with a quick but not unfriendly glance, as if half amused by Dicksons own expression of alarm as he turned the folded paper and looked at its unbroken seal. He mumbled something about a tailors bill, and then insisted that the letter could not be meant for him. He did not seem to know what it would be safe to say.

Come below; I wish to speak with you. The captain spoke impatiently, as usual, and had the air of a kingbird which dealt with a helpless crow. We are in no danger of being overheard. I must speak with you before you read your letter. I have chanced upon some important information; I have a new plan on foot.

Certainly, sir, replied Dickson, looking very sour-tempered, but putting a most complaisant alacrity into his voice.

The news was given me by a man who succeeded in making his escape from the Mill Prison some months since, and who came to Bristol, where he had old acquaintances; he is now at work in a coppersmiths shop, explained the captain. He has been able to help some of his shipmates since then, and, under the assumed character of an American Loyalist, has enjoyed the confidence of both parties. T will be a dangerous fellow to tamper with; I have heard something of him before. I doubt if he is very honest, but he turns many a good sound penny for himself. Lee believes that all his spies are as trusty as Ford and Thornton, but I can tell you that they are not. The captains temper appeared to be rising, and Dickson winced a little. I know of some things that go on unbeknownst to him, and so perhaps do you, Mr. Dickson; this man has advised me of some matters in Bristol this very night, about which I own myself to be curious. He says that there are two men out of the Mill Prison who may be expected in, and are hoping to get safe away to sea. It would be a pretty thing to add a pair of good American sailors to our number without the trouble of formal exchange. So I must again delay our sailing for France, and I shall leave you here to-night, while I go to inspect the fugitives. There are special reasons, too, why I wish to get news from the prison.

The captain seemed excited, and spoke with unusual frankness and civility. Though Dickson had begun to listen with uneasiness, he now expressed approval of such a plan, but ventured at the same time to give an officious warning that there might be danger of a plot among the Bristol Loyalists. They would make themselves very happy by securing such an enemy as John Paul Jones. But this proof of sagacity and unselfishness on Dicksons part the captain did not deign to notice.

I shall pass the day in fishing, and toward night take another anchorage farther up the channel, he continued. There are reasons why prudence forbids my going into the Avon again by boat, or being seen by day about the Bristol quays. I shall run farther up the Severn and land there, and ride across by Westbury, and over the downs into Bristol, and so return by daybreak. I have bespoken a horse to wait for me, and you will see that a boat is ready to take me off in the morning.

Dickson received these instructions with apparent interest and an unconscious sigh of relief. He understood that the captains mind was deeply concerned in so innocent a matter; there was probably no reason for apprehension on his own part. The next moment his spirits fell, and his face took on that evil color which was the one sign of emotion and animosity that he was unable to conceal. There was likely to be direct news now from the Mill Prison; and the grievous nightmare that haunted Dicksons thoughts was the possible reappearance of Roger Wallingford.

Once or twice he swallowed hard, and tried to gather courage to speak, but the words would not come. The captain passed him with a scowl, and threw himself into the wretched bunk of the cabin to get some sleep.

Captain Jones, and Dickson boldly followed him, I have something important which I must say — 

Will not you read your letter first? inquired the captain, with unaccustomed politeness. I am very much fatigued, as you might see. I want a little sleep, after these two nights.

We are alone now, sir, and there is something that has lain very heavy on my mind. The man was fluent enough, once his voice had found utterance.

The captain, with neither an oath nor a growl, sat up in his berth, and listened with some successful mockery of respect, looking him straight in the face.

That night, — you remember, sir, at Whitehaven? I have come to be troubled about that night. You may not recall the fact that so unimportant a person as I stood in any real danger on such an occasion of glory to you, but I was set upon by the town guard, and only escaped with my life. I returned to the Ranger in a suffering condition. You were a little overset by your disappointment, and by Mr. Wallingfords disappearance and your suspicions of his course. But in my encounter, — you know that it was not yet day, — and in the excitement of escaping from an armed guard, I fear that I fought hand to hand with Wallingford himself, taking him for a constable. He was the last of them to attack me, when I was unable to discriminate, — or he, either, added Dickson slyly, but with a look of great concern. The thought has struck me that he might not have been disloyal to our cause, and was perhaps escaping to the boat, as I was, when we fell into such desperate combat in that dark lane. It would put me into an awful position, you can see, sir.... I may be possessed of too great a share of human frailty, but I have had more than my share of ill fortune. I have suffered from unjust suspicions, too, but this dreadful accident would place me — 

You thought to save your life from an unknown enemy? the captain interrupted him. You struck one of your own party, by mischance, in the dark? he suggested, without any apparent reproach in his voice.

Exactly so, sir, said Dickson, taking heart, but looking very mournful.

Yet you told us that Mr. Wallingford alarmed the guard?

I could suspect nothing else, sir, at the time; you heard my reasons when I returned.

Never mind your return, urged Paul Jones, still without any tone of accusation. T was long after the gray of the morning, it was almost broad day, when I left the shore myself at Whitehaven, and a man might easily know one of his shipmates. T was a dark lane, you told me, however, and his eyes twinkled with the very least new brightness. If we should ever see poor Wallingford again, you could settle all that between you. I can well understand your present concern. Do you think that you did the lieutenant any serious damage before you escaped? I recall the fact that you were badly mauled about the countenance.

I fear that I struck him worst in the shoulder, sir, and Dickson shifted his position uneasily, and put one hand to the deck timber above to hold himself steady, now that they were rolling badly with the anchor off ground. I know that I had my knife in my hand. He is a very strong fellow, and a terrible man to wrestle with, — I mean the man whom I struck, who may have been Wallingford. I thought he would kill me first.

I wish you had bethought yourself to speak sooner, said the captain patiently. T is a thing for us to reflect upon deeply, but I can hear no more now. I must sleep, as you see, before I am fit for anything. Do not let the men disturb me; they may get down channel to their fishing. If they succeed as well as yesterday, we shall soon make the cost of this little adventure.

He spoke drowsily, and drew the rough blanket over his head to keep the light away.

Dickson mounted to the deck. If he had known how easy it would be to make things straight with the captain, how much suffering he might have spared himself! You must take him in the right mood, too. But the captain had an eye like a gimlet, that twisted into a mans head.

Wallingford may never turn up, after all. I wish I had killed him while I was about it, said Dickson to himself uneasily. It may be all a lie that he was sent to Plymouth; it would be such a distance! There was something the matter with this world. To have an eye like Paul Joness fixed upon you while you were trying to make a straight story was anything but an assistance or a pleasure.

The captain was shaking with laughter in the cabin as Dickson disappeared. What a face he put on the smooth-spoken hypocrite! His race is run; he told me more than he needed, and Paul Joness face grew stern, as he lay there looking at the planks above his head. He s at the bottom of the hill now, if he only knew it. When a man s character is gone, his reputation is sure enough to follow; and with this sage reflection the captain covered his head again carefully, and went to sleep.

Unaware of this final verdict, Dickson was comfortably reading his letter on the deck, and feeling certain that fortune had turned his way. His mind had been made up some days before to leave the Ranger as soon as he got back to France, even if he must feign illness to gain his discharge, or desert the ship, as others had done. He had already a good sum of money that had been paid him for information useful to the British government, and, to avoid future trouble, proposed to hide himself in the far South or in one of the West Indian Islands. My poor wife would gain by the change of climate, said the scoundrel, pitying himself now for the loss of friendship and respect from which he felt himself begin to suffer, and for those very conditions which he had so carefully evolved.

He started as he read the brief page before him; the news of the letter was amazingly welcome. It was written by some one who knew his most intimate affairs. The chance had come to give up the last and best of those papers which he had stolen from the captains desk. For this treasure he had asked a great price, — so great that Thornton would not pay it at Brest, and Fords messenger had laughed him in the face. Now there was the promise of the money, the whole noble sum. Word of his being with Paul Jones had somehow reached Bristol. The crafty captain had been unwise, for once, in speaking with this make-believe coppersmith, and the play was up! The writer of the letter said that a safe agent would meet Mr. Dickson any night that week at seven oclock, at the inn by Old Passage, to pay him his own price for certain papers or information. There was added a handsome offer for the body of Paul Jones, alive or dead, in case he should not be in custody before that time. The letter was sealed as other letters had been, with a device known among Thorntons errand runners.

Old Passage! repeated the happy Dickson. I must now find where that place is; but they evidently know my present situation, and the inn is no doubt near!

He stepped softly to the cabin hatchway, and looked down. The captains face was turned aside, and he breathed heavily. The chart of that coast was within easy reach; Dickson took it from the chest where it lay, since it was an innocent thing to have in hand. There was all the shore of the Severn and the Bristol Channel, with the spot already marked nearest Westbury church where the captain was likely to land; and here beyond, at no great distance, was Old Passage, where a ferry crossed the Severn. He should have more than time enough for his own errand and a good evening ashore, while Paul Jones was riding into Bristol, perhaps to stay there against his will. For the slight trouble of ripping a few stitches in his waistcoat seams and taking out a slip of paper, Dickson would be rich enough at that days end.

Yes, I ll go to the southward when I reach America, and start anew, he reflected. I ve had it very hard, but now I can take my ease. This, with the rest of my savings, will make me snug.

He heard the captain move, and the planks of the berth creak in the stuffy cabin. They were running free before the east wind, and were almost at the fishing grounds.


XLII. THE PASSAGE INN
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THE RUNLET OF Brandy was a loving Runlet and floated after us out of pure pity.

Just before nightfall, that same day, two travel-worn men came riding along a country road toward Old Passage, the ancient ferrying-place where travelers from the south and west of England might cross over into Wales. From an immemorial stream of travel and the wear of weather, the road-bed was worn, like a swift streams channel, deep below the level of the country. One of the riders kept glancing timidly at the bushy banks above his head, as if he feared to see a soldier in the thicket peering down; his companion sat straight in his saddle, and took no notice of anything but his horse and the slippery road. It had been showery all the afternoon, and they were both spattered with mud from cap to stirrup.

As they came northward, side by side, to the top of a little hill, the anxious rider gave a sigh of relief, and his horse, which limped badly and bore the marks of having been on his knees, whinnied as if in sympathy. The wide gray waters of the Severn were spread to east and west; the headland before them fell off like a cliff. Below, to the westward, the land was edged by a long line of dike which walled the sea floods away from some low meadows that stretched far along the coast. Over the water were drifting low clouds of fog and rain, but there was a dull gleam of red on the western sky like a winter sunset, and the wind was blowing. At the roads end, just before them, was a group of gray stone buildings perched on the high headland above the Severn, like a monastery or place of military defense.

As the travelers rode up to the Passage Inn, the inn yard, with all its stables and outhouses, looked deserted; the sunset gust struck a last whip of rain at the tired men. The taller of the two called impatiently for a hostler before he got stiffly to the ground, and stamped his feet as he stood by his horse. It was a poor tired country nag, with a kind eye, that began to seek some fondling from her rider, as if she harbored no ill will in spite of hardships. The young man patted and stroked the poor creature, which presently dropped her head low, and steamed, as if it were winter weather, high into the cool air.

The small kitchen windows were dimly lighted; there was a fire burning within, but the whole place looked unfriendly, with its dark stone walls and heavily slated roof. The waters below were almost empty of shipping, as if there were a storm coming, but as the rider looked he saw a small craft creeping up close by the shore; she was like a French fishing boat, and had her sweeps out. The wind was dead against her out of the east, and her evident effort added to the desolateness of the whole scene. The impatient traveler shouted again, with a strong, honest voice that prevailed against both wind and weather, so that one of the stable doors was flung open and a man came out; far inside the dark place glowed an early lantern, and the horses turned their heads that way, eager for supper and warm bedding. There seemed to be plenty of room within; there was no sound of stamping hoofs, or a squeal from crowded horses that nipped their fellows to get more comfort for themselves. Business was evidently at a low ebb.

Rub them down as if they were the best racers in England; give them the best feed you dare as soon as they cool, — full oats and scant hay and a handful of corn: they have served us well, said Wallingford, with great earnestness. I shall look to them myself in an hour or two, and you shall have your own pay. The roans knees need to be tight-bandaged. Come, Hammet, will you not alight? he urged his comrade, who, through weariness or uncertainty, still sat, with drooping head and shoulders, on his poor horse. Shake the mud off you. Here, I ll help you, then, if your wound hurts again, as the man gave a groan in trying to dismount. After the first wrench t is easy enough. Come, you ll be none the worse for your cropper into soft clay! He laughed cheerfully as they crossed the yard toward a door to which the hostler pointed them.

The mistress of the inn, a sharp-looking, almost pretty woman, suddenly flung her door open, and came out on the step to bid them good-evening in a civil tone, and in the same breath, as she recognized their forlorn appearance, to bid them begone. Her house was like to be full, that night, of gentlefolk and others who had already bespoken lodging, and she had ceased to take in common wayfarers since trade was so meagre in these hard times, and she had been set upon by soldiers and fined for harboring a pack of rascals who had landed their run goods from France and housed them unbeknownst in her hay barn. They could see for themselves that she had taken down the tavern sign, and was no more bound to entertain them than any other decent widow woman would be along the road.

She railed away, uncontradicted; but there was a pleasant smile on Wallingfords handsome face that seemed to increase rather than diminish at her flow of words, until at last she smiled in return, though half against her will. The poor fellow looked pale and tired: he was some gentleman in distress; she had seen his like before.

We must trouble you for supper and a fire, he said to the landlady. I want some brandy at once for my comrade, and while you get supper we can take some sleep. We have been riding all day. There will be a gentleman to meet me here by and by out of Bristol, and he took advantage of her stepping aside a little to bow politely to her and make her precede him into the kitchen. There was a quiet authority in his behavior which could not but be admired; the good woman took notice that the face of her guest was white with fatigue, and even a little tremulous in spite of his calmness.

If he s a hunted man, I ll hide him safe, she now said to herself. It was not the habit of Old Passage Inn to ask curious questions of its guests, or why they sometimes came at evening, and kept watch for boats that ran in from mid-channel and took them off by night. This looked like a gentleman, indeed, who would be as likely to leave two gold pieces on the table as one.

I have supper to get for a couple o thieves (by t looks of em) that was here last night waiting for some one who did nt come, — a noisy lot, too; to-night they ll get warning to go elsewhere, she said, in a loud tone. I shall serve them first, and bid them begone. And I expect some gentlefolk, too. There s a fire lit for em now in my best room; it was damp there, and theyd ill mix with t rest. T is old Mr. Alderman Davis a-comin out o Bristol, one o their great merchants, and like to be their next lord mayor, so folks says. He s not been this way before these three years, she said, with importance.

Let me know when he comes! cried Wallingford eagerly, as he stood by the fireplace. There was a flush of color in his cheeks now, and he turned to his companion, who had sunk into a corner of the settle. Thank God, Hammet, he exclaimed, we re safe! The end of all our troubles has come at last!

The innkeeper saw that he was much moved; something about him had quickly touched her sympathy. She could not have told why she shared his evident gratitude, or why the inn should be his place of refuge, but if he were waiting for Mr. Davis, there was no fault to find.

You ll sleep a good pair of hours without knowing it, the two of you, she grumbled good-naturedly. Throw off your muddy gear there, and be off out o my way, now, an I ll do the best I can. Take the left-hand chamber at the stairhead; theres a couple o beds. I ve two suppers to get before the tide turns to the ebb. The packet folks ll soon be coming; an those fellows that wait for their mate thats on a fishing smack, — I may want help with em, if they re s bad s they look. Yes, I ll call ye, sir, if Mr. Davis comes; but he may be kept, the weather is so bad.

Hammet had drunk the brandy thirstily, and was already cowering as if with an ague over the fire. Wallingford spoke to him twice before he moved. The landlady watched them curiously from the stair-foot, as they went up, to see that they found the right room.

T is one o the nights when every strayaway in England is like to come clacking at my door, she said, not without satisfaction, as she made a desperate onset at her long evenings work.

A pair o runaways! she muttered again; but the tall lad cant help princeing it in his drovers clothes. I ll tell the stable to deny they re here, if any troopers come. I ll help em safe off the land or into Bristol, whether Mr. Alderman Davis risks his old bones by night or not. A little more mercy in this world aint goin to hurt it!


XLIII. THEY FOLLOW THE DIKE
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Theres not a fibre in my trembling frame 
That does not vibrate when thy step draws near.

Early in the morning of that day, when Mr. John Davis had been returning from a brief visit to his counting-room, he was surprised at being run against by a disreputable looking fellow, who dashed out of a dirty alley, and disappeared again as quickly, after putting a letter into his hand. The alderman turned, irate, to look after this lawless person, and then marched on with offended dignity up the hill. When he had turned a safe corner he stopped, and, holding his stout cane under his arm, proceeded to unfold the paper. He had received threats before in this fashion, like all magistrates or town officials; some loose fellow warned off, or a smuggler heavily fined, would now and then make threats against the authorities.

The letter in his hand proved to be of another sort. It might be dingy without, but within the handwriting was that of a gentleman.

Dear Sir, he read slowly, my fathers old friend and mine, — I ask your kind assistance in a time of great danger, and even distress. I shall not venture to Bristol before I have your permission. I am late from prison, where I was taken from an American frigate. At last I have found a chance to get to Chippenham market as a drover, and I hope to reach Old Passage Inn (where I was once in your company) early in the night on Friday. Could you come or send to meet me there, if it is safe? I know or guess your own principles, but for the sake of the past I think you will give what aid he needs to Roger W —— , of Piscataqua, in New England. Your dear lady, my kinswoman, will not forget the boy to whom she was ever kind, nor will you, dear sir, I believe. I can tell you everything, if we may meet. What I most desire is to get to France, where I may join my ship. This goes by a safe hand.

The reader struck his cane to the sidewalk, and laughed aloud.

What will little missy say to this? he said, as he marched off. I ll hurry on to carry her the news!

Miss Hamilton ran out to meet the smiling old man, as she saw him coming toward the house, and was full of pretty friendliness before he could speak.

You were away before I was awake, she said, and I have been watching for you this half hour past, sir. First, you must know that dear Madam Wallingford is better than for many days, and has been asking for you to visit her, if it please you. And I have a new plan for us. Some one has sent me word that there may be news out of the Mill Prison, if we can be at the inn at Passage to-night. I hope you will not say it is too far to ride, she pleaded; you have often shown me the place when we rode beyond Clifton — 

Mr. Daviss news was old already; his face fell with disappointment.

It was a poor sailor who brought me word, she continued, speaking more slowly, and watching him with anxiety. Perhaps we shall hear from Roger. He may have been retaken, and some one brings us word from him, who has luckily escaped.

The old merchant looked at Mary shrewdly. You had no message from Wallingford himself? he asked.

Oh no, said the girl wistfully; that were to put a happy end to everything. But I do think that we may have news of him. If you had not come, I should have gone to find you, I was so impatient.

Mr. Davis seated himself in his chair, and took on the air of a magistrate, now that they were in the house. After all, Roger Wallingford could know nothing of his mother or Miss Hamilton, or of their being in England; there was no hint of them in the note.

I suppose that we can make shift to ride to Passage, he said soberly. It is not so far as many a days ride that you and I have taken this year; but I think we may have rain again, from the look of the clouds, and I am always in danger of the gout in this late summer weather. Perhaps it will be only another wild-goose chase, he added gruffly, but with a twinkle in his eyes.

If I could tell you who brought the news! said Mary impulsively. No, I must not risk his name, even with you, dear friend. But indeed I have great hope, and Madam is strangely better; somehow, my heart is very light!

The old man looked up with a smile, as Mary stood before him. He had grown very fond of the child, and loved to see that the drawn look of pain and patience was gone now from her face.

I wish that it were night already. When can we start? she asked.

Friday is no lucky day, insisted Mr. John Davis, but we must do what we can. So Madams heart is light, too? Well, all this may mean something, he said indulgently. I must first see some of our town council who are coming to discuss important matters with me at a stated hour this afternoon, and then we can ride away. We have searched many an inn together, and every village knows us this west side of Dorset, but I believe we have never tried Old Passage before. Put on your thick riding gown with the little capes; I look for both rain and chill.

The weather looked dark and showery in the east; the clouds were gathering fast there and in the north, though the sun still fell on the long stretch of Dundry. It had been a bright day for Bristol, but now a dark, wet night was coming on. The towers of the abbey church and St. Mary Radcliffe stood like gray rocks in a lake of fog, and if he had been on any other errand, the alderman would have turned their horses on the height of Clifton, and gone back to his comfortable home. The pretty chimes in the old church at Westbury called after them the news that it was five oclock, as they cantered and trotted on almost to the borders of the Severn itself, only to be stopped and driven to shelter by a heavy fall of rain. They were already belated, and Mr. Davis displeased himself with the thought that they were in for a nights absence, and in no very luxurious quarters. He had counted upon the waning moon to get them back, however late, to Bristol; but the roads were more and more heavy as they rode on. At last they found themselves close to the water-side, and made their two horses scramble up the high dike that bordered it, and so got a shorter way to Passage and a drier one than the highway they had left.

The great dike was like one of the dikes of Holland, with rich meadow farms behind it, which the high tides and spring floods had often drowned and spoiled in ancient days. The Severn looked gray and sullen, as they rode along beside it; there were but two or three poor fishing craft running in from sea, and a very dim gray outline of the Welsh hills beyond. There was no comfortable little haven anywhere in view in this great landscape and sea border; no sign of a town or even a fishing hamlet near the shore; only the long, curving line of the dike itself, and miles away, like a forsaken citadel, the Passage Inn stood high and lonely. The wind grew colder as they rode, and they rode in silence, each lamenting the others discomfort, but clinging to the warm, unquenchable hope of happiness that comforted their hearts. There were two or three cottages of the dikekeepers wedged against the inner side of the embankment, each with a little gable window that looked seaward. One might lay his hand upon the low roofs in passing, and a stout bench against the wall offered a resting-place to those travelers who had trodden a smooth footpath on the top of the dike.

Now and then the horses must be made to leap a little bridge, and the darkness was fast gathering. Down at the cottage sides there were wallflowers on the window-sills, and in the last that they passed a candle was already lighted, and bright firelight twinkled cheerfully through the lattice. They met no one all the way, but once they were confronted by a quarrelsome, pushing herd of young cattle returning from the salt sea-pasturage outside. There was a last unexpected glow of red from the west, a dull gleam that lit the low-drifting clouds above the water, and shone back for a moment on the high windows of the inn itself, and brightened the cold gray walls. Then the night settled down, as if a great cloud covered the whole country with its wings.

Half an hour later Mr. John Davis dismounted with some difficulty, as other guests now in the inn had done before him, and said aloud that he was too old a man for such adventures, and one who ought to be at home before his own good fire. They were met at the door by the mistress of the inn, who had not looked for them quite so early, though she had had notice by the carrier out of Bristol of their coming. There was a loud buzz of voices in the inn kitchen; the place was no longer lonely, and an unexpected, second troop of noisy Welsh packmen and drovers were waiting outside for their suppers, before they took the evening packet at the turn of tide. The landlady had everything to do at once; one of her usual helpers was absent; she looked resentful and disturbed.

Id ought to be ready, sir, but Im swamped with folks this night, she declared. I fear there ll be no packet leave, either; the wind s down, and the last gusts blown. If the packet dont get in, she cant get out, tide or no tide to help her. I ve got your fire alight in the best room, but you ll wait long for your suppers, I fear, sir. My kitchen s no place for a lady.

Tut, tut, my good lass! said the alderman. We ll wait an welcome. I know your best room,— t is a snug enough place; and we ll wait there till you re free. Give me a mug of your good ale now, and some bread and cheese, and think no more of us. I expect to find a young man here, later on, to speak with me. There s no one yet asking for me, I dare say? We are before our time.
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The busy woman shook her head and hurried away, banging the door behind her; and presently, as she crossed the kitchen, she remembered the young gentleman in the rough clothes upstairs, and then only thanked Heaven to know that he was sound asleep, and not clamoring for his supper on the instant, like all the rest.

I ll not wake him yet for a bit, she told herself; then they can all sup together pleasant, him and the young lady.

Mr. Davis, after having warmed himself before the bright fire of coals, and looked carefully at the portrait of his Majesty King George the Third on the parlor wall, soon began to despair of the ale, and went out into the kitchen to take a look at things. There was nobody there to interest him much, and the air was stifling. Young Wallingford might possibly have been among this very company in some rough disguise, but he certainly was not; and presently the alderman returned, followed by a young maid, who carried a tray with the desired refreshments.

Theres a yellow-faced villain out there; a gallows bird, if ever I saw one! he said, as he seated himself again by the fire.

Mary Hamilton stood by the window, to watch if the captain might be coming. It was already so dark that she could hardly see what might happen out of doors. She envied her companion the ease with which he had gone out to take a look at the men in the great kitchen; but Paul Jones would be sure to look for her when he came; there was nothing to do but to wait for him, if one could only find proper patience. The bleak inn parlor, scene of smugglers feasts and runaway weddings, was brightened by the good fire. The alderman was soon comforted in both mind and body, and Mary, concealing her impatience as best she could, shared his preliminary evening meal, as she had done many a night, in many an inn, before. She had a persistent fear that Paul Jones or his messenger might come and go away again, and she grew very anxious as she sat thinking about him; but as she looked up and began to speak, she saw that the tired old man could not answer; he was sound asleep in his chair. The good ale had warmed and soothed him so that she had not the heart to wake him. She resigned herself to silence, but listened for footsteps, and to the ceaseless clink of glasses and loud clatter of voices in the room beyond. The outer door had a loud and painful creak, and for a long time she heard nobody open it, until some one came to give a loud shout for passengers who were intending to take the packet. Then there was a new racket of departure, and the sound of the landlady angrily pursuing some delinquent guest into the yard to claim her pay; but still Mr. Davis slept soundly. The poor woman would be getting her kitchen to rights now; presently it would be no harm to wake her companion, and see if their business might not be furthered. It was not late; they really had not been there much above an hour yet, only the time was very slow in passing; and as Mary watched Mr. John Davis asleep in his chair, his kind old face had a tired look that went to her affectionate heart. At last she heard a new footstep coming down the narrow stairway into the passage. She could not tell why, but there was a sudden thrill at her heart. There was a tumult in her breast, a sense of some great happiness that was very near to her; it was like some magnet that worked upon her very heart itself, and set her whole frame to quivering.


XLIV. THE ROADS END
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IN SUM, SUCH a man as any enemy could not wish him worse than to be himself.

I found him in a lonely place: 
Long nights he ruled my soul in sleep: 
Long days I thought upon his face.

After the packet went there were three men left in the kitchen, who sat by themselves at a small table. The low-storied, shadowy room was ill lighted by a sullen, slow-burning fire, much obscured by pots and kettles, and some tallow candles scattered on out-of-the-way shelves. The mistress of the place scolded over her heap of clattering crockery and heavy pewter in a far corner. The men at the table had finished their supper, and having called for more drink, were now arguing over it. Two of them wore coats that were well spattered with mud; the third was a man better dressed, who seemed above his company, but wore a plausible, persistent look on his sallow countenance. This was Dickson, who had been set ashore in a fishing boat, and was now industriously plying his new acquaintances with brandy, beside drinking with eagerness himself at every round of the bottle. He forced his hospitality upon the better looking of his two companions, who could not be made to charge his glass to any depth, or to empty it so quickly as his mate. Now and then they put their heads together to hear a tale which Dickson was telling, and once burst into a roar of incredulous laughter which made the landlady command them to keep silence.

She was busy now with trying to bring out of the confusion an orderly supper for her patient guests of the parlor, and sent disapproving glances toward the three men near the fire, as if she were ready to speed their going. They had drunk hard, but the sallow-faced man called for another bottle, and joked with the poor slatternly girl who went and came serving their table. They were so busy with their own affairs that they did not notice a man who slipped into the kitchen behind them, as the Welshmen went out. As the three drank a toast together he crossed to the fireside, and seated himself in the corner of the great settle, where the high back easily concealed his slight figure from their sight. Both the women saw him there, but he made them a warning gesture. He was not a yard away from Dickson.

The talk was freer than ever; the giver of the feast, in an unwonted outburst of generosity, flung a shilling on the flagged floor, and bade the poor maid scramble for it and keep it for herself. Then Dickson let his tongue run away with all his discretion. He began to brag to these business acquaintances of the clever ways in which he had gained his own ends on board the Ranger, and outwitted those who had too much confidence in themselves. He even bragged that Captain John Paul Jones was in his power, after a bold fashion that made his admiring audience open their heavy eyes.

We re safe enough here from that mistaken ferret, he insisted, after briefly describing the ease with which he had carried out their evening plans. You might have been cooling your heels here waiting for me the whole week long, and I waiting for my money, too, but for such a turn of luck! If I did nt want to get to France, and get my discharge, and go back to America as quick as possible without suspicion, Id tell you just where he landed, and put him into your hands like a cat in a bag, to be easy drowned!

He s in Bristol to-night, if you must know, Dickson went on, after again refreshing himself with the brandy; we set him ashore to ride there over Clifton Downs. Yes, I might have missed ye. He s a bold devil, but to-night the three of us here could bag him easy. I ve put many a spoke in his wheel. There was a young fellow aboard us, too, that had done me a wrong at home that I never forgave; and that night at Whitehaven I ve already told ye of, when I fixed the candles, after I got these papers that you ve come for, I dropped some pieces of em, and things that was with em, in my pretty gentlemans locker. So good friends were parted after that, and the whole Whitehaven matter laid to his door. I could tell ye the whole story. His names Wallingford, curse him, and they say he s got a taste o your Mill Prison by this time thats paid off all our old scores. I hope he s dead and damned!

Who s your man Wallingford? I ve heard the name myself. There s a reward out for him; or did I hear he was pardoned? asked one of the men.

T was a scurvy sort o way to make him pay his debts. Id rather ended it man fashion, if I had such a grudge, said the other listener, the man who had been drinking least.

Dicksons wits were now overcome by the brandy, hard-headed as he might boast himself. If you knew all I had suffered at his hands! he protested. He robbed me of a good living at home, and made me fail in my plans. I was like to be a laughingstock!

The two men shrugged their shoulders when he next pushed the bottle toward them, and said that they had had enough. Come, now, said one of them, lets finish our business! You have this document o one Yankee privateersman called Paul Jones that our principal s bound for to get. You ve set your own thieves price on it, and we re sent here to pay it. I m to see it first, to be sure theres no cheat, and then make a finish.

The paper s worth more thant was a month ago, said Dickson shrewdly. His face was paler than ever, and in strange contrast to the red faces of his companions. The time is come pretty near for carrying out the North Sea scheme. He may have varied from this paper when he found the writing gone, but I know for a fact he has the cruise still in mind, and t would be a hard blow to England.

T is all rot you should ask for more money, answered the first speaker doggedly. We have no more money with us; t is enough, too; the weight of it has gallded me with every jolt of the horse. Say, will you take it or leave it? Let me but have a look at the paper! I ve a sample of their cipher here to gauge it by. Come, work smart, I tell ye! You ll be too drunk to deal with soon, and we must quick begone.

Dickson, swearing roundly at them, got some papers out of his pocket, and held one of them in his hand.

Give me the money first! he growled.

Give us the paper, said the other; t is our honest right.

There was a heavy tramping in the room above, as if some one had risen from sleep, and there was a grumble of voices; a door was opened and shut, and steady footsteps came down the creaking stair and through the dark entry; a moment more, and the tall figure of a young man stood within the room.

Well, then, and is my supper ready? asked Wallingford, looking about him cheerfully, but a little dazed by the light.

There was a smothered outcry; the table was overset, and one of the three men sprang to his feet as if to make his escape.

Stand where you are till I have done with you! cried the lieutenant instantly, facing him. You have a reckoning to pay! By Heaven, I shall kill you if you move! and he set his back against the door by which he had just entered. Tell me first, for Heavens sake, you murderer, is the Ranger within our reach?

She is lying in the port of Brest, answered the trapped adventurer, with much effort. He was looking about him to see if there were any way to get out of the kitchen, and his face was like a handful of dirty wool. Outside the nearest window there were two honest faces from the Roscoff boats crew pressed close against the glass, and looking in delightedly at the play. Dickson saw them, and his heart sank; he had been sure they were waiting for Paul Jones, half a dozen miles down shore.

Who are these men with you, and what is your errand here? demanded Wallingford, who saw no one but the two strangers and his enemy.

None of your damned business! yelled Dickson, like a man suddenly crazed; his eyes were starting from his head. The landlady came scolding across the kitchen to bid him pay and begone, with his company, and Dickson turned again to Wallingford with a sneer.

You ll excuse us, then, at this ladys request, he said, grinning. The brandy had come to his aid again, now the first shock of their meeting was past, and made him overbold. I ll bid you good-night, my hero, less you ll come with us. Theres five pounds bounty on his head, sirs! he told the messengers, who stood by the table.

They looked at each other and at Dickson; it was a pretty encounter, but they were not themselves; they were both small-sized men, moreover, and Wallingford was a strapping great fellow to tackle in a fight. There he stood, with his hack against the door, an easy mark for a bullet, and Dicksons hand went in desperation a second time to his empty pocket. The woman, seeing this, cried that there should be no shooting, and stepping forward stood close before Wallingford; she had parted men in a quarrel many a time before, and the newcomer was a fine upstanding young gentleman, of a different sort from the rest.

You have no proof against me, anyway! railed Dickson. He could not bear Wallingfords eyes upon him. His Dutch courage began to ebb, and the other men took no part with him; it was nothing they saw fit to meddle with, so far as the game had gone. He still held the paper in his hand.

You have nt a chance against us! he now bellowed, in despair. We are three to your one here. Take him, my boys, and tie him down! Hes worth five pounds to you, and you may have it all between ye!

At this moment there was a little stir behind the settle, and some one else stepped out before them, as if he were amused by such bungling play.

I have got proof enough myself now, said Captain Paul Jones quietly, standing there like the master of them all, and if hanging s enough proof for you, Dickson, I must say you ve a fair chance of it. When you ve got such business on hand as this, let brandy alone till you ve got it done. The lieutenant was pardoned weeks ago; the papers wait for him in Bristol. He is safer than we are in England.

Wallingford leaped toward his friend with a cry of joy; they were in each others arms like a pair of Frenchmen. As for Dickson, he sank to the floor like a melted candle; his legs would not hold him up; he gathered strength enough to crawl toward Wallingford and clutch him by the knees.

Oh, have pity on my sick wife and little family! he wailed aloud there, and blubbered for mercy, till the lieutenant shook him off, and he lay, still groaning, on the flagstones.

The captain had beckoned to his men, and they were within the room.

Give me my papers, Dickson, and begone, he said; and you two fellows may get you gone, too, with your money. Stay, let me see it first! he said.

They glanced at each other in dismay. They had no choice; they had left their pistols in their holsters; the business had seemed easy, and the house so decent. They could not tell what made them so afraid of this stern commander. The whole thing was swift and irresistible; they meekly did his bidding and gave the money up. It was in a leather bag, and the captain held it with both hands and looked gravely down at Dickson. The other men stared at him, and wondered what he was going to do; but he only set the bag on the table, and poured some of the yellow gold into his hand.

Look there, my lads! he said. There must be some infernal magic in the stuff that makes a man sell his soul for it. Look at it, Dickson, if you can! Mr. Wallingford, you have suffered too much, I fear, through this mans infamy. I have doubted you myself by reason of his deviltries, and I am heartily ashamed of it. Forgive me if you can, but I shall never forgive myself.

Put this man out! said the captain loudly, turning to his sailors, and they stepped forward with amusing willingness. Take him down to the boat and put off. I shall join you directly. If he jumps overboard, dont try to save him; t were the best thing he could do.

Dickson, wretched and defeated, was at last made to stand, and then took his poor revenge; he sent the crumpled paper that was in his hand flying into the fire, and Paul Jones only laughed as he saw it blaze. The game was up. Dickson had lost it, and missed all the fancied peace and prosperity of the future by less than a brief half hour. The sailors kicked him before them out of the door; it was not a noble exit for a man of some natural gifts, who had undervalued the worth of character.

The captain took up the bag of gold and gave it back to the men. This is in my power, but it is spies money, and I dont want such! he said scornfully. You may take it to your masters, and say that Captain John Paul Jones, of the United States frigate Ranger, sent it back.

They gave each other an astonished look as they departed from the room. There s a man for my money, said one of the men to the other, when they were outside. Id ship with him to-night, and I d sail with him round the world and back again! So thats Paul Jones, the pirate. Well, I say here s his health and good luck to him, Englishman though I be! They stood amazed in the dark outside with their bag of money, before they stole away. There was nothing they could do, even if they had wished him harm, and to-morrow they could brag that they had seen a hero.

The mistress of the inn had betaken herself to the parlor to lay the table for supper. Mr. Alderman Davis had just waked, hearing a fresh noise in the house, and the lady was bidding him to go and look if the captain were not already come. But he first stopped to give some orders to the landlady.

The two officers of the Ranger were now alone in the kitchen; they stood looking at each other. Poor Wallingfords face was aged and worn by his distresses, and the captain read it like an open book.

I thank God I have it in my power to make you some amends! he exclaimed. I believe that I can make you as happy as you have been miserable. God bless you, Wallingford! Wait here for me one moment, my dear fellow, he said, with affection, and disappeared.

Wallingford, still possessed by his astonishment, sat down on the great settle by the fire. This whole scene had been like a play; all the dreary weeks and days that had seemed so endless and hopeless had come to this sudden end with as easy a conclusion as when the sun comes out and shines quietly after a long storm that has wrecked the growing fields. He thought of the past weeks when he had been but a hunted creature on the moors with his hurt comrade, and the tread of their pursuers had more than once jarred the earth where their heads were lying. He remembered the dull happiness of succeeding peace and safety, when he had come to be wagoner in the harvest time for a good old farmer by Taunton, and earned the little money and the unquestioned liberty that had brought him on his way to Chippenham market and this happy freedom. He was free again, and with his captain; he was a free unchallenged man. Please God, he should some day see home again and those he loved.

There was a light footstep without, and the cheerful voice of an elderly man across the passage. The kitchen door opened, and shut again, and there was a flutter of a womans dress in the room. The lieutenant was gazing at the fire; he was thinking of his mother and of Mary. What was the captain about so long in the other room?

There was a cry that made his heart stand still, that made him catch his breath as he sprang to his feet; a man tall and masterful, but worn with hardships and robbed of all his youth. There was some one in the room with him, some one looking at him in tenderness and pity, with the light of heaven on her lovely face; grown older, too, and struck motionless with the sudden fright of his presence. There stood the woman he loved. There stood Mary Hamilton herself, come to his arms — Heaven alone knew how — from the other side of the world.


XLV. WITH THE FLOOD TIDE
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SWIFT ARE THE currents setting all one way.

No modern inventions of signals of any kind, or fleet couriers, could rival in swiftness the old natural methods of spreading a piece of welcome news through a New England countryside. Men called to each other from field to field, and shouted to strangers outward bound on the road; women ran smiling from house to house among the Berwick farms. It was known by mid-morning of a day late in October that Madam Wallingfords brig, the Golden Dolphin, had got into Portsmouth lower harbor the night before. Madam Wallingford herself was on board and well, with her son and Miss Mary Hamilton. They were all coming up the river early that very evening, with the flood tide.

The story flew through the old Piscataqua plantations, on both sides of the river, that Major Langdon himself had taken boat at once and gone down to Newcastle to meet the brig, accompanied by many friends who were eager to welcome the home-comers. There were tales told of a great wedding at Hamiltons within a months time, though word went with these tales, of the lieutenants forced leave of absence, some said his discharge, by reason of his wounds and broken health.

Roger Wallingford was bringing dispatches to Congress from the Commissioners in France. It was all a mistake that he had tried to betray his ship, and now there could be no one found who had ever really believed such a story, or even thought well of others who were so foolish as to repeat it. They all knew that it was Dickson who was openly disgraced, instead, and had now escaped from justice, and those who had once inclined to excuse him and to admire his shrewdness willingly consented to applaud such a long-expected downfall.

The evening shadows had begun to gather at the days end, when they saw the boat come past the high pines into the river bay below Hamiltons. The great house was ready and waiting; the light of the western sky shone upon its walls, and a cheerful warmth and brightness shone everywhere within. There was a feast made ready that might befit the wedding itself, and eager hands were waiting to serve it. On the terrace by the southern door stood Colonel Hamilton, who was now at home from the army, and had ridden in haste from Portsmouth that day, at noon, to see that everything was ready for his sisters coming. There were others with him, watching for the boat: the minister all in silver and black, Major Haggens, with his red cloak and joyful countenance, the good old judge, and Master Sullivan, with his stately white head.

Within the house were many ladies, old and young. Miss Nancy Haggens had braved the evening air for friendships sake, and sat at a riverward window with other turbaned heads of the Berwick houses, to wait for Madam Wallingford. There was a pretty flock of Mary Hamiltons friends: Miss Betsey Wyat and the Lords of the Upper Landing, Lymans and Saywards of old York, and even the pretty Blunts from Newcastle, who were guests at the parsonage near by. It was many a month since there had been anything so gay and happy as this night of Marys coming home.

Major Langdons great pleasure boat, with its six oarsmen, was moving steadily on the flood, and yet both current and tide seemed hindering to such impatient hearts. All the way from Portsmouth there had been people standing on the shores to wave at them and welcome them as they passed; the light was fast fading in the sky; the evening chill and thin autumn fog began to fall on the river. At last Roger and Mary could see the great house standing high and safe in its place, and point it out to Madam Wallingford, whose face wore a touching look of gratitude and peace; at last they could see a crowd of people on the lower shore.

The rowers did their best; the boat sped through the water. It was only half dark, but some impatient hand had lit the bonfires; the company of gentlemen were coming down already through the terraced garden to the water-side.

Oh, Mary, Mary, Roger Wallingford was whispering, I have done nothing that I hoped to do! But she hushed him, and her hand stole into his. We did not think, that night when we parted, we should be coming home together; we did not know what lay before us, he said with sorrow. No, dear, I have done nothing; but, thank God, I am alive to love you, and to serve my country to my lifes end.

Mary could not speak; she was too happy and too thankful. All her own great love and perfect happiness were shining in her face.

I am thinking of the captain, she said gently, after a little silence. You know how he left us when we were so happy, and slipped away alone into the dark without a word....

Oh, look, Madam! she cried then. Our friends are all there; they are all waiting for us! I can see dear Peggy with her white apron, and your good Rodney! Oh, Roger, the dear old master is there, God bless him! They are all well and alive. Thank God, we are at home!

They rose and stood together in the boat, hand in hand. In another moment the boat was at the landing place, and they had stepped ashore.


The Shorter Fiction
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The 1791 House, the original home of Berwick Academy, a college preparatory school located in South Berwick. It is the oldest educational institution in Maine and one of the oldest private schools in North America — Jewett was educated at Berwick Academy, graduating in 1866.
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Down in a field one day in June, 
The flowers all bloomed together 
Save one, who tried to hide herself 
And drooped, that pleasant weather.

A robin who had flown too high, 
And felt a little lazy, 
Was resting near this buttercup 
Who wished she were a daisy.

The daisies grow so trig and tall; 
She always had a passion 
For wearing frills around her neck 
In just the daisies fashion.

And buttercups must always be 
The same old tiresome color, 
While daisies dress in gold and white, 
Although their gold is duller.

Dear robin, said this sad young flower, 
Perhaps youd not mind trying 
To find a nice white frill for me 
Some day, when you are flying.

You silly thing! the robin said, 
I think you must be crazy, 
Id rather be my honest self 
Than any made-up daisy.

Youre nicer in your own bright gown 
The little children love you; 
Be the best buttercup you can, 
And think no flower above you.

Though swallows leave me out of sight, 
Wed better keep our places. 
Perhaps the world would all go wrong 
With one too many daisies.

Look bravely up into the sky 
And be content with knowing 
That God wished for a buttercup 
Just here, where you are growing.


THE WATER DOLLY
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THE STORY BEGINS on a Sunday in the middle of August. Elder Grow had preached long sermons both morning and afternoon, and the people looked wilted and dusty when they came out of church. It was in the country, and only one or two families lived very near, and among the last to drive away were the Starbirds, Jonah and his wife, and their boy and girl. The wagon creaked and rattled, and the old speckled horse hung his head and seemed to go slower than ever. It was a long, straight, sandy road, which once in a while led through a clump of pines, and nearly all the way you could see the ocean, which was about half a mile away.

There was one place that Prissy was always in a hurry to see. It was where another road turned off from this, and went down to the beach, and every Sunday when she came from church she hoped her father would go this way, by the shore. Once in a while he did so, so she always watched to see if he would not pull the left-hand rein tightest, and there was always a sigh of disappointment if the speckled horse went straight on; though, to be sure, there were reasons why the upper road was to be enjoyed. Mr. Starbird often drove through a brook which the road crossed, and there were usually some solemn white geese dabbling in the mud, which were indignant at being disturbed. Then there was a very interesting martin-house on a dingy shoemakers shop, a little church with its belfry and high front steps and tall windows, all complete. To-day Mr. Starbird turned the corner decidedly, saying: I shouldnt wonder if it was a mite cooler on the beach. Any way, it cant be hotter, and it is near low water. Prissy sat up very straight on her cricket in the front of the wagon, and felt much happier, and already a great deal cooler.

Oh, father, said she, why dont we always go this way? It would be so much nicer going to meeting.

Now, Prissy, said Mrs. Starbird, Im afraid you dont set much store by your preaching privileges; and then they all laughed, but Prissy did not quite understand why.

Well, said her father, it is always three quarters of a mile further, and sometimes it happens to he high tide, and I dont like jolting over the stones; besides, I see enough of the water week-days, and Sunday I like to go through the woods.

It was cooler on the shore, and they drove into the water until the waves nearly came into the wagon, and Prissy shouted with delight. When they drove up on the dry sand again, she saw a very large sea-egg, and Sam jumped down to get it for her.

Wouldnt it be fun, said she, if I could tame a big fish, and make him bring me lovely things out of the sea?

Yes, said Sam, or you might make friends with a mermaid.

Oh, dear! said Prissy, with a sigh, I wish I could see one. You know so many ships get wrecked every year, and there must be millions of nice things down at the bottom of the sea, all spoiling in the salt water. I dont see why the waves cant just as well bring better things in shore than little broken shells, and old, good-for-nothing jelly-fishes, and wizzled-up sea-weed, and fish-bones, and chips. I think the sea is stingy!

I thought you were the girl who loved the sea better than most anything, said her mother. I guess you feel cross, and this afternoons sermon was long. Im sure the sea gives us a great deal. Where should we get any money, if your father couldnt go fishing or take people sailing?

Oh, I do love the sea, said Prissy; I was only wishing. I dont see, if there is a doll in the sea, a drowned doll, you know, with nobody to play with it, why I cant have it.

Soon they were at the end of the beach, by the hotel, and then they were not long in getting home.

Just as they were driving into the yard a little breeze began to come in from the east, and Mr. Starbird pointed to a low bank of clouds out on the horizon, and said there would be a storm before morning, or he knew nothing about weather.

It is a little bit cooler, said his wife, but my! I am heated through and through.

Prissy put on her old dress, and after supper she and Sam went out in the dory with their father, to look after the moorings of the sail-boat, and then they all went to bed early. And sure enough, next morning there was a storm.

It was not merely a rainy day; the wind was more like winter than summer. The waves seemed to be trying to push the pebbles up on shore, out of their way, but it was no use, for they would rattle back again as fast as they could every time. The boats at the moorings were rocking up and down on the waves, and you could hear the roaring of the great breakers that were dashing against the cliffs and making the beach beyond white with foam.

There was not much one could do in the house, and there were no girls living near whom Prissy could go to play with.

The rainy day went very slowly. For a while Prissy watched the sand-pipers flying about in the rain, and her father and Sam, who were busy mending a trawl. Finally she picked over some beans for her mother. Sam and his father went down to the fish-houses, and after dinner Prissy fell asleep, and that took most of the afternoon. She couldnt sew, for she had hurt her thimble-finger the week before, and it was not quite well yet. Just before five her father came in and said it was clearing away. I am going out to oil the cart-wheels and tie up the harness good and strong, said he, for there will be a master pile of sea-weed on the beach to-morrow morning, and I dont believe I have quite enough yet.

Oh! said Prissy, dancing up and down, wont you let me go with you, father? You know I didnt go last time or time before, and Ill promise not to tease you to come home before you are ready. Ill work just as hard as Sam does. Oh, please do, father!

I didnt know it was such a good thing to go after kelp, said Mr. Starbird, laughing. Yes, you may go, only you will have to get up before light. Put on your worst clothes, because I may want to send you out swimming after the kelp, if there doesnt seem to be much ashore. And the good-natured fisherman pulled his little girls ears. Like to go with father, dont you? Im afraid you arent going to turn out much of a housekeeper.

The next morning, just after daybreak, they rode away in the cart, Mr. Starbird and Prissy on the seat, and Sam standing up behind, drawn by the sleepy, weather-beaten little horse. It had stopped raining, and the wind did not blow much; the waves were still noisy and the sun was coming up clear and bright. They saw some of their neighbors on the way to the sands, and others were already there when the Starbird cart arrived. For the next two hours Prissy was busy as a beaver, picking out the very largest leaves of the broad, brown, curly-edged kelp. Sometimes she would stop for a minute to look at the shells to which the roots often clung, and some of them were very pretty with their pearl lining and spots of purple and white where the outer brown shell had worn away. Prissy carried ever so many of these high up on the sand to keep, and often came across a sea-egg, or a striped pebble or a very smooth white one, or a crabs back reddened in the sun, and sometimes there was a bit of bright crimson sea-weed floating in the water or left on the sand. Besides these, there seemed to be a remarkable harvest of horse-shoe crabs, for at last she had so many that she took a short vacation so as to give herself time to arrange them in a graceful circle around the rest of her possessions, by sticking their sharp tails into the sand. It was great fun to run into the water a little way after a long strip of weed that was going out with the wave, and once, as she came splashing back, trailing the prize behind her, one of the neighbors shouted good-naturedly: Got a fine, lively mate this voyage, havent ye, Starbird?

Nearly all the men in the neighborhood were there with their carts by five oclock, and there was a great deal of business going on, for the tide had turned at four, and when it was high there could be no more work done. The piles of sea-weed upon the rocks grew higher and higher. In the middle of the day the men would begin loading the carts again and carrying them home to the farms. You could see the great brown loads go creaking home with the salt water still shining on the kelp that trailed over the sides of the carts. You must ask papa to tell you why the sea-weed is good for the land, or perhaps you already know?

But now comes the most exciting part of the story. What do you think happened to Prissy? Not that she saw a mermaid and was invited to come under the sea and choose out a present for herself, but she caught sight of a bit of something bright blue in a snarl of sea-weed, and when she took it out of the water, what should it be but a dolls dress!

And the dolls dress had a doll in it! Just as she reached it, the waved rolled it over and showed her its beautiful face. Prissy was splashed up to the very ears, but that would soon dry in the sun, and oh, joy of joys, such a dear doll as it was. The blue she had seen was its real silk dress, and Prissy had only made believe her dolls wore silk dresses before. And, as she pulled away the sea-weed that was all tangled around it, she saw it had a prettier china head than any she had ever seen, lovely blue eyes, and pink cheeks, and fair yellow hair. Prissys Sunday wish had certainly come true. What should she wish for next?

But she could not waste much time thinking of that, for she found that the silk dress was made to take off, and there were little buttons and button-holes, and such pretty white underclothes, and a pair of striped stockings and cunning blue boots - but those were only painted on. Never mind! the salt water would have ruined real ones. There was a string of fine blue and gilt beads around her neck, and in the pocket of the dress - for there was a real pocket - Prissy found such a pretty little handkerchief! Was this truly the same world, and how had she ever lived alone without this dolly? Some kind fish must have wrapped the little lady in the soft weeds so she could not be broken. Had a thoughtful mermaid dressed her? Perhaps one had been a little way out, hiding under a big wave on Sunday, and had heard what the Starbirds said as they drove home from church. Prissy was just as certain the doll was sent to her as if she had come in a big shell with Miss Priscilla Starbird on the outside, and two big lobsters for express men.

How surprised Mr. Starbird was when Prissy came running down the beach with the doll in her hand. Sam was hot and tired, and didnt seem to think it was good for much. I wonder whose it is? said he. I spose somebody lost it.

Oh, Sam! said Prissy, she is my own dear dolly. I never thought she was not mine. Cant I keep her? Oh, father! - and the poor little soul sat down and cried. It was such a disappointment.

There, dont feel so bad, Prissy, said Mr. Starbird, consolingly, I wouldnt take on so, dear. Fatherll get you a first-rate doll the next time he goes to Portsmouth. I suppose this one belongs to some child at the hotel, and we will stop and see as we go home. And Prissy laid the doll on the sand beside her, and cried more and more, while Sam, who was particularly cross to-day, said, Such a piece of work about an old wet doll!

Oh, thought Prissy, I kept thinking she was my truly own doll, and I was going to make new dresses, and I should have kept all her clothes in my best little bit of a trunk that grandma gave me. I dont believe any Portsmouth doll will be half so nice, and I shouldnt have been lonesome any more.

Wasnt it very hard?

But Prissy was an honest little girl, and when her father told her he was ready to go, she was ready too, and had the horse-shoe crabs transplanted from the sand into a strip of kelp in which she had made little holes with a piece of sharp shell, and the best shells and stones were piled up in her lap. She had made up her mind she could not have the doll, and she looked very sad and disappointed. It was nearly a mile to the hotel, and it seemed longer, for the speckled horses load was very heavy. Prissy hugged the water dolly very close, and kissed her a great many times before they stopped at the hotel piazza.
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Mr. Starbird asked a young man if he knew of any child who had lost her doll, but he shook his head. This was encouraging, for he looked like a young man who knew a great deal. Then a boy standing near said, Why, thats Nelly Hunts doll. Ill go and find her.

Mr. Starbird went round to see the landlord, to arrange about carrying out a fishing-party that afternoon, and Prissy felt very shy and lonesome waiting there alone on the load of sea-weed. She gave the dolly a parting hug, and the tears began to come into her eyes again.

In a few minutes a tall, kind-looking lady came down-stairs and out on the piazza, and a little girl followed her. Prissy held out the doll without a word. It would have been so nice to have her to sleep with that night.

Where in the world did you find her, my dear? said the lady in the sweetest way; you are a good little girl to have brought her home. What have you been crying about? Did you wish she was yours? And she laid her soft white hand on Prissys little sandy, sunburnt one.

Yesm, said Prissy; I did think she was going to be my doll, and then father said somebody must have lost her. I shouldnt like to be the other girl, and be afraid she was drowned.

This was a long speech from our friend, for she usually was afraid of strangers, and particularly the hotel people. The lady smiled, and stooped to whisper to the little girl, who in a minute said, Yes, indeed, mamma, aloud.

Nelly says she will give you the dolly, said the lady. We are sorry her clothes are spoiled, but some day, if you will come over, I will give you some pieces to make a new dress of. It will have to be either black or white, for I have nothing else here, but I can find you some bright ribbons. Nelly left her out on the rocks, and the tide washed her away. I hope you will not be such a careless mamma as that.

Havent you any dolls of your own? said Nelly; Ive six others. This one is Miss Bessie.

No, said Prissy, who began to feel very brave and happy. I had one the first of the summer. It was only a rag baby, and she was spoiled in the rain. Oh, I think youre real good! And her eyes grew brighter and brighter.

Dear little soul, said Mrs. Hunt, as she went in, after Mr. Starbird had come back, and they had gone away, I wish you had seen her hug that doll as she turned the corner. I think I never saw a child seem happier. It had been so hard for her to think she must give it up. I must find out where she lives.

You will know that Prissy went home in a most joyful state of mind. In the afternoon, directly after dinner, she went down to the play-house, carrying the shells and crabs, and she and the new dolly set up housekeeping. The play-house was in a corner where there was a high rock at the end of a fence. There were ledges in the rock that made some shelves, and Sam had roofed it over with a few long boards, put from the top of the rock to the fence, so it was very cozy. There were rows of different kinds of shells and crab-backs, marvelous sea-eggs, and big barnacles by the dozen. Sam had rolled in a piece of drift-wood, that had been part of the knee of a ship, and who could want a better sofa? There was a bit of looking-glass fastened to the fence by tacks, and there had been some pictures pinned up that Prissy had cut out of a paper, but these were nearly worn out by the rain. A bottle, with a big, jolly marigold in it, stood on a point of the rock that she called her mantelpiece. Besides these treasures, she had a china mug, painted red, with Friendships Offering on it in gilt letters. The first thing she did was to go down to the shore, where she was busy for some time washing the dollys clothes, which were very much spotted and crumpled, and full of sand and bits of sea-weed. The silk dress could only be brushed, her mother told her, and would not be quite clean again; but after all it was grand.

Prissys wash was soon hung out on a bit of fishline, stretched near the play-house, and the doll, who had been taking a nap during this time, was waked up by her new mother. The sun shone bravely in at the door, and all the shells glistened. Prissy counted the sails out at sea, and noticed how near the light-house looked that day. When I go out there again, you may go, too, said she to the doll; you wont be a bit sea-sick, dear.
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The water dolly looked happy, as if she felt quite at home. Nelly Hunt came over next morning with a box of Miss Bessies clothes and a paper of candy, and when she saw the play-house she liked it so much that she stayed all the rest of the morning, and came to see Prissy ever so many times that summer before she went away. 


PRISSYS VISIT.
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PRISSY NEVER HAD been half a dozen miles inland until last summer. One day she was sitting on a rock down by the water, and her mother called her to come into the house. Mrs. Starbirdss voice sounded so good-natured that our friend ran to see what she wanted, in a great hurry.

How should you like to go up country to see your Aunt Cynthy?

Prissy danced round the little kitchen until everything rattled. Oh, ever so much! Can I? When will it be? Do we have to go in the cars?

There, do sit down, child, said Mrs. Starbird, laughing a little. Of course we shall go in the cars; you dont suppose folks can go up country in a sail-boat? I have been thinking about it for some time, but I didnt write until the day before yesterday, and I didnt tell you and Sam, because I knew I should get tired hearing about it before ever I started. We are going to start early to-morrow morning, and now Im going to be busy all day, so you can take some bread and butter and gingerbread, and go off and play. Mind you dont come into the house ransacking. You might pick up some shells and stones to carry up to your Cousin Rosy, for they dont have such things up there, and most likely she will be pleased with them.

Though Prissy still played in the play-house by the rock, she and Nelly Hunt had found one day a new place which they both liked very much, because it was nearer the sea. It was an old boat that had grown so leaky that it had been hauled up on shore out of the way. Being on a steep grassy bank, one end was a great deal higher than the other, so Prissy used to call the upper end the garret, and once when her brother Sam was particularly good-natured and had nothing to do, he fastened a square piece of an old sail to four stakes driven into the ground, so there was a roof over the garret, and Prissy could sit up-stairs in the shade when the sun was too hot in her parlor. In the middle of the boat Sam had nailed some strips of board, which made nice little shelves, and here she had arranged her bits of crockery and other conveniences for making sand pies. She always kept a great quantity of shells and stones in the boat, and lately had been very busy making sea-weed beads and stringing them. Perhaps you would be interested to know what she kept in her cellar? There were no leaks in the stern of the boat, and one day Prissy thought it would be a good plan to fill it with salt water and keep some fish there. She had to fill it up with an old tin pail every morning, for the sun dried it up so fast; but it was only a few steps to the waters edge when the tide was high. She used to put crabs in often, for it was one of her great pleasures to spend an afternoon crabbing among the rocks, and sometimes you might find half a dozen baby lobsters, for she was tender-hearted and usually took possession of the little ones that were found in the lobster-pots. Her father always threw these back into the sea, if she were not with him, but Prissy felt that she was doing a kind act to carry them ashore and take much interest in them, as they grew less and less vigorous hour by hour, and grew redder and redder in the warm sun until they died. She would help any day to boil a kettleful of big ones. Sam brought two small sculpin one day to this discouraged aquarium, and they lived and flourished for a long time. Sometimes Prissy found queer little creatures on the beach when the tide went out, and she always had a collection of red and green sea-weeds and sea-eggs. Once she had four or five jelly-fishes in the boat, but they were not so interesting as some other things, and took up a great deal of room. In the holes where the thole-pins had been, she had put great horse-shoe crabs, several together, like bouquets. She always had a great fancy for these.

After she had chosen the best of her sea-weed necklaces that day, she took the old tin pail and went down the beach to hunt for shells for her cousin. She wondered what kind of a girl Rosy would be. She knew hardly any girls but Nelly Hunt, who had gone away some time before, for she lived in that lonely place and had no playmates. She had been by herself a great deal more since Sam had grown so much older. They always used to play together, but lately he had put on airs and spoken of girls and their playthings with great scorn. He nearly always went out fishing with his father, and stayed at the fish-houses most of the time he was on shore. And all this made the idea of visiting Rosy a great deal more pleasant. Prissy made up her mind at once that she would carry the water dolly, as she still called Bessie; but as for the rag doll, although she had had a new cover put on, she was hardly fit to go visiting. It seemed very unkind to leave her at home all alone, and Prissy thought she could find a place for her in the corner of the trunk her mother was packing. She was not a very large doll.

That night Prissy was sent to bed early, and she was waked some time before sunrise next morning, for they had to take a long drive to get to the railroad station. The sea looked cold and gray, and Sam looked a little wistful as his sister climbed into the wagon, but he would not confess that he cared anything about going. Im going to the Banks next winter with father, said he, proudly.

Prissy had never been in the cars before, and you may be sure she enjoyed the journey. She felt very sorry once; they left the first train at a junction, and she and her mother went into such a beautiful car, with big arm-chairs instead of the rows of seats all alike, a great many mirrors, and a beautiful bright carpet. Prissy had never been in half so handsome a room before, and was grieved to the heart when a man came to them and said that those seats were a dollar more, and her mother gathered up her bundles to go away. But the other car was very pleasant, and a kind-looking old lady gave her a handful of candy when she was beginning to grow a little tired. A boy put a picture-paper in her lap, and just as she was thinking how kind he was to give them to everybody and especially to her, he came back and took them all away again. But that was the only disagreeable thing that happened, and it was such fun to look out of the window at the hills and woods, and when the cars stopped at the stations she felt so grand to see children looking up at her from the platform. How much they must wish they were going somewhere.

Early in the afternoon they reached North Conway, where they were to take a stage that went by Aunt Cynthys house. Mrs. Starbird had a great fright, for when she wished to get her trunk she could not find the check anywhere. She took everything out of her pocket and carpet-bag, and went back into the car to see if it had dropped on the floor, and finally found it safe inside her left-hand glove, where she had held it so long that she had grown used to the feeling of it. It seemed so queer to Prissy that it made any difference about finding the little brass ticket. That was her fathers own little blue sea-chest with the twisted rope handles. She had seen it ever since she could remember, and there it stood, on one end, a little way down the platform.

Why shouldnt they take it? Mrs. Starbird didnt know; but you always had to get the check, and you couldnt have the trunk until you gave it back. Prissy said to herself that she would ask father when she went home. Father knew everything.

When the stage was ready to start, a large party pushed forward and took all the seats but one, inside, and Mrs. Starbird did not know what she should do, for Prissy was altogether too large to sit comfortably in ones lap for so long a time. There had been two young ladies on the outside when the stage had first driven up, and one of them said, — 

Cant the little girl sit on the roof here behind me? Ill take good care of her.

Prissy did not like the idea of being separated from her mother, but she also did not like to refuse when Mrs. Starbird looked so much pleased.

So our friend was pushed and pulled to her perch; and when she was comfortably seated on some shawls, with a trunk to lean back against, and the four horses started off briskly, she was not afraid at all. If Sam could only know she was driving with four horses!

She couldnt slide off the roof, for there was a little railing all round the edge, and she felt very important, looking down at the people in the street. She was shy at first; but the young lady and her sister talked to her once in a while so pleasantly, showing her the little white horse on the cliff across the river and the hotel on the top of Mount Kearsarge, that she found courage after a while to say something beside Yes and No, and finally told them where she lived, and all about Sam and her father and the sea and the boat play-house, which they seemed much interested in. It was so much better fun than it had ever been jogging to church with the old speckled horse, or even taking a drive on her fathers fish-wagon. The young ladies gave her some peaches and candy, and Prissy thought they were the very nicest people she ever had seen. Once or twice they met other stages, and they looked like big bumble-bees. Down in the hollows the maples were beginning to turn red, though it was only the last of August, and she laughed at the little brooks that came splashing down over the rocks in such a hurry, and sometimes they drove across long bridges, where the bed of the river looked as if the tide had gone out, or as if the river had gone away for a while and left a brook to keep house for it. The mountains looked tall and solemn, and they made Prissy think of one of the verses of a Psalm she had learned for her Sunday-school lesson the week before: As the mountains are round about Jerusalem, it said. She had always thought Jerusalem was a great way off; but she was a long way from home, and there could not be room for many mountains in the world, so it might be near. Perhaps the two young ladies knew all about it, but she did not like to ask.

Just after sunset the stage stopped in front of a little house, but Prissy did not suspect that her journey had come to an end until she saw that her mother had left the coach. It made her feel very sorry, for she was having such a pleasant time, though the young ladies had been quiet for a long time, looking at the bright clouds in the west. They said good-by to her kindly, and then in another minute the stage had rattled away, her Aunt Cynthy was kissing her, and she caught sight of Cousin Rosy standing shyly on the door-step. Prissys foot had gone to sleep and she felt stiff and tired and a little homesick; but she found Rosy very good-natured, and after she had a good supper she asked her mother for the key of the blue chest, presented her cousin the shells and white pebbles, and felt contented.

Next morning she slept late, and when she came out of the bedroom Rosy was sitting on the door-step, with a pailful of blueberries and raspberries. She was making a great litter with something that looked like brownish paper, but when Prissy sat down in the doorway to watch her she found it was a kind of thin bark.

It is birch-bark, said Rosy. Im sure I thought everybody knew that. You peel it off big white trees, and it is good for ever so many things. You can print on it with a pencil; only I lost my pencil last spring, and everybody forgets to get me a new one.

Oh! said Prissy, who had discovered what the bark was being used for, wont you show me how to make little baskets like that?

Of course, answered Rosy. Only I must hurry now, or I shall not be ready by the time the stage comes. I make some of these most every morning and fill them with berries, and the people on the stages buy them. I ask five cents apiece; but sometimes they give me a whole handful of cents. But the drivers wont always stop. The one who goes by to-day is real good to me, and I guess he will, if he sees me quick enough and isnt behind time.

This gave Prissy a great respect for her cousin, and she watched her with much interest. After they filled the baskets with berries and set them in order on a large box-cover, there were a great many berries left, which our two friends took great satisfaction in eating. One chose the blueberries and the other the raspberries, and occasionally they would change. Just as they were finishing, they heard a carriage coming, and Prissy thought it was the stage; but Rosy laughed and said that a stage made twenty times more noise. It was a light carriage, with a lady and gentleman and little child. After they went by, Prissy said: — 

Why didnt you go out with your berries?

This was a new idea for Rosy, strange to say, and she wondered why she never had thought of selling the baskets to any but the stage folks, as she called them, before.

Why, I might, said she. And I dare say they would stop. They do stop for a drink of water once in a while, and theyre always real pleasant. Lets have a little store out by the rock, and sit there and have lots of berries and all kinds of things to sell. Mother knows how to make more things out of birch-bark than I do.

Wont it be splendid! said Prissy. Only I wish I had my piece of a sail up here, to make the roof.

I can make a roof out of hemlock boughs, said Rosy, and as soon as the stage goes by we will go out in the woods and get some. Ill ask mother for the ink, and we will have a sign.

By bed-time the shop was finished; for it is not much trouble to build a house like that. It was a cozy little place; the rock made a wall for it at the back, and on the other three sides it was open. They drove two long stakes into the ground, and another was tied from the top of one to the other, and then some more were laid from this to a ledge in the rock, and then they put hemlock boughs over these for thatch. They made themselves a seat at the back, and had some boards across the front for a counter, and after a few days this was filled with birds nests, and pretty pieces of moss, and little books and boxes and trays and baskets made out of birch-bark. They used to go berrying early in the morning, and were busy as bees for a week or two. They could look up or down the road, and were always in readiness to waylay any stray customers. They found that it was safest to carry out the baskets and stand in the road when the stages came by, for, though the people used to see the shop and the sign, and laugh and turn to look at it, the drivers hardly ever stopped. I must tell you about the sign, for it was a large square of birch-bark, which Prissy began to think could be used for everything under the sun, and Rosy had used nearly all her mothers bottle of ink printing on it: — 

ROSY. AND PRISSY.

BERY. STORE 

It was pleasant weather for a week or two after they were set up in business, and a great many people drove by in their own carriages. Almost every one stopped and seemed to over again, until Aunt Cynthy and Mrs Starbird said the children were growing so rich that they thought they would keep store too. I think the best customers they had were half a dozen college boys, who were on a walking tour among the mountains and stopped close by at the spring to eat their lunch. One of them discovered the warehouse, as he called it, and the whole party came up to see it, bought all the berries, and emptied their pockets of small change. They stayed for an hour, at least, and were so good-natured and full of jokes that Rosy and Prissy felt quite lonely when they had given them three cheers and tramped away toward the Crawford House.

Prissy liked dearly being in the cool green woods and clambering over the rocks and making dams in the brooks. After the hemlock shop began to be a little tiresome, they took an occasional holiday, and, putting their dinners in their pockets, would go off to play among the pines until the sun went down. They used to go fishing sometimes in a large brook about a mile from home, and if they caught one or two fish they brought them home and made a fire and cooked them out of doors, and roasted potatoes. Aunt Cynthy would not let them make fires in the woods, where she could not watch them. Prissy thought it would be fun to make fires on the beach, where no harm could be done, and have little clam-bakes. She knew where to find clams enough. Why had she never thought of it before? The fish were apt to be scorched and cindery, but the children thought they were having a magnificent dinner.

The only real plaything Rosy had, except her rag doll and a store doll, was a dolls carriage. It was somewhat battered-up, but it was greatly cherished. Some child who had boarded at North Conway the summer before had left it at the boarding-house, where a cousin of Aunt Cynthys who worked there saved it and brought it to Rosy for a present. The great trouble about it was that you never could take it into the woods with you.

Rosy missed her cousin terribly after she had gone away. Prissy felt very sad too; but she was comforted by the thought of the stage-ride and the journey in the cars and seeing her father and Sam at the end. But Rosy had no father or brother, and it was so dreary in the winter, for it was a long distance to the next house, and there were no children there either.

There are so few good games that you can play alone, but Prissy had taught her to play jack-stones, and that was a blessing. She didnt like to read very well, because she had no books but her mothers. There was not much to sew, though I dont believe she grieved about that. She and her mother used to knit, and work round the house and keep the fire burning. Her uncle was there sometimes, and sometimes the cousin who worked at Conway in the summer. She played with the white stones and pebbles that Prissy brought her, and made what her mother called awful clutters with pine cones and bark and moss, and the dolls were a great deal of company for her. I wonder if some little girl is reading this who has ever so many more things to make her happy, who pities Rosy a little, and yet grows very discontented sometimes. I wish when she thinks she has nothing to do, or hates to go to school, she would remember Rosy and Prissy, who have so few playthings and nobody at all to play with, and yet are contented, kind little women, in spite of their real loneliness.

Aunt Cynthy told her little girl that she shouldnt be surprised if they made a visit down at the salt water another summer, and that was a great comfort.

Prissy had some great treasures to carry home, — acorns and cones, birch-bark and birds nests, and, best of all, a stone with garnets in it . And when they divided the money they had earned in the hemlock shop, her share was two dollars and four cents, which she proudly wrapped up in ever so many pieces of paper, put in the very bottom of her pocket, and kept feeling for anxiously every few minutes until she was safe at home.


MY FRIEND THE HOUSEKEEPER.
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IT WAS SUCH a funny little house! People who went up and down the street used to wonder what it could have been built for. It wasnt large enough for a family of even two to keep house in. It did not look like an office or a workshop; besides, the house close by which it stood was too handsome to have a workshop on its lawn. The door was on the side, and instead of a high porch, there was just one stone step before it. There was a window on each side of the door, and in the end toward the street was a little bay-window.

My friend the housekeepers name is Nelly Ashford. I think I am safe in saying that there never has been a happier housekeeper since the world began; and now I will begin at the very beginning, and tell you all about it. I never knew how Nelly first got the idea; but she says she remembers thinking, when she was very small, that a dolls house ought to be a real little house, not a room or part of a room in a large one. Once, when she was ill with scarlet fever, she was not very ill, it was rather a good time, on the whole, her Aunt Bessie read to her that dear book of Mary Howitts called The Childrens Year. Perhaps you have read it, and have not forgotten that Herbert and Meggy used to play in a little house in the garden, and make believe that a naughty woman, whom they called Mrs. Gingham, came and upset their playthings. That is a charming book. I read it every little while myself, though I am quite grown-up.

The winter before the house was built, one evening Nelly was very still, sitting in front of the library fire, on the rug. Her mother was writing letters and her father was reading; but presently Mr. Ashford heard her laugh a little, and looked up and saw how busily she was thinking. So he said, What is it, Nelly?

Oh, I suppose you will laugh, papa!

Well?

I was telling myself a story about what I would do if I had a cunning little bit of a house, all my own, to play in, in the day-time. It would have a little parlor, with a table in it large enough to have the girls come to tea-parties; and another room back of the parlor for a kitchen, where there could be a fire in a little stove, with an oven to bake cake in and make candy. I wouldnt make candy in the oven, but on the top, you know. And I was thinking about the fun Mrs. Giddigaddi had in her kitchen. It tells about her in Little Men. Do you think when I get older I could really have a house out in the garden somewhere? I would be so very careful not to get it on fire. It neednt be near this house, so if it should burn down, or anything, it wouldnt do harm. I have always thought about having it, ever since I was a little girl.

Yes, said Mr. Ashford, laughing, I think I have heard you speak of it before. Should you stay out there altogether, or make us an occasional visit?

I wouldnt dare stay there after dark, said Nelly, I should be afraid. But, you know, I shall be ever so much older next summer; and, papa, - this very eagerly - when I am grown-up it would make such a pretty study, and I could learn my lessons there.

How very sensible! said mamma. I dont see how any one can say no to that; but I shall expect to see it blazing up to the skies the day after you move in. Then Mr. Ashford laughed and took up his book again, while Mrs. Ashford said, This is a large house for three people, and I think the little girl can find room enough for the dollies.

Now this was not encouraging; but Nelly went back to her seat on the rug, and went on telling herself stories for a while. She enjoyed very much an imaginary visit from her cousins. They came at night, and the first thing in the morning after breakfast she took them out into the garden, and they were so surprised to see the lovely play-house; and then she was to have a whole ring full of keys, like her mothers, and take these out of her pocket, choose the right one, and unlock the door.

You see by this that Nelly was very fond of castle-building, telling herself stories, she called it, and I think that is a very good name. It is a very pleasant thing to do, only we must be careful to build as well as dream. I wish we all dreamed of the right kind of castles, and instead of thinking of useless or selfish things, we were planning kind things to be done for our friends; that we told ourselves stories about being very good girls and boys always, instead of being lazy and cross and naughty, as we all are once in a while.

After Nelly went up to bed that winter evening, Mrs. Ashford said, I wonder why she couldnt have a play-house? I know she would enjoy it, for I remember I used to wish for one myself.

I was thinking about it, said Nellys father. I dont think it would be much trouble. I will draw a little plan myself, and go down to see Mr. Jones, the house-builder, to-morrow, and ask him about it.

We will send Nelly to Boston when he is ready to build it, and surprise her when she comes home, said Mrs. Ashford.

Mr. Jones was consulted not long after, and promised to send some men in May. So, just before the appointed time for laying the foundations, a letter came from grandmamma, who lived in Boston, asking Nelly to come immediately to make her a visit. She often had such invitations as this, and was always willing to accept them. She never suspected that she could be sent away from home for any reason; and do you think, as she drove down the street to the station, she met one of Mr. Joness men driving a load of lumber! Wouldnt she have jumped out of the carriage and followed him home, if she had known what interesting boards those were!

I cant stop to tell you much about the visit in Boston, for that would make a long story by itself. Nellys Aunt Bessie was much younger than her sister, Mrs. Ashford, and everybody thought her a most charming young lady. She was very fond of Nelly, who was her only niece, and Nelly often said she was just as good as a little girl to play with. You see she hadnt forgotten the way she thought and felt when she was a child, as I am sorry to find a great many people have.

Grandma was always as good as gold, and the house was very pleasant; and Nelly knew several nice girls about her own age, so she never thought of being homesick.

Grandma and Aunt Bessie were very much interested in something Nelly did not know about, and they had a way of talking busily, and stopping suddenly when she came near. Aunt Bessie was hemming some small napkins and table-cloths, and her niece was much surprised, for she wasnt fond of sewing. She said that a friend of hers was going to housekeeping, and Nelly thought it queerer than ever, for Aunt Bessie did not often make that kind of present.

One morning, grandma came down-stairs dressed for a drive, and told Nelly she was going shopping, and she might come, if she liked. This was always a great pleasure, for she could choose between sitting in the carriage and going into the shops; and grandma almost always stopped at a candy shop before she came home.

Just as Nelly was beginning to grow a little tired, they stopped before some great windows full of carpets, and grandma said she wished that she would come into this shop, because she was going to choose a carpet for the room of a little friend of hers. If it had been anything else, Nelly would have thought it might be for herself; for grandma and Aunt Bessie often made her choose her own presents in this way; but only a few weeks before she left home a new carpet had been put down in her room. Such a beauty it was, too! They found another almost as pretty, and grandma gave the man a card, with the address to which it was to be sent, and they went away. It was such a pretty carpet. I saw it myself, and I know: very soft, with dark gray for the ground color, and little bunches of wild roses and dark green leaves for figures, with little blue flowers and yellow and white field-daisies mixed into the dainty little bouquets.

Now, Nelly, said grandma, what would you like for a present? And Nelly thought of a picture she had seen of a child dressed in black, with fair hair, and some lovely dogs. The name of it was Her only Playmates, and it was in the picture-store where they had been that morning. So they drove back again, and grandma liked it as well as Nelly did, and told the man to frame it; then they went to a candy shop and bought so large a box full of candy that Aunt Bessie said, when they brought it home, it would last till Christmas.

Not if you eat it so fast, said Nelly, laughing.

Soon after this a letter came from Mrs. Ashford, who said Nelly must come home, for they missed her so much, and she had already made a long visit. She wished to see her mother, of course, but she was sorry to leave Boston; and Aunt Bessie saw she looked a little troubled, so she called her to her desk, where she sat writing letters, and pointed to the candy pigeon-hole for consolation, while grandma said: -

Nelly, I think Aunt Bessie and I will go home with you and make a visit. It is so pleasant in the country now.

Nelly reached home the next evening, and being very tired, she went to bed soon after supper.

Next morning, at breakfast, she noticed that they were all very smiling, as if something nice was going to happen. Mr. Ashford pushed back his chair from the table without waiting for either his second cup of coffee or his newspaper and cigar, and said: -

I want you all to come out into the garden with me, to see some improvements I have been making.

Just as they went out of the door, Nelly thought there might be a surprise coming, and in another minute she saw the play-house. Oh, my friend the housekeeper! How she half laughed and half cried; and when her father had given her the key, how she ran to put it into the key-hole!

I wish you knew Nelly, so you could go and see that house for yourself. The door opened into a tiny square entry, and right in front of you was the funniest little hat-stand and umbrella-rack, and on either side were the doors which led into the parlor and kitchen. The parlor was just as pretty as it could be. The bay-window was a delight that Nelly never had thought of in all her planning, and there were pretty curtains, and the canary birds cage hung by a new gilt chain in the middle, just over a small table holding the rustic basket of ferns and vines. In the middle of the room there was the larger table which Nelly had wished for. It was covered now by a bright cloth; but she found afterward that she could make it larger by putting leaves in, just as they did the one in her mothers dining-room. It was exactly right for tea-parties. Then there were three or four folding chairs with bright carpet seats, and one nice little rocking-chair, just the thing to get the dolls to sleep in, and a small sofa covered with dark blue. You will know that the carpet Nelly had chosen was on the floor, and the picture grandma had given her was hanging on the wall, with several others, a pretty one of Red Riding Hood among the number. Besides these, there were some walnut brackets, with little vases and statuettes, and on the mantel-piece a little black clock was ticking away with all its might. All the big dolls sat round in their chairs, and seemed to feel quite at home. The very small ones were standing on either side of the clock in a long row. There were some book-shelves on the wall, and some of Nellys books had been brought out to fill them. There was a closet with shelves and drawers, where the dolls clothes or anything of the kind might be kept.

Nelly said, with shining eyes, -

Oh, I never thought of anything half so nice as this! You are all so good! And she told them over and over again that there wasnt anything she could think of to put in that parlor. They all sat down here a little while, and then Mr. Ashford said it wouldnt do for young housekeepers to stay in the parlor all the time, and she must give a little attention to her kitchen.

Now, it had flashed through Nellys mind a few minutes before that this play-house of hers was so daintily furnished that she couldnt have any of her favorite clutters, as Bridget called all such amusements as making candy and washing the dolls clothes, heading pins with sealing-wax, or spattering. So you may imagine her satisfaction when she saw the other room.

This was the kitchen, as I have told you, and here Nelly found a little stove, with an oven and a tea-kettle, which would hold at least a quart of water. Nelly was very fond of cooking, and here was a chance for her to do all she liked. There was a low table and some chairs, one of which - a little yellow one - had belonged to her grandmother when she was a child. What do you suppose she would have thought of such a play-house as that? If you had looked around, you would have seen all the things that one needs in such a kitchen: broom and dust-pan and brush, Nellys little cedar tub, and a new clothes-horse about the size of a saw-horse, that Patrick, the coachman, had made. There were little tin pans, and - oh, dear me! - I cant begin to tell you everything. I think the greatest joy was when some one opened the door of a closet, and our friend found a new tea-set, such a dear tea-set! with no end of cups and saucers and plates, and a dozen very small tumblers, and some tiny teaspoons. The cream pitcher, and each of the larger pieces, was such a nice size and shape. On these there were blue and gold flowers, and a blue and gold stripe round everything. I wish every child I knew was as lucky as Nelly Ashford, and I wish you had seen what a hugging Aunt Bessie got on account of this tea-set and the table-cloths and napkins, which were recognized immediately, for these were all her presents. In the lower part of the closet Nelly found a store of provisions, and I must not forget to tell you that among them were a jar of raspberry jam and a whole box of very good little English biscuits, with which she instantly filled her pocket.

Dont you think Nelly Ashford ought to have been one of the very best girls in the world? I do, and I think she tried to be. Who could be very cross when they were so fortunate as this?

She asked her friends to stay and spend the day with her, but they were wise enough to refuse; and just now Nelly saw her best friend and crony, Alice Dennis, coming up the avenue, and shouted to her from the door. Alice had seen the play-house; she had been there nearly all the day before, so it was no surprise; but you will be sure that when the older people had gone, and they were left to themselves, there was no trouble in having a good time.

Nelly kept open house for a week or two, and all her friends came to call. Mrs. Ashford said she had to go down the garden herself and make ceremonious calls, if she wished to see Nelly. She was always considerate enough to ring the bell. A person could not be mistress of a house like this without having a great many remarkable things happen. 


MARIGOLD HOUSE.
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IT MIGHT HAVE been better to have said in the first story that Nelly wished her house to have a name, and that it took a whole evening to make choice of one. Finally, Aunt Bessie happened to think that the housekeeper was very fond of marigolds, and that Mrs. Ashford had told the gardener to plant some under the windows and in the borders near by; so she said: Suppose we call it Marigold House? and this name suited everybody.

There was only one thing that Nelly wished might be added to the outside or inside of her play-house, and this was a door-plate, with Miss Nelly Ashford on it in printing letters. The grown people laughed when she mildly suggested this; but the door-plate was ordered, nevertheless, and her considerate aunty even asked if she would also like a number on the door.

Nelly thought there was no need of that, and also refused the offer of lightning-rods, kindly made by grandmamma.

All through the vacation Nelly and Alice Dennis, who was her best friend, spent most of their time at Marigold House. All the children from the houses near came often to play with them, and there were several tea-parties, which were capital fun. The guests could not help envying Nelly, for nobody had ever seen half so nice a play-house before, and at tea-time the low table, the new blue and gold tea-set, and the little napkins were perfectly delightful.

There was a great deal of sewing to be done, for the dolls clothes had to be made ready for summer as fast as possible, as the children insisted that nearly all the last summers clothes had been outgrown and must be altered, so making themselves a great deal of work; and the kitchen was almost neglected for several days at a time.

Aunt Bessie did not go home to Boston with grandma, for she liked so much being in the country; and she used often to come out to the play-house with her painting, and tell stories, and sometimes sing, while the children sewed and took care of the dolls.

But our friends fondness for dress-making did not last long, and the kitchen proved much more interesting. Miss Bessie gave them one day a little cook-book, with recipes for making cake and one or two puddings, and oat-cakes, which pleased them very much. She printed it herself with pen and ink, and instead of cupfuls and pounds of sugar or flour, she had reduced the measures to spoonfuls, and had tried these doll recipes herself, to be sure they were right. The first attempts were not very successful; but after a week or so they had learned to cook several things very well, and there was such continual feasting that Mrs. Ashford and Mrs. Dennis had to make a rule that they must never cook but one thing each day, or carry out provisions from the big house without special permission, and that they could have only two parties a week. The children were required to keep everything tidy about the kitchen, and they soon learned to be orderly; but at first they had a fashion of putting away sticky dishes and forgetting to wash them.

Once, Nelly was away for a few days, and when she came back there was blue-mold on some unsuccessful cake she had carefully stored away in the kitchen-closet, and this gave such a shock to her feelings that she was much more careful afterward. The little cooks became most expert in making plum-puddings, which even Mrs. Ashford, who was very dainty, said were delicious. These puddings were made of pounded crackers, with sugar and spice, and an egg and some milk, with a great many raisins and currants, besides some bits of citron. Nora taught them to make sauce for it; and they achieved great renown among their friends, great and small, beside learning much about housekeeping and cooking which they will not forget.

I think I must tell you about the day of the grand dinner-party. It was when Nelly had been housekeeping several weeks. Mr. and Mrs. Ashford were away, and Aunt Bessie had gone to spend the day with a friend, and on the way asked Edith and Mary Talbot, two dear girls to go down to Marigold House to lunch. Alice Dennis was already there, of course; and after they had all been talking a few minutes, making various plans for the work and enjoyment of the day, Alice said: I mean to have a dinner-party instead of lunch; mamma said we might have what we pleased.

Nellys guests were usually entertained in the kitchen on such an occasion as this, and, indeed, would have felt defrauded if they had not been allowed to help with the cooking.

Nelly looked in the closet to see what was needed, and then ran into the great house to get supplies from the cook. Nora was particularly good-natured, and gave her potatoes to bake, some cold roast chicken and bread, filled her grocery-boxes and the big milk-pitcher, and then gave her some strawberries that had been left from breakfast; so my friend the housekeeper and one of the others had to make two voyages to carry everything out. It was a very busy morning. They made a plum-pudding of extra size and superior sweetness and fruitiness, and stoned all the raisins for it, which they commonly omitted to do. Then they undertook to make some soup. Alice had watched the cook at home several times, and was sure she knew how. So she and Edith went over to the vegetable garden, and came back with carrots, onions, beets, and radishes, though she wasnt quite sure the last-named two belonged with the rest. There must be some potatoes and meat, and a little rice. The cook had used beef-bones, she thought, but it was likely any meat would do as well; so our friends took some of the roast chicken and put it on to boil. Then each took a knife to slice the vegetables. Nobody wished to cut up the onions, for they make ones eyes smart so dreadfully; so they chopped them a little on the outside with a knife, and dropped them in whole. The other things were cut as fine as possible, and as fast as they were ready Alice stirred them in. There was a great deal of tasting done, but for some time there was no flavor, when they remembered it ought to have pepper and salt, and it is not surprising that they got in altogether too much, so that it was worse than when it had no taste at all.

Poor Mary Talbot had the bad luck to swallow a large lump of dry pepper which had not been stirred in, and so it seemed to her more highly seasoned than it did to the rest, and she said, as soon as she could speak, Cant we put more water in?

This seemed to be a sensible idea, but the little kettle was already full, so they dipped half the soup out in the other kettle, and filled both up with water. The potatoes and the pudding were baking well, and they went into the parlor and enjoyed the society of the dolls for a season, then began to set the table and get ready for dinner.

Now we must have some names, said Nelly. I am going to be Queen Victoria, and you are great ladies come to dine with me.

It was finally decided that Alice should be the Princess of Wales; Edith, Mary Queen of Scots; and Mary, the Empress Eugenie. And then, with great state and majesty, Queen Victoria went out to the kitchen to take up the soup.

She was very sorry that she had no dinner-set, for the tea-set was in some respects inconvenient, though she could manage well enough except in the matter of a soup-tureen; but one could easily pretend that the bright tin pan she was obliged to use was silver, and the only trouble about the saucers was that they were small and shallow; but, as it was a state banquet, there was no hurry at all, so they could be filled often.

The company were seated, and just ready to begin, when there was a loud ring at the door.

Your Majesties will please excuse my leaving the table, said Queen Victoria, but my servants are all busy. I hope it is nobody coming to call; but I shall ask them into the kitchen, unless it is somebody very nice.

On the door-step stood an odd-looking little old woman, with a big black bonnet, and a wide white cap-frill underneath, and a pair of huge green spectacles.

How do ye do, miss? said she, with a sudden courtesy, which nearly made Nelly laugh; but she managed to say, -

Im very well, thank you.

Wouldnt ye take pity on a poor ould ooman as has to travel all the way to Bostin by her lone self, an had nothin to ate since arly this mor-nin, an her heart failin her intirely wid hunger? I can see its a fine, kind little shild ye are, by yer two blue little eyes; and sure, Ill tell ye a fine story while I rist mesilf.

Wont you please wait a minute? said Nelly; and she ran in to ask the others what she had better do. Shes a clean old woman, said our friend, and she says she will tell us a story. We have ever so much more dinner than we can eat, adding, virtuously, Mamma never wishes beggars to go away hungry, and she tells me to be always very kind and polite to poor people. I shouldnt like to be hungry and tired if I were a poor old woman.

Their Majesties thought it would be great fun, and her Royal Highness of Great Britain and Ireland turned to go out and ask the guest to come in, but first had the thoughtfulness to say that perhaps they had better not tell her whom they were, as she might be frightened.

We have cooked most of the dinner ourselves, said Nelly, but we hope it is good, and, at any rate, there is chicken and bread and butter.

My heart! my heart! said the old woman, as she came in at the door; and aint this the swate little house! Wouldnt I like the mate to it to be restin me ould bones in! and I wanderin about the highways, that might be grandmother to all of yez. Och! but I had the tidy little house in Ould Ireland, with my bit of a pig in a nate sty forninst the door. Indade, miss, and the likes of me would niver make bould to sit down at the same table with yez. Give me a bit of bread in me hand.

Oh, no! said Nelly, hospitably; you can sit right here. Ill move the dolls closer together. Im glad you happened to come to-day, for I have a better dinner than usual, there are five courses! at which information the old woman looked rather blank.

So the hostess explained that there was first, soup, and then chicken and potatoes, and next, plum-pudding, then strawberries, and lastly, little-biscuit and milk.

May the saints presarve ye! said the guest. My heart! and aint it the weary long day since I had a dinner like that! and without any more urging she sat down at the table.

Nelly thought she was so hungry that she would like more soup at once than the saucers held, so she went to the kitchen and found a nice white pint bowl, which the cook had lent her. She filled this with hot soup, and, remembering that Nora was fond of onions, she generously dipped out the two big ones that had been put in for flavoring, and carried it in triumphantly with both hands, the onions floating conspicuously on top.

The beets, which had unfortunately been boiling longest, had given it a most uninviting color, and there were bits of carrots and radish and turnip, not to speak of potatoes and chicken-bones.

Here is some nice hot soup for you, and I gave you all the onions, said my friend the housekeeper, while the other guests looked on admiringly.

The Irishwoman hesitated a minute, then tasted the undesirable-looking stew, but was instantly seized with a severe fit of coughing, and buried her face in her calico apron, while the children sat in great suspense, fearing she might choke.

Wirra, wirra! said she after a while; but the pepper in it was near the death of me, and what would I do and no praste near? Bless your pretty hearts, its a fine soup; but I had a cough this tin years back, and the docther said mesilf could ate no bit of pepper at all, at all; and - well, Im shamed to be turning away from yer kindness, but Id best ate no more.

It is strong of pepper, said Alice, looking quite crestfallen, and its very strong of those horrid onions! I wish we hadnt put them in; but never mind, I shall know how exactly, next time.

The cold chicken was eaten by all the company with great satisfaction; the potatoes were baked just right, and the pudding was a grand success, for the old woman asked if she might make so bold as to ask for another piece, which compliment was graciously received.

By the time the strawberries were served she was chattering in the most amusing way, and seemed to have quite forgotten her weariness; in fact, the children thought her one of the most charming persons they had ever seen. Sometimes they could hardly sit in their chairs, they laughed so hard. She praised everything extravagantly, and told them proudly that she once cooked for a gintlemans family, and if anybody knew a good dinner when she saw it, it was Biddy Sullivan. And then she went on to tell a long story about her husband, one Larry Sullivan, who had been dead (Hiven rist his soul!) thirteen years come Christmas.

The children were very sympathizing, and, after some further particulars of her life in the old country, she gave them their choice of two stories: The Little Cakeen or The Bad Son and the Good Son.

Oh, I dont want to hear the Cakeen story! said Nelly. Im so tired of that. I used to like it, and now Aunt Bessie tells it to tease me. Ive heard the other one too, but I like that ever so much.

Whist, thin! said Mrs. Biddy Sullivan. I likes the other best mesilf, an it having such a fine ind to it.

Then she drew a long breath, afterward putting her tongue out at the corner of her mouth in a meditative way, and began.

She had left the dinner-table, and was sitting with her back to the light, which she said hurt her eyes. She still wore her big green spectacles, and had refused to take off her big reddish cotton gloves. I believe I have not told you that she said she was going to Boston to have her eyes doctored, and had requested them to give her money.

An it was once, long ago, in the ould counthry, said Mrs. Biddy, there was livin a fine, clane, honest, poor widdy woman, an she havin two sons, an she fetched the both of em up fine and careful, but one of them turned out bad intirely. An one day says she to him, says she: -

Ive given you your livin as long as iver I can, and its you must go out into the wide worruld to sake your fortune.

Mother, I will, says he.

An will ye take a big cake wid me curse, or a little cake an me blessing? says she.

The big cake, shure, says he.

So she baked a big cake and cursed him, and he wint away laughin. By and by he came forninst a spring in the woods, and sat down to ate his dinner off the cake, and a small, little bird sat on the edge of the spring.

Give me a bit of that cake for me little ones in the nest, says she; and he caught up a stone to throw at her.

Ive scarce enough for meself, says he; and she, bein a fairy, put her bake in the spring and toorned it black as ink, and wint away up in the trees. And whiles he looked for her to kill her, a fox wint away wid his cake.

So he wint away from that place very mad, an nixt day he stopped, very hungry, at a farmers house, and hired out for to tind the cows.

Be wise, says the farmers wife, for the next field is belongin to a giant, and if the cows gets in in his clover he will kill you dead as a stone.

But the bad son laughed and wint away out to watch the cows; and before the noon-time he wint to slape up in a tree, and the cows all wint in in the clover, an out comes the giant and shook him down out of the tree an killed him dead, and that was the ind of the bad son.

And by the next year the poor widdy woman, says she to the good son: -

Ye must go out into the wide worruld and sake your fortune, for I can kape you no longer, says she.

Mother, I will, says he.

An will ye take a big cake wid me curse, or a little cake wid me blessing?

The little cake, says he.

So she baked it for him and gave him her blessin, and he wint away, an she a-weepin afther him foine and loud. An by and by he came to the same spring in the woods where the bad son was before him, and the small, little bird sat again on the side of it.

Give me a bit of yer cakeen for me little ones in the nest, says she.

I will, says he, an he broke her off a foine piece, and she dipped her bake in the spring and toorned it into sweet wine; and when he bit his cake, shure an she had toorned it into a fine plum-cake intirely; an he ate and drunk and wint on light-hearted. And nixt he comes to the farmers house.

Will ye tind cows for me? says the farmer.

I will, says the good son.

Be wise, says the farmers wife, for the clover-field beyant is belongin to the giant, an if ye lave in the cows he will kill you dead.

Never fear! says the good son; I dont slape at me worruk.

And he goes out in the field and lugs a big stone up in the tree, and thin sinds ivery cow far out in the clover-fields and goes back again to the tree. An out comes the giant a-roarin so you could hear the roars of him a mile away; and when he finds the cow-boy, he goes under the tree to shake him down, but the good little son slips out the big stone, an it fell down and broke the giants head intirely. So the good son wint running away to the giants house, and it bein full to the eaves of gold and diamonds and splindid things!

See what fine luck comes to folks that is good and honest! An he wint home and fetched his old mother, an they lived rich an continted, and died very old and rispicted.

Thats a nice story, said Edith, and Nelly remarked that it was exactly the way that Aunt Bessie used to tell it.

Wouldnt it have been awful if the stone hadnt hit the giant? said Mary, who was timid; while Alice Dennis said, Now please tell us another.

I must be going now, said the Widow Sullivan. Bless your innocent hearts!

Oh, I wish you could stay a little longer! said Nelly. My Aunt Bessie will soon be home. She has lots of money, and I know she will give you some, so you neednt walk to Boston.

But now, to their great astonishment, the guest laughed and pulled Nelly into her lap and kissed her, and, taking off the big gloves, threw them at Alice with a very small white hand; and next off came the green glasses and the bonnet, and there sat Aunt Bessie herself!

You dear little geese! said she. I mustnt cheat you any longer; but it has been such fun! I supposed you would find me out in the first ten minutes.

And then there was such a frolic!

I came nearest laughing when you came in with that odd red soup with the big onions, said Aunt Bessie, for you know I dont like onions at all. And I was sure you would suspect when I asked if you would like to hear the Cakeen story. But the best part of it was that you were all so sweet and kind and ladylike, and did your very best to make a poor old woman comfortable. I couldnt help feeling a little ashamed at being only a naughty older girl who was deceiving you. But Ill help you clear away the dinner, if you like, and then we will have a drive.

Oh, darling Aunt Bessie! you are so funny! said Nelly, and then they all laughed again. It began to rain, so they couldnt go to drive, but Miss Bessie stayed at Marigold House all the afternoon, and my friend the Housekeeper and her cronies had some capital fun.


NANCYS DOLL.

[image: img63.jpg]

ONCE THERE WERE two persons who lived in one room of a house in a narrow court in Boston. They were both named Nancy, and old Nancy, as the neighbors called her, was little Nancys aunt. The house was very old and dingy. In old times one rich family had lived there, instead of four or five poor ones, and there had been a beautiful great garden, with fruit and flowers growing in it; but now, instead of this garden, shabby little tenement-houses were built close around it on every side. Old Nancy used to go away to work early every morning but Sunday; so the child was left alone nearly all the time. The week days used to seem very long to her, for she was shy, and lame besides; so she hardly ever went out to play with the other children in the court. She was afraid of all the boys and of some of the girls; so she used to stay by herself in the house, and watch them play hopscotch and marbles, from the window. There was one girl, named Katy Donnell, whom she liked better than any of the rest, and Katy often came up to see her. There were two things for which she wished every day. One was a doll and the other a sister. For every child in the court had a sister, and Nancy, of all the children, was the only one who was lonely.

She never had seen many dolls; but she was sure they must be very nice to play with. And, though she had made one from a roll of cloth, and wrapped it in a bit of an old shawl, and carried it to bed with her every night, still this did not take the place of a real doll, with a face, and clothes which could be taken off. Katy Donnells cousin, who lived in Salem, had such a doll as this, and had brought it with her the summer before, when she had come to make a visit.

Nancy had some playthings, which were great treasures. There were three shells, — two just alike and one odd one; and she was more fond of this than of anything else, because she made believe it was lonely, like herself, and had no sister. The other two always looked so comfortable side by side. Besides these, she had a little bottle of bright red Guinea peas, which her aunt had kept in her trunk for a great many years. But sometimes old Nancy would be afraid of their being lost, and would keep them locked up for a long time. But that only made little Nancy like them all the better when she had them again. She used to ask about them; but all her aunt ever told her was that somebody had brought them home to her from sea. It was such fun to put them in a long and orderly procession on the window-sill, two by two, with the shells for captains. And the odd shell was always the last, or else stood at one side, to see the rest march by.

I told you that Nancy wished for a doll; but I did not tell you that there was one which she had seen and for which she longed with all her heart. She had known it several weeks at the time this story begins, and had been down the street several times to see it where it stood in a shop-window, looking out with wide-open blue eyes. One day our friend had been so courageous as to go into the shop and ask how much it would cost. Mrs. Ahern was a pleasant woman, and this day she was pleasanter than ususal, for her son had come home from his first voyage at sea.

Ill sell this doll to you for eight cents, said she . Shes the last of the lot, and I got fifteen cents for the rest. The back of her head is cracked a bit; but itll break no more, and shes a fine bargain.

Nancy took the doll into her own hands, and oh, dear! she did want to keep her so much; but she had only one cent, and eight seemed like a fortune. This dear doll had on a bright red dress, and she smiled all the time, and our friend was sure she never had seen anything so beautiful. It was very hard to give her back to the woman.

Dont ye like her? asked Mrs. Ahern. And Nancy sadly answered, Yes; but I have only one cent. And she reached up to lay the doll on the counter; and in a minute she asked if she might come and see it again if she didnt get the money.

Bless your heart, yes, indeed, said Mrs. Ahern. See here, Ill stand her in the window, where she was before; and you can come and look at her any day. Maybe your folks will give you the money. Shes a pretty doll, thats a fact.

Thank you. Good-by, maam, said Nancy. And the woman said good-by, and came and stood in the doorway watching the child go down the street. Shes a real old-fashioned bit of a little thing, said she; and lame too. And, my heart, didnt she look wishful at the doll! If I was rich, Id give it to her this minute. Perhaps Ill see her some day and let her come into the shop to play with it awhile. She looks as if shed never lift her finger to touch anything; and as neat as a nun she is, too.

But she forgot about it soon, and never happened to notice Nancy when she came, and a jar of tobacco was pushed into that corner of the window, which hid the doll itself, so you would hardly notice it, even from the outside. The dust grew thicker and thicker over it and the red dress was crumpled and dirty; but Nancy loved the dolly just the same and came to look at her whenever she could.

But there were many things to prevent her seeing the doll often, though she thought of it every day. There was a cross dog at some stables which she had to pass; and she could not go out unless the weather was pleasant, for she was ill a good deal; and she did not like to go down into the court when all the children were there, for lately she had grown more lame and some of the boys had laughed at her. She had only one cent still. It was no use to ask her aunt, for she had told her she had no money to spare. It was hard times that winter, and she was already behindhand with the rent; and when little Nancy had asked her if she could have the doll next week she had said, sadly, that she should have no money for dolls that week nor the week after, and they would be lucky to keep from starving and freezing in such hard times.

Just at this time Nora Hewlin came home to take care of her mother, who was old and sick and who lived in some rooms just opposite. Nancy liked Nora very much, for she was always so kind to her, and once she had brought her an orange. Nora was a servant in a fine house in another part of the city, and every week she used to spend the afternoon with her mother, and Nancy used to see her there. But when she came in the evening, which she often did, the child was asleep. Old Mrs. Hewlin was very sick; and Nora used to come in sometimes, when her mother was asleep, and cry about her.

One day Nancy was down at the foot of the stairs, sitting in the doorway in the sun, and she saw such a pretty carriage stop at the end of the court, and a young lady opened the door and came out. She came hurrying down the court, looking at the houses, and when she saw Nancy, asked if that was where Mrs. Hewlin lived. She said Thank you in such a pleasant way, when the little girl showed her the door, that our friend could not help waiting until she came down-stairs, so she could see her again, and she was so pleased because the young lady had not forgotten about her, and nodded and smiled as she went away. One evening, not long afterward, Nora came in to see Nancys aunt a few minutes, and she talked a great deal about this visitor.

Shes an angel. The saints bless her! said Nora. Theres no telling you how kind she is, and thinking of every little thing. And its herself brought some red roses with her to-day, and my old mother doesnt leave them out of her sight. My father was gardener to a gentleman at home, and my mother is always minded of the old days when she sees a flower. Its a great deal shes given us; but the most of it is in her pleasant ways. And Oh! Its no trouble to me, she says always. I was afraid she would be shaming me for not having anything laid up; but it was this same morning she said why hadnt I told her before that I was trying to keep my mother and myself too out of my wages.

She would be sure to buy my doll for me, if she only knew, said Nancy to herself.

One day, when there was nobody in the court except some little bits of children, who were playing together, Nancy went out to play with Katy Donnell awhile, for it was so sunshiny and warm and not nearly time for the big boys to be home from school. Katy had brought out some little houses which had belonged to a Swiss toy village, and they were playing with them, when Noras young lady came in the little carriage. She spoke to them as she went by to Mrs. Hewlins. And Nancy wished she knew about the doll; but she did not dare to tell her. Some one else had come with her and was still in the carriage, and she watched the children while she waited for her friend. They did not see her and went on playing with the little houses. Katy was putting them together in rows, and the young lady noticed that she placed them close together, as city houses are built; and it made her sorry, for she lived in the country. She remembered that she used to play with a Swiss toy village in her own childhood, and that she always put the houses far apart and made believe that each had a garden round it. She pitied the pale little girls, and thought how much she should like to take them out into a wide green field in summer and let them wander about and play in the grass. Presently she opened the carriage-door and called them, and they went slowly toward her, half afraid of her and of the coachman too.

Do you like candy? asked the young lady; and she gave them each a bright five-cent piece. Katy said, Thank you. And Nancy did not say anything; but she looked so happy as she limped away, that somehow the girl in the carriage could not forget how her eyes had shone, and she was so glad she had thought of those five-cent pieces in her pocket. Katy Donnell ran away round the corner; but Nancy thought only of her doll, and sat down on the step and opened her hand to look at the money, which she held fast, for fear it might slip out and be lost. She never had had so much money at once before, and there were only two more cents to get, and then it was certain she need wait no longer for the doll. She went down to Mrs. Aherns shop and stood looking in at the window for a long time, and she held the new five-cent piece up against the glass, so that the doll could see it and take courage.

If she had seen Mrs. Ahern that day, I think she would have asked for the doll; but there was another woman in the shop, and she did not like to go in. So she went home and had her dinner of bread and milk, which old Nancy left for her when she went away in the morning. And she put the five cents and the once cent together in the shell, and felt so proud and so rich. And she wished to see Nora to tell her, but she did not, and that afternoon she went to sleep, in spite of her happiness.

When she waked up there was a terrible pain in her lame foot, and by the time old Nancy came home she felt so ill and so tired, and she could not walk at all. Perhaps she had taken cold while she and Katy were playing; at any rate, she was ill, and her aunt put her to bed and called Nora in. And then Nancy fell asleep again, and late at night she opened her eyes and wondered why her aunt was keeping the light burning and why Nora stayed so late.

The next morning Nora was there again, and Nancy tried to sit up. But her foot ached worse and worse, and she coughed almost every minute and had never felt so badly. Old Nancy was staying at home from work, although it was not Sunday; and she brought her some medicine in a cup. It was very bad-tasting medicine. Nora was standing near by, and just then the child thought of her new five-cent piece, and whispered to Nora to bring the shell from the window, the brown shell at the end, she said. But alas! when she took it in her hand there were no cents there. She shook it twice, and there was no sound.

Why, they have dropped out, said she. Please get me the cents, Nora.

What is it you want? asked her aunt. Oh! you shall have the six cents again. I hadnt enough money to get your medicine. Dont fret, theres a good child. But it seemed to Nancy that now she never in all this world could have the doll; and it was the saddest thing that had happened in all her life. She cried more and more, and could not be comforted.

Poor thing! said Nora. Her head is silly. She doesnt know what she says. Why, youll have the money again, Nancy; and dont fret about it, and dont mind about the doll. Did you lose her? and she wrapped the little girl in her own shawl and held her in her lap, and sang to her, for old Nancy had stayed from her work as long as she could, and had gone away, as Nora had promised to look in every little while.

The next day Nancy was not much better, but she was quiet; and, though they did not know it, she was mourning about the money all the time, and she told Nora all about it. And it was some comfort to have her say that in two or three weeks she should go back to work, and she would buy the doll for Nancy herself, though it would still be a long time to wait.

By and by, when Nora went down-stairs for a pail of water, who should be just coming in at the door but the young lady.

I was in the neighborhood, said Miss Helen, and I thought I would stop for a minute and see how your mother is getting on.

Indeed, shes very comfortable this morning, after a fine nights sleep.

Perhaps I will not stop to go up to see her this morning, then, said the young lady.

She has been better these three days than she has at all, said Nora, eagerly. And its all your goodness and the doctors and the things youve given us. And may God bless you, Miss Helen, and light your path to heaven. And oh! its sorry I am to be troubling you, and ashamed too; but theres a bit of a little girl up-stairs, and shes very sick, and she was asking me but a minute ago would you be coming again. She watches for you always; and she is grieving her heart out about a bit of money she had saved up for a doll, and her aunt spent it for medicine, being but a poor woman, and they not a bit of coal or bread in the place this morning, though its herself never complains, though shes growing old, and has gone off to work now, and Nora stopped for breath and wiped her eyes with her apron.

Poor little thing! said Miss Helen. Of course, Ill go up to see her. Is this the way?

And Nora said, as she followed her, I know itll be a blessing to her to see you and cheer her up a bit. Yes, it will, Im sure, maam.

When Nora had gone out, Nancy had felt more sorrowful than ever, and she began to cry again, softly; but in a few minutes the door opened again, and somebody said, Where is she? in such a cheerful way. And there stood Noras young lady, looking down at the little girl so kindly that Nancy felt better already, and was so pleased and happy that she forgot all about crying any more; and, strange to say, she was not a bit afraid, and in a few minutes she had told about the cents and the doll. And Miss Helen had said she knew where Mrs. Aherns shop was, and she would go and buy the doll at once. I think you will get well fast when you have her for medicine, said the young lady. And Nancy looked as pleased as a queen.

It was only a little while before Miss Helen came back, with the doll wrapped in paper, and some oranges besides; and nobody can tell how happy the child was. While Miss Helen peeled one of the oranges and talked about the doll, she said that when she came next time she should bring some cloth to make her some new dresses and they would have Nora for dressmaker, so she must look for the new fashions. She told Nancy a story before she went away, and when she found how few playthings there were, she said nothing aloud, but told herself she must remember next time to bring some picture-books.

Outside the door Nora said: Shes better already, but Im thinking she will never get well, Miss Helen. She has been failing away these many weeks, and she always was a pale little thing, and so lame in that foot she told you about. She never plays with the other children, but goes creeping out by herself while they are away.

Oh, I hope she will be well again, said Miss Helen; Im going to send a doctor to see her, and we will hear what he says.

I cannot tell you much more, only that the doctor made Nancy feel better, and that she was more and more happy with the doll and her kind new friend. By and by the doctor thought it was possible that she could be cured entirely of her lameness, and Miss Helen came one day and carried her to the Childrens Hospital, where she spent a great many weeks in bed, and suffered a great deal at first, but it was such a pleasant place, and everybody was so kind, that it was not so hard after all. Nora and Katy Donnell came to see her, and old Nancy came twice a week, and Miss Helen was at the hospital every few days, and almost everybody knew her and looked so glad when she spoke to them. It was Miss Helen whom Nancy asked one day to tell her what the picture meant that hung at the end of the room. It was Christ blessing Little Children. Nancy had heard about Christ, but she had always thought before that he was very far off, for she knew he had died. And it was so strange to find out that he knew all about her and loved her, and was sorry when she was naughty and glad when she was good. Miss Helen talked about him as if she loved him very much, and Nancy wondered if it was that which made her so kind and so beautiful, and if she did not know him better than most people do.

After Nancy had been there a long time, one day her aunt came in, looking happy for once, and told her that she had had a letter from her sister, and that she wished them both to come into the country and live with her. Her husband is dead, and she is all alone, and she owns a snug little farm and is left well off. I can get work to do there, sewing, and the like, and it will be a good home for us, said she to the nurse who stood by. I dont mind saying that there has been trouble between us in times past, but, as Marthy says, well let by-gones be by-gones.

Im so glad Nancy can go into the country, said the nurse. We shall miss her, for we have all grown fond of the child, but the fresh air and sunshine are just what she needs.

I do not know certainly that Miss Helen had anything to do with this good fortune, too, but I suspect she had something to do in bringing it about, for one day, while little Nancy was at the hospital, she went to tell her aunt how well the doctors said she was getting on. And I think the tired old woman told this good friend more about her affairs than she had told any one for a long time, and that Nancy was the only one left of all her family except this sister with whom she had quarreled. I know that it would be like Miss Helen to wish them to be friends again, and at any rate the letter was written and sent soon afterward. And now our two friends have left the noisy, dirty, city tenement-house for a quiet home in the country, where the two old sisters forget their troubles, and are growing more and more fond of each other as the weeks go by, and they work together pleasantly. And as for Nancy, she grows taller and stronger every day, and still thinks there is nobody so good as Miss Helen.

If you were to go into my friends room you would see a brown shell on the edge of the book-case, but you might not know that Nancy gave it to her one day. It was the one she liked best, because she imagined it had no sister and was lonely like herself, — the same shell in which she kept the cents. Please take it, said the little girl, pleadingly. I want to give something to you because you bought my doll for me. I used to feel so bad when I saw her in the window getting all dusty and I hadnt but one cent. I wanted to give you my shell before I went away. And Im not going to forget what you told me about being a good girl; truly, Miss Helen.


THE BEST CHINA SAUCER.
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THIS IS A story with a moral, but I will not keep you waiting to hear it until you come to the end. I will put my moral at the beginning. It is — 

Mind your mother, — unless, of course, you are perfectly sure she is a foolish and unwise woman, and that you are always the more sensible of the two.

My friend, Miss Nelly Willis, was a little late at breakfast one morning, and as she took her chair she found the rest of the family talking over their plans for the day. Papa was going to his business, and Tom to his school in the city, as usual. Mamma was going to do some shopping, and lunch with a friend, and said that she should not be home until late in the afternoon. And Maggie, Nellys elder sister, was to spend the day with her aunt, who lived a few miles away, farther out in the country.

So we shall leave the little girl all alone, said Mrs. Willis to Nelly, and what does she mean to do? I wish there was some one near who could come to play with you.

Mamma, dear, said Nelly, just this once can I have Jane Simmons for a little while? I wont bring her into the house, and we wont go out of sight, or carry out the best playthings, or do a bit of mischief. I dont see why Mrs. Duncan stays away so long. I do miss Grace and Georgie so.

Nelly, dear, said Mrs. Willis, I am very sorry to hinder any pleasure of yours, but I dont wish you to play with Jane. I wonder why you ask me, when I have told you so many times. She is a very naughty girl, and always teaches you bad words and bad manners, and tries to make you disobey me. I will tell you what I am going to do, though I meant it should be a surprise. I have asked Alice Russell to come out with me from town and make you a little visit. (Alice was a very dear friend of Nellys.) Now I think you had better put the play-room in order, because you will be there to-morrow, and you know Alice keeps her playthings looking very nice. I shall not be worried about you, for I am sure you will be good while I am gone.

Just then the carriage was driven around to the door, and there was a great hurrying and running up and down stairs, and in a few minutes everybody had gone, and Nelly was left to her own devices. She went back to the breakfast room and had another saucerful of strawberries, with a great deal of sugar on them; then she watched Ann while she cleared away the table and washed the china and silver, shut the blinds, and pulled down the curtains, and hung the linnets cage and the parrots out on the west piazza, in the shade. Then our friend went up to the play-room, but unfortunately it was in better order than usual, so she did not find much to do. She had been dress-making the day before, and had left her work scattered on the floor, by one of the windows, but it does not take long to roll up pieces of cloth and put them into one of the dolls trunks. Some she carried out to the rag-bag, and then went out to bring them back, thinking that she might wish some time to alter the over-skirt she had been making for Dora Mary. She dressed all the dolls in their best clothes, because some of Alices family would be sure to come, and they were dolls who thought a great deal of dress.

All this did not take long, and Nelly sat down in her rocking-chair in front of the doll-house, and wondered what she should do next. She thought of dressing herself in her mothers or Maggies clothes, and parading about the house in great majesty with her long trains. She was very fond of this; but where would be the fun to-day, with nobody to see her? She had some worsted-work in which she had been interested, but she had used up all the worsted, and her mother was to buy more in town that day. She called to Susan, who was putting Maggies room in order, to ask if she wouldnt tell her a story. Susans stories were always so interesting. But Susan said, Bless you, dear! I cant stop to talk in the middle of the forenoon. I promised to hurry with my work so as to help Nancy, — shes dreadful busy; but Im coming up by and by to sew, and perhaps Ill think of a story then.

Nelly was disappointed, and looked out of the window, and drummed with her feet against the chair. Anything was better than sitting there, so she went to the dolls house and took dear Amelia, who had a very fair complexion and light hair, and looked so faded that Nelly always said she was ill. Poor thing! she had to take such quantities of medicine, and go without her dinner and stay in bed half her time. When she sat up it was only in an easy-chair, with pillows behind her and one of the largest dolls blankets wrapped around her; and when she went out, she was made into such a bundle with shawls that I am afraid the fresh air did her no good.

I think I will carry you out for a while, dear, said Nelly, and poor Amelia was dressed warmer than usual, just to take up the time. She even had to wear a thick blue and white worsted scarf around her face and throat. They walked up and down the garden some time, but it was stupid, and when they went down by the carriage-gate to hunt for a birds nest which Tom had said was near there in the hedge, whom should they see coming up the street but the Simmons girl. Nelly was delighted, and thought, Ill call her in for just a few minutes, and then I can go into the house and leave her; she doesnt dare to come near the house. Then she remembered what her mother had said that morning, and with a great effort turned and walked away up the avenue. She had not gone far when she heard the little side-gate open, and looked back to see Jane coming in and bringing her brother with her. Jane looked unusually dirty that morning and very naughty. She was carrying her mothers parasol, and the brother, who was never called anything but The Baby, was unbecomingly dressed in an old shawl, folded as small as possible; because he was so very short it trailed several inches upon the ground, and there were some little sticks and several burdock burrs tangled into the fringe. Jane had put a cast-off Shaker bonnet of her own on his head; there was a great crack in the top of it, through which a tuft of hair showed itself, and fluttered in the wind. He had the dirtiest face you ever saw, and it always seemed to be the same dirt. Nelly hated The Baby. What made her play with Jane? Oh, Im sure I dont know. If Jane had not known any better, it would have been different; one would have pitied her; but she did know better than to be so naughty and so careless. There was certainly nothing to hinder her being good and kind and honest and clean, except that she would not take the trouble. In her heart, that day, Nelly was glad to see Jane, but she did not say much at first. Youre plite, aint you? said Jane. See me coming and made believe you didnt. I saw all the folks riding off to town a while ago, and mother said I might come over and play.

Nelly always tried to be polite, and this was not without effect. What will she say if I tell her to go home? she thought. Mamma never tells her visitors to go home, even if she doesnt like them, and here there came a thought of how sorry she had been after the last time Jane came, and what sad mischances there had been. But perhaps I had better keep her a little while and be pleasant to her, and then tell her I must go into the house, and that I am never going to play with her any more. I dont see what made you bring The Baby, though, said she, aloud.

Oh, dear! said Jane, I have to lug him everywhere. Long as he couldnt talk I wasnt bothered with him, for if worst came to worst, I used to tie him to the lilac-bush and clear out, and only be sure to get back in time to unhitch him before mother came; now he goes and tells everything, but he is real good to-day, and you neednt mind him. Going to play dolls, arent you?

No, Id rather do something else, said Nelly. I have just finished clearing up the play-room, and Im going to have company to-night.

Well, aint you got company now? You didnt use to be so fraid of your old dolls. I thought we would have a real nice party, and Ive brought something splendid in my pocket that my aunt gave me last night. Ive been saving it.

Poor thing! thought Nelly. It would be so cross in me not to let her have a good time. Mamma said I must always be kind to her. Shes very pleasant, and perhaps she is trying to be good, after all. Here; you take care of Amelia and Ill go in and get the tea-set and one or two dolls. Amelia is my sick doll, you know, and you must be very careful of her.

Yesm, said Jane, meekly, and as soon as Nelly was out of sight, she looked at poor Amelias clothes and robbed her of her flannel petticoat, which was prettily embroidered and new only the week before. When Nelly found out a few days later that it was gone, the doll was at once taken very ill, and did not sit up much for half the summer. One of the rooms in the baby-house was kept dark, and the dolls took turns in sitting up with her at night.

Nelly soon came back, carrying the tea-set box and the little tea-table, and a doll beside under each arm. Heres the table-cloth in my pocket, said she, and I brought a piece of pine-apple; theres sugar in the sugar-bowl that we can put on after we have sliced it. It shall be your party, and you are Mrs. Simmons and must sit at the head of the table, and I am Mrs. Willis come to spend the day with you.

This pleased Jane, and she was as good-natured as possible, and they set the table, while The Baby sat quietly on the ground and poked up ant-hills with a little stick.

Now, said Mrs. Simmons, when the table was ready, lets see what you have in your pocket.

I! said Nelly, with surprise. Why, I brought out nothing but the pineapple. Its your party, you know, and I thought you had your pocket full of something that your aunt gave you.

So I have, said Jane, but I guess Im not going to let you eat it all up.

Im not a bit hungry, answered Mrs. Willis, I had a splendid breakfast. I dont want any of your candy, or whatever it is. Mamma will bring me some from town.

Mrs. Simmons was very angry. Her breakfast had not been splendid, though she had had enough of it, and she had counted on Nellys bringing out a quantity of good things, as she sometimes had before.

Oh, thought Nelly, now shes going to act, and be cross. I wish I had thought to hide when I saw her coming. I must bring out something to eat, or nobody knows what she will do. And off she went to the house again, while Mrs. Simmons asked her to look for some cake with sugar on it.

She hunted in the china-closet and on the sideboard and could find no cake at all. Nancy told her there was not a bit in the house; Mrs. Willis was to bring some out from the city. Youre not hungry again so quick as this? said Ann, who came into the dining-room just then. Nelly did not dare to tell them that a tea-party was going on, or who the guests were, but after some search she carried out some macaroons and some plum-pudding, which she had not eaten at dinner the evening before, and was saving for her lunch that day. Its too bad to let her eat this all up, thought Nelly. Perhaps Nancy had some more put away. Ive a great mind to tell Nancy to go out and send them home, and all the time she was hurrying so Nancy would not call her back or follow her. Foolish child!

Mrs. Simmons was satisfied when Nelly showed the pudding, and while they finished arranging the table she told of a shop she was going to open in her wood-shed the next week, with wind-mills and darts and fly-boxes, and all sorts of delightful and useless things made of paper, besides molasses and water, at five pins for a drink in a toy tin dipper or one cent for a large mugful. Jane liked to get cents, and Nelly almost always had some in her pocket. Ill take down a whole paper of pins, thought Nelly, and buy ever so much. Jane was so friendly and quiet that her heart warmed toward her. Poor thing! she thought, she doesnt know any people but bad ones, and no wonder she swears, and throws stones, and does all sorts of things. Just now Mrs. Simmons happened to come closer to her, and Nelly saw for the first time a most shocking and heathenish decoration. Oh, Jane! she cried, what have you been doing to those poor flies, you horrid girl?

Want me to string you some? said Mrs. Simmons, with a grin. I did every bit of this this morning, before I came over. Ill bring you one that will go round your neck twice, to-morrow, if you will give me two cents.

It was a necklace of flies, on a long piece of white thread, to which the needle was still hanging. Oh! those dozens of poor flies. Some were dead, but others faintly buzzed.

Jane Simmons, said Nelly, you can eat the pudding, and then you go right straight home, and I never will play with you any more. How could you be so awful. Hurry up, or I will call Nancy.

I was going pretty soon, any way, said Jane. I guess there are flies enough left; you neednt make such a fuss. They let them stick on papers and die, in your house. Youre an awful little fraid cat. Who wants to play with you, any way?

Nelly sat down on the grass, and would not say another word, and Jane ate the pudding as fast as she could. The Baby had not been satisfied with his share of the feast, and as she laid the best china saucer down he snatched it, and also the little cream-pitcher that belonged to the dolls tea-set, and ran away with them.

Oh, please stop him! begged Nelly, and Jane tried to catch him, and (how can I tell it?) stepped on his trailing shawl. The Baby fell down and rolled over and over in the gravel, and the best china saucer and the cream-pitcher were both broken.

What will mamma say? said Nelly. O Jane! it is one of the very best saucers that she likes so much, and I heard her tell Mrs. Duncan, the other day, that she couldnt get any more, for she had tried a great many times.

If Jane had been at all sorry, Nelly would have considered her only her companion in misfortune, but instead of that she seemed to think it was a great joke, and said something very provoking. Nelly shouted at the top of her voice for Thomas, forgetting that he had gone to get Maggies saddle horse a pair of new shoes at the blacksmiths. But Jane, for a wonder, was a little frightened, and seizing The Babys hand, she hurried him home. She expected a messenger from Mrs. Willis for several days, and kept watch, whenever she was at home, so that if she saw anybody coming she could climb the fence behind the house and run.

Poor Nelly was very miserable. She gathered up the bits of china carefully, and put them in her pocket, and then sat down and cried a little, for it was such a dear cream-pitcher, with a blue and gold flower on each side, and a slender black handle.

There was nobody in the garden, and nobody saw her. It was very lonely. The dolls, in their best dresses, sat around the tea-table, and Nelly was almost provoked with them for looking just as they always did, and sitting up so straight and consequential when such a terrible thing had happened. Amelia, at least, ought to have been sympathizing, for was she not regretting the loss of her new petticoat? The corners of the table-cloth waved cheerfully in the wind, and some bright leaves from a red rose-bush near by came fluttering through the air, and a few lodged on the table among the tiny china dishes.

Just then Nelly happened to see The Babys Shaker bonnet lying on the grass at a little distance, and she jumped up, and taking it by the end of one string she ran to the gate and threw it as far as she could out into the street. When she came back she took the dolls and the tea-set box and the table in her arms, and went into the house. She hid the pieces of china down under some stockings at the back of one of her bureau drawers, and felt very guilty and sad. After a little while she had lunch alone and then she tried to play with the dolls; but it was no fun at all, even though two had scarlet-fever, and the black tea-poy was doctor, and usually had a good deal to say. But Susan told a story after a while as she sat at her sewing, and Mrs Willis came home earlier than was expected, bringing Alice with her. It was very naughty of Nelly, but she did not tell her mother what had happened, and all through the evening she was miserable whenever any one went up-stairs, for fear they might go to her lower drawer and find the broken china. Still, she had a good time, for her sister Maggie had brought home a young lady to spend the night, who was very bright and funny, and she sang and played for the children to dance in the evening.

Has Nelly been a good girl to-day? Mrs. Willis asked Susan.

Indeed, yes, maam, said Susan. As good as a kitten, playing with her little dolls in the garden, and I told her a story this afternoon while I was mending the ruffles on her blue dress.

And Mrs. Willis smiled at Nelly in a way that made her feel like crying.

She and Alice had not seen each other for several weeks, and had a great deal to talk about and laugh about, so it was late before they were quiet. Alice went to sleep first, but Nelly was awake awhile, for she was so worried about what had happened. What would her mother say? and how sorry and grieved she would be to find that her little girl had done exactly what she asked her not to do, just before she went away. And Nelly wondered why she had played with Jane, and she remembered the fly-necklace with a shiver, and after a long time she went to sleep. Then she had a sad dream, and it was such an odd dream that I must tell you about it.

She thought that she heard a great rattling and clinking out in the hall, and she got up to look out and see what the matter was, and noticed, on the way, that the lowest bureau drawer was open. The moon was shining in brightly through the large hall windows, and Nelly dreamed that she saw the funeral procession of the best china saucer.

It was plain that he had been a favorite in the china-closet, for there was such a large attendance. Even the great punch-bowl had come from off the side-board, and that was a great honor. The silver was always locked up at night, but one tea-spoon was there, which had been overlooked. The dead saucer was in a little black Japanese tray, carried by the cruets from the castor, and next came the cup, the poor lonely widow. It is not the fashion for china to wear mourning, and she was dressed as usual in white with brilliant pictures of small Chinese houses and tall men and women. After her came the rest of the near relations, walking two and two, and after them the punch-bowl, looking large and grand, and as if he felt very sorry. It was a large elegant company, and reached from Nellys door far along the hall, to the head of the staircase, and how much farther than that she could not see.

How will that clumsy punch-bowl go so far and get down the stairs again without cracking himself? thought our friend, and wondered what they were waiting for.

But in a few moments the play-room door opened, and out came the poor, sad little dolls tea-set. The tea-pots first, and then the sugar-bowl, and the cups and saucers, and the plates, all walking two by two, and then the little glass tumblers. It was remarkable that the cream-pitcher was the first of the family who had been broken, but Nelly had been very careful. There was one little plate badly cracked, and how dreadful if it should fall down the stairs and die on the way!

It worried her terribly, the thought of this, as foolish things do worry us in dreams. And next she thought, what if some of the other china should trip and fall, or if one of the heavy soup-tureens should go crashing down among the rest. She did not dare to watch any longer, and when the dolls tea-set came up, and the great procession began to move, she rushed back to bed and opened her eyes to find that instead of moonlight it was morning, and Susan had come in to wake Alice and herself, and help them dress. Nelly did not wait until Alice had gone, to tell her mother, as she had meant to do the evening before. Mrs. Willis was very sorry indeed, you may be sure of that, when she heard Nellys story. Poor Jane! said she. I am sorry for the naughty little girl. I wish I could have done something for her; I tried, but she always made you naughty, and I am afraid you cannot do her any good.

This was the end of Nellys playing with Jane, at any rate, for the Simmonses moved away the very next week. The Duncans came back soon after, and they were Nellys best friends, so she was no longer solitary, but she always has wondered what it was that Jane had in her pocket for the party.


THE DESERT ISLANDERS.
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THEY WERE CALLED Roger, Tip, and Polly, though if you were to look in their books, or on their pocket-handkerchiefs, you would discover that Tip had been christened Agatha, and Pollys real name was Mary. They were spending the summer at their grandmothers place in the country. They had an elder brother, a most delightful young man, who told them stories by the dozen, played with them by the hour, and from whom they learned a great deal. They saw very little of him, for he was most of the time at college, and just now he had gone to the mountains with some friends, but he was expected at Riverbank in a day or two, and there were long talks over what should be done when Alex. came, for no plan of any consequence could be carried out until then. The children had a young lady sister, who had a friend visiting her, and their father was with them at Riverbank, but he was nearly always writing or reading in the library, and they did not see him much. Their mother had been dead for a long time. Tip could not remember her at all, but Miss Alice and their grandmother were very good to them.

At the time my story begins it had been rainy weather for a week, and the children were tired of it. They were tired of playing hop-scotch in the barn and of swinging, and even of jack-stones; they had read all the new books they had brought down from the city with them, and could think of nothing more that could be done until pleasant weather. It seemed as if the sun never would shine again. The fog rolled in in great clouds from the sea, which was not very far away, and the east wind blew drearily. The straight walks in the old-fashioned garden looked like little canals; even when the rain stopped for a while the trees kept on dripping, and the rose-bushes scratched against the parlor windows from morning until night, as if they were cold and tired, and wished they could come in. Saturday morning, after it had rained since the Tuesday before, Roger followed his sister Alice to her room, after breakfast, and sat down disconsolately by the window. Oh dear, said he, I wish I knew what to do to-day. I wish I had some boys to play with.

Well, my friend, said Alice, cheerfully, you see there arent any boys, so youll have to make the girls answer for another day. Grandmother thinks the wind is changing, so it may clear off by and by. I think you have been very patient, Roger dear, and very kind to Tip and Polly. I have noticed you often. I wish I could remember better myself that it is not everybodys business to entertain me, but that I must try to do something for the rest. I know it has been tiresome and stupid for you, and I am so glad to see you try to make things pleasant for the little sisters. I think some boys might have been cross to them.

This pleased Roger very much. Alice was tying up some letters and putting them away, and he watched her until Miss Bessie, her friend, came in, and he knew they were going to read aloud from a book he thought very dull, so he said he would go. Dont you know some book Polly and I could read together? he asked.

Have you read The Swiss Family Robinson, lately ? You used to be so fond of that.

No, said Roger. How jolly of you to think of it, and I saw that old one of yours in one of the little closets in the library yesterday.

He found Tip and Polly in the dining-room, with their arms round each others waists, looking sadly out of the window. They had not seen the dear old book for a year, and were delighted, and it was soon decided that they had better go out to the carriage-house, and sit in the big carriage, which had a seat for the coachman outside, and two seats inside, facing each other. They pulled it forward nearer a window, so it would be lighter, for the two girls wished to make some worsted mats they had begun the day before. Tips was red and yellow, and Pollys was blue and white, and they meant to finish them in time for their grandmothers birthday. Roger read aloud, and everybody was contented for a long while. But when they reached the part of the story where Fritz and his father were talking about the cocoa-nut, Tip said it was a splendid book, but she was so sleepy that she could not keep awake another minute, and she must go into the house.

No, said Polly, let us make believe we are at sea, and this is a state-room. You can go to sleep on the back seat, and Roger and I will read to ourselves. I dont wish to crochet another stitch, any way.

So she put the mat into her pocket and went to sit by Roger, and they read together a good while, and Tip slept soundly in the berth opposite. One would have thought she had spent the night before in dance and revelry, by her going to sleep at half past ten in the morning, but she had been asleep from half past eight until seven oclock. She was fond of having naps in the day-time, and her friends used to laugh at her; but she was wide awake and funny enough when her eyes were open to make up for any lost time.

O Roger! said Polly, after a while, dont you think they had the very best time in the world? Wouldnt you like to have been little Francis, because they were all so good to him and he was always so pleasant? He must have had such fun. I wish we could live on a desert island some summer. Wouldnt it be fun to play we were shipwrecked and have some one come and take us home when it began to be cold weather? Dont you wish Alex. would take us with him when he goes off trouting and camping out in the woods?

He told me that perhaps I could go next year, said Roger, but I dont suppose grandmamma would let you and Tip go. When it stops raining I am going to build a big hemlock house out in the woods, and we can stay all day. Polly said yes, and they went on reading until she suddenly started up and clapped her hands delightedly.

Ive thought of something we can do! I know they wouldnt care, it would be so near. Cant we go and live on Spring Island a little while? We could carry something to eat, and make a house for ourselves out of branches; and there is water to drink, and we could have a fire and catch cunners off the rock where we always fish, and I would cook them. We could have potatoes to bake, too. It is such a little way from the house that nothing could happen to us, and they could send for us if it rained hard.

What did make you think of that? said Roger. Why didnt we ever do it before? We might wait until Alex. comes, but it will be better fun to have the house all ready when he gets here, and we will invite him over to dinner the first day. Lets wake up Tip and talk about it. And just then Tips eyes opened of their own accord.

I suppose you are most through the book, arent you? she asked sleepily. Is it lunch-time yet? I had a splendid dream or I should have waked up before. I wanted to see what became of it. I was living on a desert island, and there was a dog there, too, who knew how to talk, and he said he knew grandmamma when she was a little girl.

At any other time the others would have insisted upon knowing all the rest of her adventures, for, as Polly had told Miss Bessie a day or two before, Tips dreams were funnier than Alice in Wonderland.

They talked over the plan until lunch-time, and grew so interested in it that they were sure they could never give up going. And this half of the morning went by even faster than that did while Roger and Polly were reading, so they were much surprised when the bell rang for them to come in.

Alice, dear, said Roger, we have made a plan and we want you to ask papa about it.

She listened to the story and went at once to the library while the children waited impatiently. It was good news when she came back, and yet there was bad news, too. They might go, but they must not stay all night. Michael could take them over in the boat soon after breakfast, and bring them back at six oclock. Roger must leave his pistol at home, but they could have a fire, and do anything they pleased that was reasonable, though they must not go until it had been pleasant weather for two days, because the ground would be so wet. Roger had thought more of staying all night and carrying his pistol than of anything else, but he gave up both with only a little scolding. And as for the girls, Tip was afraid of the pistol, and Polly had wondered what kind of wild bugs and spiders would walk over them if they slept out-of-doors, so neither lamented this part of the message.

It stopped raining at three oclock that very afternoon, and the next Tuesday morning the American Family Robinson set sail for its island. Roger had been to the carpenters shop over in the village to have all their knives and his own hatchet made very sharp, and they were all dressed in very old clothes, which might be torn and wet as much as was necessary. They wished to be as much like ship-wrecked mariners as possible, and finally decided to carry no provisions except a tin box of biscuit, a bag of potatoes, and some butter in a little pail. Roger said that it wasnt at all proper of them to have butter, but little Tip insisted that she should starve without it, for she must have some on both the potatoes and the biscuit. Grandmamma begged them to accept some cold roast chicken, but the castaways insisted that they were going to fry some fish, and went away without it. It was no wonder they did not see the need of providing a good dinner, for they had all three eaten so much breakfast. They carried with them Rogers hatchet and their knives, a large ball of strong twine, three fishing-lines and some spare hooks, some matches, a tin pail and a mug, a little fryingpan, three plates, and some knives and forks. Poor children, said their tender-hearted grandmother as they rowed away from the boat-house, we must have a good supper for them.

I wish I had told Roger not to try to finish the house to-day, said their father. They will be so tired to-morrow morning that their fun will all be over with.

But the Desert Islanders would have been much astonished if they had known they were being pitied. They reached the island very soon; it was not a long voyage. Michael helped them unload their goods, and as he pushed off his boat he sent a plump little red lobster flying through the air. They did not wish to hurt Michaels feelings, so they thanked him and carried it over with the rest of their provisions, which they put together in the shade of a large rock. There were no trees large enough to live in, as the Swiss Family lived in Falcons Nest; but there was no need of following their fashions exactly. The island was not at all large, but still there was room enough. It was quite high in the middle, and along this ridge grew birch-trees and several large hemlocks, and on either side the ground sloped down to the river. They began to build their house on the farther side, partly because it was cool and shady there then, and also because they did not wish the people at the house to watch everything they did. We might as well have built it in the garden as on that side, said Roger.

There were two or three birch-trees which grew a little way out from the rest, and this spot was chosen at last for the hemlock hut. First they drove two long stakes into the ground, and then they tied other stakes from the tops of these to two birches. Then Roger cut some other small birches and trimmed off most of the branches and laid them on for rafters, and after they had fastened these so they would not slip, they tied others from corner to corner to make the walls, and the frame-work was done. Then they all went to get hemlock boughs, and after they had each cut several armfuls and had brought them over, they found themselves very tired and hungry. They had taken so many short walks, that they counted up into one very long one. Their arms ached too, especially Rogers, for he would not let Polly use his hatchet, and had done all the chopping and driving himself. It was about eleven oclock, somewhat early for dinner, but when should one eat, if not when one is hungry? The girls hunted about and very soon had a good pile of dry sticks and dead grass for kindling. They rolled two or three stones together, as they had seen Alex. do, and put the sticks on top, and soon had a blazing fire. Tip was opposed to using common matches to light it with, for Desert Islanders always rub two pieces of stick together, but the others were sure it would take too long. They did not stop to cook any fish, and indeed they could not easily catch any, for the tide was so low; but they cracked the lobster and toasted some biscuit, and when the potatoes were baked, which was not until they had waited more than half an hour after eating the rest of their dinner, they had those for dessert. They said they had had a very good dinner indeed; but the potatoes had hard places in them, and the biscuit they toasted were a little smoky, so they ate the rest cold. There never was a better lobster, though, and there was not a claw of it left.

After dinner it did not take half so long as you would suppose for them to thatch the house with hemlock branches and fasten them with twine up and down the sides, and when this was done they brought several armfuls of the small soft boughs and heaped them up in the house either to sit upon or to lie upon, just as they liked. They found some wide shingles which had been left by the tide, and fastened them by strings to the walls, and so made convenient shelves, which they admired very much. They also made a closet outside by leaning some long branches against the house, and here they put their cooking apparatus and the rest of the twine and the hatchet, and the flag which they had agreed to show as a signal of distress, or if anybody wished to go home. There were a great many little things to do in the house, — such as trimming off the stray twigs, which made the walls too rough inside. The house was open on the side toward the river, and it was all done some time before they were ready to go home. Their father and Michael, who came over at night, said they were wonderful carpenters, and they were so tired that they went to bed not a great while after supper.

The next day they went to housekeeping in fine fashion. They carried over some books and some dolls, and there were several other things from the play-room, which they pretended they got in the wreck, for you know both the Swiss Family and Robinson Crusoe used to go out to the ship for almost everything they wanted. The dolls sat round the house looking very happy, but then they always did that, even if one left them out in their best clothes in the rain. Tip had brought over a tin heart and round and star, which she had begged from the cook, and was very busy for an hour or two making mud pies, and after she had left a long row to bake in the sun, she went to sit down in the house. She had brought with her that morning a little accordeon, which had been given her not long before, and after Polly and she had taken turns at playing it, they chose two dolls apiece and went for a walk, accompanied by Roger and his hatchet. They pretended that they were exploring, and gave high-sounding names to many well-known places. After stopping to have a drink at the spring, which gave the island its name, they went back to the house. Roger and Polly played as usual that they were Tips father and mother, and pretty soon they began to think about dinner, so they took the fishing-lines, as the tide was fast going out, and went down to the end of the island where there were some rocks, and began to fish for cunners, keeping a careful watch for savages all the time. They had very good luck; even Tip caught three, but she did not like at all to touch them.

They gathered a large pile of wood, for they would want a hot fire to-day, and the grass and twigs and chips they had used the day before had burned out too quickly. There was a good deal of small dirftwood lying high on the shore which had dried in the sun. After a while Polly put the frying-pan on the hot stones, and took some slices of pork from a strawberry-box which also held some Indian meal. Roger had spent too many weeks by the river and at the sea-shore not to know how to clean fish nicely, and by the time Polly was ready for them they were cut in pieces and covered with the meal, all ready to be fried. Then they pulled some of the hot coals and ashes out at one side, and covered the clean little new potatoes to be baked. As for Tip, she had kept the fire burning, and for some time they all sat round and watched. When everything was nearly ready, Tip triumphantly brought from a hiding-place under the trees two lemons and a paper of sugar which she had smuggled in the morning, and which it had been a hard struggle not to say anything about. She had been so useful in tending the fire and going on errands, and now enough couldnt be said in her praise by the other two; they didnt know what they should do without her on the desert island. They brought some fresh water from the spring in the little tin pail, and Roger squeezed the lemons, because his hands were strongest, but Tip herself put in the whole of the sugar and stirred it, and dealt it out generously in her china mug, which had Be a Good Boy on one side and Affections Gift on the other, with a beautiful red handle and blue edge. It was one she had drawn at a raffle and she was very fond of it.

That was such a good dinner! Polly did credit to the lesson in cooking she had taken that morning, and they even enjoyed washing the three plates and the knives and forks down at the river. Then they went back to the house, and Tip worked busily at a worsted chain she was making with a spool which had four pins in the top of it. The worsted was wound round and poked over with another pin. It was to be made into a mat, I believe, and there were a great many colors in it already. The long bright cord looked so pretty as it trailed over the hemlock sofa. Tip was much interested for a while, and then said she was sleepy and laid herself down in the corner like a kitten, first putting her little handkerchief over her face to keep off the flies as she had often seen her grandmamma do, though there did not seem to be many flies on the island.

It was very pleasant in the hemlock house. They could look out anywhere, for there were so many zigzag windows in the green walls. The birch-trees rustled a little over their heads, and the water made a plashing once in a while among the rushes and pebbles on the shore. Over toward the other side of the broad river a schooner was going down with the tide, and they could hear the sailors laugh and sing and shout to each other. There was a little row-boat trailing after it at the stern, and the children wished it might get adrift and float ashore to them. After some time a small hemlock cone fell on Tips nose and waked her, so she took up the accordeon to give her friends a little music, while Roger pulled a paper of candy out of his jacket pocket. Bessie had given it to him that morning before he came away and he had forgotten it. Cannot one see from this what enjoyment there is in being a Desert Islander?

Soon it grew too sunny and hot to be comfortable, so the girls took two little bits of tin pails, with beads in them, and some needles and thread, and all went over to the other side of the island in the shade, to spend a quiet afternoon. It seemed so pleasant there that at first they were a little sorry that the house was not on that side, but after all they could not watch the boats go up and down in the channel, and it was much more like a desert island than if they had been in full view of the house.

Oh, said Polly, with great satisfaction, I wish we could live here always.

It was delightful on the island towards evening, and they were very sorry to see Michael pushing off the boat to come after them. They longed to stay all night and thought it was such a pity that they could not. However, supper was to be thought of, and it was great fun walking up the garden and having everybody come to meet them as if they had been away for a long visit. Tip and Polly had, beside their housekeeping, strung some beautiful bead necklaces for themselves, and Roger had whittled some remarkable jack-straws.

To-morrow, said he, I think we shall ask some of you to come and dine with us. Polly is a splendid cook. Anybody may come who likes fried cunners and baked potatoes. It was such a dinner, and we were just as hungry as anybody you ever saw, grandmamma! But when tea was ready grandmamma wondered if either of the three had really eaten a mouthful all day, they had such ravenous appetites.

It proved that nobody could accept the invitation to dinner. The childrens father went away at daylight to take the earliest train to town, and Alice and Bessie drove off soon after breakfast in the phaeton, to stay until the next afternoon with a friend who was spending the summer several miles from Riverbank. Grandmamma said that she was too old to camp out, so the dinner party was postponed until another day.

About eleven oclock Michael came over to the island with a basket of provisions and a message that the children had better not make a fire or stay out in the sun any more than they could help, for it was too hot. They came home early in the afternoon. Polly, who had the sharpest eyes, noticed that the carriage-house doors were open, and then she saw the carriage in which her grandmother always rode pulled out into the yard. Then Michael came down to the shore, pushed off the boat and rowed over to them to say that Mrs. Denfield was going to Doncaster to see her sister who had been taken ill, and she wished to have them safe at home before she started. She was in a hurry, so she only stopped to kiss them good-by and tell them to be good children. Old Nora, who had always taken care of them, was left in charge, and she gave them their supper early and sent them all to bed before eight oclock, which they did not mind, as there was nothing to do and nobody to talk to and they were tired.

Roger could not go to sleep; the moon was very bright, and he could see everything almost as well as if it were day. It would be such a capital chance, he thought, with everybody away, and Nora would not come to their rooms again. That morning they had taken some carriage blankets over to the island and had forgotten to bring them back. It would be such a jolly story to tell the boys when he got back to school that he had slept out-of-doors on an island. The temptation was too great, and he dressed himself again in a hurry, went across the hall to knock at Pollys door, and found her awake too.

Dont you wish we could go over and stay all night in our house? said the naughty boy. You arent afraid, are you? It will be such fun and nobody will care, for it is so hot we couldnt possibly get cold. It will be low tide pretty soon and we can wade across, for it is so light we cannot help finding our way. Papa is so foolish to think we shall get hurt. What shall we do in a day or two when it is low tide just before supper and Michael cant come with the boat? I wonder if they will send John with a carriage! It will be such fun to shout to Mike when he is working in the garden early, and tell him to come over and bring us back to breakfast.

Polly couldnt resist, and said at once that she would go, only Roger must write on a piece of paper where they were gone and leave it where it could be found, because everybody would think they were stolen. When Tip was waked she didnt think it would be good fun at all, at first; but she was not the girl to be left at home alone, so she put on her clothes in a hurry. Poor little Tip! they were all buttoned wrong. Roger went down-stairs and filled his pockets with cookies in the dining-room closet. He could hear the servants laughing and talking in the kitchen, but nobody heard him. Nora had gone to bed early with a headache, and he was sure no one would know whether he was in the house or out of it.

Tip was frightened when she found herself walking down to the garden. It looked so different at night, and she almost wished she had stayed at home by herself; but it was too late now. So she hugged the beloved rag-baby, who was always her bedfellow, and the wicked little procession walked on solemnly and in a few minutes reached the bank of the river. It was not far to the shore of the island, but the riverbed was muddy and full of sharp stones. Luckily neither of them fell or hurt themselves in crossing, but what if little Tip had fallen into one of those black pools of water by the great rocks and had been drowned.

At first they did not feel afraid on the island, the moonlight was so bright and the lights at home looked very near. They were so glad they had thought of coming, and they walked around the shore to their house instead of going directly across. When they reached it it wasnt quite like being there in the day-time, for the trees shaded it and made it look dark inside and very lonesome. Roger himself was almost afraid to go in, for what if some drunken sailors had landed there since they came away. Once in a while people stopped to get water at the spring. However, everything seemed to be just as they had left it, and they went in and sat down. Tip was tired and sleepy, and she was silent, for she was more and more unhappy. But the others were in high spirits and kept talking about what they would do next day. And she was ashamed to say that she wished to go home. So she bravely said she was going to bed, and all three laid down on the hemlock boughs, covered themselves with the blankets, and tried to go to sleep. They found the time went very slowly; the mosquitoes heard they were there and bit them as fast as they could, and it was so still, and the broad flats of the river looked dismal enough even in the moonlight. And every time the branches crackled a little under them or they heard any noise on the river, it made poor little Tip shiver and shake like the old woman in Mother Goose. At last she could bear it no longer, and sat up in the hardest bed she ever had slept in and said, Oh, its so dark, and Im so afraid! Lets go home, Roger.

But when they reached the other side of the island, oh, sorrow of sorrows! the tide had turned and was coming in. There was a good deal more water already than when they had come over, so they could not possibly tell where it was safe to walk. They shouted, but the lights were out in the house, and I am afraid at any rate nobody would have heard them. There was nothing to do now but to go back to the hemlock house and stay all night. After all, said Roger, bravely, it wont do us a bit of harm. Dont cry, Tip, dear; this is just what Alex. does when he is camping out. We will cover ourselves all up and go to sleep and it will soon be morning.

Lets say our prayers over again, said Polly, and they did, and though Tip cried softly for a little while, she was comforted by having Pollys arm round her and Rogers also, and, though it may seem surprising, it was not long before they were all sound asleep.

It really was two or three hours, but it seemed to Roger as if he had just shut his eyes, when he opened them again suddenly to find the moonlight gone. The wind was blowing and the river making more noise than he had ever heard it make before. It was almost like the sea. It was terribly lonely. There was going to be a great storm, certainly; they would get wet, and perhaps Polly would have that dreadful sore throat again and die, and it would be all his fault. He started to go over to the other side of the island and call again for some one to take them home, but it was so dark he could not see, and when he groped his way back into the house he stumbled over Polly, who waked in a great fright. Then Tip asked what was the matter and the three poor little souls sat in the damp darkness and held each others hands and cried. They never had been so frightened before in all their lives.

Oh, if its going to be a thunder-storm, said Tip, sobbing aloud, I should most die. O Roger! I wish we had stayed at home.

Soon it began to rain. They heard the big drops coming slowly at first on the birch leaves, then faster and faster, until presently the hemlock roof proved a very leaky one, and the water dripped through on the blankets. It was very forlorn and miserable. Roger tried to pull a blanket over the roof and that made it a good deal drier, but there suddenly came a flash of lightning, not very bright, though the children had never seen anything half so frightful, and the peal of thunder that followed a minute afterwards made them hide their heads.

Roger! Roger! Polly! where are you? shouted some one, and they all answered at once and felt as if they had been saved from something very horrible. O Alex! how did you find us? Roger ran toward his tall brother, who was looking around almost as frightened as our friends themselves. And in another minute he was standing by the little play-house, which was too low for him to enter, but his light shone in upon the two pale little faces of Tip and Polly, who rushed out and hugged and kissed him until he shouldered Miss Tip, rag-dolly and all, in self-defense, and marched away in the rain, followed by Roger, who carried the lantern, and Polly, who cried for joy. Michael was waiting with the boat, and though they had to go to the farther landing-place, it was only a little while before they were warm and dry again. They sat by the kitchen fire, very silent, and poor frightened Nora gave them something good to eat and something hot to drink, and could not take enough care of them. Alex. had come home unexpectedly, late at night, and found the garden door unlocked, and the childrens beds all empty when he had looked in, a little later, on his way to his own room. On Rogers pillow was a notice: Gone to the island; but nobody saw it for some time, and then it was raining fast, and who knew if the crazy little creatures had not all been drowned in trying to get across?

Nobody had the heart to scold the miserable and penitent little Desert Islanders. They might do a great many naughty things in the course of their lives, but they were sure never to run away at night any more. Alex. went over soon and spent a long delightful day with them, and showed them a great many ways to make their island-life a great deal pleasanter than it had been before.

The little tin pails of beads, and the dolls, and most of the playthings had been carried home and were not injured, and grandmamma kindly bought Tip a new accordeon, of a larger size, to take the place of the one that had been spoiled by the rain.


HALF-DONE POLLY.
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SHE WAS MISS Polly Oliver, an old and dear friend of mine, who was eight years of age last March. I truly hope that you are as good-tempered and willing to help your friends as she was. But she had a bad habit of only half finishing whatever she began to do, and whether she was working or playing it was always the same, for she was apt to say, Oh, thats well enough, or, Ill do the rest by and by. You can have no idea what forlorn-looking creatures her dolls were, and Mrs. Elizabeth Adora, the best doll, was served no better than the others. Miss Polly began one day to make her a Turkish jacket, and she carefully basted it together, all but the right sleeve, which she did not even stop to cut out; then she began to embroider it. First she thought she would put in the yellow, but when she had gone part of the way around she thought red would be better to work with, so she tried that, and got tired of it and tried the blue silk, and it was the most ragged-looking jacket, when she left it, that ever a best doll had. Not one of the dolls ever was ready to go anywhere, and the baby-house was always in confusion. Miss Polly was of course a shocking housekeeper; and yet sometimes of a rainy morning she would begin to have a grand house-cleaning, and would put all the dolls furniture in a heap on the floor, pull all the familys winter clothes out of the little trunks and boxes, and lay out so much work for herself that it made you tired to look at it. And then, instead of putting things back in their places, she would find some plaything that had been lost for a while, and away she would go with it to the garden or to her mothers room. After that, Miss Polly would be told that she could not come down to supper while the play-room floor was in such a state, and, being hungry, she would hurry the dolls and the furniture into her apron and spill them on one of the floors of the baby-house. And the baby-house was raised on blocks three or four inches from the ground, so there was a place under it which was called the cellar, and she used to push things in there out of sight with her foot.

There was always something dreadful happening to my friend. She would come in with her face all scratched and bleeding the day before she was to give a party, and when everybody wondered how she came to have such a face, she would confess that one boot was not buttoned, and she was running and it tripped her up. And one day, I remember, she was spending the afternoon with her aunt at a most delightful place, and the young ladies were very kind to her and showed her all sorts of pretty things in the house. Afterwards they were walking down the garden to see a new summer-house, when the underskirt of Miss Pollys dress dropped to the ground, and what should she do but step on her pocket. It was too sad; she had just put into it the dearest little carved Swiss box, and it was all broken to bits. The young ladies felt very sorry for her, and Aunt Kate particularly, and Polly told them that the button of her dress had come off, and she had told Honora that she would sew it on herself. She thought it would stay; though the thread was very short she didnt stop to take another needleful and make the button fast, and so for want of a few little stitches she lost her present. Miss Polly was not an idle child at all, but always so busy that she was usually tired out when night came. The trouble was that she tried to do too many things.

One morning in the spring she went to the garden and found her mother and her Aunt Kate and the gardener all busy. The seeds were coming up, and the plants which had been set out were budding and growing as fast as they could. And so were the weeds, too, for that matter. Miss Polly walked about the paths, pulling a party of her dolls in their carriage, when suddenly she stopped and seemed to be interested in some of the plants; then she ran as fast as she could to her mother, the carriage bumping and jolting, so that one doll fell out by the way.

Oh, Mother! theres such a dear little flower-bed up here, just large enough for me. I wish I could have it for my own, this summer. I really will weed it, and take as good care of it as any one could.

Mrs. Oliver laid down the trowel she was using, looked up, and laughed. Do you really think you would say yes, if you were I. How shall I like by and by to hear people say, I wonder why that flower-bed is so neglected, and why the weeds are left to grow so tall around that very fine geranium? They will think that Thomas or somebody else is very careless.

Oh no, says the little girl pleadingly, they will wonder why that place is so much nicer than the others.

I have heard such promises a great many times before. But you may try once more, and I shall be so glad if you take good care of it. And I shall tell every one that it is your garden, whether it looks well or is covered with weeds; so it is for you to say whether they shall call you a careful, orderly, and faithful Miss Polly, or a careless, untidy little girl. There is really no reason in the world why you shouldnt have the prettiest border in the garden. Thomas can give you whatever you wish to plant.

The dolls were left in the hot sun until they were nearly baked to death, and their clothes and faces were faded. And the one who had fallen out of the carriage was terribly frightened by the bugs that wandered over her. She was lying with her dear face just over an ant-hill, but Miss Polly forgot all her dolls and hurried away to her flower-bed.

There was not much to do, for Thomas had been at work there only a day or two before. She pulled up a few stray little weeds and smoothed the earth, and then thought she would set out some blue violets. So she shouldered her little spade and went off to a distant part of the lawn where the ground was damp and the violets grew, and that was the last seen of her that morning. Mrs. Oliver wondered where she was, as she was going into the house later, and as she passed Miss Pollys garden, she saw there were no weeds and was glad. As for the two deep holes made for the violets, she thought the dog had made them, and stopped to fill them up carefully. The flower-bed was not touched again until one day Mr. Oliver said at breakfast, — 

I saw last night that one of the beds in the garden seemed to have nothing in it but weeds. Why doesnt Thomas look after it? It looks very badly.

Mrs. Oliver smiled, and Polly said, Oh, papa, it wasnt Thomass fault. That is my garden, and I meant to take all the care of it.

When she had finished breakfast Polly rushed to find her hat, and soon had dozens of great weeds pulled up from her garden, and sunning their roots on the gravel walk. She worked as hard as any child could, and was just wishing that she had remembered to pull them up a few at a time instead of having all to do at once, when she looked up and saw her mother coming out to speak to her.

Well, Miss Polly, said she, I was right about the flower-bed, after all. Yes, I know you are sorry. It is too hot for you to stay here any longer; suppose we go into the house and talk a little while.

It was really very hot, and Miss Polly was ready to leave the weeds until evening, so they went into the library where it was cool and Aunt Kate was reading. Mrs. Oliver took a book from the table and then she laid it down again. Polly, dear, said she, I believe I will give you a long lecture. I am growing unhappy because you are so careless. I dont see what we are to do. Cant you think of some way to help it, yourself? And Polly smiled and said she was sorry, and she meant to be good after that; but when she was doing anything she always wanted to do something else.

Mrs. Oliver couldnt help laughing a little at this, but she said gravely that some grown people felt so about their work, and they were not very nice people; they did not get on well at all. Do you know, said she, that you are learning just now either to do things right or to do them wrong? Would you like, if you were grown up and had a house of your own, to have it look as your baby-house does? Your playthings are always being lost, and your dolls have to wear each others clothes, and everything is in confusion. Just think how silly it would seem if Aunt Kate and I never finished anything we began: if Aunt Kate sewed with big stitches, and just made her work hang together, and said, Oh, thats well enough! or if she half-painted her pictures and half-learned her songs, or if she left her gloves and ribbons and jewelry on the floor, and pushed them under the bureau with her foot: wasnt that what happened to your dolls hat and some other things yesterday afternoon? You think I am foolish to say such things, and that of course you will take better care of everything when you are older, and that it makes no difference how you serve the dollies. But that is all a mistake. Do you think you will wake up some morning and find yourself careful and orderly? No indeed! you must learn to be a little better every day; you are better or worse every night than you were in the morning, and I know you dont mean to keep on growing worse. You must try every day to put things in their places, and to remember that one thing all done is better than ten things half-done.

It is like fighting a battle; you cant give the army one blow and kill it; you must fight all the soldiers one by one, and this enemy sends his soldiers one at a time. If you conquer them as fast as you can while you are a little girl, these wicked little temptations, that make you say, Oh, thats well enough, or By and by will do just as well, wont come to trouble you after you are grown up. If you try to do everything as well as you can now, by and by you will find that you have learned how, and that you cannot get your lessons, or weed your garden, or sew, or do anything in any way but the right way. You think it doesnt make any difference if a little girl is careless; but it will be very bad for herself and for other people if she grows to be a careless woman, and nobody can believe her promises, a woman who never finishes what she begins, and is never well dressed, and has only half good manners, only half-learned her lessons at school, and half-read her books. I think nobody would wish to have much to do with her: dont you?

Why mamma! said Miss Polly, very much surprised, I forgot that I shall be the same kind of a grown-up girl that I am a little girl. And Im not going to spoil myself; I am going to begin this very minute to be better.

Dont forget that the little soldiers come only one at a time, said Aunt Kate, and Polly stopped to give her a kiss, though she was just then in a great hurry. She was very fond of her young aunty, and wished in her heart of hearts to be exactly like her. Everything that is worth doing at all is worth doing well, said Aunt Kate, and she kissed Polly twice. I shall give you some more good proverbs next time I see you, and Polly ran laughing up-stairs to her play-room, and soon had the dolls parlor in perfect order. When she was poking her hidden treasures out from the cellar of the baby-house with Honoras yardstick, she found two little dolls whom she was devotedly fond of and had not seen for a week, but she hardly gave them a second look. I think she would have finished putting the whole house to rights, but after a while she found herself growing very sleepy. It seemed a very long morning although she had been so busy. So she laid herself down on the play-room sofa with the two china dolls in her hand and was asleep in a few minutes.

My friend, Miss Polly, was a most remarkable dreamer, and the family were usually diverted at breakfast with the astonishing adventures she had met with during the night. Her dolls were as quiet as anybodys all day, but at night she insisted that they talked and behaved strangely. Dont you think I ought to give Edward Alabama away? she asked one morning sorrowfully. I dreamed that he swore at my new little doll in the yellow dress, just like the boys in the street, and he has always been so good until now.

This time she dreamed that her best doll, Mrs. Elizabeth Adora, called to her from the baby-house guest chamber, Are you sound asleep, Miss Half-done Polly?

Yes, dear, said the young lady.

I should like to be taken to walk before dinner.

So Polly took her in her arms, noticing with shame the one-sleeved Turkish jacket embroidered half way round, and the stockings that were no relation to each other; the boot on one foot and the slipper on the other, and the petticoat and overskirt which did not belong together. She offered to stop and put on the dolls best dress, but Mrs. Elizabeth said she was in a hurry. They went down the avenue, and just before they reached the gate Miss Polly heard a noise by a tall larch-tree, and went to see what the matter was. Two robins were flying about in great distress, while three young ones lay upon the ground with their necks broken. She looked at the nest, or what was left of it. Why, what a silly house you had! I could build a better one myself; any one might know it would come to pieces. Its only half-built, you foolish birds.

You neednt say anything Miss! said the birds. You do everything so well yourself, you know. And the doll smiled, and Miss Polly walked in as dignified fashion as possible out of the gate and down the street. A little way ahead she saw some boys standing around a cart that was all broken up. They looked very odd; their faces were dirty, and their clothes half-buttoned, and some had no jackets and some had no shoes. They were usually very neat boys.

What is the matter? said one. The man only half-harnessed his horse and the cart ran against its heels and frightened it so it ran away. He is nearly killed they say.

Soon they came to a house where Miss Polly often went, and the best doll said she wished to go in to call, but they found everything in a sad condition. There was no one in the parlor, which some one had begun to sweep, and then had gone off and left it all dusty; and the vases and books and ornaments were all in confusion on the tables and chairs.

I heard last night that the Hallets were going to send away one of their servants. It must be the one who takes care of the parlors; she must be lazy, for it is nearly dinner-time.

When I went to bed last night, said the best doll, the furniture of my whole house was in a heap together, and the kitten slept upon my best dress.

Nobody spoke to you, said Miss Polly, and she hurried across the hall and found the family in the dining-room at breakfast. They were only half-awake, and did not seem so glad to see their guests as usual, but one of the older children pushed up a chair and she sat down. It is almost dinner-time. said she; didnt you know it?

Who cares! said Mrs. Hallet, who had always been so perfectly polite before, and Miss Polly did not answer, but tried to eat one thing after another from the plateful they gave her, and nothing was good. I believe that breakfast was only half-cooked, said she, as she ran out, feeling very hungry and miserable. She found a lonely cent in her pocket and went into a shop for a stick of candy, but the woman only gave her half a one.

It was a whole cent, said Polly to herself, sorrowfully, as she came away. You old doll, I am having a horrid walk with you, and I never shall go again. I am not going another step.

What is the use? asked Mrs. Elizabeth Adora, in the most provoking way. You know that you might as well go on as go back. You could only get half-way home.

I have a great mind to throw you into the river, said Miss Polly, much frightened and very angry.

But you know I should only half-drown, said the best doll. Miss Polly said to herself that even that would be better than nothing, and walked on.

Saddest of all, she now began to have the toothache, and her feelings were too much for her. Her feet went slower and slower, and at last she had to sit down beside the road and hold her face with both hands. She saw a man coming toward her who proved to be Dr. Smith, the dentist. He was a very pleasant man, and he asked what the matter was, and looked at the little tooth and said: Ho! that bit of a thing? I have some pincers in my pocket, and Ill take care of it in a minute. Poor Polly opened her mouth and the doctor began to pull slowly and very hard. There, dear, said he, dont scream any more; its all right; but Polly felt it with her tongue. Oh, dear! said she, it isnt out, and it aches worse. Do pull it all out. But the doctor answered, as he walked away, Thats the way we pull them now.

It was lucky that Miss Polly Oliver was only dreaming, for she forgot this trouble immediately. And next she looked in at the door of a school-house, and saw the boys go to the blackboard and do half their sums, and sit down again, and the little girls knew half their arithmetic tables and the first half of the long geography words. I dont think this is so bad, she thought, and then she wondered if by and by they wouldnt wish they knew the whole of those lessons.

Is the world always going to be like this, Mrs. Elizabeth? I wish you would tell me what is the matter with everybody to-day.

I should think it was very easy to see. If you do not like having halves of things for an hour, how do you suppose we dolls like it all the time?

Dear, said Miss Polly, I have a lovely piece of blue silk at home, and some yellow lace. I have been thinking for ever so long that I would ask Honora to make you such a pretty dress.

Oh yes, said the best doll, you are very kind, but I have no idea of going home yet. I know where some boys are going to half-drown a few very nice Maltese kittens this afternoon, and I should like to be there. It is such fun, you know, to see them thrown in, and swim back to land and splutter and then have to go in again.

Oh, dear me! cried Miss Polly, I should just die. Oh, please dont go to see that. I love kittens so dearly, and I will always do the whole of everything, if you will only let me go home.

Wake up, Miss Polly, its almost dinner-time, said somebody, and she felt as if it were the first kind voice she had heard for a year.

Oh, aunty! said she, Im not going to be Half-done Polly another day. Im going to have things all done. I have had the most dreadful time.

Tell me about it, said Aunt Kate with a smile, while Polly lingered for a minute at the dolls house to give Mrs. Elizabeth Adora a sound whipping, but she looked so good-natured and so pretty, and the Turkish jacket was so mortifying, that she changed her mind. The first thing she found to do was to eat her dinner, and every bit of that disappeared, but whether it was because she was hungry, or on account of her talk with her mother, and the dream, I do not attempt to say.

But a good many weeks have gone by and Miss Polly is growing to be a careful girl, and by the way she keeps on trying I think she means and is sure to be better still. We are none of us so good that it will harm us to be better, and so let us remember every day, as she does, the wicked little soldiers that come one by one, and that if we are learning as fast as we can to do everything right, by and by we cannot do our work any other way.


WOODCHUCKS.
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JOE AND NELLY Abbot were brother and sister, and they were very fond of each other. There was nobody else to be fond of except their father and mother, and Andrew, the man who helped to do the farm-work. There were no people living near them, and the farm was a long distance from the village, so the children hardly ever went there except on pleasant Sundays and once in a great while on week-days. But they were not lonely, for Nelly liked to do the same things that Joe did; and if their mother wanted some apples sliced for drying, or some rags sewed together for the carpet she was making, Joe could help Nelly as handily as she could help him drop potatoes in the spring or pick them up in the fall. By and by Nellys work will be nearly all in-doors and Joes nearly all out-of-doors, but now it is very pleasant for them to work and play together.

One day they were going through the big field, when their father shouted to them from the other side. It was nearly supper-time, and they were sorry to be stopped, for they were hurrying. But they turned and went across toward Mr. Abbot, Joe saying on the way, — 

Its no matter; we shouldnt have had time enough, any way. We can go after supper just as well.

Where are you going? asked their father.

We have finished our new squirrel-trap, and we were going over to set it in the oak-growth, said Joe.

Since youve another fever for trapping, Ill tell you what I wish you would do. Do you see this? and his father pointed with his foot to a place where some animal had been burrowing.

Woodchucks? asked the children.

Yes, said Mr Abbot. And if you will catch some of them it will be worth while. Theyre getting too thick, and they do a good deal of damage in the clover; and I saw they had been at work among the early peas, besides. There are three or four burrows on this slope. Ill pay you ten cents for every one you catch. You bring the dog and a spade and you can dig them out, if you have patience; or you can set a steel-trap. I should think you might be about tired of the squirrel business by this time.

Joe eagerly asked if there wouldnt be time that night. But his father said they had better wait until next day, as it looked like a thunder-shower. Then they went back to the house together. Andrew was splitting kindling-wood by the shed-door, and the children left their father and went to have a talk with him. They thought a great deal of Andrew. Joe climbed up to a beam on the inside of the shed, where there was a shelf, and took down a trap.

What are you after now? asked Andrew.

Woodchucks, said Joe, proudly. Father wants them attended to right off. Theyre doing lots of mischief down in the field, he says. We were going over to the oaks to set that new squirrel-trap, but father wanted to see us about this, and then he said there was going to be a shower, and so we arent going to bother about the squirrels to-night. The trap might get water-soaked, so it wouldnt go, and I dont want it spoiled. We are going to hunt up all the things we shall want in the morning. Wheres Tiger?

Out under the wagon, gnawing a bone, said Andrew. Are you sure you wont be afraid of the woodchucks? Theyre pretty cross and they bite dreadfully; so you had better be careful how you handle them, if you should happen to see one.

You neednt laugh at us, said Nelly. You thought that we should be afraid of that big turtle down in the brook; but we brought him home, didnt we? Do you think we had better set traps for the woodchucks or dig them out?

Digging is as good a way as any, said Andrew, chopping with all his might at a knotty pine stick. Theyre shy of traps, and you dont often meet one out walking. You have to go to their houses for them. Sometimes they dig ever so far into the ground. They most always choose the side of a hill, and you can see paths where they walk. Sometimes in the fall Ive seen their tracks in the field worn as smooth as the path out to the well there. You can try digging, anyway; though I shouldnt go further than a dozen feet into the side of the hill. Maybe you will find a nest with some young ones in it. You take Tiger and a couple of stout sticks, and hell pull them out, and you can knock them on the back of the head and kill them.

Oh, but we mean to tame them! said Nelly. We can, cant we?

Not much, said Andrew. You will get more bitten fingers than the woodchucks will get good manners.

Then they went in to supper, and the children had a great deal to say about their plans.

I remember when I was a little girl, said Mrs. Abbot, that I was down in the clearing with my grandfather, and we came to some places where the ground was burrowed up, and I asked him what did it. Woochicks, says he. He always spoke very quick and short, grandfather did, and I thought he said witches. So I told him: Why, there arent any. Mother said so. You see I had been reading some stories about the witches in Salem. I guess I know, says grandfather. No woochicks! Why, what made the burrows then? But they dont live in burrows, any way, said I. They lived in houses, like other folks, and they all died a good while ago. They hung em, you see. I thought grandfather was wandering in his mind. He used to be sometimes, he got to be so old. He turned round to me and said, as cross as could be, Now what are you a-talking about? Witches, said I. Well, I told you that was a woodchucks hole, said grandfather, speaking slow; and dont you try to be too knowing, mind ye!

I remember I did feel dreadfully ashamed, said Mrs. Abbot.

The farmer laughed heartily. I shouldnt wonder if Nelly here knows more about woodchucks than witches. I hope she does at any rate. I remember when I was a boy, he went on, that I had five woodchucks at one time — kept them in a box. It was when we lived at the Corners. One day a boy who lived out on a farm came to school telling great stories about his, and how tame they were, and nothing would do but I must have some too. I could hardly wait until Saturday afternoon to go up to his place and see them. I traded for two or three and I dug out two myself. I remember two or three of the boys and I went into what we used to call the river field, and we found some of their holes along on the side of a hill. We dug away at one for a few minutes, and then nothing would do but we must try another hole. Some of the boys said that sometimes they had two ways in. Ive thought of that woodchucks hole a good many times since, Andrew. People think they find a shorter way, and go and dig at the other end. Its a great sight better to start in the right place and keep at it; and, if theres anything to find, youre more likely to come to it. People like to try new ways.

The boy I was speaking of first let me have three woodchucks, and I picked up some things round the house to give him. There was an old English arithmetic, that had belonged to my grandmother, and a grammar, seems to me, and the stock of an old flint-lock pistol, — the barrel had burst, but you could snap it loud and sometimes it would strike fire. I know I felt bad about the pistol afterward and wanted to buy it back. I gave him some nails and considerable of a lump of loaf sugar besides. He bragged about that trade, and I heard of it. He thought it was smart to take me in, but I never forgot it. I was a good deal younger than he. I guess he didnt get much learning out of the books. The grammar I forget about, but the arithmetic was about as old as the Ten Commandments, and everything was reckoned for pounds, shillings, and pence.

Mrs. Abbot laughed.

I think it would be hard telling who did get the best of that bargain, said she.

Tell us about your woodchucks, father, said Nelly.

I brought them home snarling in a box, and then I had them in a big tin squirrel-cage, and kept them out in the garden. They used to eat bread, or most anything. They like insects, too. I know I used to give them those great June beetles that fly round the room summer evenings after the lamp is lighted. One night I made a little fire under some willow-trees, and I should think I picked up nearly a pint. They live about willows, those June bugs do. My woodchucks lived well, I can tell you. One of them was the largest I ever saw. The end of them was that one morning I went out to see them, and they were all gone. It most broke my heart. Father was walking round the yard, and he looked surprised, and asked a lot of questions, and said he guessed they gnawed out in the night. I knew better than that, and I said I knew the boy who let em out, and Id fix him. But Father said, laughing, Oh, I wouldnt bother. They gnawed out, most likely. Poor wild things! I hated to see them shut up. Heres a quarter for you. I felt some better then; but I dont know that anything ever made me feel worse than losing those woodchucks. I shouldnt wonder if father let em out himself. He never could bear to see anything in a cage. He was a sailor, your grandfather was, and used to be gone at sea months at a time; and when he came home he used to say there was nothing in all foreign parts looked so pleasant to him as when he saw the green grass growing in the fields at home; and if he happened to be at home in spring-time, when the leaves were coming out, he would be so pleased with them, and sit out-doors in the sun, looking round, most all day. He always said he worked hard enough aboard ship to make up for being lazy ashore.

Joe and Nelly could hardly wait to eat their breakfast and do their work next morning, and then they marched off down the field. It was very early and the dew was heavy on the clover-heads. Down on the low land, at the other side of the field, the clover and buttercups and white-weed were in full bloom, and some places were clear yellow or white or red, and in others the colors were mixed together. The bees were already busy, and there were dozens of birds in the air, and every now and then Joe and Nelly started a ground sparrow from its nest, or a bobolink fluttered up out of the grass as they went along, singing its best, for it was such a pleasant June morning. There were a great many yellow-birds out, too, and they flew along close to the ground, as fast as they could go, dipping sometimes so that it seemed as if they would catch their feet in the clover, and then going higher for a few minutes. They were in a great hurry, those yellow-birds.

The children had brought the steel-trap and a stake for it, a spade and hoe, and a hatchet to cut the turf with, for Joe was hardly tall enough to push the heavy spade through the thick net-work of grass-roots. They each had a stick to knock the woodchucks over with, and a big tin pail; for Andrew had told them that you could drown them out sometimes, like field-mice. Tiger trotted alongside, with an air of great responsibility. He was getting old and lazy; still, when anything happened which excited him, he forgot his age and his weight and was very efficient. Joe and Nelly went to the little knoll where they had seen the burrows the day before, and, laying down their weapons, looked for the most promising hole. Andrew says they are most always asleep, except when they come out to eat, said Nelly.

They chose a hole where there were fresh tracks pointing inward and began to dig. Nelly chopped the turf with her hatchet and Joe pulled away the loose dirt with the hoe, sometimes using the spade for a while. Soon Tiger came up and smelt the woodchuck, and began to bark and jump about, and that made the children hopeful; but after they had dug up five or six feet the burrow began to go deeper and they had harder work. They came to a place where they found some fresh clover-heads and one or two June bugs, and Nelly said, joyfully: Heres the old fellows pantry. Now it cant be much further. When suddenly Tiger made a plunge and poked his head into the hole, pulling the dirt out with his paws. All at once he yelped and backed, and the children saw that a creature about as large as a rabbit had its teeth in poor Tigers nose and was scratching him furiously.

Nelly and Joe both jumped and went off a little way, while Tiger howled and shook his head, and the woodchuck squealed and held on gallantly. Once they separated for a moment, but the woodchuck flew at Tiger again, and then Joe took the club he had brought and killed him with two good blows. Tiger ran away yelping, but soon came back; and when he found his enemy was dead he barked triumphantly, wagged his tail, and proceeded to shake the creature until nothing was left but a forlorn bunch of brown fur, torn and bloody and covered with dirt. He marched off with this down the field.

Youre brave enough, now the woodchuck is dead! said Nelly. You didnt feel so grand when he had hold of you by the nose!

Nelly proposed that they should dig down a little deeper and see what kind of a place the woodchuck had for its nest; and they were much surprised to hear a noise after they had cleared away the dirt a little, and soon found there was another occupant.

I wish we could get him alive, said Joe.

Nelly pushed the spade down at the mouth of the hole, and they had the prisoner safe. Tiger had disappeared and did not come back, though they called him loud and long.

If we could only get him into the pail, said Nelly, we could hold him down with the spade.

Of course, said Joe. How you do think of things! And they put the pail down and poked the hoe handle in at the burrow, and out jumped Mr. Woodchuck in great wrath. He must have been very stupid, or he might have pushed his way out through the soft earth at either side, but instead of this he went into the trap that was ready, and the children knew by the thud and the scratching that they had him safe, and turned the pail at once bottom upward. What a racket the creature made!

This wont do, said Joe. He can burrow right down into the loose dirt if he only thinks of it. So they slipped the spade under, and righted the pail carefully. Joe held the spade down while Nelly ran over to the other side of the field where there were some ends of boards lying on the ground. She remembered that her father had been mending the fence, and one of these pieces covered the pail and they tied it down with some strong twine which Joe had in his pocket, and started for home feeling grand enough. Mr. Abbot was surprised when they told him how successful they had been; and Joe overheard him tell Andrew that he had supposed they would be scared to death if they happened to see one, so he felt as if he had shown much courage, and he and Nelly pocketed their ten cents apiece with great pride. They put the woodchuck in an old squirrel-cage and left him under the hay-cart where Mr. Abbot went with them to see him. He sat up and chittered angrily and bit at the bars as if he didnt like them at all. Andrew came up just then and crouched down to take a look with the rest.

Theyre very strong for such little animals, said he. Their jaws are as strong as a turtles; I wouldnt like to have that fellow bite me. I used to see them down in Maryland when I was in winter-quarters there in war-time; they call them marmots, and they do a good deal of damage in summer, for they get into gardens and eat cabbages and lettuce and such things. A fellow in my company bought one of an old woman and kept it in his tent. It was as tame as a kitten at first, and she said she fed it on bread and milk, but we used to give it most anything. It was always clever with me, and I used to play with it, and push it round any way, but once it bit right through a fellows boot. It had a light chain, a couple o yards long, and used to sleep about all the time. They say that a woodchuck sleeps right through the winter like a bear, but this one was caught when he was very young, the woman said.

The children tried to dig out more but were unsuccessful, though they caught one in the steel-trap. Andrew skinned it for them, and nailed the skin on the side of the barn to dry. They meant to tan it with alum and borax, but nobody thought to buy any at the Corners until it was too late. So the skin is there yet, very much dried up. As for the live one in the squirrel-cage, he grew crosser and crosser, and when one day a big dog got him out of the cage somehow and shook him to death in half a minute, nobody was sorry, although the children talked a good deal about it, and always hated the butchers dog afterward. Mr. Abbot had made a good bargain for his calf, and he only laughed when he heard of the woodchucks death, and would not scold the butcher or his dog at all.

Nelly said, mournfully: Poor thing, we hated him because he was a woodchuck and he couldnt help that; he was made so. Im glad Im a girl, arent you, Joe?

Im glad Im a boy, said Joe, proudly.


THE KITTENS GHOST.
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THE KITTEN HERSELF came to us in a strange way one night when it was raining furiously.

What a noise the rose-bushes are making against the window, said grandmamma, who was with us; and we all stopped to listen to the scratches and soft little knocks, the only noise except the rain, and the wind howling in the great elms around the house.

Hi! yi! said my little brother, jumping up from the rug before the fire, I hear your rose-bush mewing.

So he opened the window, and, with a gust of wind and rain that made us shiver, there came in a very thin wet kitten. How could we think of anything but giving her all the supper she could eat, and making a warm bed for her in the kitchen? It must be a small house and a selfish heart that will not take in such lodgers on a stormy night.

But this kitten proved to be a naughty kitten, and such a thief and prowler! The cook could not leave anything on the table and turn away for a minute but this wicked little cat would come forth from some hiding-place, and be caught with her head in the dish. She always seemed to be lying in wait for a chance to steal. Strange to say, in spite of these tricks of hers, it was very hard to be cross to her. She was either so subdued and sleepy, trying to hide away from her pursuers, after having done something abominable; or, when she was visible, she sat by the fire looking so forlorn and pitiful and homely, that, when you were in a suitable frame of mind to kill any other cat, you could not, for the life of you, lift a finger to do anything but pat her. Then she would be so grateful, look so penitent and miserable, and purr a little with a voice so unused and rusty, that you were again her sworn friend and defender. That afternoon you would find her sleeping in your upper bureau drawer, which you had carelessly left open, snarled up in your ruffles and ribbons. Very likely she had been walking in muddy places, and your newest cravat was ruined forever by the print of a cats wet paw. Even in this grievance there was something which made you tender-hearted. She had been hooted from the kitchen; she remembered your kindness in the morning and had fled to your room for protection. Sometimes she found her way into your room in the middle of the night, and waked you from a delightful dream with her cold nose against your cheek and that doleful purr sounding loud in your ears.

After a time even I deserted her, after having been her preserver in many conspiracies against her life. There was scarcely a day when she did not break or steal something and after all high treasons she used to come to me in the parlor, darting from under one piece of furniture to another and finally getting near enough to spring into my lap and lie there trembling, with her naughty little heart beating hard, as if she had been chased by wild dogs, which she certainly deserved to be. I used to feed her myself until she could hardly walk away from her saucer and fell asleep immediately; but it was no use, for she would be thrown indignantly out of the window half an hour afterward for stealing.

She was the oddest looking creature. There was just enough yellow mixed with her dark gray fur to make it look rusty, and as if it had been through the storms of years and was an old cats coat instead of a spring kittens. There were one or two spots of dingy white on her back, and a spot of yellow surrounding her left eye made it look very much larger than the other, and gave her the queerest expression you can imagine.

So, as the summer went on, my patience and pity became exhausted; for, in addition to her other failings, she became afflicted with fits, which make the best of kittens undesirable. At last she made friends with the great watch-dog, and used to live in the kennel and share his dinner. He seemed to pity her and befriend her as his mistress had. There was some goodness and gratitude in the forlorn little creature, for one day the children saw her carry a half-fledged robin which she had caught, and lay it down before Dash, rubbing herself against his great paws most affectionately, while he looked much perplexed. Our other cats were both most respectable pussies and treated her with great disdain; and the shabby little pussy came into the house less and less, and finally grew a little afraid of us, scurrying away if we met her in the garden. She did not seem to grow a bit and I pitied her very much.

Just at this time we had a new maid in the kitchen, a young Swedish girl, one of the kindest and most child-like persons I ever saw. She had come over with part of the Maine colony and had drifted away from them.

I say I not like that new place, she told me. I like to live in a house that are not builded yesterday. I see the house and the field are builded new and nobody know them. I shall be homesick there for my old Sweden.

One day I was coming in from the garden and saw Elsie sitting in the grass with the kitten cuddled in her arms in a most affectionate way.

Take care, Elsie! said I. That is a wild kitten. She will scratch you.

Oh no, Miss, she not scratch her Elsie. She love me. And after this you might see the two together very often. Mamma asked Elsie one day why she liked the kitten so much, and she said: — 

Oh, I think she are zhust like a kitty I have in old Sweden long ago. I think she know what I say in Swede talk.

For two or three weeks Kiesie, as Elsie called her, behaved with great propriety. It was really touching to see the pleasure they were to each other, and we all smiled to see how round and comfortable the little cat was growing to be. One of the servants who used to hate her more than any one else said to me that she wasnt half so stupid as she used to be, and never lifted her paw to steal a thing.

Indeed, Miss, she may turn out to be our best mouser, after all, for I never saw a quicker kitten, though her nose isnt sharp.

But after a while too much prosperity brought back her old spirit of daring and mischief, and she ventured into the dining-room, and, once in a while, into the parlor. At first, she had never left her protector, but crept warily about, never venturing far from the hem of Elsies garments. Elsie would hold her in her lap of an afternoon, while she sat sewing and singing, and Kiesie was of a moral turn of mind in those days, and apparently enjoyed the psalms and hymns. As you walked by she would lazily open her eyes, and twitch the end of her tail a little faster, while her new mistress cheerfully droned out the tunes she had learned far away over the sea, sitting among her blue-eyed, yellow-haired cronies in the Swedish parish school.

But this was all too good to last. One day Elsie came to mamma with much confusion of face and speech, to tell her that the beloved Kiesie had been stealing from a shelf, and had knocked down part of the best dinner-set. She are all in such little pieces she cannot never be mended. I scold my Kiesie; I talk so loud that she very fraid and have walk out far in the gardens. There was no excuse; she had had a good dinner, and this was the beginning of many troubles. Soon Elsie no longer came with her grieved, blushing face to confess the kittens last sin. For her sake, we endured a great deal of stealing and china-breaking; but at last mamma said it must stop, and she gave the gardeners little boy twenty-five cents, and a bag of proper size, and told him to catch Kiesie and drown her. I was looking out of my window a little later in the afternoon and saw him go down through the meadow, and the children whispered to me at tea-time that Tom had been met coming from the river, and did he not go to drown the kitten? They had asked him, but he would not tell.

To our great relief, Elsie did not seem to mourn at all, and even laughed one day, and said to the cook that the old cats had fine dinners now Kiesie was put away. This was the end of her for a week or two, and then one night nothing could persuade my brother and sister to go to bed. I had noticed that they seemed very solemn and had great whispering all day, while just as soon as it was dark they kept close to me, begging me to sit with them, for it was so lonely now that mamma was away. One of my friends was staying with me, and while we were all sitting in the library, Ann came to say that it was time for the children to go to bed, and they refused to go. I asked them if they meant to sit up all night, but I soon stopped joking, for I saw by their faces that they were really afraid, and after some persuasion they told me what the matter was.

We are afraid you will make fun of us, said Jack, but its true. Its her ghost, and it walked right over my bed last night, and sat down where the moon shone on the quilt, and stared at me with its horrid shiny eyes. Kitty saw it run along the hall, and oh! mamma wouldnt make us stay alone all night, or go to bed early and lie awake thinking every minute it will come.

But what ghost is it? said I. I could not imagine what had frightened them so, and the two scared little faces looked at me imploringly.

That awful little Kiesie, said Jack. Elsies kitten, you know. She never was like any other cat. I know she was drowned, for Tom said to-day that he threw her right off the bridge, where the water is so deep.

But you must have dreamed you saw her. Or wasnt it one of the other cats?

Do you suppose we dont know Kiesie? asked Jack, indignantly; and finding them so sure about it, I said that Jack should sleep in my room, if he liked, and shut both doors tight, and I would sleep in his room with the door open between that and Kittys. They were quite willing to do this, and soon said good-night, after making me promise that I would come to bed early, and that Ann should stay with them until they went to sleep.

What do you suppose put such an idea into their heads? asked my friend, laughing, as they disappeared. Who ever heard of a kittens ghost?

Oh, said I, they often tell each other frightful stories, and Jack is actually afraid of his shadow at night. He is as brave a boy as one would wish to see in the day-time. And then we talked of other things, and I read aloud for a while, and to our surprise, it was nearly midnight when we were ready at last to go upstairs. I looked in at the children to see if they were all right, and of course found them sleeping soundly, and looking as if their dreams were not of ghosts, but of something very pleasant.

I went into Jacks room next, the haunted chamber where I was to sleep, and I went to the east window to shut the blinds so that the sun could not shine in in the morning. When I turned round I saw with my own eyes, on the floor, in the square of moonlight that came through the other window, — the kittens ghost!

Jack had told the truth; its eyes were shiny and they stared at me. I was just a little frightened, for a cat I knew to be alive would have startled me then. But the next minute I heard a croaking little mew that sounded very familiar, and the ghost came and rubbed itself affectionately against my foot. Kiesie! said I, and I gave her a little push. But she did not vanish into thin air.

So then I took her in my arms and marched bravely out through the house to Elsies room. Do you know where this kitten came from? said I. I thought she was at the bottom of the river.

Elsie rubbed her sleepy eyes. Oh, I know she are not drowned. I so sorry. I should tell long ago she come home to me, but I think I keep her hiding in my closet till some Swede folks come I know, and I give her to them. I was scared when I see she. I think she eat herself a door in the bag, and yoomp out to the land. I feel her so wet on my bed that same night, and I call out, I hope you was dead. I think she are a spoorgie at first, and then she dry herself all warm, and come and love me like she used. So I say, You shall not be sent to be dead again in that cold water, my Kiesie. I keep my door lock and I think no one know she are here, and sometimes I put her all day in a box I know in the stable-loft. She are bad cat. I shall say she is spoorgie; she know too much. I think she eated a door for herself out of my room like she come out of the bag in the river. She come right to me out of that cold water.

I laughed, and tossed Kiesie over on the bed, and said good-night to Elsie, and went back to Jacks room, where I slept in peace. Jack came in early in the morning, and we had a grand laugh over the phantom, but his triumph was great, because I frankly owned that I was frightened.

I went away for a visit soon after this, and when I came back one of the first pieces of news the children told me was that Kiesie had stolen so much meat from the store-room one morning that she had died in a fit the same afternoon. It happened very well, said Jack. We had nothing to do that day, and it was while the Ashtons were here, so we had a big funeral. We made Elsie walk in the procession, and she made six, with the three boys and Kitty and me. Elsie didnt care much; she said, I think it are time she die. But we all made believe cry, and one of my old slates is put up for a head-stone. We have been waiting for you to come, to write the epitaph.

It wouldnt have made a bit of difference about her being so homely, said Kitty, but you know she never was going to be good for anything. Bridget says that kittens with noses like Kiesies never make good mousers.

I am so glad we are not like kittens, said I, moralizing a little. It is no use to tell them to try to grow up to be good mousers and valuable cats, but we can learn every day how to be better the next, and we can be useful and busy and have as many friends as we please.

Yes, indeed, said Jack. Did you say you brought us some candy? 


THE PEPPER-OWL.
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THE PEPPER-OWL AND the Fluffy-owl and little Patty - that is the whole name of the story. And first, you must hear about the Pepper-owl. He was made of silver, and thought a great deal of himself on that account. Pattys father brought him home one afternoon, and stood him on the dinner-table beside his plate, and waited to see if the children would notice him. The Pepper-owl expected attention, and began to feel cross because the children were hungry, and were so busy with their soup that they did not look beyond their own plates until they were empty, and did not stop eating for even one glance at him. They are so impolite to strangers, these people! said he to himself; but for all that, he kept his yellow eyes wide open, and his silver feathers glistened bravely. There was a tumbler near him, in which he could see himself, and that was a great pleasure.

In a few minutes one of the children saw him and shouted, for she thought he was a new plaything. Oh, please let me take that dear little fat silver bird! said she, and all the children looked around until they saw him too. Now, our friend the Pepper-owl was proud of his figure, and he did not like to be called a little fat silver bird; but being polite as well as proud, he said nothing. Each of the children begged that he might be her own; but their father said he was not to be given away - he meant to keep him for himself. Then he showed them that the owl was not a plaything at all; for he unscrewed his head, and holding it against the light, they saw that the top was full of little holes, and the rest of the owl was hollow.

He is meant to hold pepper, said papa.

Can we take turns in having him stand beside our plates? asked Nelly.

I think he is too pretty for pepper, said little Patty; and Kate asked if Bridget could not fill him with pepper at once, so that they might begin to use him that very day. He will look so fine on the table! said she; but Patty thought it would have been great fun to have kept him a day or two for a plaything.

It was some time before he was brought back to the table, for Bridget and Nora looked at him in the kitchen, and by this time the Pepper-owl felt quite contented, and was sure he should like the family, they all thought he was so handsome. When he was brought back at last, Nelly had the first shake, because she was the oldest, and he sent a generous shower into her plate. Papa said, Dont shake him so hard, my dear; you know I dont like your eating too much pepper; but it was not Nellys fault, it was the owls. I might have known better, said he to himself; and when Kate had shaken him, and it came Pattys turn, she could hardly see a grain of pepper fall on her potato; but she was glad, for she did not like anything that bit her tongue, and only wished to shake the owl because her sisters had done so, and she liked to do as they did. One does not like to be left out of any pleasure.

After this, Nelly stood him just in front of her plate, and could hardly eat her dinner, he was so beautiful.

Now I will tell you about the Fluffy-owl.

Only the week before this, all three of the children had spent an afternoon at the natural history rooms, and while the other girls had walked about with their father, little Patty had lingered a long time before a case of stuffed owls. She had never seen but one before, and that was in a shop-window when she was walking out one day with Nancy. Here there were brown owls with feather horns and brown owls without, and gray owls and white owls, large and small, from the great Arctic owl down to one little fellow hardly larger than the Pepper-owl himself. He sat all by himself in the lower left-hand corner of the case, looking very lonely and dismal, and his soft little gray feathers were almost like fur. Patty looked at him a long time by herself, and then she brought her father there to see the owl, and asked him to buy it; but papa said he could not buy any of the things in the cases, though perhaps he could find her just such a Fluffy-owl in a shop some day. Patty went back four or five times to look at the little bird once more, and wished for him with all her heart; and, to tell you the truth, the Fluffy-owl knew it, and promised to make her a visit some time; but she did not hear him. And the Pepper-owl also knew when he came that Patty liked him, and said that he would call upon her that very night; but Patty did not hear that either.

Now I will tell you a little more about Patty.

Her two elder sisters, Nelly and Kate, were very apt to think that little Patty was too young to know a great deal; but, in fact, she knew much more about some things than they did, just because she was young.

That day when they were to go to the natural history rooms, they both thought she would be tired, and would not understand, and that it would be best to leave her at home with Nancy, who was taking all the care of them while their mamma was away. Kate said that Patty did not know anything about animals; but, though Patty could only read the very least little bit, she had used her ears in hearing Nancy read, and had used her eyes in seeing the pictures in books; so she had grown wiser than anybody suspected, and insisted upon going with them. Papa did not mind taking her, for she was a good little girl, and did not give him trouble; so she went, and enjoyed herself very much. She had been there some time before she saw the Fluffy-owl on his perch, and as I have told you she liked him, and pitied him so much that she could not help going back four or five times to look at him. She felt that he liked to have her come back, and he did not look cross like the great owls in the case. She was almost sure he was alive, though papa had told her all the birds were dead. But the Fluffy-owls eyes were bright, and he seemed to look after her.

Now the story begins to be about the Pepper-owl, the Fluffy-owl, and little Patty - all together.

It was that very night after Pepper-owl had come. Patty had gone to bed, and Nancy had gone down-stairs. Soon after this, the little girl heard something scratching at the window; so she sat up in bed, and looked that way. There was certainly something trying to get through the mosquito-bar, and in another minute it had torn a little hole, and was poking its head through the netting. At last it came flying across the room, and lit on the footboard of the bed. It sat there, round and trig, and little Patty knew at once that it was the Fluffy-owl from the natural history rooms.

You are very kind to come so far to see me, you dear owl! said Patty.

I have not been out before for several weeks, said the Fluffy-owl; and I assure you this is a great pleasure, only my wings are stiff. The people who dust left the case open when they went away to-night, so I have escaped for a time; but I must be back before morning. It is a very stupid place sometimes though to be sure, one may learn a great deal in such fine society from all parts of the world.

You poor thing, said little Patty, I have a great mind to keep you; I can shut you up in the garret of the baby-house in the day-time, and you can go where you please at night. I truly will not forget to feed you.

But that would be stealing me, you know, said the Fluffy-owl.

I didnt think of that, said little Patty, who felt much ashamed.

Now there was another scratching, and this time it was at the door which led from the hall into Pattys room. It was not a minute before the door swung open a little way, and in marched the kitten, and after her something that glistened. It was the Pepper-owl. The kitten hurried across to the big chair where Nancy sat and sewed in the day-time, and after turning round and round on the cushion, she settled down and went to sleep. Patty laughed aloud, — it was such fun to see the silver-owl walk along the floor. His legs were too short altogether, and so he moved slowly, and then he had to make three attempts to fly as high as the foot-board, where the other owl sat. Finally he succeeded, and perched himself beside the Fluffy-owl, who turned and shook claws with him, and then they kissed each other with affection.

How nice that you know each other! said Patty. I am so glad to see you both! And here both her guests made an elegant bow, though the Pepper-owls claws slipped on the smooth, hard wood and he nearly fell head-foremost. Some pepper shook down on the bed, and Patty and the other owl both sneezed twice; and after this the Fluffy-owl held up first one foot and then the other, and winked his eyes and ruffled up his feathers, until he was more like a ball than a bird. He looked softer and fluffier than ever, and Patty asked him to fly down and let her smooth him with her hand, which he kindly did. The Pepper-owl came down with a bounce, and told Patty she might smooth him too; but he could not fluff up his feathers at all, and he was sprinkled with grains of pepper, so she didnt care to have him too near.

Dear Patty, said the Fluffy-owl, we both like you dearly, and we have come to play with you. Dont you think it would be nicer if you were about as tall as we are?

If you will make me grow tall again when you go away, said Patty; for you know none of my clothes would fit me, though I could borrow from the dolls.

That will be all right, said the owls; and each took hold of one of her hands and pulled, and in a few minutes Patty was only three or four inches tall. And she saw some of the dolls clothes near by; so she dressed herself in them, and then she and the Pepper-owl and the Fluffy-owl danced around the room together. The Pepper-owl was a clumsy creature, and the others laughed until they could laugh no longer at his capers, though they were much troubled because he would persist in carelessly spilling his pepper, and they sneezed and sneezed until Patty had to hunt up one of the dolls pocket-handkerchiefs for herself, and one for the Fluffy-owl.

Now what shall we do? asked the Pepper-owl. It shall be anything Patty chooses.

I always thought I should like to go to the place where the white clouds live, said Patty; and if one were just starting we could have a ride, you know.

That is too far, said the Pepper-owl. I couldnt fly there in a year.

And are the stars too far? asked Patty.

The stars are beyond the clouds, said the Fluffy-owl; only the great owls can fly so far as that. You must choose some nearer place.

Suppose we go to see the dolls in the baby-house, said Patty; you know I am just the right size, and it will be such fun! So they all went to the baby-house door and knocked. Black Dinah, the kitchen doll, came at once, and was very glad to see them. She had on her new bright turban, which Patty had given her the day before. She said the ladies were at home, and had been wishing somebody would come in. Before they went upstairs to the parlor, Patty showed the owls her baby-house kitchen and the cellar where the provisions were kept. It seemed funny to Patty to be going up the baby-house staircase herself, and to be just the right height to take hold of the railing; and the steps were just high enough, too. The owls hopped up after her with both feet at once, and followed her into the parlor, where all the dolls sat with their very best dresses on. That is the reason their best clothes wear out so soon, thought Patty; they wear them at night. But she didnt say anything, for they looked so pretty; and it would not have been polite to have scolded them before the owls.

The owls perched themselves on two little ottomans which Patty had made out of small blocks of wood, with blue paper pasted on; they said they preferred them to chairs. The dolls evidently thought the Pepper-owl very handsome; and, indeed, he did shine gallantly, and his eyes seemed to grow larger and larger. The Fluffy-owl puffed up his feathers several times and settled them again, and the dolls thought it was very funny, and did not hesitate to say that they were the most interesting visitors who had ever been in the baby-house.

Patty now thought that it would be best for her to go upstairs to see two of the dolls who had been taken very ill with scarlet fever the day before, and asked her favorite doll Bessie to go with her. It was so nice to walk upstairs arm-in-arm with Bessie, and they stopped and kissed each other half-way, and gave each other such a hug! Bessie said she wished Patty might never grow large again, and that they could always live together; and our friend herself thought it would be pleasant. She had never known what a nice place the baby-house was. The sick dollies seemed to be much better; in fact, when Patty pulled off the bits of red silk she had tied over their faces to show what the matter was, they looked as well as ever. She had been kept in the bed a long time when she had the scarlet fever, so she had to say no to the dolls when they wished to be dressed and to go down to see the owls. Bessie and Patty had a long talk before they went back to the parlor, sitting by themselves on the stairs; and when they went in, the other dolls had pulled a table to the middle of the floor, and all sat round; the owls, however, being still perched on the ottomans, which they thought very comfortable. The dolls had been trying to teach them to play dominoes, as they had had a present of a new box just the right size, and hardly larger than Pattys thumb before she had grown small. But the owls were dreadfully stupid, and could not be made to learn; so one of the dolls proposed that they should all sit round the fire and tell stories. There was a beautiful fire in the little grate, made of bits of real coal, and a great deal of red tinsel which had come off a card of pearl buttons; and though this was in summer, the dolls always kept the fire burning, and did not feel too warm.

The dolls passed round some candy which Patty had left in the baby-house closet the day before; but the pieces were hard, and altogether too large. Patty said to herself that she must always have something for the dolls to give their friends who came to see them at night; they must have felt badly to have nothing to offer their guests. But Patty never had known before that they were not sound asleep all night like herself.

The Pepper-owl was now requested to tell a story. So he said he only knew one, and he should like to tell it very much. It was about seven kittens; and, first, they should hear an interesting story about each little kitten separately and then there was a nice long story about all the family together.

Dont you know a shorter story? asked the other owl, as we cannot stay much longer - at least I cannot.

Strange to say, the Pepper-owl was very angry, and would not tell any story at all; and all the dolls tried to persuade him to change his mind, and even asked him to tell about the seven kittens; but he looked cross, and was certainly disobliging, though one of the dolls, whose name was Adeline, made up this little poem, hoping it would please him, which it luckily did: 

Tell me about the kittens, love! 
I long to hear you speak. 
Oh, tell me everything you know! 
Unclose that silver beak.

Oh, do not look so sad, my dear! 
And cease that dismal scowl: 
Smile gently with your yellow eyes, 
My useful Pepper-owl! 

After this, I have no doubt that he would have told the story; but the Fluffy-owl said it was time for him to go home. Patty and her doll Bessie were very sorry to say good-by, though they could see each other in the morning. They had been sitting on the baby-house sofa, holding each others hand, and had grown much fonder of each other than ever they had been before.

All the dolls urged their visitors to stay longer; but as they could not do that, they promised to come again very soon.

Before the owls could go away, they had to pull Patty up again, and make her tall; but this was not much trouble. First, they stood on a book which had fallen on the floor, and pulled from that; next, they mounted a cricket, and next a chair, and afterward the bed. They made her a little taller than she had been in the first place, and several people said, during the next week, How fast Patty grows!

The Fluffy-owl went out through the hole in the mosquito-bar, and pulled it together afterward so that nobody would know there had been a hole. The Pepper-owl stood on the window-sill, and said, Good-night - come again! in the most good-natured way. That was one good thing about the Pepper-owl - his fits of anger were very short, and he was always sorry afterward. Perhaps it was the pepper which made him lose his temper, poor thing! He waked the kitten, for she had to show him the way to and from the dining-room. You know he had only to come to Pattys house that day.

In the morning it was Pattys turn to have the Pepper-owl stand beside her plate, and she told him softly that she wished he would come upstairs again and tell her that story about the seven kittens. He looked very stupid, and said nothing; but the light was shining in his eyes, and owls do not like that. Patty thought it would be nicer to have Fluffy-owl, and was just going to tell her father so; but she remembered it would be likely to hurt Pepper-owls feelings. I dare say our friends will go calling again some night, and if they do, of course I shall tell you about it.


THE SHIPWRECKED BUTTONS.
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WHAT A DELIGHTFUL place the beach is! Theres always something for one to do. It is as pleasant in fine weather as any place can be, and when it rains, there are all ones shells and stones to look over and get ready for packing. I always thought it so strange, and I dare say you do, that the fishermens children never seemed any happier than the small persons like myself who were doomed to live inland.

This day was very bright and sunny, and the time was just after breakfast. The people from the hotel were walking on the sands, for it was dead low water. The ladies walked slowly back and forth talking to each other, or some of their gentlemen friends, and Jacks father and mother and Kittys father and mother had gone out in a sail boat.

Jack and Kitty were the only children at the hotel just then, except three or four small babies, whom they looked back upon, from the advanced ages of eight and seven years, with great contempt. To be sure, Jack would have preferred a boy to play with, and Kitty a girl, but they only had each other; and though on some points they didnt sympathize, especially on the doll question, they made the best of each other, and got along very well. This morning they were not particularly happy, for they had hoped to go out sailing; but the first thing they knew, there was the boat full of people quite far out from the land, and they were away down the beach, so shouting would do no good.

Dear me, said Jack; now, if wed only been going the other way we should have seen them. Kitty gave a great sigh.

What shall we do while theyre gone? said she; lets go in wading in the little ponds, and see who will dare to go in deepest.

Jack said that wouldnt do, for he had on his very best trousers, the last of his play-clothes having been wofully soaked and torn the day before. You see, said he, all my other clothes are spoilt and being washed, and if I get these wet, Bridget will put me to bed, and its so pleasant to-day: but, I say! well go to the biggest pond and sit on the rocks, and sail boats.

Kitty said Yes, and they started off in different directions for chips. But they had all gone sailing by themselves, I think, for all that could be found was one old shingle. That was just the thing; and the next part of the business was to make a sail, and to load the vessel.

Nothing could be thought of for the sailcloth but Jacks handkerchief, and that was fastened to the masts, which were two dead sticks of some plant which Kitty brought from the edge of the marshes. I am sorry to say that the way they were fastened in was by being stuck through the corners.

Its astonishing how children will abuse their handkerchiefs, but what could they do without them? Think of a small girl at housekeeping under the lilac-bushes, with a large and troublesome family of dolls, and think of the assistance that little square of linen can be to her. It cleans the bits of crockery, and is the table-cloth, and wipes the dishes after the mud dinner is disposed of. It covers as much as it can of the children, while they take their afternoon nap on the cunning grass bed with the lilac-leaf pillow. It makes a carpet whereon Miss Susan Anna Mary, the best doll, sits in state, to receive calls in her burdock-burr chair. If the little mistress falls down and hurts herself, the handkerchief wipes her eyes; if you call her to the window to give her candy or gingerbread for her part of the dinner-party she is giving, it is the little handkerchief that she holds up by the corners.

Well, the ship was ready and the wind was fair, and then the question was, what the freight should be to the foreign country, where Kitty would soon run to wait for it.

Kitty, said Jack, got anything in your pocket? This is such a good boat, and its no fun to send stones; theyre so heavy too. Theres nothing in my pockets, or Id put a cargo on; you see, this is wide, and things cant lose off.

Do you wish me to tell you why Jack had nothing in his pockets? They were all sewed up except one for his handkerchief, because Bridget had found his trousers pockets full of crabs one day not long before. These crabs were broken to pieces and the trousers were ruined; it was a most unpleasant handful that she took out when she was getting his clothes ready to be washed.

Kitty, always obliging, sat down on the rock by him, and began investigations. One shiny mussel shell; a piece of a biscuit that she had saved from lunch the day before; a smooth bit of bone she had picked up that morning; and last of all some buttons.

Oh, said Jack, what a nice girl you are, Kitty! Lets take the buttons, and well say which will be sailors and which be captain. There! this button may be captain of the ship; isnt he a beauty?

Oh, said Kitty, but I dont like to put that one on. I know you make splendid boats, Jacky, and they hardly ever tip over; but that belonged to my best white suit, and if I should lose it, I know mamma would be angry. I took it out of Anns basket this morning. The others Ann gave me herself for dolls dresses, and theyre all homely except the blue one, and I wouldnt mind if they were lost.

Oh my! said Jack; if you arent just like all the girls: theyre so afraid of everything.

Kitty didnt say a word, but laid the buttons down on the rock. And a little pearl one rolled into the water directly, as if it thought that it would get there sooner or later, and it felt it might as well have it over with. There were eight when that had gone, and four of these Kitty put carefully back in her pocket, having suddenly recollected (to Jacks great displeasure) that they were Anns own, and she had only borrowed them to play jackstones with. So there were only four left, the great shiny pearl one, and a pretty blue one with little gilt flowers painted on it and a gilt rim, a common, old-fashioned bone button, and a white porcelain one. Of course the last two were common sailors, and the pearl button was captain. The blue one was his wife, and they were going for pleasure to a delightful country where oranges grow. Kitty thought it was a great pity the little one had rolled into the water, for it would have made such a nice son for the captain. But Jack said no; he should have been cabin boy, for one must have more sailors than passengers. But, said he, we can play that all the rest are down in the cabin.

Then the ship was carefully launched, and the crew and the captains wife went on board, and Kitty ran to the great warm dry rock on the other side. The handkerchief made a very good sail; the wind was right, and the ship very steady, so away it went, rather slowly to be sure, across the water.

But the pond was quite wide, and waiting was hard work. Kitty had just proposed that when it got into port they should go down to the fish-houses, when Jack exclaimed, Oh see, Kitty! theres the boat coming back for something. Now lets hurry and see what it is; and maybe, if we get it, they will take us in after all.

No, said Kitty; for dont you see how full the boat is?

Jacks face lengthened a bit, but he answered, Never mind; lets go and see them; and this boat wont more than have gone across by the time we come back.

So off they ran, and when they got down to the landing place they found that a young lady had been dizzy, and they had brought her in. Jack and Kitty said nothing, but their wistful faces showed very plainly what they wished to say; and when one of the fishermen, with whom they were very intimate, suggested that the children wouldnt take more room than she, Jacks father smiled, and Kittys nodded, and the fisherman took them in his arms, waded back again, and put them down on the seat. The two little things looked very happy, and the boat went dancing up and down, up and down, over the green waves. Soon they were far out, and the boat had stopped, and Jack actually held the end of a very long fishing-line, and very soon a fat little fish was so kind as to take hold of the other end and be drawn up into the boat. How Jacks eyes danced! and if he had stood up he would have looked an inch taller, I know. Kitty paddled in the water, and snatched at some bits of weed that went floating by, and sang a little. After a while she went to sleep, and flocks of birds went over them, and shoals of fishes under them, and the sail was hoisted again to carry them out among the islands; the morning went very fast, and the sun went far up in the sky.

And what had become of the other boat with the handkerchief sail and the button crew, which was going so slowly across the tide pool all by itself? Ill tell you.

The children had gone away down the sands, so the captain said to his wife and the sailors: Now they shall see! Here comes a wind, and we will be in port before they have turned to come back. The breeze did come, and the ship was almost lost. It nearly turned over; and the captains wife, who was the roundest, rolled to the very edge. When the gale had passed, the ship was going sideways, rather faster than before. Its a very good ship that will do that!

They went floating on and on, but the children didnt come, and the voyage grew tedious; but at last came a horrible gale, and they struck the shore, and the wave went back, and the ship with it; but the buttons were all left on the sand. Now, said the captain to his wife, who was very wet and very frightened, just as you would have been, we are shipwrecked, my dear. And they all felt very melancholy, and the salt tears in their eyes glistened, but soon dried up.

Oh, said the Pearl Captain, I wish I were back on Kittys dress, sewed on very tight, and the button-hole round me! One feels very safe, and I have seen a great deal of the world so. Why, Ive been to two dancing-schools and a party, and I once spent a week in the country. Thats how I happened to be taken off and put here; now they will forget us, and I shall never have a house any more, and never go anywhere again.

My dear, said his wife, who, in spite of their short acquaintance, had become very fond of him, though no one knows how tender they might have been all the night before in Kittys pocket, my dear, how could any one forget such a handsome button as you; they will soon be back, and, to make the time shorter, tell me more of your life, and particularly what happened to you that day in the country, after which you had to be taken off; and what became of your house afterwards, - she meant the button-hole, you know. I have a story about myself to tell.

Certainly, said the Pearl Button. Ill be most happy to tell my story, but it shall be short; so you can tell us all that has ever happened to you, which must be a great deal; you are very beautiful. I came from over seas, from England; and a dozen like me cost a great deal. I was bought for a piqué suit of Kittys, and it was one of her best dresses, and very nicely trimmed. It used to go around the city more than any other dress she had, for a time; but dirt sticks to everything, and we had to be washed, and then were only second best. One day, the first of this summer, Kittys mamma was invited to spend a week in the country; Kitty was taken and so was I, and the morning after we got there I was put on; and Kitty found another horrid little child, and what should they do but go out in the fields and tumble into some soft, black mud. So the beautiful white piqué was ruined, and I and the rest of the buttons, and the trimming and hooks and eyes, were cut off. Since then I have been doing nothing in Anns work-basket, waiting for the new dress to be finished, until yesterday. Now I wont tell any more, though some very interesting things have happened to me, until I have heard the story you have to tell.

And the Blue and Gold Captains Wife said:

I am a French button of very distinguished family. I know I was made for the best ball dress of some grand lady - blue button, theres a fib to start on! you know youre only thirty cents a dozen! - but how different a life I have had. I never was even put on a card; I fell into a box of very common buttons through the carelessness of a boy; and when I got to America a clerk saw me, and had no more sense than to suppose I was an odd one in the cheap box, and not a bit better than they; so he threw me on the floor. How little he knew whom he was treating so! Nobody saw me until the next morning, when the shop was swept, and then a woman picked me up from the dirt thrown out on the sidewalk, and all that day I stayed in her horrid dark pocket, and it was worse than the common buttons. There was an old purse there, so flat I know there was nothing in it, and a handkerchief with a great darn in the side next me. All day the woman was doing some kind of work at a table, only at noon she stopped and ate some dinner; but there must have been very little, for she was only a minute or two. At night, she went a long way through the streets home; and when she got there, first I heard her kiss some one, and then she took me out of her pocket. It was so dark at first I couldnt see, and when I got used to it, my dear captain, I was so miserable! It was a little bit of a room, and opened into another where there was a bed. It was not a grand place at all, such as I wished to be in, and I was in a little girls lap on such a cheap dress. There was a doll in the lap too, a common rag-baby.

The woman said, Wait, Jenny, till I light the lamp, and you shall see what it is. I thought you might like it to put with your others. Its a very handsome button, I think. Have you been very lonely, and are you much tired, dear?

The child said No, rather quietly, as if she didnt mean it, but hardly liked to say anything else; and the mother said, Im sorry, Jenny. Im not to be away all day again, though. They both had very pleasant voices, and then the lamp burned brightly, and the kitten got down off the window-ledge and rubbed herself against the woman, mewing.

Yes, pussy, said she; and soon one could hear the little cat purring over a saucer in the corner.

Well, said I to myself, if these people are so kind to her, they may have good taste too, and see how beautiful I am; and I wasnt disappointed. The mother brought the lamp, and the child said as much as heart could wish; so I was quite happy. Then the mother put the lamp on the supper-table, and came again to Jenny and took her in her arms. I could see that she was a little cripple, and her limbs were useless. But you never would have thought it, if you only saw the bright little face, though it was rather pale and thin. I dont wonder at that, if they never had any more to eat than I saw that night.

I was laid on the table at the side of her plate, and when she had finished, she said, Now the blue button must go to sleep. So I was put on the window-ledge, near her bed, and the wind that came in all night was frightful. I was nearly blown down, and I know it would have cracked me.

The little girl took me from there the first thing in the morning; and when she was sitting again in her chair in the other room, and her mother had gone away until noon, and the doll was in her lap, she took me out of her pocket, where I was very tired of staying, and laid me on the window-sill, where the kitten was sitting in the sun. Then she put a handful of buttons by me, and arranged them side by side half across the window, and I must say I have been in better company, though some were not so very bad looking, and, poor things, they were made homely, and it was not their fault. And the sun shone in so pleasantly, and I glistened, and felt very good-natured. The little girl said, Ah, my pretty blue button is the queen of them all! then I was prouder than ever. I said to myself, I would like to live with her always, for perhaps the fashion doesnt change with her, and I should never be thrown away. Well, Pearl Captain, my dear, if I had had my wish granted I never should have met you!

Jenny played with us an hour or so, and we walked round the window-sill, first one at a time, taking very long steps, and then she placed us two and two; I first, with a silvery one. Then she made a necklace of us, and then counted us, and tried to play jack-stones; but some ill-natured old things rolled away from her, and as she couldnt get them again, she gave that up, and made a pin of me for her dolls collar. She played with me every way she could think of, and said once, You dear button, youre so very good to play with; but I wish you had little feet, and could get me a drink of water.

Soon a woman came in and got the water, and gave her an orange beside, talking very kindly all the time. Jenny was so pleased. It was so warm that the lady opened the window; and while the child was eating the orange, the kitten jumped out and ran away down the street. The first Jenny saw of it all was the poor little cat trying hard to get home, with a cross-looking dog running after her. She never could, but for a boy who chased him away. He took the frightened kitten in his arms, and came knocking at the door. Jennys visitor let him in, and Jenny was half crying with fright, for pussy was her very greatest treasure. Dear Joe, said she, you were real good; and the little thing began to cry so hard. Only think, my friends, of any one being as fond as that of a kitten who knows no better than to roll one about on the floor with her paws! But then the little girl didnt know that cats were not perfectly polite to buttons; and it was so sad for her to sit, day after day, and make the old buttons go in procession back and forth on the window-sill, and want a drink of water, and wish for her mother, and that she were strong, like the other children. The doll was always there, I suppose; but she wouldnt mew, and lick ones face when one hugged her; and it was good to have something alive in the room except the flies.

Jenny looked up as soon as she could speak, and said, Joe, would you like to have my doll? Youve been very good to my kitty.

No, Jenny, I dont want you to give me anything just for that; and I wouldnt take away your doll for anything. What could I do with it, you know? Boys dont have dolls, and I havent any sister.

Then I havent anything to give you except my pretty new button, and you must take that. Its not because I want to pay you, but I like you. Its only a little thing, but its all I have thats nice enough. Theres one off your shirt now, up by the throat. Mrs. Burt, would you please sew it on for him? Theres mothers basket on the shelf.

It was a very homely shirt, and I had half a mind to tumble down into a crack of the floor; but I was afraid it might break me, and then very likely I couldnt be got out again. Jenny saw me go out of the door, and down the street, with a very sad face. It wasnt often she had such a beautiful plaything as I was; and I wonder what that doll did for lack of a pin, and who was queen of the buttons who lived on the window-sill. Do you think! that boy ran down an alley, and helped two others, worse looking than he was, to hang a poor, thin old cat they had caught in the street. That was funny, wasnt it, when he had taken so much pains to take Jennys kitten away from the dog? I suppose he liked her; Im sure I did, poor little thing! Pretty soon the shirt was worn out, and I, being sewed on much firmer than there was any need of, had to go with it into a bag of rags, and after a while, to a paper-mill; and there Anns cousin cut me off, and gave me to her, with a great handful of others; and there Ive been ever since. That homely bone button has a very interesting story, my dear, and I dont see the children. Come, Bone Button!

Bother! said the old sailor. Im not going to tell any story. You wouldnt understand it if I did; my eyes are all full of sand, and Im half-baked to death with this abominable sun.

So are we, said the Captain. My wifes complexion is positively ruined. Cant you do your part to make the time seem a little shorter? See here: if you dont, you shall be hung for mutiny.

Id like to know what youve got to hang me to! said the Bone Button. Let me alone!

Porcelain is promoted to be first mate, said the Captain, and will now tell his story.

No, no! dont let him, and Ill never be cross again; but Im so old, and know so many stories, I cant tell which one is best. I have been a very noted button in my day.

Oh, said the Captains Wife, tell that splendid one you told yesterday in the basket, about you belonging to a sailor who had been shipwrecked like us, and was with a lot of people in a boat: and the boat was too full; so this good man said, Farewell! tell mother how I died! and jumped right overboard; and the boat was light enough, and went on safely. So, finally they met a ship, and got safe to land. You were on his shirt, werent you? Tell us all about it.

Dear, dear! said the sailor; cant you see a hole in a ladder, maam? That was a story I heard a boy read out of a story newspaper; and Ill warrant he didnt cry either, as you and the other lady buttons did in Anns basket. But then you thought it was true, and he didnt. Do you suppose Id be here now if I had been sewed on a mans shirt who drowned himself, and all that he had on, in the middle of the China Sea? Im a very old button, as you can see by my looks, and I have really forgotten what happened to me when I was very young, Ive learned so much since. I belonged for twenty years to an old maid, who kept an infant school. I may as well tell the truth, and say we kept it together, for she never could have taught arithmetic without me. But the really valuable people in the world are very apt to be forgotten; and if you were to ask any of those dozens of people who went there, Who first taught you to add? they would never think of the ten old buttons who lived so long in Miss Crams table-drawer, in the little front room of the dark old house in High Street. Well, you see, I was made for higher duties in the world than keeping two pieces of cloth together, and being choked by a button-hole.

And then, too, the amount of learning that I have! Ive always found that I knew a dozen times as much as any button I ever met with. If Id always been used to fasten things with, instead of being a noted professor of mathematics, I never should have known whether two and two were four or forty; and Im sure I should always have thought the world was flat.

In the morning, after the first class in reading, I and the nine other lady and gentlemen professors were taken out and laid on the table for the benefit of the first class in arithmetic; and Miss Cram would say, for instance, Anna, if you have two books, and I take away one, how many would you have left?

Perhaps Anna might chance to be a child of fine intellect, and, remembering previous lessons, give the right answer.

Ella! take your thumb out of your mouth. Take one from two; how many are left?

In this case, very likely, the thumb would go back again directly; and then how I would have to work!

Ella, do you see these buttons? How many are there?

Two.

Now, I take one away, and how many are left?

One.

One from two; how many?

And then - Here interrupts the Captain: -

First Mate, no doubt you were a very fine professor of mathematics in one of the best institutions in the country, but cant you be a little more brief, or dont you know anything more entertaining than Miss Crams infant school?

Whereupon the First Mates angry passions rose, and he said: I knew you werent capable of understanding me and yet I was going, foolish button that I am, to tell you all the wonderful story of my life. I might have known better, to be sure; but no one is perfect. Such a charming story as I meant to tell, by and by, of a green glass lady and a black gentleman professor, who fell madly in love with each other, and eloped one night from the table drawer. I heard all their love-making. Let the porcelain fellow tell his stupid story, if you would rather. I dare say you will both enjoy it far better. I shouldnt be a bit surprised if he had spent all his life in a country store, and never been off his card: every one knows hes only five cents a dozen! Halloa! whats that? screamed the professor, and all the ships crew; and the captains wife screamed too. For the tide was coming in, and the edge of a great wave had crept up to the tide-pool.

Where are Jack and Kitty, I wonder? said the frightened Captain. Im really afraid, my dear, that handkerchief will be drowned.

The next wave was a huge one, and it went rushing over them, and never went back until the tide went out again. The boat with the handkerchief went off in the under-tow, and never was heard of more. Strange to say, there was no notice of the terrible shipwreck and loss of four lives, not to mention the rest of the ships company supposed to be in the cabin. It wasnt in any of the papers. As there was no survivor, after a while it was probably in the list of missing ships. 

Out on the bright blue sea the fishing-boat, with the children in it, was rocking up and down, and after a long while they came in with ever and ever so many fish, just in time to dress for dinner. After dinner came croquet, and then a ride to the cliff.

Next day there was a vain search for a missing pearl button while Kitty was out at play, and until she went back to the city there was one gone from the trimming on the left sleeve, for it never could be found.

Next day to that was Saturday, and at night Bridget said to Jack, Im sure Ive given ye siven handkerchiefs this week, and I cant find but the two of them. Its well whipped ye ought to be.

Next day was Sunday, and the children sat on the steps of the piazza after dinner, longing for Monday; and Kitty said, Jacky, did you ever go back for our boat and my buttons that day we went fishing? Id forgotten all about it.

No, said Jack, looking solemn, and thats where one of my five handkerchiefs went, anyhow! I suppose the tide came in and covered it, or else some of the little clam-boys stole it. Guess we wont say anything about it, will we?

And they didnt.


THE YELLOW KITTEN.
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ONE AFTERNOON I was half asleep in my room, and something scratched at the door and pushed it open a little way, so I raised my head to see what was coming, and who should be staring at me but the Yellow Kitten. I was glad to see him, though I always called him stupid, and I asked him how he was, as politely as I could. He was one of those cats that are always teasing you for something to eat, and are always asking you to get up to open a door or a window, and he never frisked and played about the house in the charming way most kittens do.

He jumped up on the bed beside me at once, making himself as round and small as possible, as if he were afraid he should take up too much room. When I patted him he rolled himself up still rounder and tighter than before, and held his nose close to the blanket with a firm paw. I watched him awhile, and thought how sleepy I was growing, when he sat up very straight and looked at me and suddenly said: How are you this afternoon?

Very well, thank you.

So am I, said the Kitten. The other cats are out catching grasshoppers, but it is too violent exercise on such a warm day, and I thought I would come up to see you.

I am glad you did, said I, but I didnt know you could talk.

You never asked me, said the Kitten; there are a great many things you might know if you took the trouble to learn, and then we were both silent.

I wish you would tell me something, said I. You must know so much that I do not.

I know a great deal about mice, said the Yellow Kitten, after thinking a while, but perhaps you dont care to hear that. Are you fond of spools? Do you know many stories about them?

No, said I, I never heard that there was much to know, except that we wind silk and cotton on them, and we never can find the one we want. And I think they must be fond of traveling, for if you drop one it always goes as far as possible out of your reach.

How surprising it is, said the Kitten, that we show so little interest in the people around us! We are so taken up with ourselves that we lose a great deal of pleasure. But it is not so strange that you do not know about spools, for I do not suppose you were ever lucky enough to hear them speak. They are very sensible, but they never talk to strangers. I was at one of their parties the other night: it happened that when the other cats were put to bed I was overlooked, and as I was asleep under one of the parlor sofas nobody noticed me afterward. It was late when I waked up, but the fire was so bright in the grate that I could see all around the room. I heard a little noise, and looked about carefully, thinking there might be a mouse, and I could at least find out where his hole was. I was disappointed at first, when I found it was only a spool-party, but I thought it might be amusing to watch what happened, and kept as still as possible. There was quite a company of them standing on the hearth-rug and more kept coming in the from the hall. I heard your mother say the other day that she wondered where all the pins went, and I thought it was just as mysterious what became of all the spools; but one never hears anything about that.

I suppose they are burned, said I; and you know there are hundreds of pins used for one spool, and wood is more easily destroyed than brass.

Ho! said the Kitten, did you ever burn two dozen spools in your life? And only think of the thousands there must have been in this one house since your grandmother was young. If they were all here now the house would be full. The truth is that there is a land of spools, where they all go as soon as possible after you are done with them. They have to wait until their thread is used, and then a dozen or more start off together. It is a long way to go. I do not know exactly where, but I have heard a great deal about it. They always wear little black cloaks that the needles make for them, and they always bend themselves, they have to hurry so fast, and that is what becomes of all the little pieces of black silk and where all the bent needles come from. The spools always start at night, and once, when I was very small, I got out of the box where we used to sleep, and was roaming about the house, and I came upon a large procession of them. I upset them all and knocked them about with my paws and had great fun; but when I told the old cats about it in the morning they gave me a beating, and told me never to trouble a spool again as long as I lived, for if they are once angry with you they play you horrible tricks. My mothers grand-uncle, who is said to have been the handsomest kitten ever in this house, died a most shocking death. His mistress, your Aunt Alice, used to give him spools to play with, and at last he used to climb on the tables and poke them out of the work-baskets, and he really abused the poor things and never was contented if there was not one on the floor. At last the spools could bear it no longer, and one morning he was found dead in the hall with a little spool (the kind that fine cambric thread is wound on) in his throat. The family supposed he had swallowed it accidentally, but the cats knew better. Your Aunt Alice felt his loss deeply and gave him a grand funeral. There were six cats living here at the time, and they were all carried in procession down the garden by your aunt and her school-mates. The dead kittens mother was a very wild cat, and was only caught with the greatest difficulty and carried to the grave in a covered basket. I have always been careful not to play with spools, though when I was younger and you used to throw them down for me it was a great temptation, and I know you thought me stupid.

People treat them dreadfully; they are always standing them on their heads and leaving them all night, and throwing them about as if they had no feeling, and using them to keep windows open a little way, and giving them to babies to play with. And boys whittle them and cut off their heads and feet to make useless little carts. And then it is so hard for them, when the thread is nearly gone, and they have made all their arrangements to start for Spool-land, to have people wind several skeins of silk on them, as so often happens. Some of them are very impatient, and unwind themselves as fast as possible, and give people such long needlefuls. I do not sew myself, but I heard the cook complain of such a spool only yesterday. Then I dare say that a great many never reach their country at all, for there are rivers to cross, and often no boat, so they have to float over. Sometimes, instead of landing upon the other side, they get entangled in weeds or branches of trees or pieces of wood that are floating down, so that they are either carried out to sea or get water-logged and sink. Do you know those great spools that are used in factories? They are so afraid of those; they are fastened to the machinery, but once in a while two or three contrive to get away after they become worn, and they live in lonely places, and go out in the dark night hunting for these little spools, and whether they devour them alive or put them in prison nobody knows, but they never are seen any more.

But, in spite of these terrors and the long journey, they all try their best to go, and are always making plans and thinking about it, and they are so disappointed when anything happens to prevent them. There is one poor old spool in your mothers work-basket who has been waiting there nineteen years in chains of black linen thread. There was a time when it was all off but one needleful for several weeks, and she was sure of going that Spring; and then the family began to wear button-boots, and she has been used constantly ever since. It is very hard, and it seems as if some other one might take her place, or even that some card-board or a Japanese winder might do. That very old Ivory Spool of your grandmothers is quite a different case, for she has never attempted the journey, as she would instantly sink in water. She is a most beautiful character, — so resigned and kind-hearted. The new spools are always carried up to be presented to her, and she gives them a great deal of good advice, and they always pay their respects to her before they go. She never seems to envy them, though it must be hard to think she must end her days here, and be always saying good-by. However, she has grown very fond of your grandmother, and knows more about old times than you have any idea of. The wooden spools always promise to try and find some way of coming back and carrying her away, but I think she has quite given up expecting them.

But what happened at the spool-party that you saw? I asked the Yellow Kitten.

Oh, they stood around talking, and I found that nineteen were going to begin the journey the next night and this was a farewell reception. For a wonder your grandmother had left her basket on one of the tables, and so the old Ivory Spool was already there, which was very fortunate, as it tires her very much to go up and down-stairs. Sometimes, when they wish to say good-by she happens to be shut up in your grandmothers room, so the wooden spools go up together and stand on the landing of the stairway, and she gives them her parting blessing through the crack under the door. There were some whom I pitied so much that evening. Seven, whose thread was used off long ago, and who meant to wait a day or two for some others, had been strung on a piece of twine for a child to play with, and of course nobody thought to untie them. They said they meant to set off by themselves some night, though they would not be a delay and trouble to their friends. They would hobble along together as well as they could; anything was better than being given to the baby again, and after some exposure to the weather they hoped to break the string.

I hope, interrupted I, that you gnawed that string in two the first thing next morning.

Why, certainly, said the Kitten. I thought it would be pleasanter for them to go with the rest. There were some others who joined the party in the course of the evening who were not expected. Do you remember when your little cousins were here in the summer, that they used to play in the garret? They carried all the dolls with them when they went away, but these spools were left behind, and they do not move about in the day-time, which was the only time that the door was ever left open; so, when cold weather came, they lost all hope. And at last some clothes were piled over them. But the evening before the party they had managed to crawl out and get close to the stairs, and while your grandmother and mother were hunting for something in an old chest, with a light, they hurried down without being seen or heard, and hid themselves behind a sofa in the hall. And when the spools were assembled they went down quietly and walked in two by two. Everybody was so glad to see them again, and they stood on the hearth-rug and the rest went and talked to them. I laughed so when I saw some sleepy old flies walk out of them, — some who had stowed themselves away for the winter. Nobody took any notice of them, and they seemed quite displeased about it, for they evidently considered themselves of great consequence. They stumbled around a little while, and at last one conceited creature began to fly, but could not steer himself and went directly into the grate, and nobody cared about that, either. So the rest went under the edge of the rug, and I found them there next morning and ate them all up to save them any further mortifications.

How considerate! said I.

Some spools are great liars; one should be always on ones guard. They are apt to believe each other, and the company that was to leave here the other night was nearly persuaded not to go. There is a spool down-stairs whose silk was not the right shade after he was bought, so there is little chance of his being ready for a long time. His lady-love was one of the empty spools, and they did not wish to be separated; so he told all the frightful stories he could think of, to make everybody wait. I think if it had been my lady-love, said the Kitten angrily, I should have let her go, if she did not care enough about me to stay with me. I heard some one whisper that night that she was not very fond of him, — but he was a silk spool and she was only white thread. Silk spools are very proud and are thought a great deal of, but he was standing on a bright blue figure in the carpet, and his lavender silk looked so ugly. And he told such stories to those poor innocent things! One was, that in some woods which they would have to go through there was a locomotive that had run away from some railway station, and was very wild and had done a great deal of damage to the crops. Everybody had been afraid to go near it, but some men found out where it slept, and were going to try to put out its fire with fire-engines. He had already burnt up two companies of spools which had lately left houses near here. Only think of their being frightened by such stories as that! said the Kitten, scornfully; but, poor fellow, it was hard to have his friends go off without him! How provoking! I hear somebody coming upstairs. I must tell you all the rest another day.

And he curled himself up into a little ball again, and slept all the rest of the afternoon. I shut my eyes too, and when one of my friends came in she said she was so sorry for having waked me. It did not seem as if I had been asleep, but the Yellow Kitten has never talked to me since though we have been alone together a great deal.


PATTYS DULL CHRISTMAS.
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THE LETTER CAME on Monday of Christmas week, just after lunch. Patty was sitting alone in the parlor working fast to finish a little white hood for Aunt Annie, who was expected on Wednesday to spend a week. She loved her Aunt Annie dearly, and every few minutes for the last few days she had remembered how soon she should see her. Then the most contented, happy feeling would come and Patty would smile joyfully. The postman rang and Mr. Redington, who happened to be in the hall, took the letters and brought Pattys in to her. I think this is from your Aunt Janet, said he. I wonder why she has written to you.

The letter was in a very old-fashioned handwriting, and written in the most precise manner, with a wide even margin on the left-hand side of the page. This is what Patty read: — 

MY DEAR GRAND-NIECE PATTY:

Your Aunt Katharine and I would like very much to have you pass Christmas Day with us, and stay as much longer as your parents will give you permission. You must not look for a gay visit, for we are dull old women and have fallen sadly behind the fashions. It is a long time since we have seen you, — more than a year; and though we hope you will not break any agreeable engagements to accept this invitation, I can assure you that your acceptance would afford us much pleasure. With kind remembrances from both of us to your father and mother as well as yourself, believe me
Your affectionate grand-aunt

JANET REDINGTON.

Oh, dear me! said Patty; and she looked up at her father with her eyes full of tears, as she gave him the letter. Aunt Annie is coming, you know, papa, and only for one little week; and it is vacation, and I meant to do so many things here at home, and we girls have planned half a dozen good times. Now they are all spoiled. It is so poky there, and I never have been without you or mamma, any way — 

But a girl as old as you are must begin to make visits by herself, said papa, kindly. However, you neednt go, my dear. I wish you to do just as you please, and I always wish you to be happy on Christmas Day. Perhaps the aunts will like it just as well if you write a nice letter and ask if you may come a little later, since your Aunt Annie is to be here and you do not like to break some plans you have made. But dont forget, little girl, that, whether you go or stay, the surest way to make the day pleasant for yourself is to try to make other people happy. I should send my letter this afternoon, for your aunt will wish to know. Mind, I wish you to do just as you please, and I shall not blame you if you stay here. I shall like it, for my own sake.

Then Mr. Redington went into the library, and Patty knew he was not to be disturbed unless somebody had a very good reason.

Quarter past two, said Patty to herself, looking up at the clock. I must make up my mind soon. Oh, dear! what made them ask me? And then she thought of the reasons why she should stay at home. She had never been away in her life at this time, and papa and mamma would miss her. And then, wouldnt it be impolite to leave Aunt Annie during so much of her visit. And then she thought of the contrast between the day in Boston and with her Aunt Janet. Patty had been homesick there when she was a child, and she had not entirely forgotten it. They would like it just as well if she went by and by, as papa had suggested. She took up the hood and crocheted energetically, while she thought what she should say to Aunt Janet. Presently she took up the letter again and read it over. She had been so grieved at first that she had not noticed how kind it was, and that Aunt Janets hand trembled a good deal. She wondered if they would be much disappointed. Wouldnt it be kinder to go? They lived such a quiet life now, though they used to go about a great deal when they were young. They must have cared to see her to have taken this trouble. She had had a great many jolly times at Christmas, and she could have walks and frolics with her cronies nearly all the year round. And, after all, wouldnt dear Aunt Annie and mamma and papa be glad if she were unselfish about it, even if they missed her? It wasnt so very much matter if she did have one dull Christmas Day.

And Patty ran upstairs and wrote this note, though she had taken longer to decide than I have taken to tell you: — 

DEAR AUNT JANET:

I think you and Aunt Katharine are very kind to ask me to spend Christmas with you, and I should like it very much.

She hesitated a minute after she had written this, for perhaps it was not quite true. Then she said: I do wish to go, and I am going to try to be just as nice as I possibly can.

I will be there Wednesday afternoon. Please dont mind if this letter is very short, for I am in a hurry to finish something I am making. Thank you both for wishing I would come.

Your loving PATTY.

Patty directed her letter and put on the stamp, and then took it herself to the box on the lamp-post at the corner of the street. When it was fairly in, she longed with all her heart to take it out again; but that wish went away directly.

Mr. Redington opened the library door earlier than usual, and Patty went in to have a talk with him in the twilight, as she often did.

Ive written Aunt Janet that Im coming, said she, with a little shake in her voice. What if papa should be sorry, because he had wished she would stay at home? But he put down the armful of books which he was replacing on the shelves and came across the room to her.

Why, my dear, unselfish little girl! said he. I think this is very good of you. I have been hoping you would go, for something about that letter made me sure they cared a great deal about seeing you. I know you will give them a real pleasure. I wished you to do just as you pleased; but I am so glad you pleased to do this.

Papa was always kind, but he rarely praised Patty as much as this, and she thought it made up for her sacrifice. Mrs. Redington was glad, too, when she came home early in the evening; though she said they would all be lonely without Patty, and she could not help saying there had never seemed to be so many reasons for her being at home. But she was very glad to have her go to Aunt Janet and Aunt Katharine, and Patty thought her mother and father had never been so kind to her before. It was lucky Aunt Annie would not come until just after she had gone, for it would have been so hard if she had seen her only a little while and then said good-by.

Wednesday at twelve oclock the train started out of the station carrying one sad little passenger, at least, among all the crowd of happy people who were going away or going home for Christmas. Almost everybody had baskets and bundles, and soon Patty grew interested in watching the faces around her, and some of the people watched her. Our friend was a trig-looking traveler; and I know if you had been sitting in the opposite seat you would have wished you knew her and wondered who she was. She had on her sealskin cap and jacket, and a brown dress, and her favorite little Roman cravat; and the bits of scarlet and blue in this looked so bright and pretty against the dark browns. She had a new book to read, if she chose; and her mothers Christmas presents had been a new traveling-bag and a silk umbrella, of which Patty was conscious, and which she placed beside her, in preference to having them put in the rack overhead, where some one might possibly think they belonged to the people in front. Though she felt dismal enough during the first half hour, she did not look cross, only sorry. I know you would like Patty, her eyes are so sweet and look straight into yours.

The car was so full that every seat was taken. Pattys companion was a lady dressed in black, with a heavy veil, so that one could hardly see her face. After a while she pushed it back; and by and by Patty turned away from the window and happened to look at her. The lady did not notice her. She was looking down and her eyes were full of tears. Why, she must be going to have a worse time this Christmas than I, thought Patty, to whom things were looking darker than usual just then. And presently she looked round again. This time the lady looked up at her, with the kindest smile.

I dont seem merry, do I, my dear? said she. And I think you are sad about something, too. We mustnt forget that to-morrow is Christmas Day. And she reached her hand over for Pattys and held it close. And then Patty said she had felt a little lonely because her Aunt Annie had come by that time, and she was not there to see her.

Tell me about it, dear, said the new friend. And somehow Patty did not mind at all, though she was apt to be a little shy and reserved with strangers. At the end she said: — 

Please dont think I wish to be selfish, or that my aunts are not just as kind as they can be; but Aunt Annie is younger and I do love her best. I know her so much better. And all the girls were so sorry, for there are to be such jolly times this vacation, and they said they should miss me. But I am so glad I came away. I am, truly.

So am I, dear child, said the lady. It was very good of you; but I think you dont care to be praised for doing right. The best thing is to know it in ones own heart. I am sure you will have a happy Christmas. Why is it you care so much for your Aunt Annie? This was asked softly. And Patty answered, drawing a little closer: — 

I think it is because she helps me to be good. But everybody loves Aunt Annie.

The lady drew Pattys hand nearer and held it in both her own.

I am so glad, dear. I am trying to be good too. It is very nice that we found each other. I grew sad a few minutes ago, for I was thinking of last Christmas, and how merry somebody made it for me who has died since then.

Im so sorry, said Patty, earnestly. I wish I could help you. And her new friend smiled again, and thanked her.

You do help me, and we can ask our Father to help us. Cant we, dearie? said she. And I think we shall both have a happy Christmas, if not a merry one.

I was just thinking, said Patty, of what mamma said to me while we waited at the station: that she was sure I should be glad I went to Aunt Janets, if I only remember that I am to help the others enjoy Christmas, and not think whether I am having a good time. And she wrote two little verses on a scrap of paper. Here they are: Serve the Lord with gladness; and Whatsoever ye do, do it heartily. She said I must think what gladness and heartily, means. Pleased, and with love, and earnestly, and with all my heart. I think thats what she said.

Now you have helped me very much, said the lady. And I am sure we shall think of each other to-morrow. We will try to make it sunshiny and bright for everybody; and we can both show our good-will by being cheerful, at any rate. I think your aunts will be satisfied if you only seem happy and pleased because you are with them; but, besides that, I am sure you will find a great many thoughtful things to do and kind things to say.

I cant stop to tell you more about this afternoon. The friends had a lunch together out of the basket of candy and grapes which Mr. Redington had given Patty just before she started. And Mrs. Thorniford was so bright and entertaining, and reminded Patty of Aunt Annie more and more. So it was a pleasant journey, and much shorter than our friend expected. Mrs. Thorniford promised to let her know when she came to Boston; and it was so nice that she visited very near Pattys own home and had often met Mrs. Redington. When they reached Pattys station, she said: — 

Oh, I wish you were going with me.

And Mrs. Thorniford said: And I wish you were going with me, dear child! And then she kissed her twice and said God bless her! and that she had given her a great pleasure that afternoon.

Jacob, the aunts man, was waiting for Patty, and tucked her up with so many soft carriage-rugs and fur robes that she wondered how she should ever get out. He sat on the front seat of the sleigh, with the little trunk, and talked most of the time to the horses and sometimes to Patty, replying to her question whether they were all well with an emphatic Yes, Miss. And theyre dreadful pleased youre coming.

It was a three-mile drive, so that it was dark when they reached the house that short December day. And Patty felt a little tired and homesick as the sleigh stopped at the door. But the two verses came into her mind, and she thought of gladness and heartily, and the homesick feeling was not so bad, after all. Hannah opened the door. Patty saw Aunt Janet coming along the hall, and in a minute she had jumped out and was giving Aunt Janet a kiss and a hug, — just such a hug as she always gave Aunt Annie. Then she shook hands with Hannah and Statira, for both Jacob and they seemed to belong to the family as much as the aunts themselves.

We will have tea half an hour earlier than usual, for Miss Patty will be hungry after her journey, said Aunt Janet. Now, my dear, come right into the parlor, for your Aunt Katharine is in a hurry to see you. I suppose you have no snow on your feet? and Patty dutifully went back to the hall mat and gave her boots a good rubbing, though they had not touched anything but the stone steps coming in.

Aunt Katharine sat by the fire, in her easy-chair, exactly as she did when Patty saw her last. She was deaf, and she had had rheumatism terribly, so that she could scarcely move. Patty thought, as she crossed the room: Poor thing! She has been here every day; and only think how many good times I have had. And this made her more glad to see her Aunt Katharine than she had ever been before. What was making them give her such a welcome, she wondered, and smile at each other delightedly? Only because you were so glad to see them, Patty.

Sit down, my dear, and warm yourself, said Aunt Janet. You can put your wrappings on the sofa until you go upstairs. So our friend pulled off the fur cap and jacket, carefully putting her gloves in the pocket, and then drew a footstool close beside Aunt Katharines easy-chair. There was a bright wood fire in the wide fire-place, with its framing of Dutch tiles, and these all looked so familiar. There was the Good Samaritan, and the Children of Israel crossing the Red Sea, and the droll birds with the green heads; and Patty looked at herself in the brass andirons and laughed. Just now she felt Aunt Katharines stiff fingers smoothing her hair, and Aunt Janet drew a chair for herself to the opposite side of the fire-place. Somehow our friend had never felt better contented in her life.

And you are quite a young lady now, my dear. Dear me! how she has grown since we saw her before! said Aunt Katharine, bending her head forward to see if Patty had anything to say in reply.

You would be surer I have grown if you saw my last winters dresses, said Patty. They are so short and so funny-looking. Im so glad to see you, Aunty!

Thank you, dear, said Aunt Katharine, and she put her arm round her nieces shoulders. We were almost sorry we asked you, after the letter had gone, for fear you would not care about coming; but we wanted to see our little girl. Didnt we, Janet? But it is a pleasant surprise to find you so glad to come. Aunt Janet was patting her foot very fast on the rug, and Patty remembered that she only did that when she was pleased. She had always been well, so she had taken care of Aunt Katharine and been the mistress of the house, taking all the responsibility upon herself. She was active and decided and very particular about everythings being done just right — a good woman, but perhaps a little severe; while Miss Katharines illness and quiet life had made her gentle and quite dependent upon Miss Janet in most things. They both seemed much more interesting to Patty than ever before. Perhaps it was because she had grown older and could understand and appreciate them better. She wondered why Aunt Janet should ever have been a terror to her, and why Aunt Katharine should have seemed tiresome. She told them the messages her father and mother had sent, and the bits of home news, and what she had been doing for Christmas, and what presents she had had before she came away, besides some that were yet unopened in her trunk. Before anybody had an idea of such a thing, Statira came to say that tea was ready, and to push Miss Katharines chair out into the dining-room. It was such a good supper, and the aunts were so amused and pleased with their hungry niece, with her bright eyes and red cheeks. They were so interested in everything she had to say, and sat a long time at the table, and felt hungrier than usual themselves, because Patty thought everything was delicious. When they went back to the parlor, and Miss Katharine began to read the paper aloud to Miss Janet, Patty went out into the kitchen, to have a talk with Hannah and Statira, while they washed the china.

Havent you a new dress? Why, its just the color of mine. And Hannah said: There! to think of your noticing that! Yes, I spose it is new, and she pulled aside her great apron. The dress-maker tried all ways to make me have an overskirt; but I wouldnt. Im too old to foller the fashions, I tell em; Statiry, shes younger. She didnt get time to dress up to-night; but her dress is trimmed considerble. Miss Janet gave them to us Thanksgiving time. Then Patty asked about Statiras new gown, and heard the particulars with great interest.

There! said Hannah, when Patty said she must go back to the parlor, Im real pleased to see you, dear, myself. And youre growing to be just such a dear woman as your mother. I do know but you will blame me when I tell you that perhaps I was the means of fetching of you down to spend Christmas. I thought perhaps youd rather be with your mates, when I thought about it afterward; but I heard your aunts speaking about you kind of wistful a spell ago, and how you didnt come along o your mother in the summer, and sayin it wasnt natural you should care about coming to stay with two old women. And I spoke right out. Perhaps you would like it better if they asked you special. And I says, says I, why dont you ask her to come down and keep Christmas with ye?

I am ever so glad you did, Hannah, truly. I didnt know they cared so much about seeing me. I could have come with papa any time, but I never thought of it.

Patty was enjoying the visit more and more. When she went back to the parlor, the tall carcel lamp was lighted and the newspaper was lying on the table. Everything in that room looked just as it did when Patty was a child. Even the dull-colored old Turkey rugs were no nearer being worn out than when she could first remember. She looked up at the portraits, and especially at her Grand-aunt Pattys, who had been a beautiful girl and had died long ago. The eyes in the picture looked down with a smile at her namesake, and Patty smiled back again.

Miss Katharine was pleased because she could hear Patty speak so easily; and she did not scream at her, as most people did, either. They had a long talk, and after a while they spoke of its being Christmas Eve; and Aunt Katharine said how pleasant it was to think how many happy people there were in the world that night.

Ask her if she will not read the Christmas Hymn now, said Aunt Janet. That is, if you like to hear it. We have read it a great many years on Christmas Eve.

And Patty said she should like to hear it. Papa had read it to her, and she thought some of the verses were beautiful. Papa said she would like it more and more. So Miss Janet brought the book, and Miss Katharine, who had not lost her gift of reading aloud finely, began — 

It was the winter wild;

and by the time she heard — 

No war, nor battle-sound, — 

Patty found she did like it better than before, and it was so grand to hear it on Christmas Eve. It made her think of the great organ in church and the solemn, sweet notes that make one shiver a little.

The wind had risen out-of-doors and it wailed a little in the chimney. The cinnamon rose-bushes clicked against the windows, and one could hear the noise of the great elms blowing about; but indoors the firelight flickered round the room, the old pussy had come in and sat on the rug close to the fender, and it was not in the least lonely or even poky.

After the reading, and when they had all been quiet a little while, Patty happened to see the piano, and asked her aunts if she might play for them. She had learned some new tunes lately. I do not think Patty had ever offered to play for any one before. She was shy about it, though very good-natured if she were asked. The aunts were more pleased than ever; and Aunt Janet whispered that she was so glad, for it was one of Aunt Katharines greatest trials to give up her music. She could hear the piano perfectly. Patty played some of her tunes; but, somehow, she was not exactly in the mood for the nocturnes and songs without words, and she stopped and thought a minute, and then struck some chords and sang the hymn her father liked so much: While Shepherds watched their Flocks by Night.

We always used to sing that on Christmas Eve. Do you remember, Janet? said Miss Katharine.

Yes; and all we boys and girls knew every word of it. Mother and father took great pride in our singing, said Miss Janet; and they both thanked Patty, and said it was delightful that she could play without notes. She played wonderfully well.

Sing something else, my dear, said Aunt Janet. An other hymn, if you choose; though we like any sweet music. Then we must send you to bed, or you will be too tired to enjoy to-morrow; though I am afraid there will be little to enjoy. Its dull enough for you in this quiet old house.

Why, Im just as happy as can be, aunty, said Patty, without a thought of the Christmas party to which she had been invited in Boston. And then she sang Abide with me, which proved to be a great favorite of the old ladies. Then Miss Janet rang for Statira to bring the candles, and Patty said good-night and went upstairs, while the aunts said kind things about her and talked about their Sister Patty and thought her namesake was growing like her. And this made them think of Christmas Eves long before, when they were young.

Patty found herself sleepy enough by the time she was undressed and had mounted into the great bed, with its curtained canopy. One of the things she had dreaded most was sleeping alone in the large guest-chamber; but it was not bad, after all. The door was to be open into the hall, and she could hear the old ladies voices down-stairs. How pleasant and old-fashioned everything was. And she thought of her friend in the cars, and wondered what they were doing at home, and if Aunt Annie missed her. But by the time Statira came in to put out the lights she was fast asleep. And Aunt Janet came in softly by and by. Pattys curly hair was shaken out over the pillow, and she had fallen asleep smiling.

Dear little soul, said the old lady, with a sudden feeling of great tenderness.

Christmas morning was bright and sunshiny. When Patty waked, she heard her aunts talking together; so she hurried out of bed and ran in to say Merry Christmas! They were both dressed, but they were meaning to let her sleep until the last minute.

I dont know when I have felt as well as I do to-day, dearie, said Aunt Katharine. I think it must be your coming.

And then Patty went back to dress herself and ask God to help her to be good that day. Soon she followed the old ladies down to the breakfast-room, with her arms full of presents, which, of course, had to be given before anything else could be thought of for a minute. There was a soft, pretty shawl for Aunt Katharine to throw round her shoulders, which was exactly what she had been wishing for; and for Aunt Janet, who scorned a shawl, there were two caps, or head-dresses, as she liked best to call them. She had a fancy for caps, and was very critical; but these were exactly what she wanted. Then there were some little things, — some delicious candy in a remarkable box, and a new photograph of Patty herself in a Russian frame, — these were her own presents to them. The others were from Mrs. Redington, and Mr Redington had sent some books. There were some kid mittens, with fur wristers, for Hannah and Statira, — one pair black and one brown, so they would know them apart, — and some pocket-handkerchiefs for Jacob. Everybody was so pleased, and they brought Patty their own gifts to her, which were unexpected. Statira had made her a needle-book, and Hannah had baked a round Christmas cake. Such a plum-cake, with such a frosting! — one of her very best, which our friend felt to be a great honor. Jacob offered a basket of superior walnuts, and said she must eat as many as she could and take the rest home. Patty thanked them over and over again, and they thanked her. The aunts smiled more and more and said she was very thoughtful. So, altogether, it was a merry Christmas morning. Beside Pattys plate, on the breakfast-table, was a little box, and in it a beautiful emerald ring, from Miss Katharine. Patty had longed for such a ring, and she hardly knew what to say. She knew, too, that Aunt Katharine had worn it many years, and, as she said, that made it all the dearer. Ive given up rings of late years, dear, since my illness; and I cannot think of any one whom I would rather should wear this, said the kind old lady. It was your Aunt Pattys, too. She gave it to me.

I am going to give you money for my present, said Aunt Janet; and you can choose something for yourself, when you go home, to remind you of your old aunt. And Patty said: Oh, not all this for me! And she kissed them both two or three times. She could hear Statira and Hannah laughing in the kitchen, which was unusual, for they were not apt to be hilarious. What a shame it would have been if Patty had stayed at home!

After breakfast she ran down the garden on the crust, to cut some branches of evergreen, and came back with a great armful of little boughs. Mamma had sent down a bunch of real English holly, and in half an hour the south parlor looked as Christmas-like as possible. Soon afterward it was time to go to church, and she and Aunt Janet went together, with Jacob to drive. It was such a pleasant service. The church was a contrast to the one where Patty went in Boston, and she had never been in any but her own church on this day before. It seemed odd not to be nodding to the people around and watching for her own cronies to come in. Pattys thoughts were pleasanter than ever before. She seemed to understand better what Christmas meant; and she and Aunt Janet stood side by side and sang Glory be to God on high, on earth peace, good-will to men! with all their hearts. Patty was beginning to know the blessedness of trying to do good and to be good — the blessedness which is so much better than any fun or happiness which comes from other things.

The clergyman said in his sermon that we must not shut Christ out of our hearts and say no room, as the people did at the inn; that we must not let in other thoughts and other friends, and keep no place for Him. Patty was so glad to think that she was trying to make her heart a home for the Best Friend, and that He had never seemed so dear or so near before as He did that morning.

I cannot stop to tell you all about the Christmas dinner, or the two funny old friends of Miss Janets who drove home with them to spend the rest of the day; or how, while all the old ladies took their afternoon naps, Patty wrote a long letter home, and afterward went to drive with Jacob who had given the horses such a holiday dinner of oats that they were actually quite frisky; or how she sang and played half the evening; or how the rest of the company told entertaining stories about old times. And after this day was over she proposed to stay until Monday, and asked if she might come down again in her next vacation, of her own accord. At last they were all so sorry to say good-by. And Aunt Katharine could hardly let her go at all, and said she should miss her terribly. But Pattys promise of writing every week has not been broken. When she reached home she found that Aunt Annie was to stay another week; and Mr. and Mrs. Redington were so glad about the visit. And a letter came from Aunt Janet saying that the child had brightened them all up wonderfully, and that she could not thank her enough for her kindness to Miss Katharine, who had so few pleasures nowadays.

We are both tiresome old women, said Miss Janet; but we were as young and gay as anybody once upon a time. Though we came near forgetting that before Patty came.

The evening after Patty got home she was in her own room, sitting in her Aunt Annies lap. She was so glad Aunt Annie did not think her too tall!

I never enjoyed a visit so much, Aunty, said she. But you dont know how I hated to go away and leave you; and then there was Bessies party Christmas Eve, and we had planned so many good times. It was ever so hard at first. If I had only known how nice it was going to be, I should have felt differently.

Dear little girlie, said Aunt Annie, do you know that you might have had just the lonely, stupid visit you dreaded if you had not cared to be helpful and loving and had not tried to please your old aunties? It was all because you served the Lord with gladness, and so you carried pleasure with you. We are hindered or helped by whatever happens. It all depends upon which we choose. You might so easily have made it a dull Christmas for yourself and all the rest.

And now it is so nice to have you here, said Patty. And after this they were both quiet in the firelight for a long time.


BEYOND THE TOLL-GATE
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BARBARA WAS NOT a very large girl, and she had seen only a little of the world; but she was much pleased with what she had seen, and was always interested in everything new and strange. All the first years of her life had been spent in the heart of the town, and there she had been kept most of the time in the house with her mother; for the children in that neighborhood were neither good nor pleasant. But Barbara did not think it was stupid to stay in the house so much; her mother talked to her a great deal and could always think of some way to amuse her. Mrs. Snow sewed all day except when she was working about the house, and sometimes Barbara sewed too, for she was already clever with her needle, and sometimes she played with her doll. Every day she had to read two pages and to learn a spelling lesson, and sometimes she wrote on a slate Barbara Snow, Barbara Snow, - a whole slateful of Barbara Snows, in queer, tumble-about letters, but her father thought she would make a good plain writer in time. He used to set the copies on the slate after Barbara had gone to bed, and sometimes in the morning she would find, Will you take a walk to-night? and would copy it just as carefully as she could, for she was always delighted when she could have a walk with her father and mother. Mr. Snow was away at his work all day, and I believe this was the only thing which troubled Barbara much, that he could not stay at home.

One night, a while before my story really begins, he had come home looking very much pleased about something, and after supper he told Mrs. Snow and Barbara that he had something to show them. Barbara could not think what it was, and was more and more puzzled when they first walked some distance, and then took a horse-car and rode a long way. But at last they stopped at the pleasantest-looking shady side street, and Mr. Snow presently stopped again before a pretty gray house, unlocked the front door, and asked them to walk in. It was a little house, and the trees in the street shaded it, and there was a little garden at the back with a tree of its own, and a grape-vine by the kitchen window, and a grass plot, and there was a seat under the tree. Barbaras father asked if they really liked the house after they had seen it all, and Barbaras mother said it was the nicest house she ever saw for three people like themselves; so you can imagine how proud Mr. Snow was to tell them that he had bought it that very day, and had had almost money enough to pay for it, and that he thought he could save enough to pay the rest by the last of the summer.

Barbara and her mother were as happy as queens, and they went about to see everything again and to look into each of the rooms. Barbara found that the window of hers overlooked the little garden, and that she could put her hand out and catch the leaves of the tree. At last they had to lock the door and come away, though they would have liked to stay much longer. Barbara thought it was great fun to have a ride in the horse-car so late in the evening. They kept passing other cars with bright red lights, and her father let her have the money to pay her own fare, and the conductor smiled pleasantly at the little girl, and the bells on the horse-cars sounded like something saying Barbaras new house - Barbaras new house - Barbaras tree - Barbaras tree - all the way home.

It was very soon after this that they moved, and soon it seemed to Barbara as if she had always lived in the new house. It seemed home-like at once when the furniture was put in its place; but I know you will believe me when I tell you that every day Barbara found something new. Once it was a ladys delight in bloom in the garden; and another day some scarlet-runner beans, which her mother had given her to plant, came up long before she expected them; and one morning a woman, who lived alone in the next house but one, gave her a dear gray kitten. Mrs. Snow was very busy all the first week getting the house into good order, and Barbara helped her whenever she could, and learned to keep her own bit of a room as neat as wax. She hemmed herself a little duster one day; her mother told her she need not be careful about the stitches, and she never enjoyed sewing so much. It was too bad that her father could only be at home in the evening, but that could not be helped, and he was as happy as they, and whistled and sang merrily; and he put up shelves and mended the cellar stairs and the grape-vine trellis, and drove nails somewhere or other until it was too dark to see. And he kept saying that Barbara was growing rosy, and it was worth everything to all of them to live in that fresh air. He was so glad he had bought the house, and a man felt like somebody when he had earned a home of his own like that.

Barbara could go out doors as much as she chose, for the streets were so quiet; and she used to like to walk up and down and look at the other houses. There did not seem to be any children living very near except two or three little babies. Two girls and a boy used to go by every day to and from school, and Barbara used to wish they would stop and say something to her; she was very shy with other children, and would not have thought of speaking to them. She was to go to school herself when the next term began in September; she dreaded it, but September seemed a great way off, so she did not think of it much.

One day when she had been living in the new house about three weeks, she took a longer walk than usual along a street which she had never followed before, and she came to a place where there was a gate across the road. She walked close up to it, and could not think what it meant. The road looked very pleasant beyond, and there were some teams not far ahead which had surely got past the great gate somehow. And Barbara wondered about it and stood still watching until a woman drove up in a rattling wagon. She seemed in a great hurry, and an old man came out of the little red house at the side of the gate; then the woman gave him some money, and he opened the gate and she went through. The toll-keeper was just going into his house again when he saw Barbara. Did you want to go through, little girl? said he; and our friend answered sadly, No, sir; I was only looking. And then with great bravery she asked, How much would it cost?

Only a cent for you, dear, said the toll-keeper, who seemed to be a very kind old man. Perhaps I shall go in some day, said Barbara, and he smiled at her as if he should be as glad as she if that ever happened. You just call Gate if you dont see anybody, for these warm days I dont sit by the front window. Im getting a little deaf, so I keep the gate shut this time o day, but I dont keep folks waiting; there are plenty will run toll if they get the chance. And then he nodded and went in.

There was a little red seat at the side of the house, and Barbara sat down there and watched the people who drove and walked through the gate, and a great black and white cat came and rubbed against her, and once a hand-organ man came and played three tunes, and the toll-keeper himself came out to listen to him. You dont know what a good time Barbara had that afternoon. She was gone so long that her mother was afraid something had happened to her.

And after this she thought of nothing so much as this toll-gate and the pleasant toll-gate man; and she went there three or four times to sit on the bench by the house and watch the people. Her father told her all about it; that it was a turnpike-road and they made people pay who went that way, because it took a great deal of money to keep it in repair. There were some bridges farther on. Somehow or other Barbara believed it was much pleasanter the other side of the gate than it was on the side she lived, and she wished with all her heart that she could go through and see for herself what was there. In all, four hand-organ men had gone that way and she had never seen any come back, and there were not nearly so many people coming out from this beautiful country as went in; but you see that Barbara was always there in the afternoon, when people were all coming out from town.

When the gate was swung wide open she could see some gardens, and there were children playing about and shouting and calling to each other. And one hot afternoon a breeze came through and over the gate as if it were very cool and comfortable beyond. By little and little, Barbara made up her mind that everything pleasant was to be found the other side of the toll-gate, and that she should never be quite satisfied until she could see that part of the world about which she thought so much by day and sometimes dreamed at night.

One day she had been to do an errand for her mother, and she saw a bit of money on the ground which proved to be a silver three-cent piece. Barbara looked up the street and down, but could not see anybody, so she shut her hand and went home as fast as she could run.

I suppose you can have it, said her mother; it is not much, and if we hear of the owner I will pay it back. I dont believe you could find the owner, there are so many people passing back and forth all day.

I hope it did not belong to a little girl, said Barbara gravely, for she will be so sorry about it. Can I spend it all at once?

What for? asked her mother, smiling.

To go through the toll-gate with one cent, and to come back with one cent, and to spend the other in there. I would truly be back before it was late. Oh please, mother!

Little Barbara was in real earnest about her plan, and her mother smiled the more. What a funny girl you are, said she. I wonder why you care about doing that?

It is so pleasant there, said Barbara. I wish I could go. And so Mrs. Snow said she might, but she must not wander too far, and must keep on the same side of the street all the way and not trouble anybody.

So that very afternoon Barbara brushed her hair smooth, and put on her best dress and the hat she wore to church, and kissed her mother good-by as if she were going on a long journey. Indeed she felt as if she were, and her heart failed her for a minute as she went back to see if there was any milk in the kittens saucer, but she would not have given up going for all the world, and went away bravely down the street. The neighbor who had given her the kitten had come to see Mrs. Snow, and they were sewing together.

What an old-fashioned little thing she is, said this neighbor as they watched our friend go away. I asked her yesterday if ever she wasnt lonesome without any mates to play with, but she said she told herself stories when she was lonesome. Shes as good as gold, I can see that, and as neat as a nun.

Yes, said Barbaras mother, leaning out of the window to see her again before she turned the corner, she makes no trouble at all for a child.

Barbara hurried, she was so anxious to get to the gate, and the old toll-keeper looked surprised and pleased when she came up to his window and reached up her hand with the three-cent piece. Im going through to-day, sir, said she, and the old man nodded as he gave her the two cents in change. I hope you will have a good time, my dear, said he kindly; then Barbara took two or three of her short steps, and was fairly on the other side of the gate.

It was a little strange that the street and the houses and the people were after all very much like those she had always seen. It was very pleasant, but it was not as different as she had supposed it would be, though there were fewer houses and a great many more fields; and she picked some flowers that were growing by the side of the road, and these were worth coming for; she had thought there would be some flowers. Once some ladies drove by in a pretty low carriage, and they smiled at Barbara, who was standing there just then, and who smiled at them, but they did not know she was a little girl who had half hoped to find fairyland and all the beautiful things she knew about, on that side of the toll-gate.

Barbara could not help growing sorry; it had been better to think all those treasures were there and not to go through the gate, than it was to be here and find everything so much like what she had seen before. There seemed to be no place to spend her cent, and it would have been very hard if she had not had the flowers.

But by and by, when she had walked out into the country a long way, or so it seemed to her, she came to a small house with rose-bushes all in bloom round it, and vines growing on strings that were fastened to the low eaves, morning-glories and scarlet runners; and such a pretty cat sat in the doorway. So Barbara stopped to speak to her. Just then somebody came to the door, and when she saw our friend she said: Dont you want to come in and see the pussy? So Barbara went in.

Whose little girl are you? and Barbara told her. Then the woman asked if she had been sent on an errand, and Barbara told her about wishing to see what was beyond the toll-gate; that her mother knew, and she might go as far as she liked, only not cross the street for fear of the carriages.

You have walked a good way, said the new friend. I think you had better come in to see me a little while, and play with the cat; perhaps I can find something else to show you.

Barbara was really getting tired, and she was glad to unlatch the little gate, and go into the house with her, for she seemed so kind, and in the room at the right of the door what should she see but another old woman who looked exactly like the first, and Barbara looked first at one and then the other with great wonder.

Why, youre just alike! said she, while they both laughed.

We are twin sisters, said the first one she had seen, and this is Miss Rhody Brown and I am Miss Ruthy.

Barbara looked at them very hard, and saw that one had a black bow on her cap and the other a green one, and one had a rounder face. This was Miss Rhody, and she told her sister to fetch the kittens while she briskly went into the next room and came back with a little chair just large enough for Barbara. The kittens and the old cat played together with some spools, and the old sisters and their little visitor watched them, and laughed a good deal at their frolics. I am so sorry I cannot tell you all about this afternoon, for Barbara got rested and had such a pleasant time. She told Miss Ruthy and Miss Rhody about her father and mother and the new house, and it was so strange to think they knew the old toll-gate man very well. She picked up their balls of yarn whenever they dropped them, and they said to each other afterward how thoughtful and good she was for such a little thing, and so well-mannered. And they gave her a picture of a boy with a dog, and showed her a great many other pictures, besides a large box full of shells which their brother had brought home from sea a great many years before, and these Barbara would have liked to play with for hours.

And at last Miss Ruthy, the black-bowed sister, disappeared for a few minutes, and when she came back she asked them to come out into the kitchen; and there was a little round table spread with a feast for Barbara. There was a China mug with a rose on it, full of milk, and a plate of gingerbread cakes cut in ever so many different shapes, a star and a heart and a leaf and a cat; and there was a crisp turn-over with a crinkly edge.

Barbara did not know what to say, it was such a surprise to her. She shyly sat down in the chair which Miss Ruthy had placed for her, and she wished her mother knew what a good time she was having. She was really very hungry, and everything was so good, while the old sisters smiled at each other and were so pleased, and Miss Rhody said two or three times that she thought when she was making that turn-over that it was a pity some little girl couldnt have it.

It would have been very sad to say good-by if they had not told Barbara so many times that she must come and see them whenever she could, and that sometimes she must come and stay all day, if her mother was willing. Miss Ruthy meant to walk part way home with our friend, but just as she was getting her bonnet a man stopped at the door with a wagon, and after he had finished his business the sisters asked him if he could take a little passenger as far as he went? And presently, after Barbara had kissed both her kind friends good-by, and had patted the cat and each of her kittens, and had put one of each kind of the cookies into her pocket, she was lifted to the high wagon-seat and drove away in state. It was growing late in the afternoon, and the sunlight was growing yellow, and the birds were flying about; the shadows of the trees and of the people they met were very long on the turnpike-road. Barbaras flowers had wilted, but she had them still, and the old ladies had picked some bright red roses for her, and she kept taking a sniff of these every little while, because they were so sweet. The man was very kind; he told her that he had a little girl at home who went to ride with him in that very wagon almost every day. He stopped just before they came to the toll-gate, and he took Barbara out carefully and gave her two cents, so she could come that way again some day, which was certainly very kind.

And it seemed as if a great deal had happened since she had seen the old toll-keeper before. He knew her at once, and looked glad to see her, and asked her if she would not like to be clerk of the toll-gate, and if she would not come to see him soon. He took the cent she gave him, but when he had done talking he took another cent out of his own pocket and gave it to her for a present. So Barbara went home both rich and happy. There was a great deal to tell her mother; and do you think that Mrs. Snow had known the two old sisters herself, years ago, before she was married, and she said she must go to see them very soon. She and Barbara had such a pleasant walk together that day, I know you would like to hear about it if I could only stop to tell you; and how Barbara had made each of the old ladies a spool-bag; a black silk one and a green silk one, like the bows on their caps. And Barbara often went to see the toll-keeper, and though now she had been through the gate, and could not make up any more stories about what was there, she could make up stories about other things. She spent so many pleasant days that summer beyond the toll-gate, and she thought everybody there tried to make her have a good time.

I hope you will always be a good girl, her mother said sometimes, for then you will be happy wherever you are. But Barbara always says she thinks it is a great deal pleasanter living in the new house than it ever was in the city.

So we will say good-by to her and give her many good wishes, dear little dreaming Barbara! for we hope all the gates she opens may be on the way to something better and happier. It costs something to go through; but never mind, for though Barbara could not tell herself stories any longer and had to pay a cent, did she not find the wild flowers and the kind old friends, the little feast spread on the round table, and the man who brought her part way home when she was tired, not to speak of the roses, the shells, and the cats? 
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FOR A GREAT many years it had been understood in Longfield that Miss Horatia Dane once had a lover, and that he had been lost at sea. By little and little, in one way and another, her acquaintances had found out or made up the whole story; and Miss Dane stood in the position, not of an unmarried woman exactly, but rather of having spent most of her life in a long and lonely widowhood. She looked like a person with a history, strangers often said (as if we each did not have a history); and her own unbroken reserve about this romance of hers gave everybody the more respect for it.

The Longfield people paid willing deference to Miss Dane: her family had always been one that could be liked and respected, and she was the last that was left in the old home of which she was so fond. This was a high, square house, with a row of pointed windows in its roof, a peaked porch in front, with some lilac-bushes around it; and down by the road was a long, orderly procession of poplars, like a row of sentinels standing guard. She had lived here alone since her fathers death, twenty years before. She was a kind, just woman, whose pleasures were of a stately and sober sort; and she seemed not unhappy in her loneliness, though she sometimes said gravely that she was the last of her family, as if the fact had a great sadness for her.

She had some middle-aged and elderly cousins living at a distance, and they came occasionally to see her; but there had been no young people staying in the house for many years until this summer, when the daughter of her youngest cousin had written to ask if she might come to make a visit. She was a motherless girl of twenty, both older and younger than her years. Her father and brother, who were civil engineers, had taken some work upon the line of a railway in the far Western country. Nelly had made many long journeys with them before and since she had left school, and she had meant to follow them now, after she had spent a fortnight with the old cousin whom she had not seen since her childhood. Her father had laughed at the visit as a freak, and had warned her of the dulness and primness of Longfield; but the result was that the girl found herself very happy in the comfortable home. She was still her own free, unfettered, lucky, and sunshiny self; and the old house was so much pleasanter for the girlish face and life, that Miss Horatia had, at first timidly and then most heartily, begged her to stay for the whole summer, or even the autumn, until her father was ready to come East. The name of Dane was very dear to Miss Horatia, and she grew fonder of her guest. When the village-people saw her glance at the girl affectionately, as they sat together in the family-pew of a Sunday, or saw them walking together after tea, they said it was a good thing for Miss Horatia; how bright she looked; and no doubt she would leave all her money to Nelly Dane, if she played her cards well.

But we will do Nelly justice, and say that she was not mercenary: she would have scorned such a thought. She had grown to have a great love for her cousin Horatia, and she liked to please her. She idealized her, I have no doubt; and her repression, her grave courtesy and rare words of approval, had a great fascination for a girl who had just been used to people who chattered, and were upon most intimate terms with you directly, and could forget you with equal ease. And Nelly liked having so admiring and easily pleased an audience as Miss Dane and her old servant Melissa. She liked to be queen of her company: she had so many gay, bright stories of what had happened to herself and her friends. Besides, she was clever with her needle, and had all those practical gifts which elderly women approve so heartily in girls. They liked her pretty clothes; she was sensible and economical and busy; they praised her to each other and to the world, and even stubborn old Andrew, the man, to whom Miss Horatia herself spoke with deference, would do any thing she asked. Nelly would by no means choose so dull a life as this for the rest of her days; but she enjoyed it immensely for the time being. She instinctively avoided all that would shock the grave dignity and old-school ideas of Miss Dane; and somehow she never had felt happier or better satisfied with life. I think it was because she was her best and most lady-like self. It was not long before she knew the village-people almost as well as Miss Dane did, and she became a very great favorite, as a girl so easily can who is good-natured and pretty, and well versed in city fashions; who has that tact and cleverness that come to such a nature from going about the world and knowing many people.

She had not been in Longfield many weeks before she heard something of Miss Danes love-story; for one of her new friends said, in a confidential moment, Does your cousin ever speak to you about the young man to whom she was engaged to be married? And Nelly answered, No, with great wonder, and not without regret at her own ignorance. After this she kept her eyes and ears open for whatever news of this lovers existence might be found.

At last it happened one day that she had a good chance for a friendly talk with Melissa; for who should know about the family affairs better than she? Miss Horatia had taken her second-best parasol, with a deep fringe, and had gone majestically down the street to do some morning errands which she could trust to no one. Melissa was shelling peas at the shady kitchen-doorstep, and Nelly came strolling round from the garden, along the clean-swept flag-stones, and sat down to help her. Melissa moved along, with a grim smile, to make room for her. You neednt bother yourself, said she: Ive nothing else to do. Youll green your fingers all over. But she was evidently pleased to have company.

My fingers will wash, said Nelly, and Ive nothing else to do either. Please push the basket this way a little, or I shall scatter the pods, and then you will scold. She went to work busily, while she tried to think of the best way to find out the story she wished to hear.

There! said Melissa, I never told Miss Hratia to get some citron, and I settled yesterday to make some pound-cake this forenoon after I got dinner along a piece. Shes most out o mustard too; shes set about having mustard to eat with her beef, just as the old colonel was before her. I never saw any other folks eat mustard with their roast beef; but every family has their own tricks. I tied a thread round my left-hand little finger purpose to remember that citron before she came down this morning. I hope I aint losing my faclties. It was seldom that Melissa was so talkative as this at first. She was clearly in a talkative mood.

Melissa, asked Nelly, with great bravery, after a minute or two of silence, who was it that my cousin Horatia was going to many? Its odd that I shouldnt know; but I dont remember fathers ever speaking of it, and I shouldnt think of asking her.

I spose itll seem strange to you, said Melissa, beginning to shell the peas a great deal faster, but, as many years as I have lived in this house with her, — her mother, the old lady, fetched me up, — I never knew Miss Hratia to say a word about him. But there! she knows I know, and weve got an understanding on many things we never talk over as some folks would. Ive heard about it from other folks. She was visiting her great-aunt in Salem when she met with him. His name was Carrick, and it was presumed they was going to be married when he came home from the voyage he was lost on. He had the promise of going out master of a new ship. They didnt keep company long: it was made up of a sudden, and folks here didnt get hold of the story till some time after. Ive heard some that ought to know say it was only talk, and they never were engaged to be married no more than I am.

You say he was lost at sea? asked Nelly.

The ship never was heard from. They supposed she was run down in the night out in the South Seas somewhere. It was a good while before they gave up expecting news; but none ever come. I think she set every thing by him, and took it very hard losing of him. But there! shed never say a word. Youre the freest-spoken Dane I ever saw; but you may take it from our mothers folks. I know he gave her that whales tooth with the ship drawn on it thats on the mantel-piece in her room. She may have a sight of other keepsakes, for all I know; but it aint likely. And here there was a pause, in which Nelly grew sorrowful as she thought of the long waiting for tidings of the missing ship, and of her cousins solitary life. It was very odd to think of prim Miss Horatias being in love with a sailor. There was a young lieutenant in the navy whom Nelly herself liked dearly, and he had gone away on a long voyage. Perhaps shes been just as well off, said Melissa. Shes dreadful set, yr cousin Hratia is, and sailors is high-tempered men. Ive heard it hinted that he was a fast fellow; and if a womans got a good home like this, ands able to do for herself, shed better stay there. I aint going to give up a certainty for an uncertainty, — thats what I always tell em, added Melissa, with great decision, as if she were besieged by lovers; but Nelly smiled inwardly as she thought of the courage it would take to support any one who wished to offer her companion his heart and hand. It would need desperate energy to scale the walls of that garrison.

The green peas were all shelled presently, and Melissa said gravely that she should have to be lazy now until it was time to put in the meat. She wasnt used to being helped, unless there was extra work, and she calculated to have one piece of work join on to another. However, it was no account, and she was obliged for the company; and Nelly laughed merrily as she stood washing her hands in the shining old copper basin at the sink. The sun would not be round that side of the house for a long time yet, and the pink and blue morning-glories were still in their full bloom and freshness. They grew over the window, twined on strings exactly the same distance apart. There was a box crowded full of green houseleeks down at the side of the door: they were straying over the edge, and Melissa stooped stiffly down with an air of disapproval at their untidiness. They straggle all over every thing, said she, and theyre no kind of use, only Misss mother she set every thing by em. She fetched em from home with her when she was married, her mother kep a box, and they came from England. Folks used to say they was good for bee-stings. Then she went into the inner kitchen, and Nelly went slowly away along the flag-stones to the garden from whence she had come. The garden-gate opened with a tired creak, and shut with a clack; and she noticed how smooth and shiny the wood was where the touch of so many hands had worn it. There was a great pleasure to this girl in finding herself among such old and well-worn things. She had been for a long time in cities or at the West; and among the old fashions and ancient possessions of Long-field it seemed to her that every thing had its story, and she liked the quietness and unchangeableness with which life seemed to go on from year to year. She had seen many a dainty or gorgeous garden, but never one that she had liked so well as this, with its herb-bed and its broken rows of currant-bushes, its tall stalks of white lilies and its wandering rose-bushes and honeysuckles, that had bloomed beside the straight paths for so many more summers than she herself had lived. She picked a little nosegay of late red roses, and carried it into the house to put on the parlor-table. The wide hall-door was standing open, with its green outer blinds closed, and the old hall was dim and cool. Miss Horatia did not like a glare of sunlight, and she abhorred flies with her whole heart. Nelly could hardly see her way through the rooms, it had been so bright out of doors; but she brought the tall champagne-glass of water from the dining-room and put the flowers in their place. Then she looked at two silhouettes which stood on the mantel in carved ebony frames. They were portraits of an uncle of Miss Dane and his wife. Miss Dane had thought Nelly looked like this uncle the evening before. She could not see the likeness herself; but the pictures suggested something else, and she turned suddenly, and went hurrying up the stairs to Miss Horatias own room, where she remembered to have seen a group of silhouettes fastened to the wall. There were seven or eight, and she looked at the young men among them most carefully; but they were all marked with the name of Dane: they were Miss Horatias brothers, and our friend hung them on their little brass hooks again with a feeling of disappointment. Perhaps her cousin had a quaint miniature of the lover, painted on ivory, and shut in a worn red morocco case; she hoped she should get a sight of it some day. This story of the lost sailor had a wonderful charm for the girl. Miss Horatia had never been so interesting to her before. How she must have mourned for the lover, and missed him, and hoped there would yet be news from the ship! Nelly thought she would tell her her own little love-story some day, though there was not much to tell yet, in spite of there being so much to think about. She built a little castle in Spain as she sat in the front-window-seat of the upper hall, and dreamed pleasant stories for herself until the sharp noise of the front-gate-latch waked her; and she looked out through the blind to see her cousin coming up the walk.

Miss Horatia looked hot and tired, and her thoughts were not of any fashion of romance. It is going to be very warm, said she. I have been worrying ever since I have been gone, because I forgot to ask Andrew to pick those white currants for the ministers wife. I promised that she should have them early this morning. Would you go out to the kitchen, and ask Melissa to step in for a moment, my dear?

Melissa was picking over red currants to make a pie, and rose from her chair with a little unwillingness. I guess they could wait until afternoon, said she, as she came back. Miss Hratias in a fret because she forgot about sending some white currants to the ministers. I told her that Andrew had gone to have the horses shod, and wouldnt be back till near noon. I dont see why part of the folks in the world should kill themselves trying to suit the rest. As long as I havent got any citron for the cake, I suppose I might go out and pick em, added Melissa ungraciously. Ill get some to set away for tea anyhow.

Miss Dane had a letter to write after she had rested from her walk; and Nelly soon left her in the dark parlor, and went back to the sunshiny garden to help Melissa, who seemed to be taking life with more than her usual disapproval. She was sheltered by an enormous gingham sunbonnet.

I set out to free my mind to your cousin Hratia this morning, said she, as Nelly crouched down at the opposite side of the bush where she was picking; but we cant agree on that pint, and its no use. I dont say nothing. You mights well ask the moon to face about and travel the other way as to try to change Miss Hratias mind. I aint going to argue it with her: it aint my place; I know that as well as anybody. Shed run her feet off for the ministers folks any day; and, though I do say hes a fair preacher, they havent got a speck o consideration nor faclty; they think the world was made for them, but I think likely theyll find out it wasnt; most folks do. When he first was settled here, I had a fit o sickness, and he come to see me when I was getting over the worst of it. He did the best he could, I always took it very kind of him; but he made a prayer, and he kep sayin this aged handmaid, I should think, a dozen times. Aged handmaid! said Melissa scornfully: I dont call myself aged yet, and that was more than ten years ago. I never made pretensions to being younger than I am; but youd a thought I was a topplin old creatur going on a hundred.

Nelly laughed; Melissa looked cross, and moved on to the next currant-bush. So thats why you dont like the minister? But the question did not seem to please.

I hope I never should be set against a preacher by such as that. And Nelly hastened to change the subject; but there was to be a last word: I like to see a minister thats solid minister right straight through, not one of these veneered folks. But old Parson Croden spoilt me for setting under any other preaching.

I wonder, said Nelly, after a little, if Cousin Horatia has any picture of that Captain Carrick.

He wasnt captain, said Melissa. I never heard that it was any more than they talked of giving him a ship next voyage.

And you never saw him? He never came here to see her?

Bless you, no! She met with him at Salem, where she was spending the winter, and he went right away to sea. Ive heard a good deal more about it of late years than I ever did at the time. I suppose the Salem folks talked about it enough. All I know is, there was other good matches that offered to her since, and couldnt get her; and I suppose it was on account of her hearts being buried in the deep with him. And this unexpected bit of sentiment, spoken in Melissas grummest tone, seemed so funny to her young companion, that she bent very low to pick from a currant-twig close to the ground, and could not ask any more questions for some time.

I have seen her a sight o times when I knew she was thinking about him, Melissa went on presently, this time with a tenderness in her voice that touched Nellys heart. Shes been dreadful lonesome. She and the old colonel, her father, wasnt much company to each other, and she always kep every thing to herself. The only time she ever said a word to me was one night six or seven years ago this Christmas. They got up a Christmas-tree in the vestry, and she went, and I did too; I guess everybody in the whole church and parish that could crawl turned out to go. The children they made a dreadful racket. Id ha got my ears took off if I had been so forth-putting when I was little. I was looking round for Miss Hratia long at the last of the evening, and somebody said theyd seen her go home. I hurried, and I couldnt see any light in the house; and I was afraid she was sick or something. She come and let me in, and I see she had been a-cryin. I says, Have you heard any bad news? But she says, No, and began to cry again, real pitiful. I never felt so lonesome in my life, says she, as I did down there. Its a dreadful thing to be left all alone in the world. I did feel for her; but I couldnt seem to say a word. I put some pine-chips I had handy for morning on the kitchen-fire, and I made her up a cup o good hot tea quicks I could, and took it to her; and I guess she felt better. She never went to bed till three oclock that night. I couldnt shut my eyes till I heard her come upstairs. There! I set every thing by Miss Hratia. I havent got no folks either. I was left an orphan over to Deerfield, where Misss mother come from, and she took me out o the town-farm to bring up. I remember, when I come here, I was so small I had a box to stand up on when I helped wash the dishes. Theres nothing I aint had to make me comfortable, and I do just as Im a mind to, and call in extra help every day of the week if I give the word; but Ive had my lonesome times, and I guess Miss Hratia knew.

Nelly was very much touched by this bit of a story, it was a new idea to her that Melissa should have so much affection and be so sympathetic. People never will get over being surprised that chestnut-burrs are not as rough inside as they are outside, and the girls heart warmed toward the old woman who had spoken with such unlooked-for sentiment and pathos. Melissa went to the house with her basket, and Nelly also went in, but only to put on another hat, and see if it were straight, in a minute spent before the old mirror, and then she hurried down the long elm-shaded street to buy a pound of citron for the cake. She left it on the kitchen-table when she came back, and nobody ever said any thing about it; only there were two delicious pound-cakes — a heart and a round — on a little blue china plate beside Nellys plate at tea.

After tea Nelly and Miss Dane sat in the front-doorway, — the elder woman in a high-backed arm-chair, and the younger on the doorstep. The tree-toads and crickets were tuning up heartily, the stars showed a little through the trees, and the elms looked heavy and black against the sky. The fragrance of the white lilies in the garden blew through the hall. Miss Horatia was tapping the ends of her fingers together. Probably she was not thinking of any thing in particular. She had had a very peaceful day, with the exception of the currants; and they had, after all, gone to the parsonage some time before noon. Beside this, the minister had sent word that the delay made no trouble; for his wife had unexpectedly gone to Downton to pass the day and night. Miss Horatia had received the business-letter for which she had been looking for several days; so there was nothing to regret deeply for that day, and there seemed to be nothing for one to dread on the morrow.

Cousin Horatia, asked Nelly, are you sure you like having me here? Are you sure I dont trouble you?

Of course not, said Miss Dane, without a bit of sentiment in her tone: I find it very pleasant having young company, though I am used to being alone; and I dont mind it so much as I suppose you would.

I should mind it very much, said the girl softly.

You would get used to it, as I have, said Miss Dane. Yes, dear, I like having you here better and better. I hate to think of your going away. And she smoothed Nellys hair as if she thought she might have spoken coldly at first, and wished to make up for it. This rare caress was not without its effect.

I dont miss father and Dick so very much, owned Nelly frankly, because I have grown used to their coming and going; but sometimes I miss people — Cousin Horatia, did I ever say any thing to you about George Forest?

I think I remember the name, answered Miss Dane.

He is in the navy, and he has gone a long voyage, and — I think every thing of him. I missed him awfully; but it is almost time to get a letter from him.

Does your father approve of him? asked Miss Dane, with great propriety. You are very young yet, and you must not think of such a thing carelessly. I should be so much grieved if you threw away your happiness.

Oh! we are not really engaged, said Nelly, who felt a little chilled. I suppose we are, too: only nobody knows yet. Yes, father knows him as well as I do, and he is very fond of him. Of course I should not keep it from father; but he guessed at it himself. Only its such a long cruise, Cousin Horatia, — three years, I suppose, — away off in China and Japan.

I have known longer voyages than that, said Miss Dane, with a quiver in her voice; and she rose suddenly, and walked away, this grave, reserved woman, who seemed so contented and so comfortable. But, when she came back, she asked Nelly a great deal about her lover, and learned more of the girls life than she ever had before. And they talked together in the pleasantest way about this pleasant subject, which was so close to Nellys heart, until Melissa brought the candles at ten oclock, that being the hour of Miss Danes bed-time.

But that night Miss Dane did not go to bed at ten: she sat by the window in her room, thinking. The moon rose late; and after a little while she blew out her candles, which were burning low. I suppose that the years which had come and gone since the young sailor went away on that last voyage of his had each added to her affection for him. She was a person who clung the more fondly to youth as she left it the farther behind.

This is such a natural thing: the great sorrows of our youth sometimes become the amusements of our later years; we can only remember them with a smile. We find that our lives look fairer to us, and we forget what used to trouble us so much when we look back. Miss Dane certainly had come nearer to truly loving the sailor than she had any one else; and the more she had thought of it, the more it became the romance of her life. She no longer asked herself, as she often had done in middle life, whether, if he had lived and had come home, she would have loved and married him. She had minded less and less, year by year, knowing that her friends and neighbors thought her faithful to the love of her youth. Poor, gay, handsome Joe Carrick! how fond he had been of her, and how he had looked at her that day he sailed away out of Salem Harbor on the ship Chevalier! If she had only known that she never should see him again, poor fellow!

But, as usual, her thoughts changed their current a little at the end of her reverie. Perhaps, after all, loneliness was not so hard to bear as other sorrows. She had had a pleasant life, God had been very good to her, and had spared her many trials, and granted her many blessings. She would try and serve him better. I am an old woman now, she said to herself. Things are better as they are; God knows best, and I never should have liked to be interfered with.

Then she shut out the moonlight, and lighted her candles again, with an almost guilty feeling. What should I say if Nelly sat up till nearly midnight looking out at the moon? thought she. It is very silly; but it is such a beautiful night. I should like to have her see the moon shining through the tops of the trees. But Nelly was sleeping the sleep of the just and sensible in her own room.

Next morning at breakfast Nelly was a little conscious of there having been uncommon confidences the night before; but Miss Dane was her usual calm and somewhat formal self, and proposed their making a few calls after dinner, if the weather were not too hot. Nelly at once wondered what she had better wear. There was a certain black grenadine which Miss Horatia had noticed with approval, and she remembered that the lower ruffle needed hemming, and made up her mind that she would devote most of the time before dinner to that and to some other repairs. So, after breakfast was over, she brought the dress downstairs, with her work-box, and settled herself in the dining-room. Miss Dane usually sat there in the morning, it was a pleasant room, and she could keep an unsuspected watch over the kitchen and Melissa, who did not need watching in the least. I dare say it was for the sake of being within the sound of a voice.

Miss Dane marched in and out that morning; she went upstairs, and came down again, and she was busy for a while in the parlor. Nelly was sewing steadily by a window, where one of the blinds was a little way open, and tethered in its place by a string. She hummed a tune to herself over and over: — 

What will you do, love, when I am going, With white sails flowing, the seas beyond?

And old Melissa, going to and fro at her work in the kitchen, grumbled out bits of an ancient psalm-tune at intervals. There seemed to be some connection between these fragments in her mind; it was like a ledge of rock in a pasture, that sometimes runs under the ground, and then crops out again. I think it was the tune of Windham.

Nelly found there was a good deal to be done to the grenadine dress when she looked it over critically, and she was very diligent. It was quiet in and about the house for a long time, until suddenly she heard the sound of heavy footsteps coming in from the road. The side-door was in a little entry between the room where Nelly sat and the kitchen, and the new-comer knocked loudly. A tramp, said Nelly to herself; while Melissa came to open the door, wiping her hands hurriedly on her apron.

I wonder if you couldnt give me something to eat, said the man.

I suppose I could, answered Melissa. Will you step in? Beggars were very few in Longfield, and Miss Dane never wished anybody to go away hungry from her house. It was off the grand highway of tramps; but they were by no means unknown.

Melissa searched among her stores, and Nelly heard her putting one plate after another on the kitchen-table, and thought that the breakfast promised to be a good one, if it were late.

Dont put yourself out, said the man, as he moved his chair nearer. I put up at an old barn three or four miles above here last night, and there didnt seem to be very good board there.

Going far? inquired Melissa concisely.

Boston, said the man. Im a little too old to travel afoot. Now, if I could go by water, it would seem nearer. Im more used to the water. This is a royal good piece o beef. I suppose couldnt put your hand on a mug of cider? This was said humbly; but the tone failed to touch Melissas heart.

No, I couldnt, said she decisively; so there was an end of that, and the conversation seemed to flag for a time.

Presently Melissa came to speak to Miss Dane, who had just come downstairs. Could you stay in the kitchen a few minutes? she whispered. Theres an old creatur there that looks foreign. He came to the door for something to eat, and I gave it to him; but hes miserble looking, and I dont like to leave him alone. Im just in the midst o dressing the chickens. Hell be through pretty quick, according to the way hes eating now.

Miss Dane followed her without a word; and the man half rose, and said, Good-morning, madam! with unusual courtesy. And, when Melissa was out of hearing, he spoke again: I suppose you havent any cider? to which his hostess answered, I couldnt give you any this morning, in a tone that left no room for argument. He looked as if he had had a great deal too much to drink already.

How far do you call it from here to Boston? he asked, and was told that it was eighty miles.

Im a slow traveller, said he: sailors dont take much to walking. Miss Dane asked him if he had been a sailor. Nothing else, replied the man, who seemed much inclined to talk. He had been eating like a hungry dog, as if he were half-starved, — a slouching, red-faced, untidy-looking old man, with some traces of former good looks still to be discovered in his face. Nothing else. I ran away to sea when I was a boy, and I followed it until I got so old they wouldnt ship me even for cook. There was something in his being for once so comfortable — perhaps it was being with a lady like Miss Dane, who pitied him — that lifted his thoughts a little from their usual low level. Its drink thats been the ruin of me, said he. I ought to have been somebody. I was nobodys fool when I was young. I got to be mate of a first-rate ship, and there was some talk o my being captain before long. She was lost that voyage, and three of us were all that was saved; we got picked up by a Chinese junk. She had the plague aboard of her, and my mates died of it, and I was sick. It was a hell of a place to be in. When I got ashore I shipped on an old bark that pretended to be coming round the Cape, and she turned out to be a pirate. I just went to the dogs, and Ive been from bad to worse ever since.

Its never too late to mend, said Melissa, who came into the kitchen just then for a string to tie the chickens.

Lord help us, yes, it is! said the sailor. Its easy for you to say that. Im too old. I aint been master of this craft for a good while. And he laughed at his melancholy joke.

Dont say that, said Miss Dane.

Well, now, what could an old wrack like me do to earn a living? and whod want me if I could? You wouldnt. I dont know when Ive been treated so decent as this before. Im all broke down. But his tone was no longer sincere; he had fallen back on his profession of beggar.

Couldnt you get into some asylum or — theres the Sailors Snug Harbor, isnt that for men like you? It seems such a pity for a man of your years to be homeless and a wanderer. Havent you any friends at all? And here, suddenly, Miss Danes face altered, and she grew very white; something startled her. She looked as one might who saw a fearful ghost.

No, said the man; but my folks used to be some of the best in Salem. I havent shown my head there this good while. I was an orphan. My grandmother brought me up. Why, I didnt come back to the States for thirty or forty years. Along at the first of it I used to see men in port that I used to know; but I always dodged em, and I was way off in outlandish places. Ive got an awful sight to answer for. I used to have a good wife when I was in Australia. I dont know where I havent been, first and last. I was always a hard fellow. Ive spent as much as a couple o fortunes, and here I am. Devil take it!

Nelly was still sewing in the dining-room; but, soon after Miss Dane had gone out to the kitchen, one of the doors between had slowly closed itself with a plaintive whine. The round stone that Melissa used to keep it open had been pushed away. Nelly was a little annoyed: she liked to hear what was going on; but she was just then holding her work with great care in a place that was hard to sew; so she did not move. She heard the murmur of voices, and thought, after a while, that the old vagabond ought to go away by this time. What could be making her cousin Horatia talk so long with him? It was not like her at all. He would beg for money, of course, and she hoped Miss Horatia would not give him a single cent.

It was some time before the kitchen-door opened, and the man came out with clumsy, stumbling steps. Im much obliged to you, he said, and I dont know but it is the last time Ill get treated as if I was a gentleman. Is there any thing I could do for you round the place? he asked hesitatingly, and as if he hoped that his offer would not be accepted.

No, answered Miss Dane. No, thank you. Good-by! and he went away.

I said he had been lifted a little above his low life; he fell back again directly before he was out of the gate. Im blessed if she didnt give me a ten-dollar bill! said he. She must have thought it was one. Ill get out o call as quick as I can, hope she wont find it out, and send anybody after me. Visions of unlimited drinks, and other things in which the old sailor found pleasure, flitted through his stupid mind. How the old lady stared at me once! he thought. Wonder if she was anybody I used to know? Downton? I dont know as I ever heard of the place. And he scuffed along the dusty road; and that night he was very drunk, and the next day he went wandering on, God only knows where.

But Nelly and Melissa both had heard a strange noise in the kitchen, as if some one had fallen, and had found that Miss Horatia had fainted dead away. It was partly the heat, she said, when she saw their anxious faces as she came to herself; she had had a little headache all the morning; it was very hot and close in the kitchen, and the faintness had come upon her suddenly. They helped her walk into the cool parlor presently, and Melissa brought her a glass of wine, and Nelly sat beside her on a footstool as she lay on the sofa, and fanned her. Once she held her cheek against Miss Horatias hand for a minute, and she will never know as long as she lives what a comfort she was that day.

Every one but Miss Dane forgot the old sailor-tramp in this excitement that followed his visit. Do you guess already who he was? But the certainty could not come to you with the chill and horror it did to Miss Dane. There had been something familiar in his look and voice from the first, and then she had suddenly known him, her lost lover. It was an awful change that the years had made in him. He had truly called himself a wreck: he was like some dreary wreck in its decay and utter ruin, its miserable ugliness and worthlessness, falling to pieces in the slow tides of a lifeless southern sea.

And he had once been her lover, Miss Dane thought many times in the days that came after. Not that there was ever any thing asked or promised between them, but they had liked each other dearly, and had parted with deep sorrow. She had thought of him all these years so tenderly; she had believed always that his love had been greater than her own, and never once had doubted that the missing ship Chevalier had carried with it down into the sea a heart that was true to her.

By little and little this all grew familiar, and she accustomed herself to the knowledge of her new secret. She shuddered at the thought of the misery of a life with him, and she thanked God for sparing her such shame and despair. The distance between them seemed immense. She had been a person of so much consequence among her friends, and so dutiful and irreproachable a woman. She had not begun to understand what dishonor is in the world; her life had been shut in by safe and orderly surroundings. It was a strange chance that had brought this wanderer to her door. She remembered his wretched untidiness. She would not have liked even to touch him. She had never imagined him grown old: he had always been young to her. It was a great mercy he had not known her; it would have been a most miserable position for them both; and yet she thought, with sad surprise, that she had not known she had changed so entirely. She thought of the different ways their roads in life had gone; she pitied him; she cried about him more than once; and she wished that she could know he was dead. He might have been such a brave, good man, with his strong will and resolute courage. God forgive him for the wickedness which his strength had been made to serve! God forgive him! said Miss Horatia to herself sadly over and over again. She wondered if she ought to have let him go away, and so have lost sight of him; but she could not do any thing else. She suffered terribly on his account; she had a pity, such as Gods pity must be, for even his wilful sins.

So her romance was all over with; yet the towns-people still whispered it to strangers, and even Melissa and Nelly never knew how she had lost her lover in so strange and sad a way in her latest years. Nobody noticed much change; but Melissa saw that the whales tooth had disappeared from its place in Miss Horatias room, and her old friends said to each other that she began to show her age a great deal. She seemed really like an old woman now; she was not the woman she had been a year ago.

This is all of the story; but I so often wish when a story comes to an end that I knew what became of the people afterward. Shall I tell you that Miss Horatia clings more and more fondly to her young cousin Nelly; and that Nelly will stay with her a great deal before she marries, and sometimes afterward, when the lieutenant goes away to sea? Shall I say that Miss Dane seems as well satisfied and comfortable as ever, though she acknowledges she is not so young as she used to be, and somehow misses something out of her life? It is the contentment of winter rather than that of summer: the flowers are out of bloom for her now, and under the snow. And Melissa, will not she always be the same, with a quaintness and freshness and toughness like a cedar-tree, to the end of her days? Let us hope they will live on together and be untroubled this long time yet, the two good women; and let us wish Nelly much pleasure, and a sweet soberness and fearlessness as she grows older and finds life a harder thing to understand and a graver thing to know.


A SORROWFUL GUEST.
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DEAR HELEN, — What do you say to our going to housekeeping together? Im a very old bachelor, with many whims; but Im your brother, and I dont know that there was ever an act of Parliament that we should spend our lives on opposite shores of the Atlantic. The Athertons lease of our house is out next month, and I have a fancy for taking it myself. We will call it merely an experiment, if you like; but Im tired of the way I live now. Im growing gray, and I shall be dreadfully glad to see you. We will make a real home of it, and see something of each other; you must not ask for any more pathos than this. Pick up whatever you can to make the house look fine, but dont feel in the least obliged to come, or put it off until the spring. Do just as you like. I hear the Duncans are coming home in October; perhaps you could take passage on the same steamer. I cant believe it is three years since I went over last. Do you think we shall know each other? Labsence diminue les petits amours et augmente les grandes, comme le vent qui éteint les bougies et rallume la feu. I met that sentiment in a story I was reading to-day, and I thought it would seem very gallant and alluring if I put it into my letter. I think you will not be homesick here: you will find more friends than seems possible at first thought. Im in a hurry to-day; but Im none the less Your very affectionate brother, 

JOHN AINSLIE. 

Boston, Aug. 2, 1877.

This was a letter which came to me one morning a year or two ago from my only brother. We had been separated most of the time since our childhood; for my father and mother both died then, and our home was broken up, as Jack was to be away at school and college. During the war he was fired with a love of his country and a longing for military glory, and entered the army with many of his fellow-students at Harvard. I was at school for a time, but afterwards went to live with an aunt, whose winter home was in Florence; and when Jack left the army he came to Europe to go on with his professional studies. He was most of the time in Dublin and London and Paris at the medical schools; but we were together a good deal, and he went off for several long journeys with my aunt and me before he went back to America. I always hoped that we might some day live together: but my aunt wished me never to leave her; for she was somewhat of an invalid, and had grown to depend on me more or less in many ways. She could not live in Boston, for the climate did not suit her. If Jack and I had not written each other so often, we should have drifted far apart; but, as it was, I think our love and friendship grew closer year by year. I should have begged him to come to live with me; but he was always in a hurry to get back to his own city and his own friends when he sometimes came over to pay us a visit in my aunts lifetime, and I knew he would not be contented in Florence.

At Aunt Alices death I went on with the same old life for a time from force of habit; and it was just then, when I was with some friends in the Tyrol, and had been wondering what plans I should make for the winter, — whether to go to Egypt again, or to have some English friends come to me in Florence, — that Jacks letter came. I was only too glad that he made the proposal, and I could not resist sending him a cable despatch to say, Hurrah! I had not realized before how lonely and adrift I had felt since Aunt Alice died. I had a host of kind friends; but there is nothing like being with ones own kindred, and having ones own home. It was very hard work to say so many good-byes; and my heart had almost failed me when I saw some of my friends for, it might be, the last time, as some of them were old people. And, though I said over and over again that I should come back in a year or two, who could be certain that I should take up the dear familiar life again? But, though I had been so many long years away from dear old Boston, I never had been so glad in my life to catch sight of any city as I was that chilly, late October morning, when I came on deck, and somebody pointed out to me a dull glitter of something that looked higher and brighter than the land, and said it was the dome of the State House.

I felt more sure than ever that I was going home when I saw my brother standing on the wharf, and I remembered so clearly many of the streets we drove through; and when we came to the house itself, and the carriage had gone, and we stood in the library together where the very same books were in the cases, and the same dim old Turkey carpet on the floor, the years seemed suddenly to vanish, and it was like the dear old childish days again: only where were my mother and my father? And Jack was growing gray, as he had written me, and so much had happened to me since I had been in that room last! I sat down before the wood-fire; and the queer brass dragons on the andirons made me smile, just as they always used. Jack stood at the window, looking out; and neither of us had a word to say, though we had chattered at each other every minute as we drove over from the steamer.

That first evening at dinner I looked across the table at my brother: and our eyes met, and we both laughed heartily for very contentment and delight.

Im sure Aunt Marion ought to be here to matronize you, said Jack. Neither of us like Aunt Marion very well; and this was a great joke, especially as she was ushered in directly to welcome me home.

Jack had been living at the house for a few weeks already; but it was great fun, this beginning our housekeeping together, and we were busy enough for some time. I had brought over a good many things that my aunt had had in Florence, and to which I had become attached; and in the course of many journeys both Jack and I had accumulated a great many large and small treasures, some of which had not been unpacked for years. I very soon knew my brothers best friends; and we both tried to make our home not only cheerful and bright and pleasant in every way, but we wished also to make it a home-like place, where people might be sure of finding at least some sympathy and true friendliness and help as well as pleasure. Mammas old friends were charmingly kind and polite to me; and, as Jack had foretold, I found more acquaintances of my own than I had the least idea I should. I had met abroad a great many of the people who came to see me; but the strangest thing was to meet those whom I remembered as my playmates and schoolmates, and to find them so entirely grown up, most of them married, and with homes and children of their own instead of the playhouses and dolls which I remembered.

We soon fell into a most comfortable fashion of living, we were both very fond of giving quiet little dinners, my brother often brought home a friend or two, and we were charmingly independent; life never went better with two people than it did with Jack and me. We often had some old friends of the family come to stay with us, and I sent hither and yon for my own old cronies, with some of whom I had kept up our friendship since school-days; and, while it was not a little sad to meet some of them again, with others I felt as if we had only parted yesterday.

I had been curious to know many things about Jack, and I found I had been right in supposing that his profession was by no means a burden to him. I was told again and again that he was a wonderfully successful and daring surgeon; but he confessed to me that his dislike to such work continually increased, and could only be overcome in the excitement of some desperate emergency. It seemed to me at first that he ought not to let his skill lie useless and idle; but he insisted that the other doctors did as well as he, that they sent for him if they wanted him, and he did not care for a practice of his own. So he had grown into a way of helping his friends with their business; and he was a microscopist of some renown, and a scientific man, instead of the practical man he ought to have been, — though his was, after all, by no means an idle nor a useless life, dear old Jack! He did a great deal of good shyly and quietly; he was often at the hospitals, and his friends seemed very fond of him, and said he had too little confidence in himself. I have often wondered why he did not marry; but I doubt if he ever tells me, though he knows well enough my own story, and that there is a quiet grave in Florence which is always in sight, no matter how far away from it I go, while sometimes I think I know every ivy-leaf that falls on it from the wall near by.

As I have said, my brother was constantly meeting some one of his old classmates or army comrades or school friends during that first winter; and, while sometimes he would ask them to dine at his club, he oftener brought them home to dine or to lunch; for we were both possessed with an amazing spirit of hospitality. I wish I could remember half the stories I have heard, or could keep track of the lives in which I often grew much interested. There is one curious story which I knew, and which seems very well worth telling, — an instance of the curious entanglement of two lives, and of those strange experiences which some people call supernatural, and others think simple enough and perfectly reasonable and explainable.

One short, snowy December day, just as it was growing dark, I was sitting alone in the library, and was surprised to hear my brothers latch-key click in the hall-door; for he had told me, when he went out after our very late breakfast, that he should not be in before six, and perhaps dinner had better wait until seven. He threw off his wet ulster, and was talking for some time to the man, and at last came in to me.

What brings you home so early? said I.

Im going to have two or three friends to dine. I suppose itll be all right about the dinner? That was not why I came home, though: I had some letters to write which must go by the steamer, and I didnt go to Cambridge after all. The snow-storm was too much for me, I wanted a good light there.

Sit down a while, said I. You have time enough for your letters; its only a little after four. Jack hated to write at the library-table, and always went to the desk in his own book-room if he had any thing to do. He seemed a little tired, and threw me some letters the postman had given him as he came in at the door; then he sat down in his great chair near me, and seemed to be lost in thought. He was immensely interesting to me then; for we had only been together a few weeks, and I was often curious about his moods, and was apt to be much pained myself if any thing seemed to trouble him. I was always wishing we had not been separated so much, and I was afraid I might be wanting in insight and sympathy; but I think the truth has been that we are much more intimate, and are far better friends, and have less restraint, because we had seen so little of one another in the years that had passed. But we were terribly afraid of interfering with each other at first, and were so distractingly polite that we bored each other not a little; though that did not last long, happily, after we had convinced each other that we could behave well.

You say itll be all right about dinner? repeated my brother.

Oh, yes! said I, unless you wish for something very grand. Would you like to have me put on my crown and sceptre?

There has never been a day yet when I should have been sorry to have brought a friend home, said Jack, with a good deal of enthusiasm, and I was at once puffed up with pride; for Jack, though an uncomplaining soul, was also fastidious, and his praise was not given often enough to be unnoticed.

I met an old classmate just now, said he presently, rousing himself from his reverie. I havent seen him for years before. He went out to South America just after the war, and I supposed he was there still. He used to be one of the best fellows in the class; and he enlisted when I did, though we did not belong to the same company. I heard once he was rather a failure; but something has broken him down horribly. He doesnt look as if he drank, said my brother, half to himself. I met him over on Tremont Street, and I think he meant to avoid me; but I made him walk across the Common with me, for he was coming this way. He promised to come to dinner this evening; and I stopped at the club a few minutes as I came down the street, and luckily found George Sheffield, and he is coming round too. I told him seven oclock, but I told Whiston we dined at six, without thinking; so he will be here early. Never mind: Ill be ready, and we will take care of ourselves. I must finish my letters, though, and he rose from his chair to go upstairs. It is dreadful to see a man change so, said Jack, still lingering. He used to be one of the friskiest fellows in college. I hope hell come. I didnt exactly like to ask where I could find him.

Then he went away: and I waited awhile, looking out at the snow, and thinking idly enough, until Patrick came silently in, and surprised me with a sudden blaze of gas; when I went upstairs to dress for dinner, as there didnt seem to be any thing else to do. I was a little sorry that any one was coming. Jack and I had arranged for a quiet evening together, and he was reading some new book aloud in which I was much interested. His reading was a perfect delight to me. He did not force you to think how well he read, but rather how charming the story or the poem was; and I always liked Jacks voice.

I found something to be busy about in my room, and did not come down again until some time after six. When I entered the parlor, Jack arose with a satisfied smile, and presented Mr. Whiston; and I was pleasantly surprised, for I had half expected to see a most forlorn-looking man, perhaps even out at elbows, from what Jack had said. He was very pale indeed, and looked like an invalid; and he certainly looked frightened and miserable. He had a hunted look. It was the face I should imagine one would have who was haunted by the memory of some awful crime; but I both pitied him and liked him very much.

He said he remembered seeing me one day out at Cambridge with my brother when I was hardly more than a child; and we talked about those old days until my cousin George Sheffield came, Jacks best friend, who had also been Mr. Whistons classmate.

I fancied, as we went out to dinner, that our guest would enjoy the evening, his friends were giving him so hearty and cordial a welcome; and I was glad the table looked so bright with its roses and fruit, and its glittering glass. I somehow looked at it through his eyes. His face lighted a little, as if he thought he should dine to his liking. He looked as if he were poor; but he was most carefully dressed, and I grew more and more curious about him, while I liked him better and better for the grace of his good manners, and for his charmingly bright and clever way of talking. He spoke freely of his South-American life, and of being in Europe; but there was something about him which made neither of his friends dare to ask him many questions. I could see that my cousin George was in a great hurry to know more of his history, for they had been very good friends, and he had lost sight of Mr. Whiston years before, and had been amazed when he was asked to meet him that evening. They talked a great deal about their Harvard days, and grew more and more merry with each other; but, when Mr. Whistons face was quiet, the look of fear and melancholy was always noticeable.

When dinner was over, I went away to see one of my friends who came in just then. I could hear the gentlemen laughing together, and I stood talking in the hall some time with my friend before she went away; but at last I went back to the dining-room, for I always liked my tea there with Jack better than in the parlor. I took my chair again; and I was glad to find I did not interrupt them, of which I had a sudden fear as I entered the door.

They were talking over their army life; and my brother said, That was the same day poor Fred Hathaway was killed, wasnt it? I never shall forget seeing his dead face. We had thrown a dozen or more men in a pile, and meant to bury them; but there was an alarm, and we had to hurry forward again, what there was left of us. I caught sight of Fred, and I remember now just how he looked. You know what yellow hair he had, and we used to call him The Pretty Saxon. I know there were one or two men in that pile still alive, and moving a little. I hardly thought of the horror of it as I went by. How used we were to such sights in those days! and now sometimes they come to me like horrid nightmares. Dunster was killed that day too. Somebody saw him fall, and I suppose he was thrown in a hurry into one of the trenches; but he was put down as missing in the reports. You know they drove us back toward night, and held that piece of cleared land and the pine-woods for two days.

It all seems like a dream to me now, said George Sheffield. What boys we were too! But I believe I never shall feel so old again.

You are such comfortable people in these days, said I, that I cant imagine you as soldiers living such a rough and cruel life as that must have been.

I happened to look up at Mr. Whiston; and to my dismay he looked paler than ever, and was uneasy. He looked over his shoulder as if he knew a ghost was standing there, and he followed something with his eyes for a moment or two in a way that gave me a little chill of fear. I looked over at Jack to know if he was watching also, and I was rejoiced when he suddenly nodded to me, and asked George Sheffield something about the cigars; and George, who had also noticed, answered him, and began to talk to me about an opera which we had both heard the evening before. I did not know whether they had chanced upon an unlucky subject, or whether Mr. Whiston was crazy; but at any rate he seemed ill at ease, and was not inclined to talk any more. He looked gloomier and more frightened than ever. I went into the library, and presently they followed me; and Mr. Whiston came to say goodnight, though, when Jack insisted that he should not go away so early, — for it was only half-past nine, — he sat down again with a half-sigh, as if it made little difference to him where he was.

Youre not well, Im afraid, Whiston, said my brother in his most professional tone. I think I shall have to look after you a little. By the way, are you at a hotel? I wish you would come to us for a few days. Ill drive you to Cambridge, and you know there are a good many of your old friends here in town. And I seconded this invitation, though I most devoutly hoped it would not be accepted. I had a suspicion that he would be a most uncomfortable guest.

Thank you, Miss Ainslie, said he, with a quick, pleasant smile, that brought back my first liking for him. Youre very good, but Im not exactly in trim for paying visits. I will come to you for to-morrow night, Ainslie, if you like. I should be glad to see you and Sheffield again — to say good-by. I am going out in the Marathon on Saturday.

Later, when he had gone, Jack and my cousin and I had a talk about this strange guest of ours. Is he crazy? said I to begin with; and did you see him look at a ghost at dinner? Im sure it was a ghost. And George Sheffield laughed; but one of us was as much puzzled as the other. I thought at first he was melodramatic, said he; but theres something wrong about him. Is he crazy, do you think, Jack? Youre lucky in having a doctor in the house, Helen, if he does come back.

Hes not crazy, said Jack; at least I think not. I have been watching him. But he is no doubt shattered; he may have some monomania, and Im afraid he takes opium.

I should urge him to spend the winter, said George serenely, and whats the difference between having a monomania and being crazy? Couldnt he take a new fancy, and do some mischief or other some day? But Jack only laughed, and went to a book-case; while I thought he had been very inconsiderate, and yet I wished Mr. Whiston to come again. I hoped he would tell us what it was he saw.

Heres Bucknill and Tuke, said my brother, coming close to the drop-light, and turning over the pages; and now youll always know what I mean when I say monomania. Characterized by some particular illusion impressed on the understanding, and giving rise to a partial aberration of judgment: the individual affected is rendered incapable of thinking correctly on subjects connected by the particular illusion, while in other respects he betrays no palpable disorder of the mind. Thats quoted from Prichard. And he shut the book again, and went back to put it in its place; but my cousin asked for it, and turned to another page with an air of triumph. An object may appear to be present before his eyes which has no existence whatever there.... If unable to correct or recognize it when an appeal is made to reason, he is insane. What do you think of that? said he. You had better be on your guard, Jack. Im very wise just now. I have been studying up on insanity for a case of mine thats to be tried next month, — at least I devoutly hope it is.

But tell me something about Mr. Whiston, said I. Do you suppose he has no friends? He seems to have been wandering about the world for years.

I remember his telling me, when we were in college, that he had no relatives except an old aunt, and a cousin, Henry Dunster, whom we spoke of to-night, who was killed in the war. Whiston was very fond of him; but I always thought Dunster was entirely unworthy his friendship. Whiston was thought to be rich. His father left him a very good property at any rate, and he was always a generous fellow. Dunster made away with a good deal, I imagine; they roomed together, and Whiston paid most of the bills. There was something weak and out-of-the-way about him then, I remember thinking, but he was a fairly good scholar, and he made a fine soldier. He was promoted fast; but you know he resigned long before the rest of us were mustered out. Had a fever, didnt he?

I believe so, said the judge, as his friends always called my cousin. The snow will reach my ears by this time. I must go home. What a storm it is! No, I cant stay later. All night! no, indeed. Ill come round late to-morrow evening if I can; but it will not be likely. Now, if you had only been sensible and studied law, Jack, you wouldnt have missed the festivities: its too bad. To tell the truth, I wish I could make some excuse, and come here instead. Im very much excited about Whiston. And with a good-night to us, and a fresh cigar which he was sure the snow-storm would put out, he went away, — my lucky, easy-going cousin George Sheffield, whose cigars never did go out at inopportune times, and who never was excited about any thing. It always seemed refreshing to find in this age of hurry and dash and anxiety so calm and comfortable and satisfied a soul.

I was in doubt whether we should see any more of our sorrowful guest: but he appeared late the next afternoon; and, when I came in from my walk, I saw a much-used portmanteau being taken upstairs by Patrick, who told me that there were some flowers in the parlor that Mr. Whiston had brought. So I went in to see them, and my heart went out to the giver at once; for had he not chosen the most exquisite roses, — my favorite roses, — and more like Italy than any thing I had seen in a long day? Patrick had crammed them into exactly the wrong vase; but I thanked him for that, since it gave me a chance of handling all the beautiful heavy flowers, and making them comfortable myself, which was certainly a pleasure.

I found Mr. Whiston evidently in better spirits than he had been the night before, and I was not sorry when I found we were to be by ourselves at dinner. I had not asked any one myself, you may be sure. My brother and I have a fashion of lingering long at the table, unless I am going out for the evening; and that night he and his friend lit their cigars, and went on with their talk of old times, while I listened and read the Transcript by turns. Presently there were a few minutes of silence, and then Jack said, — 

There was a strange case brought into the city hospital to-day, — a poor young fellow who had been literally almost frightened to death. One of his fellow-clerks, who boarded with him, went into his room the night before in a horrible mask, and wrapped in a sheet, and stood near him in the moonlight, watching him until he woke. He did it for a joke, of course, and is said to be in agonies of penitence; but Im afraid the poor victim will lose his wits entirely, if he doesnt die, which I think he will. I dont know what they can do with him. He had one fit after another. He may rally; but he looked to me as if he wouldnt hold out till morning. A nervous, slight fellow, it was a cruel thing to do. Somebody told me he belonged somewhere up in New Hampshire, and that his mother was almost entirely dependent upon him.

Mr. Whiston listened eagerly. Poor fellow! I hope he will die, said he sadly; and then, hesitating a moment: Do you believe in ghosts, Ainslie?

No, said Jack, with the least flicker of a smile as I caught his eye; that is, Ive never seen one myself. But there are very strange things that one cant explain to ones satisfaction.

I know that the dead come back, said Mr. Whiston, speaking very low, and not looking at either of us. John Ainslie, said he suddenly, I never shall see you again. Im not going to live long at any rate, and you and your sister have given me more of the old-time feeling than I have had for many a day before. It seems as if I were at home with you. I suppose you will say I am a monomaniac at the very least; but Im going to tell you what it is that has been slowly killing me. Youre a doctor, and you may put any name to it you like, and call it a disease of the brain; but Henry Dunster follows me.

Jack and I stole a glance at each other, and I felt the strongest temptation to look over my shoulder. Jack reached over, and filled Mr. Whistons glass; and the Transcript startled me by sliding to the floor.

I dont often speak of it now: people only laugh at the idea, said our guest, with a faint smile. But it is most horribly real to me. It sometimes seems the only thing that is real. And this is the story he told: — 

When I was in college, you know, Henry roomed with me; and at one time we were greatly interested in what we called then superstition and foolishness. We thought ourselves very wise, and thought we could explain every thing. There was a craze among some of the students about spirit-rappings, and that sort of thing; and we went through with a good deal of nonsense, and wasted a good deal of time, in trying to ravel out mysteries, and to explain things that no mortal man has ever yet understood. One night very late we were talking, and grew much excited; and we promised each other solemnly that the one who died first would appear to the other, if such a thing were possible, and would at least warn him in a way that should be unmistakable of his death. We were half in fun and half in earnest, God forgive us! and we made that awful promise to each other. Then we went into the army, and I dont remember thinking of it once until the very night before he was killed. We were sitting together under a tree, after a hard days fight, and Dunster said to me, laughing, Do you remember we promised each other, that whoever died first would appear to the other, and follow him? I laughed, — you know how reckless we were in those days when death and dying were so horribly familiar, — and I said the same shell might kill us both, which would be a great pity. We were very merry and foolish; and I should have said Henry had been drinking, but there had been nothing to drink and hardly any thing to eat: you remember we were cut off from our supplies, and the men had very little in their haversacks. Next day the fight was hotter than ever, and we were being driven back, when I saw him toss up his hands, and fall. He must have been trodden to death at any rate. When we regained that little field beyond the woods some days afterward, they had dragged off the wounded, and buried the dead in shallow trenches. I knew Dunster was dead; and I stood on picket near a trench which was just about where he fell, and I cried in the dark like a girl. I loved Dunster. You know he was the only near relative I had in the world whom I cared any thing for, and ours wasnt a bonfire friendship. He had his faults, I know he wasnt liked in the class. He was a brilliant fellow; but I used to be afraid he might go to the bad. Do you remember that night, Ainslie? The men were so tired that they had dropped down anywhere in the mud to sleep, and there was some kind of a bird in the woods that gave a lonely, awful cry once in a while.

I remember it, said my brother, moving uneasily in his chair, and this time I had to look behind me, there was no help for it.

I went to the hospital soon after that, Mr. Whiston said next. I was not badly wounded at all, but the exposure in that rainy weather played the mischief with me, and I was discharged, and, before you were mustered out, I went to South America, where a friend of mine wished me to go into business with him. I did capitally well, and I grew very strong. The climate suited me, and I used to go on those long horseback rides into the interior among the plantations that I told you about last night. My partner disliked that branch of the business far more than I did; so he left it almost wholly to me. I did not think often about Henry, though I mourned so much over his death at first, and I never was less nervous in my life.

One evening I had just returned to Rio after an absence of several weeks, and I went to dine with some friends of mine. It was a terribly hot night, and after dinner we went out in the harbor for a sail, as the moon would be up later. There was not much wind, however; and the two boatmen took the oars, and we struck out farther, hoping to catch a breeze beyond the shipping. It was very dark, and suddenly there came by a large, heavy boat which nearly ran us down. Our men shouted angrily, and the other sailors swore; but there was no accident after all. They seemed to be drunk, and we were all in the shadow of a brig that was lying at anchor; but, Ainslie! as that boat slid by — I was half lying in the stern of ours, and so close that I could have touched it — I saw Henry Dunsters face as plainly as I see yours now. It turned me cold for a minute, and gave me an awful shock. I told the men to give chase; and they, thinking I was angry at the carelessness, bent to their oars with a will, and overhauled them. There were two men on board, — one a negro, and the other an old gray-haired sailor, — not in the least like Henry. And I said I had been half asleep, and dreamed it was his face. But there was no mistaking him; it was the most vivid thing; it was the man himself I saw for that one horrible minute. And late the next night I was sitting in my own sleeping-room. I had reasoned myself out of the thing as well as I could, and said I was tired, and not as well as usual, and all that; and I had thought of it as calmly as possible. I sat with my back toward the window; but I was facing a mirror, and suddenly I had a strange feeling, and looked up to see in the mirror Dunsters face at the window looking in. It was staring straight at me; and I met the eyes, and that was the last I knew: I lost my senses. Only a monkey could have climbed there. There was a frail vine that clung to the stone, and in the morning there was no trace of any creature.

And since then he follows me. I saw that haggard, wretched face of his last night when I sat here at the table; and I see him watching me if I look among a crowd of people, and, if I look back along a street, he is always coming towards me; but, when he gets near, he vanishes, and sometimes at the theatre he will be among the actors all the evening. Nobody sees him but me, but every month I see him oftener, and his face grows out of the darkness at night; and sometimes, when I talk with any one, the face will fade out, and Dunsters comes in its place. It is killing me, Ainslie. I have fought against it; I have wandered half over the world trying to get rid of it, but it is no use. For a few days in a strange place, sometimes for weeks, I did not see him at first; but I know he is always watching me now, and I see him every day.

I can give you no idea how thrilling it was to listen to this unhappy man, who seemed so pitifully cowed and broken, so helpless and hopeless. Whether there had been any thing supernatural, or whether it was merely the workings of a diseased brain, it was horribly real to him; and his life had been spoiled.

Whiston, my dear fellow, said my brother, Im not going to believe in ghosts if I can possibly help it. Could you be perfectly sure that you did not see Dunster himself at first? You know he was counted among the missing only, there is no positive proof that he died, though I admit there was only a chance he was not killed outright. We never saw him buried, said Jack, with unsympathetic persistence. Im sorry for you; but you mustnt give way to this thing. You have thought about it until you cant forget it at all. Such cases are not uncommon: its simply a hallucination. Ill give you proofs enough tomorrow. Have some more claret, wont you? Jack spoke eagerly, with the kindest tone; and his guest could not help responding by a faint, dreary little smile. Do you like music as much as ever? Suppose we go over into the parlor, and my sister will play for us; wont you, Helen? which was asking a great deal of me just then.

And we apparently forgot all about Mr. Dunster for the rest of the evening. And, when Jack asked Mr. Whiston if he remembered a song he used to sing in college, to my delight he went at once to the piano, and sang it with a very pleasant tenor voice; and when he ended, and my brother applauded, he struck some new chords, and began to sing a little Florentine street-song, which was always a great favorite of mine. It is a sweet, piteous little song; and it bewitched me then as much as it did the very first time I had heard some boys sing it, as they went under our windows at night, when I was first in Florence years ago.

He said no more about the ghost; but later that night, when I happened to wake, I wondered if the poor man was keeping his anxious watch, and listening in a strange house to hear the hours struck one by one. He went away soon after breakfast; and, though he promised to come in again to say good-by, that was the last we saw of him, and we did not see his name on the steamer list either, so we were much puzzled, and we talked about him a great deal, and told George Sheffield the story, which he wished he had heard himself.

Of course it is a hallucination, said Jack: they are by no means uncommon. I can read you accounts of any number of such cases. There is a good deal about them in Griesingers book, — the chapter called Elementary Disorders in Mental Disease, Helen, if you care to look at it, or any of those books on insanity. Didnt you have Dr. Elams A Physicians Problems a while ago? He has an essay there which is very good.

I was reading his essay on Moral and Criminal Epidemics, said I, that was all. Its a cheerful thing too!

Isnt there such a thing as these visions coming before slight attacks of epilepsy? said George. And my brother said yes; but Mr. Whiston had nothing of that kind, he had taken pains to find out. There was no hope of a cure, he feared; he was not wise in such cases. But the trouble had gone too far, there were bad symptoms, and he confesses he has hurt himself with opium during the last year or two. He will not live long at any rate, said Jack; and I think the sooner the end comes the better. He has a predisposition to mental disease, and he was always a frail, curious make-up. But I dont know— There are more things in heaven and earth, George Sheffield; and I wish you had heard him tell his story.

And we talked over some strange, unaccountable things; and each told stories which could neither be doubted nor explained. I had been readier to believe in such things since I was warned myself before the greatest sorrow I had ever known. I was by the sea; and one of my friends and I were walking slowly toward home one dark and windy evening, when suddenly we both heard a terrible low cry of fear and horror close beside us. It was hardly a cry, it was no noise that either of us had ever heard before; and we stopped for an instant, because we were too frightened to move. And the noise came again. We were in an open place, and there was nothing to be seen; but we both felt there was something there, and that the cry had some awful meaning. And it was not many days before I had reason to remember that cry; for the trouble came. I do not know what it might have been that I heard; but I knew it had the saddest meaning.

Two or three weeks after we saw Mr. Whiston, my brother came in one afternoon; and I saw he could hardly wait for some friends to go away, who were paying me a call.

I have found poor Whiston, said he, when I joined him in the library at last: he is at the Carney Hospital. It seems he was ill for a few days at his hotel, and the servant, who was very kind to him, advised him to go there. He insists that he is very comfortable, and that he has money enough. I wished to bring him over here at first; but I saw that it was no use, and I asked him why he didnt let me know, but he is completely wrecked; I doubt if he lives more than a day or two, he was wandering half the time I was there. He said he should be very glad if you would come to see him, and I told him I was sure you would.

I went to see him with my brother the next day, and I saw that Jack was shocked at the change that had come already. There was that peculiar, worried, anxious look in his face, that one only sees in people who are very near death, and his fingers were picking at the blanket. I do not believe he knew me; but he smiled, — he had a most beautiful smile, — and I gave him some grapes, and wished I could make him a little more comfortable. The sister came just afterward on her round, and gave him his medicine, and raised him with a strong arm, while she turned his pillow in a business-like way, and I thought what a lonely place it was to be ill and die in; and I was more glad than ever that Jack and I had a home, and were always to be together. I left Jack to stay the night, and, as I came away, I had more and more compassion for the man who was dying; yet I was glad to think so sad a life was almost over with. His days had been all winter days in this world, it seemed to me, and I hoped some wonderful, blessed spring was waiting for him in the next.

When I went over in the morning, it was cheerless enough. The rain was falling fast and the snow melting in the streets. My brother was watching for me, and came out at once. Poor Whiston is dead, said he, as he shut the carriage-door. He wished me to thank you for your kindness to him, and I saw the tears in Jacks eyes. Theres another star for the catalogue, — how small the class is growing! Poor fellow! I didnt know he had gone, I thought he was asleep, for we were talking together only a few minutes before. He was not at all bewildered, as you saw him yesterday.

I heard this case talked over more than once by my brother, and one or two professional friends of his who came often to the house. Nobody was ready to believe that Mr. Whiston had seen an apparition; but the truth always remained that the mans nerves were so shocked by what he believed to be the appearance of a ghost, that he had become the prey of a monomania, and had by little and little grown incapable of distinguishing between real things and the creations and projections of his own unsteady brain. Il sécoutait vivre, as the French phrase has it; and, having nothing to live for but this, it was well that life was over for him. I suppose the acute disease of which he died met with little resistance, for he looked so ill when we first saw him; but it would have been sadder if he had lingered a few more years, so miserable as he was, — hardly fit either for the inside of an asylum or the outside, — to die at last without money or friends to give him the last of this worlds comforts, perhaps without mind enough left to miss them.

Strangely enough, some months after this, when it was spring, my brother found Dunster at the Marine Hospital in Chelsea, where he had gone with another surgeon to see a curious operation in which he felt a great interest. He was walking through the accident ward when somebody called him from one of the cots, — a wretched-looking vagabond, whom at first he did not recognize. But it was Dunster, and he tried to put on something of his old manner, which made him seem like a wretched copy of his former self.

Jack made him give an account of himself. It seemed that he had been thrown among the dead in that battle when he was supposed to have been killed; but he had recovered his senses, and crawled from the place where he had fallen farther into the enemys lines, and he had been sent to the rear. He had nearly died from the effects of his wounds, and it was evident that he had been very intemperate. He had drifted to New Orleans, and lead a most wretched life there; and at times he had gone to sea. My brother asked him if he was ever in Rio; and at first he denied it, and afterward confessed that he was there once, and had seen Whiston in a boat, and had dropped over the side in the dark to evade him, but when Jack questioned him about being at the window, he denied it utterly. He said his ship sailed that day. It might have been that he meant to commit a robbery, or that he really told the truth, and that it was the first of poor Whistons illusions. Of course it was possible that Dunster might have swung himself down from the flat roof by a rope, and they might have really met at other times, it was not unlikely. But one can hardly conceive of Mr. Whistons perfect certainty, in such a case, that the glimpse he had of his cousins face was a supernatural vision.

My brother said, I did not tell him what wreck and ruin he had made unconsciously of Whistons life, — at least the part he had played in it; it would do no good, and indeed he is hardly sane, I think. It would be curious if they had both inherited from their common ancestry the mental weakness which shows itself so differently in the two lives, — Whistons, so cowardly and shrinking and weak; and Dunsters, so horribly low and brutal. There is not much the matter with him, he had a fall on board ship. The nurse told me he was very troublesome, and had fairly insulted the chaplain, who had said a kind word to him. It is a pity that shot had not killed him; and I suppose most of the class who ever think of him will say he was a hero, and died on the field of honor.

And my brother and I talked gravely about the two men. God help us! what sin and crime may be charged to any of us who take the wrong way in life! The possibilities of wickedness and goodness in us are both unlimited. I said, how many lives must be like these which seemed such wretched failures and imperfections! One cannot help having a great pity for such men, in whom common courage, and the power of resistance, and the ordinary amount of will seem to have been wanting. Warped and incapable, or brutal and shameful, one cannot pity them enough. It is like the gnarled and worthless fruit that grows among the fair and well-rounded, — the useless growth that is despised and thrown away scornfully.

But God must always know what blighted and hindered any life or growth of His; and let us believe that He sometimes saves and pities what we have scorned and blamed.


A LATE SUPPER.
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THE STORY BEGINS one afternoon in June just after dinner. Miss Catherine Spring was the heroine; and she lived alone in her house, which stood on the long village street in Brookton, — up in the country city people would say, — a town certainly not famous, but pleasant enough because it was on the outer edge of the mountain region, near some great hills. One never hears much about Brookton when one is away from it, but, for all that, life is as important and exciting there as it is anywhere; and it is like every other town, a miniature world, with its great people and small people, bad people and good people, its jealousy and rivalry, kindness and patient heroism.

Miss Spring had finished her dinner that day, and had washed the few dishes, and put them away. She never could get used to there being so few, because she had been one of a large family. She had put on the gray alpaca dress which she wore afternoons at home, and had taken her sewing, and sat down at one of the front windows in the sitting-room, which was shaded by a green old lilac-bush. But she did not sew as if she were much interested in the work, or were in any hurry; and presently she laid it down altogether, and tapped on the window-sill with her thimble, looking as if she were lost in not very pleasant thought. She was a very good woman, and a very pleasant woman; a good neighbor all the people would tell you; and they would add also, very comfortably left. But of late she had been somewhat troubled; to tell the truth, her money affairs had gone wrong, and just now she did not exactly know what to do. She felt more solitary than she had for a long time before. Her father, the last of the family except herself, had been dead for many years; and she had been living alone, growing more and more contented in the comfortable, prim, white house, after the first sharp grief of her loneliness had worn away into a more resigned and familiar sorrow. It is, after all, a great satisfaction to do as one pleases.

Now, as I have said, she had lost part of her already small income, and she did not know what to do. The first loss could be borne; but the second seemed to put housekeeping out of the question, and this was a dreadful thing to think of. She knew no other way of living, beside having her own house and her own fashion of doing things. If it had been possible, she would have liked to take some boarders; but summer boarders had not yet found out Brookton. Mr. Elden, the kind old lawyer who was her chief adviser, had told her to put an advertisement in one of the Boston papers, and she had done so; but it never had been answered, which was not only a disappointment but a mortification as well. Her money was not actually lost: it was the failure of a certain railway to pay its dividend, that was making her so much trouble.

Miss Spring tapped her thimble still faster on the window-sill, and thought busily. Im going to think it out, and settle it this afternoon, said she to herself. I must settle it somehow, I will not live on here any longer as if I could afford it. There was a niece of hers who lived in Lowell, who was married and not at all strong. There were three children, with nobody in particular to look after them. Miss Catherine was sure this niece would like nothing better than to have her come to stay with her. She thought with satisfaction how well she could manage there, and how well her housekeeping capabilities would come into play. It had grieved her in her last visit to see the house half cared for, and she remembered the wistful way Mary had said, How I wish I could have you here all the time, Aunt Catherine! and at once Aunt Catherine went on to build a little castle in the air, until she had a chilly consciousness that her own house was to be shut up. She compared the attractions of Lowell and Brookton most disdainfully: the dread came over her that most elderly people feel at leaving their familiar homes and the surroundings to which they have grown used. But she bravely faced all this, and resolved to write Mary that evening, so the letter could go by the mornings mail. If Mary liked the plan, which Miss Catherine never for an instant doubted, she would stay through the early fall at any rate, and then see what was best to be done.

She took up her sewing again, and looked critically at it through her spectacles, and then went on with her stitching, feeling lighter-hearted now that the question was decided. The tall clock struck three slowly; and she said to herself how fast the last hour had gone. There was a little breeze outside which came rustling through the lilac-leaves. The wide street was left to itself, nobody had driven by since she had sat at the window. She heard some children laughing and calling to each other where they were at play in a yard not far away, and smiled in sympathy; for her heart had never grown old. The smell of the roses by the gate came blowing in sweet and fresh, and she could see the great red peonies in generous bloom on the borders each side the front walk. And, when she looked round the room, it seemed very pleasant to her, the clock ticked steadily; and the old-fashioned chairs, and the narrow high mirror with the gilt eagle at the top, the stiff faded portraits of her father and mother in their young days, the wide old brass-nailed sofa with its dim worsted-worked cushion at either end, — how comfortable it all was! and a great thrill of fondness for the room and the house came over our friend. I didnt know I cared so much about the old place, said she. Theres no place like home. — I believe I never knew that meant so much before; and she laid down her sewing again, and fell into a reverie.

In a little while she heard the click of the gate-latch; and, with the start and curiosity a village woman instinctively feels at the knowledge of somebodys coming in at the front-door, she hurried to the other front-window to take a look at her visitor through the blinds. It was only a child, and Miss Catherine did not wait for her to rap with the high and heavy knocker, but was standing in the open doorway when the little girl reached the steps.

Come in, dear! said Miss Catherine kindly, did you come of an errand?

I wanted to ask you something, said the child, following her into the sitting-room, and taking the chair next the door with a shy smile that had something appealing about it. I came to ask you if you want a girl this summer.

Why, no, I never keep help, said Miss Spring. There is a woman who comes Mondays and Tuesdays, and other days when I need her. Who is it that wants to come?

Its only me, said the child. Im small of my age; but Im past ten, and I can work real smart about house. A great cloud of disappointment came over her face.

Whose child are you?

Im Katy Dunning, and I live with my aunt down by Sandy-river Bridge. Her girl is big enough to help round now, and she said I must find a place. She would keep me if she could, said the little girl in a grown-up, old-fashioned way; but times are going to be dreadful hard, they say, and it takes a good deal to keep so many.

What made you come here? asked Miss Catherine, whose heart went out toward this hard-worked, womanly little thing. It seemed so pitiful that so young a child, who ought to be still at play, should already know about hard times, and have begun to fight the battle of life. A year ago she had thought of taking just such a girl to save steps, and for the sake of having somebody in the house; but it never could be more out of the question than now. What made you come to me?

Mr. Rand, at the post-office, told aunt that perhaps you might want me: he couldnt think of anybody else.

She was such a neat-looking, well-mended child, and looked Miss Catherine in the face so honestly! She might cry a little after she was outside the gate, but not now.

Im really sorry, said Miss Spring; but you see, Im thinking about shutting my house up this summer. She would not allow to herself that it was for any longer. But you keep up a good heart. I know a good many folks, and perhaps I can hear of a place for you. I suppose you could mind a baby, couldnt you? No: you sit still a minute! as the child thanked her, and rose to go away; and she went out to her dining-room closet to a deep jar, and took out two of her best pound-cakes, which she made so seldom now, and saved with great care. She put these on a pretty pink-and-white china plate, and filled a mug with milk. Here, said she, as she came back, I want you to eat these cakes. You have walked a long ways, and itll do you good. Sit right up to the table, and Ill spread a newspaper over the cloth.

Katy looked at her with surprise and gratitude. Im very much obliged, said she; and her first bite of the cake seemed the most delicious thing she had ever tasted.

Yes, I suppose bread and butter would have been quite as good for her, and much less extravagant on Miss Catherines part; but of all the people who had praised her pound-cakes, nobody had so delighted in their goodness as this hungry little girl, who had hardly ever eaten any thing but bread all her days, and not very good bread at that.

Dont hurry, said Miss Spring kindly, youre a good girl, and I wish I could take you, — I declare I do. And, with a little sigh, she sat down by the window again, and took up the much-neglected sewing, looking up now and then at her happy guest. When she saw the mug was empty, and that Katy looked at it wistfully as she put it down, she took it without a word, and went to the shelf in the cellar-way where the cream-pitcher stood, and poured out every drop that was in it, afterward filling the mug to the brim with milk, for her little pitcher did not hold much. Ill get along one night without cream in my tea, said she to herself. That was only skim-milk she had first, and she looks hungry.

Its real pleasant here, said Katy, youre so good! Aunt said I could tell you, if you wanted to take me, that I dont tear my clothes, and Im careful about the dishes. She thought I wouldnt be a bother. Would you tell the other people? I should be real glad to get a place.

Ill tell em youre a good girl, said Miss Catherine; and Ill get you a good home if I can. For she thought of her niece in Lowell, and how much trouble there was when she was there about getting a careful young girl to take care of the smallest child. Then it occurred to her that Katy was very small herself, and did not look very strong, and Mary might not hear to it; so, after Katy had gone, she began to be sorrowful again, and to wish she had promised less, and need not disappoint the little thing.

Another hour had gone, and it was four oclock now, and in a few minutes she heard a carriage stop at the gate. She heard several voices, and was discouraged for a minute. Three people were coming in; and she was so glad when she saw it was a nephew and his wife from a town a dozen miles away, and a friend with them whom she had often seen at their house. They came in with good-natured chatter and much laughing. They had started out for a drive early after dinner, and had found the weather so pleasant that they had kept on to Brookton.

I dont know what the folks will think, said they: we meant to be back right away.— Well, said the niece, Im so glad we found you at home; and how well you do look, Aunt Catherine! I declare, youre smarter than any of us.

I guess she is, said her nephew, who was a great favorite. I tell you shes the salt of the earth. And he gave her a most affectionate and resounding great kiss, and then they were all merrier than ever.

What are you sitting down for, without laying off your bonnets? asked the hostess. You must stay and get supper before you ride home. Ill have it early, and theres a moon. You take the horse right round into the yard, Joseph: theres some more of that old hay in the barn; you know where to find it. And, after some persuasion, the visitors yielded, and settled themselves quietly for the rest of the afternoon. They had said, as they came over, that they were sure Aunt Catherine would ask them to stay until evening, and she always had such good suppers. Miss Stanby had never been at the house before, and only once as far as Brookton; and she seemed very pleased. She took care of her step-mother, who was very old, and a great deal crosser than there was any need of being. This little excursion would do her a world of good; and luckily her married sister happened to be at home for a day or twos visit, so she did not feel anxious about being away. She was a sharp-faced, harassed-looking little woman, who might have been pretty if she had been richer and less worried and disappointed. She was a pleasant and patient soul, and this drive and visit were more to her than a journey to Boston would be to her companions. They were well-to-do village people, comfortable and happy and unenvious as it is possible for village people, or any other people, to be.

Miss Spring was a little distracted and a bit formal for a few minutes, while she was thinking what she could get for tea; but that being settled, she gave her whole mind to enjoying the guests. She regretted the absence of the two pound-cakes Katy Dunning had eaten, but it was only for an instant. She could make out with new gingerbread, and no matter if she couldnt! It was all very pleasant and sociable: and they talked together for a while busily, telling the news and asking and answering questions; and, by and by, Joseph took his hat, saying that he must go down to the post-office to see Mr. Rand, the storekeeper. Soon after this it was time to get supper. Just as Miss Spring was going out, her niece said, I had a letter from Lowell yesterday, from Mary.

How is she now? Miss Spring meant to talk over her plans a little with Joseph after supper, but was silent enough about them now.

Her husbands oldest sister is coming to stay all summer with them. She is a widow, and has been living out West. Itll be a great help to Mary, and John sets every thing by this sister. She is a good deal older than he, and brought him up.

It is a good thing, said Miss Catherine emphatically, and with perfect composure. I have been thinking about Mary lately. I pitied her so when I was there. I have had half a mind to go and stay with her a while myself.

You might have got sick going to Lowell in hot weather. Shant I come out and help you, Aunt Catherine? who said, No indeed; and went out to the kitchen, and dropped into a chair. Oh, what am I going to do? said she; for she never had felt so helpless and hopeless in her life.

The old clock gave its quick little cluck, by way of reminder that in five minutes it would be five oclock. She had promised to have tea early; so she opened a drawer to take out a big calico apron, and went to work. Her eyes were full of tears. Poor woman! she felt as if she had come face to face with a great wall, but she bravely went to work to make the cream-tartar biscuit. Somehow she couldnt remember how much to take of any thing. She was quite confused when she tried to remember the familiar rule. It was silly! — she had made them hundreds of times, and was celebrated for her skill. Cream-tartar biscuit, and some cold bread, and some preserved plums; or was it citron-melon she meant to have? — and some of that cold meat she had for dinner, for a relish, with a bit of cheese.

She would have felt much more miserable if she had not had to hurry; and after a few minutes, when the first shock of her bad news had been dulled a little, she was herself again; and tea was nearly ready, the biscuits baking in the oven, and some molasses gingerbread beside, when she happened to remember that there was not a drop of cream in the cream-pitcher, she had given it all to poor little Katy. Joseph was very particular about having cream in his tea; so she called her niece Martha to the kitchen, and asked her to watch the oven while she went down the road to a neighbors. She did not stop even to take her sun-bonnet: it was not a great way, and shady under the elms; so away she went with the pitcher. Mrs. Hilton, the neighbor, was a generous soul, and when she heard of the unexpected company, with ready sympathy and interest she said; Now, what did you bring such a mite of a pitcher for? Do take this one of mine. Id just as soon youd have the cream as not. I dont calculate to make any butter this week, and itll be well to have it to eat with your preserves. Its nice and sweet as ever you saw.

Im sure you are kind, said Miss Spring; and with a word or two more she went hurrying home. As I have said, it was not far; but the railroad came between, and our friend had to cross the track. It seemed very provoking that a long train should be standing across the road. It seemed to be waiting for something; an accident might have happened, for the station was a little distance back.

Miss Catherine waited in great anxiety; she could not afford to waste a minute. She would have to cross an impossible culvert in going around the train either way. She saw some passengers or brakemen walking about on the other side, and with great heroism mounted the high step of the platform with the full intention of going down the other side, when, to her horror, the train suddenly moved. She screamed, Stop! stop! but nobody saw her, and nobody heard her; and off she went, cream-pitcher and all, without a bit of a bonnet. It was simply awful.

The car behind her was the smoking-car, and the one on which she stood happened to be the Pullman. She was dizzy, and did not dare to stay where she was; so she opened the door and went in. There was a young lady standing in the passage-way, getting a drink of water for some one in a dainty little tumbler; and she looked over her shoulder, thinking Miss Spring was the conductor, to whom she wished to speak; and she smiled, for who could help it?

Im carried off, said poor Aunt Catherine hysterically. I had company come to tea unexpectedly, and I was all out of cream, and I went out to Mrs. Hiltons, and I was in a great hurry to get back, and there seemed no sign in the world of the cars starting. I wish we never had sold our land for the track! Oh! what shall I do? Im a mile from home already; theyll be frightened to death, and I wanted to have supper early for them, so they could start for home; its a long ride. And the biscuit ought to be eaten hot. Dear me! theyll be so worried!

Im very sorry, indeed, said the young lady, who was quivering with laughter in spite of her heartfelt sympathy for such a calamity as this. I suppose you will have to go on to the next station; is it very far?

Half an hour, said Miss Spring despairingly; and the down train doesnt get into Brookton until seven; and I havent a cent of money with me, either. I shall be crazy! I dont see why I didnt get off; but it took all my wits away the minute I found I was going.

Im so glad you didnt try to get off, said the girl gravely: you might have been terribly hurt. Wont you come into the compartment just here with my aunt and me? She is an invalid, and we are all by ourselves; you need not see any one else. Let me take your pitcher. And Miss Spring, glad to find so kind a friend in such an emergency, followed her.

There were two sofas running the length of the compartment, and on one of these was lying a most kind and refined-looking woman, with gray hair and the sweetest eyes. Poor Aunt Catherine somehow felt comforted at once; and when this new friend looked up wonderingly, and her niece tried to keep from even smiling while she told the story discreetly, she began to laugh at herself heartily.

I know you want to laugh, dear, said she. Its ridiculous, only Im so afraid theyll be worried about me at home. If anybody had only seen me as I rode off, and could tell them!

Miss Ashton had not laughed so much in a long time, the fun of the thing outweighed the misery, and they were all very merry for a few minutes. There was something straightforward and homelike and pleasant in Miss Catherines face, and the other travellers liked her at once, as she did them. They were going to a town nearer the mountains for the summer. Miss Ashton was just getting over a severe illness; and they asked about the place to which they were bound, but Miss Spring could tell them little about it.

The country is beautiful around here, isnt it? said Alice West, when there was a pause: the shadows were growing long, and the sun was almost ready to go down among the hills. Brookton! didnt you notice an advertisement of some one who wanted boarders there, aunty? You thought it was hardly near enough to the mountains, didnt you? but this is beautiful.

Why, that was my notice, said Miss Spring; and then she stopped, and flushed a little. I believe, if she had thought a moment, she would not have spoken; but Miss Ashton saw the hesitation and the flush.

I wish I were going to spend the summer with you, said she by and by, in her frank, pleasant way. And Miss Catherine said, I wish you were, and sighed quietly; she felt wonderfully at home with these strangers, and, in spite of her annoyance when she thought of her guests, she was enjoying herself. I live all alone, she said once, in speaking of something else; and, if she had been alone with Miss Ashton, I think she would have told her something of her troubles, of which we know her heart was very full. Everybody found it easy to talk to Miss Ashton, but there was the niece; and Miss Catherine, like most elderly women of strong character who live alone, was used to keeping her affairs to herself, and felt a certain pride in being uncommunicative.

When the conductor looked in, with surprise at seeing the new passenger, Alice West asked him the fare to Hillsfield, the next station; and, after paying him, gave as much money to Miss Spring, who took it reluctantly, though there was nothing else to be done.

Im sure I dont know how to thank you, said she; but you must tell me how to direct to you and I will send the money back tomorrow.

No, indeed! said the girl: but Miss Spring looked unhappy; and Miss Ashton, with truer kindness, gave her the direction, saying, — 

Please tell us how you found your friends at home; because Alice and I will wish very much to know what they thought.

You have been so kind; I shant forget it, said Miss Catherine, with a little shake in her voice that was not made by the cars.

Alice had taken from her travelling-bag a little white hood which she had seen in a drawer that morning after her trunk was locked and strapped, and had put it over Miss Catherines head. It was very becoming, and it did not look at all unsuitable for an elderly woman to wear in the evening, just from one station to the next. And she was going to wrap the cream-pitcher in some paper, when Miss Catherine said softly, — 

Does your aunty care any thing about cream?

She likes it dearly, said the girl, looking so much pleased. I had half a mind to ask you if you could spare just a little; and Miss Ashtons little tumbler was at once delightedly filled to the very brim.

Its owner said she had not tasted any thing so delicious in a long time; and would not Miss Spring take some little biscuit and some grapes to eat while she waited in the station? Yes, indeed: they had more than they wanted, and she must not forget it was tea-time already. Alice would wrap some up for her in a paper.

And at last they shook hands most cordially, and were so sorry to say good-by.

I never shall forget your kindness as long as I live, said Miss Catherine; and Alice helped her off the car, and nodded good-by as it started.

I wish with all my heart we could board with that dear good soul this summer, said Miss Ashton, and I believe she has been dreadfully grieved because her advertisement was not answered; perhaps it may be yet. She looked sad and worried, and it was something besides this mishap. What a kind face she had! I wish we knew more about her. Im so glad we happened to be just here, and that she didnt have to go into the car.

Yes, said Alice; but, aunty, I think it was the funniest thing I ever saw in my life, when she appeared to me with that horror-stricken face and her cream-pitcher.

And Miss Catherine, as she seated herself in the little station to wait for the down-train, said to herself, God bless them! how good they were! How I should have hated to go into the car with all the people, and be stared at and made fun of. They had been so courteous and simple and kind: why are there not more such people in the world? And she thought about them, and ate her crackers and the hot-house grapes, and was very comfortable. It might have been such a disagreeable experience, yet she had really enjoyed herself. It did not seem long before she again took her seat in the cars, with the cream-pitcher respectably disguised in white paper, and herself looking well enough in the soft little white hood, with its corner just in the middle of her gray hair over her forehead; she paid her fare as if her pocket were full of money, and watched the other people in the car; and by the time she reached home she was her own composed and reliable self again.

There had been a great excitement at her house. The biscuit were done and the gingerbread; and the niece took them out of the oven, and thought her aunt was gone a good while, and went back to the sitting-room. After a few minutes she went to the front-gate to look down the street. Miss Stanby joined her; and they stood watching until Joseph Spring came hurrying back, thinking he was late, and ready with his apologies, when they told him how long Miss Catherine had been gone.

Shes stopped for something or other: theyre always asking her advice about things, said he carelessly. She will be along soon. And then they went into the house; and nobody said much, and the tall clock ticked louder and louder; and Joseph began to whistle and drum with his fingers, meaning to show his unconcern, but in reality betraying the opposite feeling.

You dont suppose shes sick, do you? asked Miss Stanby timidly.

More likely somebody else is, said Mr. Spring. Did you say she had gone to Mrs. Hiltons, Martha? Ill walk down there, and see what the matter is.

I wish you would, said his wife. Its after six oclock.

Hasnt got home yet! said Mrs. Hilton in dismay. Why, what can have become of her? She came in before half-past five, in a great hurry; and she left her pitcher here on the table. I suppose she forgot it. I lent her mine, because it was bigger. Theres no house between but the Donalds, and theyre all off at his mothers funeral to Lancaster. You dont suppose the cars run over her?

I dont know, said Miss Springs nephew, in real trouble by this time.

They went out together, and looked everywhere along the road, apologizing to each other as they did so. They went up and down the railroad for some little distance, and it was a great relief not to find her there. Joseph asked some men if they had seen his aunt; and when they said no, wonderingly, and expected an explanation, he did not give it, he hardly knew why. They went to the house beyond Miss Catherines, though Martha and Miss Stanby were sure she had not gone by. They looked in the barn even: they went out into the garden and through the house, for she might possibly have come in without being seen; but she had apparently disappeared from the face of the earth.

It had seemed so foolish at first to tell the neighbors; but by seven oclock, or nearly that, Martha Spring said decisively, She cannot have gone far unless she has been carried off. I think you had better get some men, and have a regular hunt for her before it gets any darker. Im not going home to-night until we find her. And they owned to each other that it was a very serious and frightful thing. Miss Stanby looked most concerned and apprehensive of the three, and suggested what had been uppermost in her mind all the time, — that it would be so awful if poor Miss Spring had been murdered, or could she have killed herself? There was something so uncharacteristic in the idea of Miss Catherines committing suicide, that for a moment her nephew could not resist a smile; but he was grave enough again directly, for it might be true, after all, and he remembered with a thrill of horror that old Mr. Elden, the lawyer, had told him in confidence, that Miss Spring was somewhat pinched for money, — that her affairs were in rather a bad way, and perhaps he had better talk with her, as he himself did not like to have all the responsibility of advising her.

Poor old lady! thought Joseph Spring, who was a tender-hearted man. She looked to-day as if she felt bad about something. She has grown old this last year, thats a fact! It seemed to him as if she were in truth dead already. You had better look all over the house, said he to his wife. Did you look in the garret? He remembered the story that his great-grandfather had been found hanging there, and could not have gone to the garret himself to save his life.

He went hurrying out of the house, determined now to make the disappearance public. He would go to the depot, there were always some men there at this time. The church-bell began to ring for Wednesday-evening meeting, and she had always gone so regularly; he would hurry back there, and tell the people as they came. The train went by slowly to stop at the station, it was a little behind time. He hurried on, looking down as he walked. To tell the truth, he was thinking about the funeral, and suddenly he heard a familiar voice say, — 

Well, Joseph! I suppose you thought I was lost!

Heavens and earth, Aunt Catherine! Where have you been? And he caught her by the shoulder, and felt suddenly like crying and laughing together. I never had any thing come over me so in all my life, said he to his wife and Miss Stanby, as they went home later that evening. I declare, it took the wits right out of me.

Miss Catherine looked brighter than she had that afternoon, the excitement really had done her good; she told her adventure as they hurried home together. When they reached the house Martha Spring and Miss Stanby kissed her, and cried as if their hearts would break. Joseph looked out of the window a few minutes, and then announced that he would go out and see to the horse.

The tears were soon over with; and, as soon as it seemed decent, Mrs. Martha said, Aunt Catherine, do tell me where you got that pretty hood! I wish I had seen it when I first got here, to take the pattern. Isnt it a new stitch?

Dear me! havent I taken it off? said Miss Catherine. Well, you must excuse me if I am scatter-witted. I feel as if I had been gone a week.

They had supper directly — that very late supper! They were all as hungry as hunters, even poor little Miss Stanby; and the re-action from such suspense made the guests merry enough, while, as was often said, Miss Catherine was always good company. The cream-tartar biscuits were none the less good for being cold. Joseph hadnt eaten such gingerbread since he was there before; and the tea was made fresh over a dry-shingle fire, which blazes in a minute, as every one knows. There were more than enough pound-cakes; and Martha asked all over again how Miss Catherine made her preserves, for somehow hers were never so good; while Miss Catherine meekly said that she had not had such good luck as usual with the last she made.

At last they drove off down the road. The moon had come up, and was shining through the trees. It was so cool and fresh and bright an evening, with a little yellow still lingering in the west after the sunset! The guests went away very happy and light-hearted, for it seemed as if they had been spared a terrible sorrow.

I saw the prettiest little old-fashioned table up in the garret, said Mrs. Martha. It only needs fixing up a little. I mean to ask your Aunt Catherine if I cant have it when I go over again.

No, you wont, said her husband, with more authority than was usual with him.

Miss Catherine stood watching at the gate until they were out of sight. I must settle down, said she. I feel as if it had been a wedding or a funeral or something; and I declare if it isnt Wednesday evening, and what will they think has become of me at meeting? though she could have trusted Mrs. Hilton to spread the story far and wide — by which you must not suppose that good Mrs. Hilton was a naughty gossip.

The next morning Miss Catherine waked up even more heavy-hearted than she had been the day before. I suppose she was tired after the unusual excitement. She wished she had talked to Joseph, she must talk with somebody. She wished she had not been such a fool as to get on those cars, for she was sure she never should hear the last of the joke; and, after the morning work was done, she sat down in the sitting-room with the clock ticking mockingly, and that intolerable feeling of despair and disgust came over her; there is nothing much harder to bear than that, if you know what it is I am sure you will pity her.

The afternoon seemed very long. It rained; and nobody came in until the evening, when Mrs. Hiltons boy came with a letter. Miss Catherine had been to the post-office just before dinner, to send the money to Miss Ashton; and this surprised her very much. It must have come by the seven-oclock train, said she. I never get letters from that way; and she took it to the window, and looked curiously at the address, and at last she opened it. It was a pretty letter to look at, and it proved a pleasant one to read. It was from Alice West, Miss Ashtons niece; and Miss Catherine read it slowly, and felt as if she were in a dream.

My Dear Miss Spring, — My aunt, Miss Ashton, wishes me to write to you, to ask if it would be convenient for you to take us to board. We are very much disappointed here, and are glad we did not positively engage our rooms until we had seen them. It is a very damp house, and I am sure my aunt ought not to stay, and would be uncomfortable in many ways. We should like two rooms close to each other, and we were each to pay ten dollars a week here, but are perfectly willing to pay more than that. We are almost certain that we shall like your house; but perhaps it will be the better way for me to come down and see you, and then I can make all the arrangements. If Brookton suits my aunt, we may wish to stay as late as October; and should you mind if one of my friends comes to stay with us by and by? She would share my room. If you will write me to-morrow morning, and if you think you can take us, I will go down in the early afternoon train.

We hope you reached home all right, and that your friends were not much worried. We begin to think that your adventure was a fortunate thing for us. With kind regards from us both,

Yours sincerely,

Alice West.

Did you ever know any thing more fortunate than this? Poor Miss Catherine sat down and cried about it; and the cat came and rubbed against her foot, and purred sympathizingly, and was taken up and wept over, which I believe had never happened to her before. Of all people, who could be pleasanter boarders than these? They had won her heart in the half-hour she had already spent with them. She had wished then that they were coming to her: it would be such a pleasure to make them comfortable. And twenty dollars a week, — that would surely be more than enough for them all to live upon with what she had beside. And there was Katy, who could save so many steps, and could wait on Miss Ashton; she would have the child come at once. She could have Mrs. Brown come every day for a while, beside Mondays and Tuesdays; and how glad she would be of the extra pay! Miss Catherine even went up stairs in the late June twilight, to look at the two familiar front-chambers, with only the small square hall separating them. They looked so pleasant, and were so airy and of such good size, they could not help being suited. She patted the pillow of her best bed affectionately, and thought with pride that they would find no fault with her way of cooking, and her house never was damp; there was not a better house in Brookton. Life had rarely looked brighter to Miss Catherine than it did that night.

Alice West came down the next afternoon, and found the house and the rooms and Miss Catherine herself were all exactly what wise Miss Ashton had said they would be. And the two boarders thought themselves lucky to have found such a pleasant house for the summer; they were so considerate, and became favorites with many people beside their hostess. They brought a great deal of pleasure and good-will to sober little Brookton, as two cultivated, thoughtful, helpful women may make any place pleasanter if they choose. Miss Ashton is a help and a comfort and a pleasure wherever she goes, while Alice West is learning to be like her more and more every year. Miss Catherine remembered sometimes with great thankfulness, that it was the loss of her money for a while that had brought her these friends. Katy Dunning was so happy to go to live at Miss Springs after all, and did her very best, — a patient, steady, willing little creature she was! and I am sure she never had had so many good times in her life as she did that summer.

I might tell you so much more about these people, but a story must end somewhere. You may hope that Miss Catherines fortunes bettered, and that she never will have to give up her home; that she can keep Katy all the time; that Miss Ashton will come back to Brookton the next year, and the next.

I am sure you will think, in reading all this, just what I have thought as I told it, — and what Miss Catherine herself felt, — that it was such a wonderfully linked-together chain. All the time she thought she was going wrong, that it was a series of mistakes. I never will be so miserable again, said she. It was all ordered for the best; and may the Lord forgive me for doubting his care and goodness as I did that day! It went straight to her heart the next Sunday, when the old minister said in his sermon, Dear friends, do not let us forget what the Psalmist says, that the steps of a good man are ordered by the Lord. He plans the way we go; and so let us always try to see what he means in sending us this way or that. Do not let us go astray from wilfulness, or blame him for the work he gives us to do, or the burdens he gives us to carry, since he knows best.

So often, in looking back, we find that what seemed the unluckiest day of the week really proved most fortunate, and what we called bad luck proved just the other thing. We trace out the good results of what we thought must make every thing go wrong: we say, If it had not been for this or that, I should have missed and lost so much. I once happened to open a book of sermons, and to see the title of one, Every Mans Life a Plan of God. I did not read the sermon itself, and have never seen the book again; but I have thought of it a great many times. Since it is true that our lives are planned with the greatest love and wisdom, must it not be that our sorrows and hindrances come just from our taking things wrong?

And here, for the last of the story, is a verse that Robert Browning wrote, that Miss Ashton said one morning, and Miss Catherine liked: — 

Grow old along with me!
The best is yet to be,
The last of life, for which the first was made:
Our times are in His hand
Who saith A whole I planned,
Youth shows but half; trust God: see all, nor be afraid!


MR. BRUCE.
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LAST SUMMER (SAID Aunt Mary), while you were with your father in Canada, I met for the first time Miss Margaret Tennant of Boston, whom I had for years a great desire to see and know. My dear friend, Anne Langdon, has had from her girlhood two very intimate friends; and Miss Tennant is one, and I the other. Though we each had known the other through Anne, we had never seen each other before.

I was at the mountains, and upon our being introduced we became very good friends immediately; and, from at first holding complimentary and interesting conversations concerning Anne in the hotel parlor, we came to taking long walks, and spending the most of our time together; and now we are as fond of each other as possible. When we parted in September, I had promised to visit her at her house in Boston in the winter; and, when she was ready for it, I was too.

To my great delight, I found Anne there; and we three old maiden ladies enjoyed ourselves quite as well as if we were your age, my dear, with the world before us. Miss Margaret Tennant certainly keeps house most delightfully.

She lives alone in the old Tennant house, in a pleasant street; and I think most of the Tennants, for a dozen generations back, must have been maiden ladies with exquisite taste and deep purses, just like herself; for every thing there is perfect of its kind, and its kind the right kind. Then she is such a popular person: it is charming to see the delight her friends have in her. For one thing, all the young ladies of her acquaintance — not to mention her nieces, who seem to bow down and worship her — are her devoted friends; and she often gives them dinners and tea parties, takes them to plays and concerts, matronizes them in the summer, takes them to drive in her handsome carriages, and is the repository of all their joys and sorrows, and, I have no doubt, knows them better than their fathers and mothers do, and has nearly as much influence over them. Elly, my dear, I wish you were one of the clan; for Im afraid, between your careless papa and your wicked aunty, you havent had the most irreproachable bringing up! But, she is coming to visit me in June, and well see what she can do for you!

One night, while I was there, we were just home from a charming dinner-party at the house of her sister, Mrs. Bruce; and, as it was a very stormy night, we had come away early. Not being in the least tired, we sat ourselves down in our accustomed easy-chairs before the fire, for a talk, and were lazily making plans for the morrow; Miss Tennant telling us she should have the eight young ladies whom she knew best; the Quadrille as she calls them; to dine with us. I must tell you about that party some day, Elly. It was the nicest affair in its way I ever saw, and the girls were all such dear ones! I spoke of the company we had just left, and of my admiration of the Bruce family in general, and Mrs. Bruce in particular, and of my enjoyment of the evening.

Yes, said Margaret, I think Kitty is quite as young as her two daughters, and at their age she was more brilliant than either. She stopped talking for a moment, and then said, Girls, are you in a hurry for bed? (Elly! you ought to be ashamed of yourself for laughing! Just as if Anne Langdon and I were not as young as you and Nelly Cameron. Theres no difference, sometimes, if we are fifty, and you twenty!)

We were not in a hurry, and told her so.

Then, said Margaret, I will tell you a story. Anne knows it, or used to; but I doubt if she has thought of it these dozen years, and I do not think she will mind hearing it again. It is about Kitty and Mr. Bruce, and their first meeting; also divers singular misunderstandings which followed, finally ending in their peaceful wedding in this very room.

Anne laughed; and I settled myself contentedly in my chair, for I had already found out that Miss Tennant possesses the art of telling a story capitally.

Kitty Bruce is three years older than I, said Margaret,— though I dare say you do not believe me, — and consequently, at the time I was fifteen she was eighteen; and whereas I was in my first year at boarding-school, she was about finishing. I was at Mrs. Walkintwos, where you and I met, Anne; and that, as you know, was a quiet place, where we were taught history and arithmetic, and the other solids, and from which she had graduated the year before, and gone to Madame Riches to acquire the extras and be finished. Her beauty was very striking, and she was quite as entertaining and agreeable as she is now, — very witty and original, with the kindest heart in the world, and enjoying life to the utmost. In the Easter vacation of that year we were at home together; and one morning I was sitting with her in her chamber, and she was confiding to me some of the state secrets of her room at school, to my inexpressible delight, for it was my great ambition to be intimate with Kitty; and, you know, that elder sisters are often strangely blind to the virtues of the younger.

Mamma came in in the midst of it, with her usually cheerful face exceedingly clouded, so much so that both of us immediately asked what had happened.

Happened! said poor mamma, sitting down disconsolately on Kittys bed, and helping herself, by way of relief, from a box of candy which lay there. Im sure I dont know what Im to do. Your father has just sent me a note from the office, saying he has invited four gentlemen to dine, and wishes to have every thing as nice as possible. I can send John for the dinner; and, of course, I dont mind that part of it, for there is time enough and to spare, and Peggy never fails me; but you know Hannah is away; and this morning a small Irish boy came for Ann, saying his sister is sick and she went away with him. About an hour ago another little wretch came to say she was obliged to go to Salem with the sister, and would be back to breakfast. Now, children, what shall I do for some one to wait on the table?

Kitty and I were as much posed as mamma. John, our coachman, was an immense Englishman, and perfectly unavailable as to taking upon himself any of Anns duties save waiting upon the door. His daughter, who had been our nurse and was at that time seamstress, might have done very well, but she was away at Portsmouth; and as for Peggy, our dear old black cook, though I never knew any one to equal her in her realm, the kitchen, she had no idea of any thing out of it, and never had done any thing of this kind. It was raining in torrents, and none of us could go out; and we sat and looked at each other.

Suddenly Kitty clapped her hands. Mamma, said she, read us their names again.

So mamma read the names of two gentlemen from South America, and one from New Orleans, and that of Mr. Philip Bruce of London.

All perfect strangers except to papa, said Kitty joyfully; and theyre interested in that South-American business of his, and are all on their way there very likely; and we shall never see them again.

Well, child, what has all this to do with Anns being gone?

Ill tell you, mamma: I have the jolliest plan, and it will be such fun! I shall be so disappointed if you say no to me. It isnt the least harm, and I know it will make no trouble. Just let me wear one of Anns white aprons and look stupid, you call me Katherine, and Ill wait on the table as well as she could. No one ever notices the servants, and Im not like you or papa or Margaret. You can turn my portrait to the wall in the drawing-room, and theyll think its somebody that is disinherited. Those gentlemen havent the least particle of information concerning papas family; they may be possessed of the delusion that he is a bachelor in lodgings, for all we know; and if any thing is said about your children, tell them that your sons are in college and your eldest daughter with a friend. Of course I shall be, whether I am with Peggy in the kitchen or standing behind you. Oh! Id like it so much better than sitting at the table; and Peggy will never tell. Who will be the wiser?

Mamma at first, though very much amused, shook her head, and said it was too foolish to be thought of; we could explain our troubles to the gentlemen, and get on as best we could; but Kate would not give up. Mamma gave some very good reasons; what should we do without Kitty to help entertain them? And any one, — though she knew it wouldnt be considered proper conduct in a mother to make such a remark, — any one would know Kate was not a servant. Papa, too, would want her to sing for them in the evening (for, though her voice is wonderfully sweet now, then she sang like a bird; and we were all very proud of the girl, as well we might be).

But she upset all mammas arguments, asking her how in the world she entertained so much company unaided, during the years she was unable to appear on account of extreme youth. She was charmed to hear her say she was too good looking; but as to her being wanted to sing, just see if the whole five didnt go directly to the library, and if the waste-paper basket wasnt filled with papers covered with figures in the morning!

And so the end was, that mamma very reluctantly yielded to our teasing. Peggy, to whom the secret was instantly confided, nearly went into fits with laughing; and the more we all thought of it the more we were amused. Kitty suggested our total discomfiture in case papa brought home some one who knew her. I suggested, that, if it were any one we were intimate with, we take them into the secret, for I wished to see how Kate would carry it out; and if it were not, we might — and thereby I nearly ruined the whole affair — send for the lending of Mrs. Duncans Mary, — Mrs. Duncan being a great friend of ours, who lived only a door or two away. Such a pull as Kitty gave my dress when I mentioned it!

However, in due season papa appeared with the four strangers, who had been at the office with him all day, and, luckily, no one with them. He was duly made acquainted with the programme for the evening; and finding the plans all settled, and Kittys heart evidently set upon them, he made but little opposition, considering the disappointment it probably was to him not to show his uncommonly nice little daughter. We three could hardly conceal our amusement when Kate entered the drawing-room to announce dinner; and it was made the harder for us by the queer little Irish brogue she had assumed for the occasion. The guests — one in particular — could evidently not account for so striking a display of beauty and grace in so humble a position.

The dinner went off capitally. Kitty was perfection; and the only way I could see that she betrayed herself was in having, for a moment or two, the most interested expression during a conversation we were all very much interested in. She told me afterward that she came very near giving her opinion, — and I know it would have been very sensible and original, — in the most decided manner. Wouldnt it have been shocking?

We sat a much longer time than usual. The three gentlemen from the South were middle-aged, and evidently absorbed in business; but the Englishman was not over thirty, and as handsome and agreeable as possible. He watched Kitty as often as he dared, to our great amusement; and once, as she left the room, seemed on the point of asking us about her. My dears, what could mamma have said?

Papa was overflowing with fun, and enjoyed it all very much. I could see he was nearly choking sometimes at Kittys unnecessary Yis, sur-rs. She never passed me a plate without giving me a poke; and, I dare say, reminded papa and mamma of her existence in the same way.

As she had prophesied, they excused themselves after dinner, and went to the library, — all but Mr. Bruce, who had no interest in South America. He had an engagement, and so left us in the course of half an hour. Conceive our amusement, when, just after we left the table, Kitty entered with a note on a waiter, and a message purporting to be from Miss Harriet Wolfe, to the effect that she would call for mamma to go to an afternoon concert the next day. I was just leaving the room as she entered; and I can tell you I hurried a bit after that; and, as I looked around at mamma to see how she bore it, she was holding a fan before her face, in a perfect convulsion of laughter; and there stood that wicked Kate, with her hands folded, waiting solemnly for the answer. Poor Miss Wolfe had died some years before, and had been stone-deaf at that! How mamma gave the answer, or excused her amusement, I have forgotten. Kitty did it, as she said then, for a grand finale to her masquerading; but as she says now, and I firmly believed at the time, for a parting look at the Englishman.

He went away, and Kitty came into the parlor, and we had a great laugh over our dinner-party; and the next day it was told to an admiring audience of three, — grandmamma and my two aunts; but I think the story never went any farther, as we did not even dare to tell my brothers. Ann probably wonders to this day who took her place.

The next Monday we went back to our two boarding-schools, and after a while we forgot the whole affair. Kitty finished school with high honors in July, and came out in November, and was a great belle in Boston all that winter. I, in durance vile at Mrs. Walkintwos, read her journal-letters to a select circle of friends; and they were a green spot in our so-considered desert of life.

Towards the last of the winter, papas sister, for whom Kate was named, and who was very fond of her, sent for my sister to come to her for a visit of a few weeks during my uncles absence. She wrote she would not have to suspend her pleasure in the least, as there had never been more gayety in Baltimore than at that time; and some young friends of Kittys had that very day come from Europe, which was a great inducement. Baltimore was a kind of paradise to her, and her friends there were very dear ones. Her room-mate at Madame Riches, who was her very best friend, lived quite near my uncle Hunters, and she had not seen her for months. Besides, Boston was getting dull, and she was tired, and Baltimore air always made her well. So it was settled, and Kitty went.

Papa carried her on; and for the first week she had a cold, and was not out of the house. However, her letters were very happy ones; the contents being mostly abstracts of conversations between herself and the dear Alice Thornton, and bits of Baltimore gossip, in which I wasnt particularly interested. But the cold got better, and her letters grew rather shorter as she got farther into the round of parties and pleasure.

Finally there came a very thick letter, and there was something new on the stage. She wrote to me somewhat after this fashion, while staying with Miss Thornton: — 

Youre not to tell this, Margie; but Im getting involved in what seems to be a mystery. Ever since Ive been here, the girls have talked to me of the most charming gentleman ever seen in Baltimore, and they all declared I must be introduced; so at last I got up quite a curiosity. They said he was an Englishman, very rich, and so handsome! why! if one were to believe their stories, he might be carried about for a show! He was said to be very reserved, and to pay very little attention to any of the young ladies. He knows Mr. Thornton, Alices father; and they are good friends, so Alice has seen a good deal of him, and he has been more polite to her than to any one else.

She had told him of me, and he seemed quite anxious to know me. She had promised to present him the very first chance, and that was last night at her party.

I wish I had time to tell you about it. Every one says it was one of the most delightful ones ever given in Baltimore, and I did enjoy it wonderfully. But do let me tell you about the Englishman. It was about eleven before he came, and every thing was at its height. I was dancing with Mr. Dent; and the moment I stopped, up came Alice, with the most elegant-looking man I ever saw; and the strangest thing is, that I think now, and thought then, I have seen him somewhere before. He watched me intently as he crossed the room, and asked Alice, as she has told me to-day, who I was; and when she said, That is Kitty Tennant, he looked as pleased as Punch. Dont tell mamma, said Kitty. I keep wondering where it is I have met him; but I know I cannot have, for they say he is just from England. But you dont know how queerly he acted. All at once he looked as puzzled as could be; and by the time he was close to me he stared in the queerest way; and when Alice introduced us, he bowed, and said, Havent we met before, Miss Tennant? I said, I think so; and said I wished he would help me remember, for I was very certain I had seen him.

Suddenly it seemed to flash into his mind; and he said to himself, It couldnt be. But I heard him; and after that he was a perfect icicle; and I didnt have the courage to ask him any questions, for I knew it was something horrid by his looks. He evidently mistakes me for some one, and it is so queer that I firmly believe I have seen him. He went away from me in a very few minutes, and staid only a half-hour or so, avoiding Alice all the time. I had promised all the dances, and was desperately busy all night, having such a good time that I quite forgot this unpleasant affair. Alice came to me after the people were gone away, and said, Kate Tennant, what did you say to the poor man? And she seemed so utterly astonished when I told her what had happened. She cannot account for it any more than I can, and says it is as unlike him as possible. I dont know whether I have told you his name: it is Bruce.

When Miss Tennant reached this point in her story, I laughed heartily (said Aunt Mary); and Anne and she laughed with me. Why in the world didnt she know him, said I: I should have thought the circumstances would have made her remember him always.

Miss Tennant said, Indeed, I should have thought so too. I know I should have recognized him myself if I had seen him; but Kitty was always the very worst person in the world to remember people, and it had happened a year before nearly. We always had a great many guests.

When I answered her letter, I said nothing about him; for I must confess that I did not recollect that the gentleman who stared so at Kitty the night she played waiter was Mr. Bruce of London; and, indeed, I didnt feel particularly interested; and my reply was probably filled as usual with an account of the exciting things that had happened to me at the school from which I so earnestly longed for deliverance.

Kitty wrote me very often; and once in a while she mentioned this strange Mr. Bruce, and finally it occurred to me that my sister was getting very much interested in him; and as I had a woeful dread of losing her, I expostulated with her concerning the foolishness of caring any thing for a man who had treated her in so uncourteous a way, and I laughed at her.

For some time after that she did not allude to him, and I had nearly forgotten him. At last there came a letter in which Kitty said, I must tell you more of Mr. Bruce, if you are tired to death hearing of him; for it is really a perfect mystery. I have seen him at a number of parties, watching me in the most earnest way, as if he enjoyed it and still was rather ashamed. But when we meet he is just as cool and distant as possible. Alice and I have missed his calls; and all the way he has betrayed the slightest interest in me to any one else is that he met a Miss Burt, who has only lived here a short time, and to whom he had been presented a night or two before. He asked her incidentally if she knew Miss Alice Thornton; and, when she said she did a very little, he asked who the young lady was visiting her. Miss Burt said she never had seen her, but some one had told her it was a young lady Miss Thornton had met at boarding-school. Then she has never been here before? said he. And Miss Burt thought not, indeed was quite sure, as she never had heard of me. Isnt it a pity he didnt ask some one who could tell him all about me? — and then he could know whether he had met me, of course.

Now Kitty, in that same letter, confessed to me that she liked Mr. Bruce better than any one she had ever seen, which alarmed me so much that I remember I wrote her the most shocking scolding.

And here Miss Tennant was silent for a little while, and, when she spoke, said, — 

I see by your faces youre quite interested; and I think the rest of the story cannot be better told than by my reading you some of the letters Kitty wrote to me at the time. Id like to look them over myself; and, if you are not in the least sleepy, I will go up to my room and get them.

In a few minutes she returned; and after making the gas and fire a little brighter, and taking an observation on the state of the weather, she began to read: — 

Baltimore, Friday.

My forlorn young sister, are you mourning over the inconstancy of woman in general, and your sister Kitty in particular? I own up to being very naughty, and on my knees I ask your pardon for not having written all these days. I cannot tell you, as you invariably do me, that I have had nothing to write; for my time has been more fully occupied than usual. Tuesday night was Miss Carrolls party; and I wasnt home till — really not early, but late, in the morning. That party very nearly made me late to breakfast. Mr. Davenport was my devotedest, and has called since, which Alice and I think very remarkable. My dear Meg, hes the queerest man! He has the most dejected expression, as if life were the most terrible bore. One would think he had been all through with it before, and didnt enjoy it the first time. He seems to have an exceedingly well-developed taste for grief, and talks in the saddest way about things in general. I think lately his object in life has been to make me think he has some dreadful hidden sorrow. I know he hasnt, by his way; and I talk more nonsense to him in an hour than I ever did to any one else in a day. I cannot help taking rises out of him, as we used to say at school. But he dances well, and knows every thing apparently; and he is ever so much more entertaining to me than the people who are just like every one else. Wednesday he sent me the most exquisite bouquet: it came while Alice and I were out walking. It was raining a little; but we were tired of the house, and went ever so far, having the most delightful talk. You ought to have seen Alice; for the mist gave her more color than usual, and she looked like a beauty, as she is. Oh how I want you to know her, Maggie! I never have said a word hardly about the delightful visit I am having here. Alices mother, you know, died so long ago that she doesnt remember her at all; and she lived with her aunt till she was old enough for school, and her father travelled and boarded. Now he has taken this delightful house, and she is mistress of it. How she knows the first thing about housekeeping, I cannot imagine! But she certainly succeeds admirably. There never was a girl who had her own way so thoroughly: but her way is always very sensible; and, though she has had the most remarkable chance for becoming a spoiled child, she is the farthest from it. However, I will not expatiate. Thursday night Mr. Thornton gave a whist-party; and — do you think! one of the gentlemen was my Mr. Bruce. I dare say you are making the most awful face, Maggie, but I will tell you about him; and why you scold me so I cannot imagine, for I think it is very exciting; and I know there is some good reason for his conduct, for he is a perfect gentleman, every one says; and my only fear is, that I shall never find out about it. I am constantly expecting to hear he is gone: I heard he was to sail last Monday positively. I should feel horridly. When Alice and I found Mr. Thornton had invited him, we laid a bet whether he would accept; but I was right. Mr. Thorntons invitations are seldom refused; but I dont think that was his motive. I won the bet. Yes, he really came, and that wretch of an Alice had the audacity to seat us side by side at supper. He was perfectly polite, but talked very little. I caught him watching me ever and ever so many times; and Alice declares he is in love with me. I wish he would tell me what is the matter with me, for I like him more and more; but dont tell mamma. I have scarcely mentioned him, because I know papa would tell me not to take any notice of him, — and I cannot help it. It is so nice I have you to tell about him. The only queer thing that happened was, in the course of the supper I was saying something to Mr. Dent, who was on my left, about Boston, in answer to some question. Mr. Bruce said, Did you ever live in Boston, Miss Tennant? I answered that our family had always lived there, and I meant to; I had been away at school, however, most of the time for four years. Oh! said he, and began to ask me something else, and stopped suddenly. I wish he had gone on, though perhaps it was only about some Boston people whom he met abroad. He never has been in this country before, you know. And he went on talking with Mr. Bowler, who sat just beyond him, and I found Mr. Dent was talking with Mr. Thornton; so I was left to myself, and was busy for a while over my oysters. I listened to Mr. Bowler and Mr. Bruce, talking about Mr. John Keiths marriage with his mothers nursery-maid, whom he had very sensibly fallen in love with. Mr. Bowler was saying that he had met her, and that she was remarkably ladylike, and did her teacher, whoever she might be, great credit. Mr. Bruce looked up, and saw I was listening, — everybody has been interested in the affair, — and said, Oh, yes! I have known several instances of persons, having naturally a great deal of refinement, being taken from a low position when quite grown up, with their tastes and habits apparently firmly established; and, upon their being educated, one could scarcely tell that they had not always been used to the society they were in. He appealed to me to know if I had not known such cases. I answered that I never had seen any such person myself, but that I had not the least doubt of its being possible. He looked at me a moment, and then said, carelessly as he could, Of course you havent. And it seemed to me he emphasized the you just the least bit. One might have inferred I was just such a person myself. My dear little sister, what an enormous letter this is. Forgive me if you are bored; and love me dearly, as I do you. Alice sent her love before she went to sleep, where I shall follow her directly. She has been sweetly unconscious of the perplexing Mr. Bruce for at least an hour. Ill tell you every thing else that has happened in my next letter; and do you write very soon to your naughty sister

KITTY.

[In the next three or four letters, there is hardly enough mention of Mr. Bruce for me to copy them all out. He seems to be growing more and more agreeable, in spite of his evident determination to the contrary; and as for Miss Kitty, her letters show very plainly what her feelings were toward him; and here is the last of the letters which Miss Margaret Tennant brought, which explains the whole matter, to the great satisfaction of all concerned: — ]

Maggy, my cross young sister, — I declare, Im muddled, as the chambermaid used to say at school. I have fallen into a chronic state of laughter, Im dying to tell Alice, and have sent for her; but she has callers, and I will begin this very minute to tell you. It is the middle of the morning, but I am just down: I was up very late last night; and oh, we had such fun! Just to think how poor Mr. Bruce and I have puzzled our brains about each other! It is all out now, and Im so greatly relieved. I never knew how much I cared about it till now. I didnt stop to date my letter, but to-day is Thursday; and Monday morning, as you already know, Aunt Kate came home, to my great delight, though I was broken-hearted to leave Alices, where I have had such a charming time. Uncle Robs mother is very much better; and aunty doesnt think she will have to go back, and says I must finish my visit. But I cannot stop to write about that. I came back here in the afternoon; and, Tuesday morning, who should appear but uncle Rob from Savannah, two weeks before we expected him. That night, when he came home to dinner, he said with great glee, Kate, I saw young Bruce down town to-day, whom I met in London, and liked so very much. I have invited him to dine with us to-morrow. He is a capital young fellow; and Im glad we have this young niece to help us entertain him. Have you never met him, Kitty? Im not going to ask any one else, so I can have him all to myself. I want to ask him about my friends in London; and he tells me he has some letters and messages for me, with which he called at my office, probably just after I went South. So he rattled on, — you know how fast he talks, — and presently Aunt Kate introduced some other subject, and I wasnt obliged to tell the state of affairs between us. I supposed, of course, Mr. Bruce would treat me in a proper and becoming manner in my uncles house; and I thought — which proved true — that he might not know I was uncles niece; and that it might help the matter a little. Oh, it is too funny, Meg! How you will laugh! About dinner-time Mr. Bruce came in with Uncle Rob, and he looked so astonished to see me there; and before uncle Rob had time to get any farther in the introduction than Mr. Bruce, he said, Oh, yes! I have met Miss Tennant very often. Is Miss Thornton with you? Uncle said, Kitty, why havent you told me? Mr. Bruce looked more surprised when uncle called me Kitty; and, after that, he got more and more involved, as he saw me whisper to aunty, and take some work from a little cabinet, and act as if I belonged here. I explained to Uncle Rob that he had talked so fast the night before, that he didnt give me time to say I knew Mr. Bruce. We didnt wait long for dinner; and the way it was all explained was by my saying, Uncle Rob, if you please, Ill have some pepper. Mr. Bruce started, and really was pale. He looked at me and at Uncle Rob and aunty. I never saw such an expression on any ones face. Will you allow me to ask what may seem a very impertinent question? said he, are you Mr. Hunters niece, Miss Tennant?— No, I answered, but Im Mrs. Hunters.— Oh! said he, Im inexpressibly relieved: and yet Im sure it was you; I cannot have been mistaken. There never could be another person so exactly like you, and I remember your face perfectly. Here he blushed furiously; and, I regret to say, I did too. Its a dreadful question to have to ask Mrs. Robert Hunters niece, and I beg you not to be offended with me; but was it you, or your wraith, who waited upon the table at a house where I dined, just a year ago, in Boston? I havent the faintest idea what the name was. It was a gentleman to whom I had letters from my father, who had some business with him. He was exceedingly kind to me, and his house was charming; and he had such a pretty little daughter, — hear that, Meg!— and I have remembered the table-girl ever since. It cannot have been you; for I have heard you say you were always away at school, except in the summer; and yet I am so sure of your face and figure and hair and every thing about you, only you have lost a strong brogue you had then. Not you, of course, but the person I saw. I have been so foolishly sure about it, and supposed some one had become interested in you, as I was at the time, — here he blushed again,— and had educated you where you met Miss Thornton, and that you had a vast deal of tact, and were deluding her and her friends. I have treated you dreadfully, and Miss Alice too; and only the other night I had the most supreme contempt for you, because you were apparently so innocent concerning young women being raised above their station, and all that sort of thing. It would come over me once in a while that you could not be carrying this all out, and I didnt believe in my previous idea at all; and yet the face is the same. I am as much in the dark as ever, said the poor man solemnly. 

All this time I was pinching my fingers under the table to keep from laughing; but when he stopped, looking to me for a solution of all his troubles, with that ridiculously perplexed face, and I saw uncle Robs and aunt Kittys faces, it would come, and I fairly shrieked, and rushed from the table into the library, and threw myself into an easy-chair; and I truly never laughed so in my life. I believe I had hysterics at last, and they came in in dismay. Dont you know what it was, Margaret? Dont you remember the day, last Easter vacation, when Ann had gone down to Salem with her sister, and papa had four strange gentlemen to dine with him, and I put on one of Anns aprons, and waited on the table for fun? I think it was idiotic in me not to have recognized Mr. Bruce before. Only think how much it would have saved us! He was the handsome young Englishman who went to the drawing-room with you and mamma, instead of the library, and then went away early. You remember all about him now, dont you? I went back to the dining-room, and told the whole story from beginning to end, and if we didnt enjoy ourselves over it! Poor uncle Rob made himself ill with the extent of his laughter, and Mr. Bruce and I are the best of friends. Did you ever know any thing funnier to happen at Mrs. Walkintwos? If you did, do write me. How I shall enjoy telling papa and mamma! Theres Alice coming. Good-by, my dear. But wasnt he a goose?

Knowing, said Miss Margaret, that Kitty has been Mrs. Bruce for nearly thirty years, you can imagine what followed. Mr. Bruce made full amends for his rudeness, and after a while it came to their having long walks and talks together. Uncle Rob approved the match; and, when it was time for her to come home, Mr. Bruce wisely concluded to sail from Boston, and to serve as escort to Aunt Kate and Kitty. So he was all ready to ask papas consent when he arrived, and it was readily given. He became his fathers American partner, and they were married in a year or so, and settled down in the house we left to-night; for Kitty was always loyal to Boston, like the true Tennant that she is. And they have always been the happiest couple in the world, and Kittys little personification of the absent Ann turned out more happily than her reluctant mamma had any idea of.

And now, said Miss Margaret, the storm and the story are both over. Its nearly twelve, and the fire is low. Suppose we go up stairs.


MISS SYDNEYS FLOWERS.
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HOWEVER SENSIBLE IT may have been considered by other people, it certainly was a disagreeable piece of news to Miss Sydney, that the city authorities had decided to open a new street from St. Mary Street to Jefferson. It seemed a most unwarrantable thing to her that they had a right to buy her property against her will. It was so provoking, that, after so much annoyance from the noise of St. Mary Street during the last dozen years, she must submit to having another public thoroughfare at the side of her house also. If it had only been at the other side, she would not have minded it particularly; for she rarely sat in her drawing-room, which was at the left of the hall. On the right was the library, stately, dismal, and apt to be musty in damp weather; and it would take many bright people, and a blazing wood-fire, and a great deal of sunshine, to make it pleasant. Behind this was the dining-room, which was really bright and sunny, and which opened by wide glass doors into a conservatory. The rattle and clatter of St. Mary Street was not at all troublesome here; and by little and little Miss Sydney had gathered her favorite possessions from other parts of the house, and taken one end of it for her sitting-room. The most comfortable chairs had found their way here, and a luxurious great sofa which had once been in the library, as well as the bookcase which held her favorite books.

The house had been built by Miss Sydneys grandfather, and in his day it had seemed nearly out of the city: now there was only one other house left near it; for one by one the quiet, aristocratic old street had seen its residences give place to shops and warehouses, and Miss Sydney herself had scornfully refused many offers of many thousand dollars for her home. It was so changed! It made her so sad to think of the dear old times, and to see the houses torn down, or the small-paned windows and old-fashioned front-doors replaced with French plate-glass to display better the wares which were to take the places of the quaint furniture and well-known faces of her friends! But Miss Sydney was an old woman, and her friends had diminished sadly. It seems to me that my invitations are all for funerals in these days, said she to her venerable maid Hannah, who had helped her dress for her parties fifty years before. She had given up society little by little. Her friends had died, or she had allowed herself to drift away from them, while the acquaintances from whom she might have filled their places were only acquaintances still. She was the last of her own family, and, for years before her father died, he had lived mainly in his library, avoiding society and caring for nothing but books; and this, of course, was a check upon his daughters enjoyment of visitors. Being left to herself, she finally became content with her own society, and since his death, which followed a long illness, she had refused all invitations; and with the exception of the interchange of occasional ceremonious calls with perhaps a dozen families, and her pretty constant attendance at church, you rarely were reminded of her existence. And I must tell the truth: it was not easy to be intimate with her. She was a good woman in a negative kind of way. One never heard of any thing wrong she had done; and if she chose to live alone, and have nothing to do with people, why, it was her own affair. You never seemed to know her any better after a long talk. She had a very fine, courteous way of receiving her guests, — a way of making you feel at your ease more than you imagined you should when with her, — and a stately kind of tact that avoided skilfully much mention of personalities on either side. But mere hospitality is not attractive, for it may be given grudgingly, or, as in her case, from mere habit; for Miss Sydney would never consciously be rude to any one in her own house — or out of it, for that matter. She very rarely came in contact with children; she was not a person likely to be chosen for a confidante by a young girl; she was so cold and reserved, the elder ladies said. She never asked a question about the winter fashions, except of her dressmaker, and she never met with reverses in housekeeping affairs, and these two facts rendered her unsympathetic to many. She was fond of reading, and enjoyed heartily the pleasant people she met in books. She appreciated their good qualities, their thoughtfulness, kindness, wit, or sentiment; but the thought never suggested itself to her mind that there were living people not far away, who could give her all this, and more.

If calling were not a regulation of society, if one only went to see the persons one really cared for, I am afraid Miss Sydney would soon have been quite forgotten. Her character would puzzle many people. She put no visible hinderance in your way; for I do not think she was consciously reserved and cold. She was thoroughly well-bred, rich, and in her way charitable; that is, she gave liberally to public subscriptions which came under her notice, and to church contributions. But she got on, somehow, without having friends; and, though the loss of one had always been a real grief, she learned without much trouble the way of living the lonely, comfortable, but very selfish life, and the way of being the woman I have tried to describe. There were occasional days when she was tired of herself, and life seemed an empty, formal, heartless discipline. Her wisest acquaintances pitied her loneliness; and busy, unselfish people wondered how she could be deaf to the teachings of her good clergyman, and blind to all the chances of usefulness and happiness which the world afforded her; and others still envied her, and wondered to whom she meant to leave all her money.

I began by telling you of the new street. It was suggested that it should bear the name of Sydney; but the authorities decided finally to compliment the countrys chief magistrate, and call it Grant Place. Miss Sydney did not like the sound of it. Her family had always been indifferent to politics, and indeed the kite of the Sydneys had flown for many years high above the winds that affect commonplace people. The new way from Jefferson Street to St. Mary was a great convenience, and it seemed to our friend that all the noisiest vehicles in the city had a preference for going back and forth under her windows. You see she did not suspect, what afterward became so evident, that there was to be a way opened into her own heart also, and that she should confess one day, long after, that she might have died a selfish old woman, and not have left one sorry face behind her, if it had not been for the cutting of Grant Place.

The side of her conservatory was now close upon the sidewalk, and this certainly was not agreeable. She could not think of putting on her big gardening-apron, and going in to work among her dear plants any more, with all the world staring in at her as it went by. John the coachman, who had charge of the greenhouse, was at first very indignant; but, after he found that his flowers were noticed and admired, his anger was turned into an ardent desire to merit admiration, and he kept his finest plants next the street. It was a good thing for the greenhouse, because it had never been so carefully tended; and plant after plant was forced into luxuriant foliage and blossom. He and Miss Sydney had planned at first to have close wire screens made to match those in the dining-room; but now, when she spoke of his hurrying the workmen, whom she supposed had long since been ordered to make them, John said, Indeed, mum, it would be the ruin of the plants shutting out the light; and they would all be rusted with the showerings I gives them every day. And Miss Sydney smiled, and said no more.

The street was opened late in October, and, soon after, cold weather began in real earnest. Down in that business part of the city it was the strangest, sweetest surprise to come suddenly upon the long line of blooming plants and tall green lily-leaves under a roof festooned with roses and trailing vines. For the first two or three weeks, almost everybody stopped, if only for a moment. Few of Miss Sydneys own friends even had ever seen her greenhouse; for they were almost invariably received in the drawing-room. Gentlemen stopped the thought of business affairs, and went on down the street with a fresher, happier feeling. And the tired shop-girls lingered longest. Many a man and woman thought of some sick person to whom a little handful of the green leaves and bright blossoms, with their coolness and freshness, would bring so much happiness. And it was found, long months afterward, that a young man had been turned back from a plan of wicked mischief by the sight of a tall, green geranium, like one that bloomed in his mothers sitting-room way up in the country. He had not thought, for a long time before, of the dear old woman who supposed her son was turning his wits to good account in the city. But Miss Sydney did not know how much he wished for a bit to put in his buttonhole when she indignantly went back to the dining-room to wait until that impertinent fellow stopped staring in.

II.

It was just about this time that Mrs. Marley made a change in her place of business. She had sold candy round the corner in Jefferson Street for a great many years; but she had suffered terribly from rheumatism all the winter before. She was nicely sheltered from too much sun in the summer; but the north winds of winter blew straight toward her; and after much deliberation, and many fears and questionings as to the propriety of such an act, she had decided to find another stand. You or I would think at first that it could make no possible difference where she sat in the street with her goods; but in fact one has regular customers in that business, as well as in the largest wholesale enterprise. There was some uncertainty whether these friends would follow her if she went away. Mrs. Marleys specialty was molasses-candy; and I am sure, if you ever chanced to eat any of it, you would look out for the old lady next time you went along the street. Times seemed very hard this winter. Not that trade had seriously diminished; but still the outlook was very dark. Mrs. Marley was old, and had been so for some years, so she was used to that; but somehow this fall she seemed to be growing very much older all of a sudden. She found herself very tired at night, and she was apt to lose her breath if she moved quickly; besides this, the rheumatism tortured her. She had saved only a few dollars, though she and her sister had had a comfortable living, — what they had considered comfortable, at least, though they sometimes had been hungry, and very often cold. They would surely go to the almshouse sooner or later, — she and her lame old sister Polly.

It was Polly who made the candy which Mrs. Marley sold. Their two little rooms were up three flights of stairs; and Polly, being too lame to go down herself, had not been out of doors in seven years. There was nothing but roofs and sky to be seen from the windows; and, as there was a manufactory near, the sky was apt to be darkened by its smoke. Some of the neighbors dried their clothes on the roofs, and Polly used to be very familiar with the apparel of the old residents, and exceedingly interested when a strange family came, and she saw something new. There was a little bright pink dress that the trig young French woman opposite used to hang out to dry; and somehow poor old Polly used always to be brightened and cheered by the sight of it. Once in a while she caught a glimpse of the child who wore it. She hardly ever thought now of the outside world when left to herself, and on the whole she was not discontented. Sister Becky used to have a great deal to tell her sometimes of an evening. When Mrs. Marley told her in the spring twilight that the grass in the square was growing green, and that she had heard a robin, it used to make Polly feel homesick; for she was apt to think much of her childhood, and she had been born in the country. She was very deaf, poor soul, and her world was a very forlorn one. It was nearly always quite silent, it was very small and smoky out of doors, and very dark and dismal within. Sometimes it was a hopeless world, because the candy burnt; and if there had not been her Bible and hymn-book, and a lame pigeon that lit on the window-sill to be fed every morning, Miss Polly would have found her time go heavily.

One night Mrs. Marley came into the room with a cheerful face, and said very loud, Polly, Ive got some news! Polly knew by her speaking so loud that she was in good-humor. When any thing discouraging had happened, Becky spoke low, and then was likely to be irritated when asked to repeat her remark.

Dear heart! said Mrs. Marley, now I am glad you had something hot for supper. I was turning over in my mind what we could cook up, for I feel real hollow. Its a kind of chilly day. And she sat down by the stove, while Polly hobbled to the table, with one hand to her ear to catch the first sound of the good news, and the other holding some baked potatoes in her apron. That hand was twisted with rheumatism, for the disease ran in the family. She was afraid every day that she should have to give up making the candy on the next; for it hurt her so to use it. She was continually being harrowed by the idea of its becoming quite useless, and that the candy might not be so good; and then what would become of them? Becky Marley was often troubled by the same thought. Yet they were almost always good-natured, poor old women; and, though Polly Sharpes pleasures and privileges were by far the fewest of anybodys I ever knew, I think she was as glad in those days to know the dandelions were in bloom as if she could see them; and she got more good from the fragments of the Sunday-morning sermon that sister Becky brought home than many a listener did from the whole service.

The potatoes were done to a turn, Mrs. Marley shouted; and then Polly sat down close by her to hear the news.

You know I have been worrying about the cold weather a-coming, and my rheumatics; and I was afeared to change my stand, on account of losing custom. Well, to-day it all come over me to once that I might move down a piece on Grant Place, — that new street thats cut through to St. Mary. Ive noticed for some time past that almost all my reglar customers turns down that way, so this morning I thought Id step down that way too, and see if there was a chance. And after I gets into the street I sees people stopping and looking at something as they went along; and so I goes down to see; and it is one of them hothouses, full of plants a-growing like it was mid-summer. It belongs to the big Sydney house on the corner. Theres a good place to sit right at the corner of it, and Im going to move over there to-morrow. I thought as how I wouldnt leave Jefferson Street to-day, for it was too sudden. You see folks stops and looks at the plants, and there wasnt any wind there to-day. There! I wish you could see them flowers.

Sister Polly was very pleased, and, after the potatoes and bread were eaten, she brought on an apple pie that had been sent up by Mrs. Welch, the washer-woman who lived on the floor next but one below. She was going away for three or four days, having been offered good pay to do some cleaning in a new house, and her board besides, near her work. So you see that evening was quite a jubilee.

The next day Mrs. Marleys wildest expectations were realized; for she was warm as toast the whole morning, and sold all her candy, and went home by two oclock. That had never happened but once or twice before. Why, I shouldnt wonder if we could lay up considerable this winter, said she to Polly.

Miss Sydney did not like the idea of the old candy-womans being there. Children came to buy of her, and the street seemed noisier than ever at times. Perhaps she might have to leave the house, after all. But one may get used to almost any thing; and as the days went by she was surprised to find that she was not half so much annoyed as at first; and one afternoon she found herself standing at one of the dining-room windows, and watching the people go by. I do not think she had shown so much interest as this in the world at large for many years. I think it must have been from noticing the pleasure her flowers gave the people who stopped to look at them that she began to think herself selfish, and to be aware how completely indifferent she had grown to any claims the world might have upon her. And one morning, when she heard somebody say, Why, its like a glimpse into the tropics! Oh! I wish I could have such a conservatory! she thought, Here I have kept this all to myself for all these years, when so many others might have enjoyed it too! But then the old feeling of independence came over her. The greenhouse was out of peoples way; she surely couldnt have let people in whom she didnt know; however, she was glad, now that the street was cut, that some one had more pleasure, if she had not. After all, it was a satisfaction to our friend; and from this time the seeds of kindness and charity and helpfulness began to show themselves above the ground in the almost empty garden of her heart. I will tell you how they grew and blossomed; and as strangers came to see her real flowers, and to look in at the conservatory windows from the cold city street, instead of winter to see a bit of imprisoned summer, so friend after friend came to find there was another garden in her own heart, and Miss Sydney learned the blessedness there is in loving and giving and helping.

For it is sure we never shall know what it is to lack friends, if we keep our hearts ready to receive them. If we are growing good and kind and helpful, those who wish for help and kindness will surely find us out. A tree covered with good fruit is never unnoticed in the fields. If we bear thorns and briers, we cant expect people to take very great pains to come and gather them. It is thought by many persons to be not only a bad plan, but an ill-bred thing, to give out to more than a few carefully selected friends. But it came to her more and more that there was great selfishness and short-sightedness in this. One naturally has a horror of dragging the secrets and treasures of ones heart and thought out to the light of day. One may be willing to go without the good that may come to ones own self through many friendships; but, after all, God does not teach us, and train our lives, only that we may come to something ourselves. He helps men most through other mens lives; and we must take from him, and give out again, all we can, wherever we can, remembering that the great God is always trying to be the friend of the least of us. The danger is, that we oftenest give our friendship selfishly; we do not think of our friends, but of ourselves. One never can find ones self beggared; love is a treasure that does not lessen, but grows, as we spend it.

The passers-by seemed so delighted with some new plants which she and John had arranged one day, that, as she was going out in the afternoon to drive, she stopped just as she was going to step into the carriage, and said she thought she would go round and look at the conservatory from the outside. So John turned the horses, and followed. It was a very cold day, and there were few people in the street. Every thing was so cheerless out of doors, and the flowers looked so summer-like! No wonder the people liked to stop, poor souls! For the richer, more comfortable ones lived farther up town. It was not in the shopping region; and, except the business-men who went by morning and evening, almost every one was poor.

Miss Sydney had never known what the candy-woman sold before, for she could not see any thing but the top of her rusty black bonnet from the window. But now she saw that the candy was exactly like that she and her sister used to buy years upon years ago; and she stopped to speak to the old woman, and to buy some, to the utter amazement of her coachman. Mrs. Marley was excited by so grand a customer, and was a great while counting out the drumsticks, and wrapping them up. While Miss Sydney stood there, a thin, pitiful little girl came along, carrying a clumsy baby. They stopped, and the baby tried to reach down for a piece. The girl was quite as wistful; but she pulled him back, and walked on to the flowers. Oh! pitty, pitty! said the baby, while the dirty little hands patted the glass delightedly.

Move along there, said John gruffly; for it was his business to keep that glass clean and bright.

The girl looked round, frightened, and, seeing that the coachman was big and cross-looking, the forlorn little soul went away. Baby want to walk? Youre so heavy! said she in a fretful, tired way. But the baby was half crying, and held her tight. He had meant to stay some time longer, and look at those pretty, bright things, since he could not have the candy.

Mrs. Marley felt as if her customer might think her stingy, and proceeded to explain that she couldnt think of giving her candy away. Bless you, maam, I wouldnt have a stick left by nine oclock.

Miss Sydney never gave money to street-beggars. But these children had not begged, and somehow she pitied them very much, they looked so hungry. And she called them back. There was a queer tone to her voice; and she nearly cried after she had given the package of candy to them, and thrown a dollar upon the board in front of Mrs. Marley, and found herself in the carriage, driving away. Had she been very silly? and what could John have thought? But the children were so glad; and the old candy-woman had said, God bless you, mum!

After this, Miss Sydney could not keep up her old interest in her own affairs. She felt restless and dissatisfied, and wondered how she could have done the same things over and over so contentedly for so many years. You may be sure, that, if Grant Place had been unthought of, she would have lived on in the same fashion to the end of her days. But after this she used to look out of the window; and she sat a great deal in the conservatory, when it was not too warm there, behind some tall callas. The servants found her usually standing in the dining-room; for she listened for footsteps, and was half-ashamed to have them notice that she had changed in the least. We are all given to foolish behavior of this kind once in a while. We are often restrained because we feel bound to conform to peoples idea of us. We must be such persons as we imagine our friends think us to be. They believe that we have made up our minds about them, and are apt to show us only that behavior which they think we expect. They are afraid of us sometimes. They think we cannot sympathize with them. Our friend felt almost as if she were yielding to some sin in this strange interest in the passers-by. She had lived so monotonous a life, that any change could not have failed to be somewhat alarming. She told Bessie Thorne afterward, that one day she came upon that verse of Kebles Hymn for St. Matthews Day. Do you remember it? — 

There are, in this loud, stunning tide
Of human care and crime,
With whom the melodies abide
Of the everlasting chime;
Who carry music in their heart
Through dusky lane and wrangling mart,
Plying their daily task with busier feet
Because their secret souls a holy strain repeat.

It seemed as if it were a message to herself, and she could not help going to the window a few minutes afterward. The faces were mostly tired-looking and dissatisfied. Some people looked very eager and hurried, but none very contented. It was the literal daily bread they thought of; and, when two fashionably-dressed ladies chanced to go by the window, their faces were strangely like their poorer neighbors in expression. Miss Sydney wondered what the love for ones neighbor could be; if she could ever feel it herself. She did not even like these people whom she watched, and yet every day, for years and years, she had acknowledged them her brothers and sisters when she said, Our Father who art in heaven.

It seemed as if Miss Sydney, of all people, might have been independent and unfettered. It is so much harder for us who belong to a family for we are hindered by the thought of peoples noticing our attempts at reform. It is like surrendering some opinion ignominiously which we have fought for. It is a kind of giving in. But when she had acknowledged to herself that she had been in the wrong, that she was a selfish, thoughtless old woman, that she was alone, without friends, and it had been her own fault, she was puzzled to know how to do better. She could not begin to be very charitable all at once. The more she realized what her own character had become, the more hopeless and necessary seemed reform.

Such times as this come to many of us, both in knowing ourselves and our friends. An awakening, one might call it, — an opening of the blind eyes of our spiritual selves. And our ears are open to some of the voices which call us; while others might as well be silent, for all the heed we give them. We go on, from day to day, doing, with more or less faithfulness, that part of our work we have wit enough to comprehend; but one day suddenly we are shown a broader field, stretching out into the distance, and know that from this also we may bring in a harvest by and by, and with Gods help.

Miss Sydney meant to be better, — not alone for the sake of having friends, not alone to quiet her conscience, but because she knew she had been so far from living a Christian life, and she was bitterly ashamed. This was all she needed, — all any of us need, — to know that we must be better men and women for Gods sake; that we cannot be better without his help, and that his help may be had for the asking. But where should she begin? She had always treated her servants kindly, and they were the people she knew best. She would surely try to be more interested in the friends she met; but it was nearly Christmas time, and people rarely came to call. Every one was busy. Becky Marleys cheery face haunted her; and one day after having looked down from the window on the top of her bonnet, she remembered that she did not get any candy, after all, and she would go round to see the old lady again, she looked poor, and she would give her some money. Miss Sydney dressed herself for the street, and closed the door behind her very carefully, as if she were a mischievous child running away. It was very cold, and there were hardly a dozen persons to be seen in the streets, and Mrs. Marley had evidently been crying.

I should like some of your candy, said our friend. You know I didnt take any, after all, the other day. And then she felt very conscious and awkward, fearing that the candy-woman thought she wished to remind her of her generosity.

Two of the large packages, if you please. But, dear me! arent you very cold, sitting here in the wind? and Miss Sydney shivered, in spite of her warm wrappings.

It was the look of sympathy that was answered first, for it was more comforting than even the prospect of money, sorely as Mrs. Marley needed that.

Yes, mum, Ive had the rheumatics this winter awful. But the wind here! — why, it aint nothing to what it blows round in Jefferson Street, where I used to sit. I shouldnt be out to-day, but I was called upon sudden to pay my molasses bill, when Id just paid my rent; and I dont know how ever I can. Theres sister Polly — shes dead lame and deaf. I spose well both be in the almshouse afore spring. Im an old woman to be earning a living out o doors in winter weather.

There was no mistaking the fact that Miss Sydney was in earnest when she said, Im so sorry! Cant I help you?

Somehow she did not feel so awkward, and she enjoyed very much hearing this bit of confidence.

But my trade has improved wonderful since I came here. People mostly stops to see them beautiful flowers; and then they sees me, and stops and buys something. Well, theres some days when I gets down-hearted, and I just looks up there, and sees them flowers blooming so cheerful, and I says, There! this world aint all cold and poor and old, like I be; and the Lord he aint never tired of us, with our worrying about what hes a-doing with us; and heavens a-coming before long anyhow! And the Widow Marley stopped to dry her eyes with the corner of her shawl.

Miss Sydney asked her to go round to the kitchen, and warm herself; and, on finding out more of her new acquaintances difficulties, she sent her home happy, with money enough to pay the dreaded bill, and a basket of good things which furnished such a supper for herself and sister Polly as they had not seen for a long time. And their fortunes were bettered from that day. If it hadnt been for the flowers, I should ha been freezing my old bones on Jefferson Street this minute, I spose, said the Widow Marley.

Miss Sydney went back to the dining-room after her protégée had gone, and felt a comfortable sense of satisfaction in what she had done. It had all come about in such an easy way too! A little later she went into the conservatory, and worked among her plants. She really felt so much younger and happier; and once, as she stood still, looking at some lilies-of-the-valley that John had been forcing into bloom, she did not notice that a young lady was looking through the window at her very earnestly.

III.

That same evening Mrs. Thorne and Bessie were sitting up late in their library. It was snowing very fast, and had been since three oclock; and no one had called. They had begun the evening by reading and writing, and now were ending it with a talk.

Mamma, said Bessie, after there had been a pause, whom do you suppose I have taken a fancy to? And do you know, I pity her so much! — Miss Sydney.

But I dont know that she is so much to be pitied, said Mrs. Thorne, smiling at the enthusiastic tone. She must have every thing she wants. She lives all alone, and hasnt any intimate friends, but, if a person chooses such a life, why, what can we do? What made you think of her?

I have been trying to think of one real friend she has. Everybody is polite enough to her, and I never heard that any one disliked her; but she must be forlorn sometimes. I came through that new street by her house to-day: thats how I happened to think of her. Her greenhouse is perfectly beautiful, and I stopped to look in. I always supposed she was cold as ice (Im sure she looks so); but she was standing out in one corner, looking down at some flowers with just the sweetest face. Perhaps she is shy. She used to be very good-natured to me when I was a child, and used to go there with you. I dont think she knows me since I came home: at any rate, I mean to go to see her some day.

I certainly would, said Mrs. Thorne. She will be perfectly polite to you, at all events. And perhaps she may be lonely, though I rather doubt it; not that I wish to discourage you, my dear. I havent seen her in a long time, for we have missed each others calls. She never went into society much; but she used to be a very elegant woman, and is now, for that matter.

I pity her, said Bessie persistently. I think I should be very fond of her if she would let me. She looked so kind as she stood among the flowers to-day! I wonder what she was thinking about. Oh! do you think she would mind if I asked her to give me some flowers for the hospital?

Bessie Thorne is a very dear girl. Miss Sydney must have been hard-hearted if she had received her coldly one afternoon a few days afterward, she seemed so refreshingly young and girlish a guest as she rose to meet the mistress of that solemn, old-fashioned drawing-room. Miss Sydney had had a re-action from the pleasure her charity had given her, and was feeling bewildered, unhappy, and old that day. What can she wish to see me for, I wonder? thought she, as she closed her book, and looked at Miss Thornes card herself, to be sure the servant had read it right. But, when she saw the girl herself, her pleasure showed itself unmistakably in her face.

Are you really glad to see me? said Bessie in her frankest way, with a very gratified smile. I was afraid you might think it was very odd in me to come. I used to like so much to call upon you with mamma when I was a little girl! And the other day I saw you in your conservatory, and I have wished to come and see you ever since.

I am very glad to see you, my dear, said Miss Sydney, for the second time. I have been quite forgotten by the young people of late years. I was sorry to miss Mrs. Thornes call. Is she quite well? I meant to return it one day this week, and I thought only last night I would ask about you. You have been abroad, I think?

Was not this an auspicious beginning? I cannot tell you all that happened that afternoon, for I have told so long a story already. But you will imagine it was the beginning of an intimacy that gave great pleasure, and did great good, to both the elder woman and the younger. It is hard to tell the pleasure which the love and friendship of a fresh, bright girl like Bessie Thorne, may give an older person. There is such a satisfaction in being convinced that one is still interesting and still lovable, though the years that are gone have each kept some gift or grace, and the possibilities of life seem to have been realized and decided. There are days of our old age when there seems so little left in life, that living is a mere formality. This busy world seems done with the old, however dear their memories of it, however strong their claims upon it. They are old: their life now is only waiting and resting. It may be quite right that we sometimes speak of second childhood, because we must be children before we are grown; and the life to come must find us, will find us, ready for service. Our old people have lived in the world so long; they think they know it so well: but the young man is master of the trade of living, and the old man only his blundering apprentice.

Miss Sydneys solemnest and most unprepared servant was startled to find Bessie Thorne and his mistress sitting cosily together before the dining-room fire. Bessie had a paper full of cut flowers to leave at the Childrens Hospital on her way home. Miss Sydney had given liberally to the contribution for that object; but she never had suspected how interesting it was until Bessie told her, and she said she should like to go some day, and see the building and its occupants for herself. And the girl told her of other interests that were near her kind young heart, — not all charitable interests, — and they parted intimate friends.

I never felt such a charming certainty of being agreeable, wrote Bessie that night to a friend of hers. She seemed so interested in every thing, and, as I told you, so pleased with my coming to see her. I have promised to go there very often. She told me in the saddest way that she had been feeling so old and useless and friendless, and she was very confidential. Imagine her being confidential with me! She seemed to me just like myself as I was last year, — you remember, — just beginning to realize what life ought to be, and trying, in a frightened, blind kind of way, to be good and useful. She said she was just beginning to understand her selfishness. She told me I had done her ever so much good; and I couldnt help the tears coming into my eyes. I wished so much you were there, or some one who could help her more; but I suppose God knew when he sent me. Doesnt it seem strange that an old woman should talk to me in this way, and come to me for help? I am afraid people would laugh at the very idea. And only to think of her living on and on, year after year, and then being changed so! She kissed me when I came away, and I carried the flowers to the hospital. I shall always be fond of that conservatory, because, if I hadnt stopped to look in that day, I might never have thought of her.

There was one strange thing happened, which I must tell you about, though it is so late. She has grown very much interested in an old candy-woman, and told me about her; and do you know that this evening uncle Jack came in, and asked if we knew of anybody who would do for janitress — at the Natural History rooms, I think he said. There is good pay, and she would just sell catalogues, and look after things a little. Of course the candy-woman may not be competent; but, from what Miss Sydney told me, I think she is just the person.

The next Sunday the minister read this extract from Queens Gardens in his sermon. Two of his listeners never had half understood its meaning before as they did then. Bessie was in church, and Miss Sydney suddenly turned her head, and smiled at her young friend, to the great amazement of the people who sat in the pews near by. What could have come over Miss Sydney?

The path of a good woman is strewn with flowers; but they rise behind her steps, not before them. Her feet have touched the meadow, and left the daisies rosy. Flowers flourish in the garden of one who loves them. A pleasant magic it would be if you could flush flowers into brighter bloom by a kind look upon them; nay, more, if a look had the power not only to cheer but to guard them. This you would think a great thing? And do you think it not a greater thing that all this, and more than this, you can do for fairer flowers than these, — flowers that could bless you for having blessed them, and will love you for having loved them, — flowers that have eyes like yours, and thoughts like yours, and lives like yours?


LADY FERRY.

[image: img65.jpg]

WE HAVE AN instinctive fear of death; yet we have a horror of a life prolonged far beyond the average limit: it is sorrowful; it is pitiful; it has no attractions.

This world is only a schoolroom for the larger life of the next. Some leave it early, and some late: some linger long after they seem to have learned all its lessons. This world is no heaven: its pleasures do not last even through our little lifetimes.

There are many fables of endless life, which in all ages have caught the attention of men; we are familiar with the stories of the old patriarchs who lived their hundreds of years: but one thinks of them wearily, and without envy.

—— — 

When I was a child, it was necessary that my father and mother should take a long sea-voyage. I never had been separated from them before; but at this time they thought it best to leave me behind, as I was not strong, and the life on board ship did not suit me. When I was told of this decision, I was very sorry, and at once thought I should be miserable without my mother; besides, I pitied myself exceedingly for losing the sights I had hoped to see in the country which they were to visit. I had an uncontrollable dislike to being sent to school, having in some way been frightened by a maid of my mothers, who had put many ideas and aversions into my head which I was many years in outgrowing. Having dreaded this possibility, it was a great relief to know that I was not to be sent to school at all, but to be put under the charge of two elderly cousins of my father, — a gentleman and his wife whom I had once seen, and liked dearly. I knew that their home was at a fine old-fashioned country-place, far from town, and close beside a river, and I was pleased with this prospect, and at once began to make charming plans for the new life.

I had lived always with grown people, and seldom had had any thing to do with children. I was very small for my age, and a strange mixture of childishness and maturity; and, having the appearance of being absorbed in my own affairs, no one ever noticed me much, or seemed to think it better that I should not listen to the conversation. In spite of considerable curiosity, I followed an instinct which directed me never to ask questions at these times: so I often heard stray sentences which puzzled me, and which really would have been made simple and commonplace at once, if I had only asked their meaning. I was, for the most of the time, in a world of my own. I had a great deal of imagination, and was always telling myself stories; and my mind was adrift in these so much, that my real absent-mindedness was mistaken for childish unconcern. Yet I was a thoroughly simple, unaffected child. My dreams and thoughtfulness gave me a certain tact and perception unusual in a child; but my pleasures were as deep in simple things as heart could wish.

It happened that our cousin Matthew was to come to the city on business the week that the ship was to sail, and that I could stay with my father and mother to the very last day, and then go home with him. This was much pleasanter than leaving sooner under the care of an utter stranger, as was at first planned. My cousin Agnes wrote a kind letter about my coming which seemed to give her much pleasure. She remembered me very well, and sent me a message which made me feel of consequence; and I was delighted with the plan of making her so long a visit.

One evening I was reading a story-book, and I heard my father say in an undertone, How long has madam been at the ferry this last time? Eight or ten years, has she not? I suppose she is there yet?— Oh, yes! said my mother, or Agnes would have told us. She spoke of her in the last letter you had, while we were in Sweden.

I should think she would be glad to have a home at last, after her years of wandering about. Not that I should be surprised now to hear that she had disappeared again. When I was staying there while I was young, we thought she had drowned herself, and even had the men search for her along the shore of the river; but after a time cousin Matthew heard of her alive and well in Salem; and I believe she appeared again this last time as suddenly as she went away.

I suppose she will never die, said my mother gravely. She must be terribly old, said my father. When I saw her last, she had scarcely changed at all from the way she looked when I was a boy. She is even more quiet and gentle than she used to be. There is no danger that the child will have any fear of her; do you think so?— Oh, no! but I think I will tell her that madam is a very old woman, and that I hope she will be very kind, and try not to annoy her; and that she must not be frightened at her strange notions. I doubt if she knows what craziness is.— She would be wise if she could define it, said my father with a smile. Perhaps we had better say nothing about the old lady. It is probable that she stays altogether in her own room, and that the child will rarely see her. I never have realized until lately the horror of such a long life as hers, living on and on, with ones friends gone long ago: such an endless life in this world!

Then there was a mysterious old person living at the ferry, and there was a question whether I would not be afraid of her. She had not changed since my father was a boy: it was horrible to have ones life endless in this world!

The days went quickly by. My mother, who was somewhat of an invalid, grew sad as the time drew near for saying good-by to me, and was more tender and kind than ever before, and more indulgent of every wish and fancy of mine. We had been together all my life, and now it was to be long months before she could possibly see my face again, and perhaps she was leaving me forever. Her time was all spent, I believe, in thoughts for me, and in making arrangements for my comfort. I did see my mother again; but the tears fill my eyes when I think how dear we became to each other before that first parting, and with what a lingering, loving touch, she herself packed my boxes, and made sure, over and over again, that I had whatever I should need; and I remember how close she used to hold me when I sat in her lap in the evening, saying that she was afraid I should have grown too large to be held when she came back again. We had more to say to each other than ever before, and I think, until then, that my mother never had suspected how much I observed of life and of older people in a certain way; that I was something more than a little child who went from one interest to another carelessly. I have known since that my mothers childhood was much like mine. She, however, was timid, while I had inherited from my father his fearlessness, and lack of suspicion; and these qualities, like a fresh wind, swept away any cobwebs of nervous anticipation and sensitiveness. Every one was kind to me, partly, I think because I interfered with no one. I was glad of the kindness, and, with my unsuspected dreaming and my happy childishness, I had gone through life with almost perfect contentment, until this pain of my first real loneliness came into my heart.

It was a days journey to cousin Matthews house, mostly by rail; though, toward the end, we had to travel a considerable distance by stage, and at last were left on the river-bank opposite my new home, and I saw a boat waiting to take us across. It was just at sunset, and I remember wondering if my father and mother were out of sight of land, and if they were watching the sky; if my father would remember that only the evening before we had gone out for a walk together, and there had been a sunset so much like this. It somehow seemed long ago. Cousin Matthew was busy talking with the ferryman; and indeed he had found acquaintances at almost every part of the journey, and had not been much with me, though he was kind and attentive in his courteous, old-fashioned way, treating me with the same ceremonious politeness which he had shown my mother. He pointed out the house to me: it was but a little way from the edge of the river. It was very large and irregular, with great white chimneys; and, while the river was all in shadow, the upper windows of two high gables were catching the last red glow of the sun. On the opposite side of a green from the house were the farm-house and buildings; and the green sloped down to the water, where there was a wharf and an ancient-looking storehouse. There were some old boats and long sticks of timber lying on the shore; and I saw a flock of white geese march solemnly up toward the barns. From the open green I could see that a road went up the hill beyond. The trees in the garden and orchard were the richest green; their round tops were clustered thick together; and there were some royal great elms near the house. The fiery red faded from the high windows as we came near the shore, and cousin Agnes was ready to meet me; and when she put her arms round me as kindly as my mother would have done, and kissed me twice in my fathers fashion, was sure that I loved her, and would be contented. Her hair was very gray; but she did not look, after all, so very old. Her face was a grave one, as if she had had many cares; yet they had all made her stronger, and there had been some sweetness, and something to be glad about, and to thank God for, in every sorrow. I had a feeling always that she was my sure defence and guard. I was safe and comfortable with her: it was the same feeling which one learns to have toward God more and more, as one grows older.

We went in through a wide hall, and up stairs, through a long passage, to my room, which was in a corner of one of the gables. Two windows looked on the garden and the river: another looked across to the other gable, and into the square, grassy court between. It was a rambling, great house, and seemed like some English houses I had seen. It would be great fun to go into all the rooms some day soon.

How much you are like your father! said cousin Agnes, stooping to kiss me again, with her hand on my shoulder. I had a sudden consciousness of my bravery in having behaved so well all day; then I remembered that my father and mother were at every instant being carried farther and farther away. I could almost hear the waves dash about the ship; and I could not help crying a little. Poor little girl! said cousin Agnes: I am very sorry. And she sat down, and took me in her lap for a few minutes. She was tall, and held me so comfortably, and I soon was almost happy again; for she hoped I would not be lonely with her, and that I would not think she was a stranger, for she had known and loved my father so well; and it would make cousin Matthew so disappointed and uneasy if I were discontented; and would I like some bread and milk with my supper, in the same blue china bowl, with the dragon on it, which my father used to have when he was a boy? These arguments were by no means lost upon me, and I was ready to smile presently; and then we went down to the dining-room, which had some solemn-looking portraits on the walls, and heavy, stiff furniture; and there was an old-fashioned woman standing ready to wait, whom cousin Agnes called Deborah, and who smiled at me graciously.

Cousin Matthew talked with his wife for a time about what had happened to him and to her during his absence; and then he said, And how is madam to-day? you have not spoken of her.— She is not so well as usual, said cousin Agnes. She has had one of her sorrowful times since you went away. I have sat with her for several hours to-day; but she has hardly spoken to me. And then cousin Matthew looked at me, and cousin Agnes hesitated for a minute. Deborah had left the room.

We speak of a member of our family whom you have not seen, although you may have heard your father speak of her. She is called Lady Ferry by most people who know of her; but you may say madam when you speak to her. She is very old, and her mind wanders, so that she has many strange fancies; but you must not be afraid, for she is very gentle and harmless. She is not used to children; but I know you will not annoy her, and I dare say you can give her much pleasure. This was all that was said; but I wished to know more. It seemed to me that there was a reserve about this person, and the old house itself was the very place for a mystery. As I went through some of the other rooms with cousin Agnes in the summer twilight, I half expected to meet Lady Ferry in every shadowy corner; but I did not dare to ask a question. My fathers words came to me,— Such an endless life, and living on and on. And why had he and my mother never spoken to me afterward of my seeing her? They had talked about it again, perhaps, and did not mean to tell me, after all.

I saw something of the house that night, the great kitchen, with its huge fireplace, and other rooms up stairs and down; and cousin Agnes told me, that by daylight I should go everywhere, except to Madams rooms: I must wait for an invitation there.

The house had been built a hundred and fifty years before, by Colonel Haverford, an Englishman, whom no one knew much about, except that he lived like a prince, and would never tell his history. He and his sons died; and after the Revolution the house was used for a tavern for many years, — the Ferry Tavern, — and the place was busy enough. Then there was a bridge built down the river, and the old ferry fell into disuse; and the owner of the house died, and his family also died, or went away; and then the old place, for a long time, was either vacant, or in the hands of different owners. It was going to ruin at length, when cousin Matthew bought it, and came there from the city to live years before. He was a strange man; indeed, I know now that all the possessors of the Ferry farm must have been strange men. One often hears of the influence of climate upon character; there is a strong influence of place; and the inanimate things which surround us indoors and out make us follow out in our lives their own silent characteristics. We unconsciously catch the tone of every house in which we live, and of every view of the outward, material world which grows familiar to us, and we are influenced by surroundings nearer and closer still than the climate or the country which we inhabit. At the old Haverford house it was mystery which one felt when one entered the door; and when one came away, after cordiality, and days of sunshine and pleasant hospitality, it was still with a sense of this mystery, and of something unseen and unexplained. Not that there was any thing covered and hidden necessarily; but it was the quiet undertone in the house which had grown to be so old, and had known the magnificent living of Colonel Haverfords time, and afterward the struggles of poor gentlemen and women, who had hardly warmed its walls with their pitiful fires, and shivering, hungry lives; then the long procession of travellers who had been sheltered there in its old tavern days; finally, my cousin Matthew and his wife, who had made it their home, when, with all their fortune, they felt empty-handed, and as if their lives were ended, because their only son had died. Here they had learned to be happy again in a quiet sort of way, and had become older and serener, loving this lovable place by the river, and keepers of its secret — whatever that might be.

I was wide awake that first evening: I was afraid of being sent to bed, and, to show cousin Agnes that I was not sleepy, I chattered far more than usual. It was warm, and the windows of the parlor where we sat looked upon the garden. The moon had risen, and it was light out of doors. I caught every now and then the faint smell of honeysuckle, and presently I asked if I might go into the garden a while; and cousin Agnes gave me leave, adding that I must soon go to bed, else I would be very tired next day. She noticed that I looked grave, and said that I must not dread being alone in the strange room, for it was so near her own. This was a great consolation; and after I had been told that the tide was in, and I must be careful not to go too near the river wall, I went out through the tall glass door, and slowly down the wide garden-walk, from which now and then narrower walks branched off at right angles. It was the pride of the place, this garden; and the box-borders especially were kept with great care. They had partly been trimmed that day; and the evening dampness brought out the faint, solemn odor of the leaves, which I never have noticed since without thinking of that night. The roses were in bloom, and the snowball-bushes were startlingly white, and there was a long border filled with lilies-of-the-valley. The other flowers of the season were all there and in blossom; yet I could see none well but the white ones, which looked like bits of snow and ice in the summer shadows, — ghostly flowers which one could see at night.

It was still in the garden, except once I heard a bird twitter sleepily, and once or twice a breeze came across the river, rustling the leaves a little. The small-paned windows glistened in the moonlight, and seemed like the eyes of the house watching me, the unknown new-comer.

For a while I wandered about, exploring the different paths, some of which were arched over by the tall lilacs, or by arbors where the grape-leaves did not seem fully grown. I wondered if my mother would miss me. It seemed impossible that I should have seen her only that morning; and suddenly I had a consciousness that she was thinking of me, and she seemed so close to me, that it would not be strange if she could hear what I said. And I called her twice softly; but the sound of my unanswered voice frightened me. I saw some round white flowers at my feet, looking up mockingly. The smell of the earth and the new grass seemed to smother me. I was afraid to be there all alone in the wide open air; and all the tall bushes that were so still around me took strange shapes, and seemed to be alive. I was so terribly far away from the mother whom I had called; the pleasure of my journey, and my coming to cousin Agnes, faded from my mind, and that indescribable feeling of hopelessness and dread, and of having made an irreparable mistake, came in its place. The thorns of a straying slender branch of a rose-bush caught my sleeve maliciously as I turned to hurry away, and then I caught sight of a person in the path just before me. It was such a relief to see some one, that I was not frightened when I saw that it must be Lady Ferry.

She was bent, but very tall and slender, and was walking slowly with a cane. Her head was covered with a great hood or wrapping of some kind, which she pushed back when she saw me. Some faint whitish figures on her dress looked like frost in the moonlight; and the dress itself was made of some strange stiff silk, which rustled softly like dry rushes and grasses in the autumn, — a rustling noise that carries a chill with it. She came close to me, a sorrowful little figure very dreary at heart, standing still as the flowers themselves; and for several minutes she did not speak, but watched me, until I began to be afraid of her. Then she held out her hand, which trembled as if it were trying to shake off its rings. My dear, said she I bid you welcome: I have known your father. I was told of your coming. Perhaps you will walk with me? I did not think to find you here alone. There was a fascinating sweetness in Madams voice, and I at once turned to walk beside her, holding her hand fast, and keeping pace with her feeble steps. Then you are not afraid of me? asked the old lady, with a strange quiver in her voice. It is a long time since I have seen a child.— No, said I, I am not afraid of you. I was frightened before I saw you, because I was all alone, and I wished I could see my father and mother; and I hung my head so that my new friend could not see the tears in my eyes, for she watched me curiously. All alone: that is like me, said she to herself. All alone? a child is not all alone, but there is no one like me. I am something alone: there is nothing else of my fashion, a creature who lives forever! and Lady Ferry sighed pitifully. Did she mean that she never was going to die like other people? But she was silent, and I did not dare to ask for any explanation as we walked back and forward. Her fingers kept moving round my wrist, smoothing it as if she liked to feel it, and to keep my hand in hers. It seemed to give her pleasure to have me with her, and I felt quite at my ease presently, and began to talk a little, assuring her that I did not mind having taken the journey of that day. I had taken some long journeys: I had been to China once, and it took a great while to get there; but London was the nicest place I had ever seen; had Lady Ferry ever been in London? And I was surprised to hear her say drearily that she had been in London; she had been everywhere.

Did you go to Westminster Abbey? I asked, going on with the conversation childishly. And did you see where Queen Elizabeth and Mary Queen of Scots are buried? Mamma had told me all about them.

Buried, did you say? Are they dead too? asked Madam eagerly. Yes, indeed! said I: they have been dead a long time.— Ah! I had forgotten, answered my strange companion. Do you know of any one else who has died beside them? I have not heard of any ones dying and going home for so long! Once every one died but me — except some young people; and I do not know them.— Why, every one must die, said I wonderingly. There is a funeral somewhere every day, I suppose.— Every one but me, Madam repeated sadly,— every one but me, and I am alone.

Just now cousin Agnes came to the door, and called me. Go in now, child, said Lady Ferry. You may come and sit with me to-morrow if you choose. And I said good-night, while she turned, and went down the walk with feeble, lingering steps. She paced to and fro, as I often saw her afterwards, on the flag-stones; and some bats flew that way like ragged bits of darkness, holding somehow a spark of life. I watched her for a minute: she was like a ghost, I thought, but not a fearful ghost, — poor Lady Ferry!

Have you had a pleasant walk? asked cousin Matthew politely. To-morrow I will give you a border for your own, and some plants for it, if you like gardening. I joyfully answered that I should like it very much, and so I began to feel already the pleasure of being in a real home, after the wandering life to which I had become used. I went close to cousin Agness chair to tell her confidentially that I had been walking with Madam in the garden, and she was very good to me, and asked me to come to sit with her the next day; but she said very odd things.

You must not mind what she says, said cousin Agnes; and I would never dispute with her, or even seem surprised, if I were you. It hurts and annoys her, and she soon forgets her strange fancies. I think you seem a very sensible little girl, and I have told you about this poor friend of ours as if you were older. But you understand, do you not? And then she kissed me good-night, and I went up stairs, contented with her assurance that she would come to me before I went to sleep.

I found a pleasant-faced young girl busy putting away some of my clothing. I had seen her just after supper, and had fancied her very much, partly because she was not so old as the rest of the servants. We were friendly at once, and I found her very talkative; so finally I asked the question which was uppermost in my mind, — Did she know any thing about Madam?

Lady Ferry, folks call her, said Martha, much interested. I never have seen her close to, only from the other side of the garden, where she walks at night. She never goes out by day. Deborah waits upon her. I havent been here long; but I have always heard about Madam, bless you! Folks tell all kinds of strange stories. Shes fearful old, and theres many believes she never will die; and where she came from nobody knows. Ive heard that her folks used to live here; but nobody can remember them, and she used to wander about; and once before she was here, — a good while ago; but this last time she come was nine years ago; one stormy night she came across the ferry, and scared them to death, looking in at the window like a ghost. She said she used to live here in Colonel Haverfords time. They saw she wasnt right in her head — the ferry-men did. But she came up to the house, and they let her in, and she went straight to the rooms in the north gable, and she never has gone away; it was in an awful storm she come, Ive heard, and she looked just the same as she does now. There! I cant tell half the stories Ive heard, and Deborah she most took my head off, said Martha, because, when I first came, I was asking about her; and she said it was a sin to gossip about a harmless old creature whose mind was broke, but I guess most everybody thinks theres something mysterious. Theres my grandmother — grandmother her mind is failing her; but she never had such ways! And then those clothes that my lady in the gable wears: theyre unearthly looking; and I heard a woman say once, that they come out of a chest in the big garret, and they belonged to a Mistress Haverford who was hung for a witch, but theres no knowing that there is any truth in it. And Martha would have gone on with her stories, if just then we had not heard cousin Agness step on the stairway, and I hurried into bed.

But my bright eyes and excited look betrayed me. Cousin Agnes said she had hoped I would be asleep. And Martha said perhaps it was her fault; but I seemed wakeful, and she had talked with me a bit, to keep my spirits up, coming to a new, strange place. The apology was accepted, but Martha evidently had orders before I next saw her; for I never could get her to discuss Lady Ferry again; and she carefully told me that she should not have told those foolish stories, which were not true: but I knew that she still had her thoughts and suspicions as well as I. Once, when I asked her if Lady Ferry were Madams real name, she answered with a guilty flush, Thats what the folks hereabout called her, because they didnt know any other at first. And this to me was another mystery. It was strongly impressed upon my mind that I must ask no questions, and that Madam was not to be discussed. No one distinctly forbade this; but I felt that it would not do. In every other way I was sure that I was allowed perfect liberty, so I soon ceased to puzzle myself or other people, and accepted Madams presence as being perfectly explainable and natural, — just as the rest of the household did, — except once in a while something would set me at work romancing and wondering; and I read some stories in one of the books in the library, — of Peter Rugg the missing man, whom one may always meet riding from Salem to Boston in every storm, and of the Flying Dutchman and the Wandering Jew, and some terrible German stories of doomed people, and curses that were fulfilled. These made a great impression upon me; still I was not afraid, for all such things were far outside the boundaries of my safe little world; and I played by myself along the shore of the river and in the garden; and I had my lessons with cousin Agnes, and drives with cousin Matthew who was nearly always silent, but very kind to me. The house itself was an unfailing entertainment, with its many rooms, most of which were never occupied, and its quaint, sober furnishings, some of which were as old as the house itself. It was like a story-book; and no one minded my going where I pleased.

I missed my father and mother; but the only time I was really unhappy was the first morning after my arrival. Cousin Agnes was ill with a severe headache; cousin Matthew had ridden away to attend to some business; and, being left to myself, I had a most decided re-action from my unnaturally bright feelings of the day before. I began to write a letter to my mother; but unluckily I knew how many weeks must pass before she saw it, and it was useless to try to go on. I was lonely and homesick. The rain fell heavily, and the garden looked forlorn, and so unlike the enchanting moonlighted place where I had been in the evening! The walks were like little canals; and the rose-bushes looked wet and chilly, like some gay young lady who had been caught in the rain in party-dress. It was low-tide in the middle of the day, and the river-flats looked dismal. I fed cousin Agnes flock of tame sparrows which came around the windows, and afterward some robins. I found some books and some candy which had come in my trunk, but my heart was very sad; and just after noon I was overjoyed when one of the servants told me that cousin Agnes would like to have me come to her room.

She was even kinder to me than she had been the night before; but she looked very ill, and at first I felt awkward, and did not know what to say. I am afraid you have been very dull, dearie, said she, reaching out her hand to me. I am sorry, and my headache hardly lets me think at all yet. But we will have better times to-morrow — both of us. You must ask for what you want; and you may come and spend this evening with me, for I shall be getting well then. It does me good to see your kind little face. Suppose you make Madam a call this afternoon. She told me last night that she wished for you, and I was so glad. Deborah will show you the way.

Deborah talked to me softly, out of deference to her mistresss headache, as we went along the crooked passages. Dont you mind what Madam says, leastways dont you dispute her. Shes got a funeral going on to-day; and the grave woman smiled grimly at me. Its curious shes taken to you so; for she never will see any strange folks. Nobody speaks to her about new folks lately, she added warningly, as she tapped at the door, and Madam asked, Is it the child? And Deborah lifted the latch. When I was fairly inside, my interest in life came back redoubled, and I was no longer sad, but looked round eagerly. Madam spoke to me, with her sweet old voice, in her courtly, quiet way, and stood looking out of the window.

There were two tall chests of drawers in the room, with shining brass handles and ornaments; and at one side, near the door, was a heavy mahogany table, on which I saw a large leather-covered Bible, a decanter of wine and some glasses, beside some cakes in a queer old tray. And there was no other furniture but a great number of chairs which seemed to have been collected from different parts of the house.

With these the room was almost filled, except an open space in the centre, toward which they all faced. One window was darkened; but Madam had pushed back the shutter of the other, and stood looking down at the garden. I waited for her to speak again after the first salutation, and presently she said I might be seated; and I took the nearest chair, and again waited her pleasure. It was gloomy enough, with the silence and the twilight in the room; and the rain and wind out of doors sounded louder than they had in cousin Agness room; but soon Lady Ferry came toward me.

So you did not forget the old woman, said she, with a strange emphasis on the word old, as if that were her title and her chief characteristic. And were not you afraid? I am glad it seemed worth while; for to-morrow would have been too late. You may like to remember by and by that you came. And my funeral is to be to-morrow, at last. You see the room is in readiness. You will care to be here, I hope. I would have ordered you some gloves if I had known; but these are all too large for your little hands. You shall have a ring; I will leave a command for that; and Madam seated herself near me in a curious, high-backed chair. She was dressed that day in a maroon brocade, figured with bunches of dim pink flowers; and some of these flowers looked to me like wicked little faces. It was a mocking, silly creature that I saw at the side of every prim bouquet, and I looked at the faded little imps, until they seemed as much alive as Lady Ferry herself.

Her head nodded continually, as if it were keeping time to an inaudible tune, as she sat there stiffly erect. Her skin was pale and withered; and her cheeks were wrinkled in fine lines, like the crossings of a cobweb. Her eyes might once have been blue; but they had become nearly colorless, and, looking at her, one might easily imagine that she was blind. She had a singularly sweet smile, and a musical voice, which, though sad, had no trace of whining. If it had not been for her smile and her voice, I think madam would have been a terror to me. I noticed to-day, for the first time, a curious fragrance, which seemed to come from her old brocades and silks. It was very sweet, but unlike any thing I had ever known before; and it was by reason of this that afterward I often knew, with a little flutter at my heart, she had been in some other rooms of the great house beside her own. This perfume seemed to linger for a little while wherever she had been, and yet it was so faint! I used to go into the darkened chambers often, or even stay for a while by myself in the unoccupied lower rooms, and I would find this fragrance, and wonder if she were one of the oldtime fairies, who could vanish at their own will and pleasure, and wonder, too, why she had come to the room. But I never met her at all.

That first visit to her and the strange fancy she had about the funeral I have always remembered distinctly.

I am glad you came, Madam repeated: I was finding the day long. I am all ready, you see. I shall place a little chair which is in the next room, beside your cousins seat for you. Mrs. Agnes is ill, I hear; but I think she will come to-morrow. Have you heard any one say if many guests are expected?— No, Madam, I answered, no one has told me; and just then the thought flitted through my head that she had said the evening before that all her friends were gone. Perhaps she expected their ghosts: that would not be stranger than all the rest.

The open space where Lady Ferry had left room for her coffin began to be a horror to me, and I wished Deborah would come back, or that my hostess would open the shutters; and it was a great relief when she rose and went into the adjoining room, bidding me follow her, and there opened a drawer containing some old jewelry; there were also some queer Chinese carvings, yellow with age, — just the things a child would enjoy. I looked at them delightedly. This was coming back to more familiar life; and I soon felt more at ease, and chattered to Lady Ferry of my own possessions, and some coveted treasures of my mothers, which were to be mine when I grew older.

Madam stood beside me patiently, and listened with a half smile to my whispered admiration. In the clearer light I could see her better, and she seemed older, — so old, so old! and my fathers words came to me again. She had not changed since he was a boy; living on and on, and the horror of an endless life in this world! And I remembered what Martha had said to me, and the consciousness of this mystery was a great weight upon me of a sudden. Why was she living so long? and what had happened to her? and how long could it be since she was a child?

There was something in her manner which made me behave, even in my pleasure, as if her imagined funeral were there in reality, and as if, in spite of my being amused and tearless, the solemn company of funeral guests already sat in the next room to us with bowed heads, and all the shadows in the world had assembled there materialized into the tangible form of crape. I opened and closed the boxes gently, and, when I had seen every thing, I looked up with a sigh to think that such a pleasure was ended, and asked if I might see them again some day. But the look in her face made me recollect myself, and my own grew crimson, for it seemed at that moment as real to me as to Lady Ferry herself that this was her last day of mortal life. She walked away, but presently came back, while I was wondering if I might not go, and opened the drawer again. It creaked, and the brass handles clacked in a startling way, and she took out a little case, and said I might keep it to remember her by. It held a little vinaigrette, — a tiny silver box with a gold one inside, in which I found a bit of fine sponge, dark brown with age, and still giving a faint, musty perfume and spiciness. The outside was rudely chased, and was worn as if it had been carried for years in somebodys pocket. It had a spring, the secret of which Lady Ferry showed me. I was delighted, and instinctively lifted my face to kiss her. She bent over me, and waited an instant for me to kiss her again. Oh! said she softly, it is so long since a child has kissed me! I pray God not to leave you lingering like me, apart from all your kindred, and your life so long that you forget you ever were a child.— I will kiss you every day, said I, and then again remembered that there were to be no more days according to her plan; but she did not seem to notice my mistake. And after this I used to go to see Madam often. For a time there was always the same gloom and hushed way of speaking, and the funeral services were to be on the morrow; but at last one day I found Deborah sedately putting the room in order, and Lady Ferry apologized for its being in such confusion; the idea of the funeral had utterly vanished, and I hurried to tell cousin Agnes with great satisfaction. I think that both she and cousin Matthew had a dislike for my being too much with Madam. I was kept out of doors as much as possible because it was much better for my health; and through the long summer days I strayed about wherever I chose. The country life was new and delightful to me. At home, Lady Ferrys vagaries were carelessly spoken of, and often smiled at; but I gained the idea that they disguised the truth, and were afraid of my being frightened. She often talked about persons who had been dead a very long time, — familiar characters in history, and, though cousin Agnes had said that she used to be fond of reading, it seemed to me that Madam might have known these men and women after all.

Once a middle-aged gentleman, an acquaintance of cousin Matthews, came to pass a day and night at the ferry, and something happened then which seemed wonderful to me. It was early in the evening after tea, and we were in the parlor; from my seat by cousin Agnes I could look out into the garden, and presently, with the gathering darkness, came Lady Ferry, silent as a shadow herself, to walk to and fro on the flagstones. The windows were all open, and the guest had a clear, loud voice, and pleasant, hearty laugh; and, as he talked earnestly with cousin Matthew, I noticed that Lady Ferry stood still, as if she were listening. Then I was attracted by some story which was being told, and forgot her, but afterward turned with a start, feeling that there was some one watching; and, to my astonishment, Madam had come to the long window by which one went out to the garden. She stood there a moment, looking puzzled and wild; then she smiled, and, entering, walked in most stately fashion down the long room, toward the gentlemen, before whom she courtesied with great elegance, while the stranger stopped speaking, and looked at her with amazement, as he rose, and returned her greeting.

My dear Captain Jack McAllister! said she; what a surprise! and are you not home soon from your voyage? This is indeed a pleasure. And Lady Ferry seated herself, motioning to him to take the chair beside her. She looked younger than I had ever seen her; a bright color came into her cheeks; and she talked so gayly, in such a different manner from her usual mournful gentleness. She must have been a beautiful woman; indeed she was that still.

And did the good ship Starlight make a prosperous voyage? and had you many perils? — do you bring much news to us from the Spanish Main? We have missed you sadly at the assemblies; but there must be a dance in your honor. And your wife; is she not overjoyed at the sight of you? I think you have grown old and sedate since you went away. You do not look the gay sailor, or seem so light-hearted.

I do not understand you, madam, said the stranger. I am certainly John McAllister; but I am no captain, neither have I been at sea. Good God! is it my grandfather whom you confuse me with? cried he. He was Jack McAllister, and was lost at sea more than seventy years ago, while my own father was a baby. I am told that I am wonderfully like his portrait; but he was a younger man than I when he died. This is some masquerade.

Lady Ferry looked at him intently, but the light in her face was fast fading out. Lost at sea, — lost at sea, were you, Jack McAllister, seventy years ago? I know nothing of years; one of my days is like another, and they are gray days, they creep away and hide, and sometimes one comes back to mock me. I have lived a thousand years; do you know it? Lost at sea — captain of the ship Starlight? Whom did you say? — Jack McAllister, yes, I knew him well — pardon me; good-evening; and my lady rose, and with her head nodding and drooping, with a sorrowful, hunted look in her eyes, went out again into the shadows. She had had a flash of youth, the candle had blazed up brilliantly; but it went out again as suddenly, with flickering and smoke.

I was startled when I saw her beside me, said Mr. McAllister. Pray, who is she? she is like no one I have ever seen. I have been told that I am like my grandfather in looks and in voice; but it is years since I have seen any one who knew him well. And did you hear her speak of dancing? It is like seeing one who has risen from the dead. How old can she be?— I do not know, said cousin Matthew, one can only guess at her age.— Would not she come back? I should like to question her, asked the other. But cousin Matthew answered that she always refused to see strangers, and it would be no use to urge her, she would not answer him.

Who is she? Is she any kin of yours? asked Mr. McAllister.

Oh, no! said my cousin Agnes: she has had no relatives since I have known her, and I think she has no friends now but ourselves. She has been with us a long time, and once before this house was her home for a time, — many years since. I suppose no one will ever know the whole history of her life; I wish often that she had power to tell it. We are glad to give shelter, and the little care she will accept, to the poor soul, God only knows where she has strayed and what she has seen. It is an enormous burden, — so long a life, and such a weight of memories; but I think it is seldom now that she feels its heaviness. — Go out to her, Marcia my dear, and see if she seems troubled. She always has a welcome for the child, cousin Agnes added, as I unwillingly went away.

I found Lady Ferry in the garden; I stole my hand into hers, and, after a few minutes of silence, I was not surprised to hear her say that they had killed the Queen of France, poor Marie Antoinette! she had known her well in her childhood, before she was a queen at all— a sad fate, a sad fate, said Lady Ferry. We went far down the gardens and by the river-wall, and when we were again near the house, and could hear Mr. McAllisters voice as cheery as ever, madam took no notice of it. I had hoped she would go into the parlor again, and I wished over and over that I could have waited to hear the secrets which I was sure must have been told after cousin Agnes had sent me away.

One day I thought I had made a wonderful discovery. I was fond of reading, and found many books which interested me in cousin Matthews fine library; but I took great pleasure also in hunting through a collection of old volumes which had been cast aside, either by him, or by some former owner of the house, and which were piled in a corner of the great garret. They were mostly yellow with age, and had dark brown leather or shabby paper bindings; the pictures in some were very amusing to me. I used often to find one which I appropriated and carried down stairs; and on this day I came upon a dusty, odd-shaped little book, for which I at once felt an affection. I looked at it a little. It seemed to be a journal, there were some stories of the Indians, and next I saw some reminiscences of the town of Boston, where, among other things, the author was told the marvellous story of one Mistress Honor Warburton, who was cursed, and doomed to live in this world forever. This was startling. I at once thought of Madam, and was reading on further to know the rest of the story, when some one called me, and I foolishly did not dare to carry my book with me. I was afraid I should not find it if I left it in sight; I saw an opening near me at the edge of the floor by the eaves, and I carefully laid my treasure inside. But, alas! I was not to be sure of its safe hiding-place in a way that I fancied, for the book fell down between the boarding of the thick walls, and I heard it knock as it fell, and knew by the sound that it must be out of reach. I grieved over this loss for a long time; and I felt that it had been most unkindly taken out of my hand. I wished heartily that I could know the rest of the story; and I tried to summon courage to ask Madam, when we were by ourselves, if she had heard of Honor Warburton, but something held me back. There were two other events just at this time which made this strange old friend of mine seem stranger than ever to me. I had a dream one night, which I took for a vision and a reality at the time. I thought I looked out of my window in the night, and there was bright moonlight, and I could see the other gable plainly; and I looked in at the windows of an unoccupied parlor which I never had seen open before, under Lady Ferrys own rooms. The shutters were pushed back, and there were candles burning; and I heard voices, and presently some tinkling music, like that of a harpsichord I had once heard in a very old house where I had been in England with my mother. I saw several couples go through with a slow, stately dance; and, when they stopped and seated themselves, I could hear their voices; but they spoke low, these midnight guests. I watched until the door was opened which led into the garden, and the company came out and stood for a few minutes on the little lawn, making their adieus, bowing low, and behaving with astonishing courtesy and elegance: finally the last good-nights were said, and they went away. Lady Ferry stood under the pointed porch, looking after them, and I could see her plainly in her brocade gown, with the impish flowers, a tall quaint cap, and a high lace frill at her throat, whiter than any lace I had ever seen, with a glitter on it; and there was a glitter on her face too. One of the other ladies was dressed in velvet, and I thought she looked beautiful: their eyes were all like sparks of fire. The gentlemen wore cloaks and ruffs, and high-peaked hats with wide brims, such as I had seen in some very old pictures which hung on the walls of the long west room. These were not pilgrims or Puritans, but gay gentlemen; and soon I heard the noise of their boats on the pebbles as they pushed off shore, and the splash of the oars in the water. Lady Ferry waved her hand, and went in at the door; and I found myself standing by the window in the chilly, cloudy night: the opposite gable, the garden, and the river, were indistinguishable in the darkness. I stole back to bed in an agony of fear; for it had been very real, that dream. I surely was at the window, for my hand had been on the sill when I waked; and I heard a church-bell ring two oclock in a town far up the river. I never had heard this solemn bell before, and it seemed frightful; but I knew afterward that in the silence of a misty night the sound of it came down along the water.

In the morning I found that there had been a gale in the night; and cousin Matthew said at breakfast time that the tide had risen so that it had carried off two old boats that had been left on the shore to go to pieces. I sprang to the window, and sure enough they had disappeared. I had played in one of them the day before. Should I tell cousin Matthew what I had seen or dreamed? But I was too sure that he would only laugh at me; and yet I was none the less sure that those boats had carried passengers.

When I went out to the garden, I hurried to the porch, and saw, to my disappointment, that there were great spiders webs in the corners of the door, and around the latch, and that it had not been opened since I was there before. But I saw something shining in the grass, and found it was a silver knee-buckle. It must have belonged to one of the ghostly guests, and my faith in them came back for a while, in spite of the cobwebs. By and by I bravely carried it up to Madam, and asked if it were hers. Sometimes she would not answer for a long time, when one rudely broke in upon her reveries, and she hesitated now, looking at me with singular earnestness. Deborah was in the room; and, when she saw the buckle, she quietly said that it had been on the window-ledge the day before, and must have slipped out. I found it down by the doorstep in the grass, said I humbly; and then I offered Lady Ferry some strawberries which I had picked for her on a broad green leaf, and came away again.

A day or two after this, while my dream was still fresh in my mind, I went with Martha to her own home, which was a mile or two distant, — a comfortable farmhouse for those days, where I was always made welcome. The servants were all very kind to me: as I recall it now, they seemed to have a pity for me, because I was the only child perhaps. I was very happy, that is certain, and I enjoyed my childish amusements as heartily as if there were no unfathomable mysteries or perplexities or sorrows anywhere in the world.

I was sitting by the fireplace at Marthas, and her grandmother, who was very old, and who was fast losing her wits, had been talking to me about Madam. I do not remember what she said, at least, it made little impression; but her grandson, a worthless fellow, sauntered in, and began to tell a story of his own, hearing of whom we spoke. I was coming home late last night, said he, and, as I was in that dark place along by the Noroway pines, old Lady Ferry she went by me, and I was near scared to death. She looked fearful tall — towered way up above me. Her face was all lit up with blue light, and her feet didnt touch the ground. She wasnt taking steps, she wasnt walking, but movin along like a sail-boat before the wind. I dodged behind some little birches, and I was scared shed see me; but she went right out o sight up the road. She aint mortal.

Dont scare the child with such foolishness, said his aunt disdainfully. Youll be seein worse things a-dancin before your eyes than that poor, harmless old creatur if you dont quit the ways youve been following lately. If that was last night, you were too drunk to see any thing; and the fellow muttered, and went out, banging the door. But the story had been told, and I was stiffened and chilled with fright; and all the way home I was in terror, looking fearfully behind me again and again.

When I saw cousin Agnes, I felt safer, and since cousin Matthew was not at home, and we were alone, I could not resist telling her what I had heard. She listened to me kindly, and seemed so confident that my story was idle nonsense, that my fears were quieted. She talked to me until I no longer was a believer in there being any unhappy mystery or harmfulness; but I could not get over the fright, and I dreaded my lonely room, and I was glad enough when cousin Agnes, with her unfailing thoughtfulness, asked if I would like to have her come to sleep with me, and even went up stairs with me at my own early bedtime, saying that she should find it dull to sit all alone in the parlor. So I went to sleep, thinking of what I had heard, it is true, but no longer unhappy, because her dear arm was over me, and I was perfectly safe. I waked up for a little while in the night, and it was light in the room, so that I could see her face, fearless and sweet and sad, and I wondered, in my blessed sense of security, if she were ever afraid of any thing, and why I myself had been afraid of Lady Ferry.

I will not tell other stories: they are much alike, all my memories of those weeks and months at the ferry, and I have no wish to be wearisome. The last time I saw Madam she was standing in the garden door at dusk. I was going away before daylight in the morning. It was in the autumn: some dry leaves flittered about on the stone at her feet, and she was watching them. I said good-by again, and she did not answer me; but I think she knew I was going away, and I am sure she was sorry, for we had been a great deal together; and, child as I was, I thought to how many friends she must have had to say farewell.

Although I wished to see my father and mother, I cried as if my heart would break because I had to leave the ferry. The time spent there had been the happiest time of all my life, I think. I was old enough to enjoy, but not to suffer much, and there was singularly little to trouble one. I did not know that my life was ever to be different. I have learned, since those childish days, that one must battle against storms if one would reach the calm which is to follow them. I have learned also that anxiety, sorrow, and regret fall to the lot of every one, and that there is always underlying our lives, this mysterious and frightful element of existence; an uncertainty at times, though we do trust every thing to God. Under the best-loved and most beautiful face we know, there is hidden a skull as ghastly as that from which we turn aside with a shudder in the anatomists cabinet. We smile, and are gay enough; God pity us! We try to forget our heart-aches and remorse. We even call our lives commonplace, and, bearing our own heaviest burdens silently, we try to keep the commandment, and to bear one anothers also. There is One who knows: we look forward, as he means we shall, and there is always a hand ready to help us, though we reach out for it doubtfully in the dark.

For many years after this summer was over, I lived in a distant, foreign country; at last my father and I were to go back to America. Cousin Agnes and cousin Matthew, and my mother, were all long since dead, and I rarely thought of my childhood, for in an eventful and hurried life the present claims one almost wholly. We were travelling in Europe, and it happened that one day I was in a bookshop in Amsterdam, waiting for an acquaintance whom I was to meet, and who was behind time.

The shop was a quaint place, and I amused myself by looking over an armful of old English books which a boy had thrown down near me, raising a cloud of dust which was plain evidence of their antiquity. I came to one, almost the last, which had a strangely familiar look, and I found that it was a copy of the same book which I had lost in the wall at the ferry. I bought it for a few coppers with the greatest satisfaction, and began at once to read it. It had been published in England early in the eighteenth century, and was written by one Mr. Thomas Highward of Chester, — a journal of his travels among some of the English colonists of North America, containing much curious and desirable knowledge, with some useful advice to those persons having intentions of emigrating. I looked at the prosy pages here and there, and finally found again those reminiscences of the town of Boston and the story of Mistress Honor Warburton, who was cursed, and doomed to live in this world to the end of time. She had lately been in Boston, but had disappeared again; she endeavored to disguise herself, and would not stay long in one place if she feared that her story was known, and that she was recognized. One Mr. Fleming, a man of good standing and repute, and an officer of Her Majesty Queen Anne, had sworn to Mr. Thomas Highward that his father, a person of great age, had once seen Mistress Warburton in his youth; that she then bore another name, but had the same appearance. Not wishing to seem unduly credulous, said Mr. Highward, I disputed this tale; but there was some considerable evidence in its favour, and at least this woman was of vast age, and was spoken of with extreme wonder by the towns folk.

I could not help thinking of my old childish suspicions of Lady Ferry, though I smiled at the folly of them and of this story more than once. I tried to remember if I had heard of her death; but I was still a child when my cousin Agnes had died. Had poor Lady Ferry survived her? and what could have become of her? I asked my father, but he could remember nothing, if indeed he ever had heard of her death at all. He spoke of our cousins kindness to this forlorn soul, and that, learning her desolation and her piteous history (and being the more pitiful because of her shattered mind), when she had last wandered to their door, they had cared for the old gentlewoman to the end of her days— for I do not think she can be living yet, said my father, with a merry twinkle in his eyes: she must have been nearly a hundred years old when you saw her. She belonged to a fine old family which had gone to wreck and ruin. She strayed about for years, and it was a godsend to her to have found such a home in her last days.

That same summer we reached America, and for the first time since I had left it I went to the ferry. The house was still imposing, the prestige of the Haverford grandeur still lingered; but it looked forlorn and uncared for. It seemed very familiar; but the months I had spent there were so long ago, that they seemed almost to belong to another life. I sat alone on the doorstep for a long time, where I used often to watch for Lady Ferry; and forgotten thoughts and dreams of my childhood came back to me. The river was the only thing that seemed as young as ever. I looked in at some of the windows where the shutters were pushed back, and I walked about the garden, where I could hardly trace the walks, all overgrown with thick, short grass, though there were a few ragged lines of box, and some old rose-bushes; and I saw the very last of the flowers, — a bright red poppy, which had bloomed under a lilac-tree among the weeds.

Out beyond the garden, on a slope by the river, I saw the family burying-ground, and it was with a comfortable warmth at my heart that I stood inside the familiar old enclosure. There was my Lady Ferrys grave; there could be no mistake about it, and she was dead. I smiled at my satisfaction and at my foolish childish thoughts, and thanked God that there could be no truth in them, and that death comes surely, — say, rather, that the better life comes surely, — though it comes late.

The sad-looking, yellow-topped cypress, which only seems to feel quite at home in country burying-grounds, had kindly spread itself like a coverlet over the grave, which already looked like a very old grave; and the headstone was leaning a little, not to be out of the fashion of the rest. I traced again the words of old Colonel Haverfords pompous epitaph, and idly read some others. I remembered the old days so vividly there; I thought of my cousin Agnes, and wished that I could see her; and at last, as the daylight faded, I came away. When I crossed the river, the ferry-man looked at me wonderingly, for my eyes were filled with tears. Although we were in shadow on the water, the last red glow of the sun blazed on the high gable-windows, just as it did the first time I crossed over, — only a child then, with my life before me.

I asked the ferry-man some questions, but he could tell me nothing; he was a new-comer to that part of the country. He was sorry that the boat was not in better order; but there were almost never any passengers. The great house was out of repair: people would not live there, for they said it was haunted. Oh, yes! he had heard of Lady Ferry. She had lived to be very ancient; but she was dead.

Yes, said I, she is dead.


A BIT OF SHORE LIFE.
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I OFTEN THINK of a boy with whom I made friends last summer, during some idle, pleasant days that I spent by the sea. I was almost always out of doors, and I used to watch the boats go out and come in; and I had a hearty liking for the good-natured fishermen, who were lazy and busy by turns, who waited for the wind to change, and waited for the tide to turn, and waited for the fish to bite, and were always ready to gossip about the weather, and the fish, and the wonderful events that had befallen them and their friends.

Georgie was the only boy of whom I ever saw much at the shore. The few young people there were all went to school through the hot summer days at a little weather-beaten schoolhouse a mile or two inland. There were few houses to be seen, at any rate, and Georgies house was the only one so close to the water. He looked already nothing but a fisherman; his clothes were covered with an oil-skin suit, which had evidently been awkwardly cut down for him from one of his fathers, of whom he was a curious little likeness. I could hardly believe that he was twelve years old, he was so stunted and small; yet he was a strong little fellow; his hands were horny and hard from handling the clumsy oars, and his face was so brown and dry from the hot sun and chilly spray, that he looked even older when one came close to him. The first time I saw him was one evening just at night-fall. I was sitting on the pebbles, and he came down from the fish-house with some lobster-nets, and a bucket with some pieces of fish in it for bait, and put them into the stern of one of the boats which lay just at the edge of the rising tide. He looked at the clouds over the sea, and at the open sky overhead, in an old, wise way, and then, as if satisfied with the weather, began to push off his boat. It dragged on the pebbles; it was a heavy thing, and he could not get it far enough out to be floated by the low waves, so I went down to help him. He looked amazed that a girl should have thought of it, and as if he wished to ask me what good I supposed I could do, though I was twice his size. But the boat grated and slid down toward the sand, and I gave her a last push as the boy perched with one knee on her gunwale and let the other foot drag in the water for a minute. He was afloat after all; and he took the oars, and pulled manfully out toward the moorings, where the whale-boats and a sail-boat or two were swaying about in the wind, which was rising a little since the sun had set. He did not say a word to me, or I to him. I watched him go out into the twilight, — such a little fellow, between those two great oars! But the boat could not drift or loiter with his steady stroke, and out he went, until I could only see the boat at last, lifting and sinking on the waves beyond the reef outside the moorings. I asked one of the fishermen whom I knew very well, Who is that little fellow? Ought he to be out by himself, it is growing dark so fast?

Why, thats Georgie! said my friend, with his grim smile. Bless ye! hes like a duck; ye cant drown him. He wont be in until ten oclock, likes not. Hell go way out to the far ledges when the tide covers them too deep where he is now. Lobsters hes after.

Whose boy is he? said I.

Why, Andrers, up here to the fish-house. Shes dead, and him and the boy get along together somehow or nother. Theyve both got something saved up, and Andrers a clever fellow; took it very hard, losing of his wife. I was telling of him the other day: Andrer, says I, ye ought to look up somebody or nother, and not live this way. Theres plenty o smart, stirring women that would mend ye up, and cook for ye, and do well by ye.— No, says he; Ive hed my wife, and Ive lost her.— Well, now, says I, yeve shown respect, and theres the boy a-growin up, and if either of you was took sick, why, here ye be.— Yes, says he, here I be, sure enough; and he drawed a long breath, s if he felt bad; so thats all I said. But its no way for a man to get along, and he ought to think of the boy. He owned a good house about half a mile up the road; but he moved right down here after she died, and his cousin took it, and it burnt up in the winter. Four year ago that was. I was down to the Georges Banks.

Some other men came down toward the water, and took a boat that was waiting, already fitted out with a trawl coiled in two tubs, and some hand-lines and bait for rock-cod and haddock, and my friend joined them; they were going out for a nights fishing. I watched them hoist the little sprit-sail, and drift a little until they caught the wind, and then I looked again for Georgie, whose boat was like a black spot on the water.

I knew him better soon after that. I used to go out with him for lobsters, or to catch cunners, and it was strange that he never had any cronies, and would hardly speak to the other children. He was very shy; but he had put all his heart into his work, — a mans hard work, which he had taken from choice. His father was kind to him; but he had a sorry home, and no mother, — the brave, fearless, steady little soul!

He looked forward to going one day (I hope that day has already dawned) to see the shipyards at a large seaport some twenty miles away. His face lit up when he told me of it, as some other childs would who had been promised a day in fairy-land. And he confided to me that he thought he should go to the Banks that coming winter. But its so cold! said I: should you really like it?— Cold! said Georgie. Ho! rest of the men never froze. That was it, — the rest of the men; and he would work until he dropped, or tend a line until his fingers froze, for the sake of that likeness, — the grave, slow little man, who has so much business with the sea, and who trusts himself with touching confidence to its treacherous keeping and favor.

Andrew West, Georgies father, was almost as silent as his son at first, but it was not long before we were very good friends, and I went out with him at four oclock one morning, to see him set his trawl. I remember there was a thin mist over the sea, and the air was almost chilly; but, as the sun came up, it changed the color of every thing to the most exquisite pink, — the smooth, slow waves, and the mist that blew over them as if it were a cloud that had fallen down out of the sky. The world just then was like the hollow of a great pink sea-shell; and we could only hear the noise of it, the dull sound of the waves among the outer ledges.

We had to drift about for an hour or two when the trawl was set; and after a while the fog shut down again gray and close, so we could not see either the sun or the shore. We were a little more than four miles out, and we had put out more than half a mile of lines. It is very interesting to see the different fish that come up on the hooks, — worthless sculpin and dog-fish, and good rock-cod and haddock, and curious stray creatures which often even the fisherman do not know. We had capital good luck that morning, and Georgie and Andrew and I were all pleased. I had a hand-line, and was fishing part of the time, and Georgie thought very well of me when he found I was not afraid of a big fish, and, besides that, I had taken the oars while he tended the sail, though there was hardly wind enough to make it worth his while. It was about eight oclock when we came in, and there was a horse and wagon standing near the landing; and we saw a woman come out of Andrews little house. Theres your aunt Hannah aready, said he to Georgie; and presently she came down the pebbles to meet the boat, looking at me with much wonder as I jumped ashore.

I shd think you might a cleaned up your boat, Andrer, if you was going to take ladies out, said she graciously. And the fisherman rejoined, that perhaps she would have thought it looked better when it went out than it did then; he never had got a better fare o fish unless the trawls had been set over night.

There certainly had been a good haul; and, when Andrew carefully put those I had caught with the hand-line by themselves, I asked his sister to take them, if she liked. Bless you! said she, much pleased, we couldnt eat one o them big rock-cod in a week. Ill take a little hadick, if Andrer ll pick me one out.

She was a tall, large woman, who had a direct, business-like manner, — what the country people would call a master smart woman, or a regular driver, — and I liked her. She said something to her brother about some clothes she had been making for him or for Georgie, and I went off to the house where I was boarding for my breakfast. I was hungry enough, since I had had only a hurried lunch a good while before sunrise. I came back late in the morning, and found that Georgies aunt was just going away. I think my friends must have spoken well of me, for she came out to meet me as I nodded in going by, and said, I suppose ye drive about some? We should be pleased to have ye come up to see us. We live right mongst the woods; it aint much of a place to ask anybody to. And she added that she might have done a good deal better for herself to have staid off. But there! they had the place, and she supposed she and Cynthy had done as well there as anywhere. Cynthy — well, she wasnt one of your pushing kind; but I should have some flowers, and perhaps it would be a change for me. I thanked her, and said I should be delighted to go. Georgie and I would make her a call together some afternoon when he wasnt busy; and Georgie actually smiled when I looked at him, and said, All right, and then hurried off down the shore. Aint he an odd boy? said Miss Hannah West, with a shadow of disapproval in her face. But hes just like his father and grandfather before him; you wouldnt think they had no gratitude nor feelin, but I spose they have. They used to say my father neverd forgit a friend, or forgive an enemy. Well, Im much obliged to you, Im sure, for taking an interest in the boy. I said I liked him; I only wished I could do something for him. And then she said good-day, and drove off. I felt as if we were already good friends. Im much obliged for the fish, she turned round to say to me again, as she went away.

One morning, not very long afterward, I asked Georgie if he could possibly leave his business that afternoon, and he gravely answered me that he could get away just as well as not, for the tide would not be right for lobsters until after supper.

I should like to go up and see your aunt, said I. You know she asked me to come the other day when she was here.

Id like to go, said Georgie sedately. Father was going up this week; but the mackerel struck in, and we couldnt leave. But its bettern six miles up there.

Thats not far, said I. Im going to have Captain Donnells horse and wagon; and Georgie looked much interested.

I wondered if he would wear his oil-skin suit; but I was much amazed, and my heart was touched, at seeing how hard he had tried to put himself in trim for the visit. He had on his best jacket and trousers (which might have been most boys worst), and a clean calico shirt; and he had scrubbed his freckled, honest little face and his hard little hands, until they were as clean as possible; and either he or his father had cut his hair. I should think it had been done with a knife, and it looked as if a rat had gnawed it. He had such a holiday air! He really looked very well; but still, if I were to have a picture of Georgie, it should be in the oil-skin fishing-suit. He had gone out to his box, which was anchored a little way out in the cove, and had chosen two fine lobsters which he had tied together with a bit of fish-line. They were lazily moving their claws and feelers; and his father, who had come in with his boat not long before, added from his fare of fish three plump mackerel.

Theyre always glad to get new fish, said he. The girls cant abide a fish thats corned, and I havent had a chance to send em up any mackerel before. Ye see, they live on a cross-road, and the fish-carts dont go by. And I told him I was very glad to carry them, or any thing else he would like to send. Mind your manners, now, Georgie, said he, and dont be forrard. You might split up some kindlins for yr aunts, and do whatever they want of ye. Boys aint made just to look at, so ye be handy, will ye? And Georgie nodded solemnly. They seemed very fond of each other, and I looked back some time afterward to see the fisherman still standing there to watch his boy. He was used to his being out at sea alone for hours; but this might be a great risk to let him go off inland to stay all the afternoon.

The road crossed the salt-marshes for the first mile, and, when we had struck the higher land, we soon entered the pine-woods, which cover a great part of that country. It had been raining in the morning for a little while; and the trunks of the trees were still damp, and the underbrush was shining wet, and sent out a sweet, fresh smell. I spoke of it, and Georgie told me that sometimes this fragrance blew far out to sea, and then you knew the wind was north-west.

Theres the big pine you sight Ministers Ledge by, said he, when that comes in range over the white schoolhouse, about two miles out.

The lobsters were clashing their pegged claws together in the back of the wagon, and Georgie sometimes looked over at them to be sure they were all right. Of course I had given him the reins when we first started, and he was delighted because we saw some squirrels, and even a rabbit, which scurried across the road as if I had been a fiery dragon, and Georgie something worse.

We presently came in sight of a house close by the road, — an old-looking place, with a ledgy, forlorn field stretching out behind it toward some low woods. There were high white-birch poles holding up thick tangles of hop-vines, and at the side there were sunflowers straggling about as if they had come up from seed scattered by the wind. Some of them were close together, as if they were whispering to each other; and their big, yellow faces were all turned toward the front of the house, where people were already collected as if there were a funeral.

Its the auction, said Georgie with great satisfaction. I heard em talking about it down at the shore this morning. Theres Lisha Downs now. He started off just before we did. Thats his fish-cart over by the well.

What is going to be sold? said I.

All the stuff, said Georgie, as if he were much pleased. Shes going off up to Boston with her son.

I think we had better stop, said I, for I saw Mrs. Lisha Downs, who was one of my acquaintances at the shore, and I wished to see what was going on, besides giving Georgie a chance at the festivities. So we tied the horse, and went toward the house, and I found several people whom I knew a little. Mrs. Downs shook hands with me as formally as if we had not talked for some time as I went by her house to the shore, just after breakfast. She presented me to several of her friends with whom she had been talking as I came up. Let me make you acquainted, she said; and every time I bowed she bowed too, unconsciously, and seemed a little ill at ease and embarrassed, but luckily the ceremony was soon over. I thought I would stop for a few minutes, said I by way of apology. I didnt know why the people were here until Georgie told me.

Shes going to move up to Boston long of her son, said one of the women, who looked very pleasant and very tired. I think myself its a bad plan to pull old folks up by the roots. Theres a niece o hers that would have been glad to stop with her, and do for the old lady. But John, hes very high-handed, and wants it his way, and he says his mother shant live in no such a place as this. He makes a sight o money. Hes got out a patent, and they say hes just bought a new house that cost him eleven thousand dollars. But old Mis Wallis, shes wonted here; and she was telling of me yesterday she was only going to please John. He says he wants her up there, where shell be more comfortable, and see something.

He means well, said another woman whom I did not know; but folks about here never thought no great of his judgment. Hes put up some splendid stones in the burying-lot to his father and his sister Miranda that died. I used to go to school long of Miranda. Shed have been pleased to go to Boston; she was that kind. But there! mother was saying last night, what if his business took a turn, and he lost every thing! Mothers took it dreadfully to heart; she and Mis Wallis was always mates as long ago as they can recollect.

It was evident that the old widow was both pitied and envied by her friends on account of her bettered fortunes, and they came up to speak to her with more or less seriousness, as befitted the occasion. She looked at me with great curiosity, but Mrs. Downs told her who I was, and I had a sudden instinct to say how sorry I was for her, but I was afraid it might appear intrusive on so short an acquaintance. She was a thin old soul who looked as if she had had a good deal of trouble in her day, and as if she had been very poor and very anxious. Yes, said she to some one who had come from a distance, it does come hard to go off. Home is home, and I seem to hate to sell off my things; but I suppose they would look queer up to Boston. John Bays says I wont have no idea of the house until I see it; and she looked proud and important for a minute, but, as some one brought an old chair out at the door, her face fell again. Oh, dear! said she, I should like to keep that! it belonged to my mother. Its most wore out anyway. I guess Ill let somebody keep it for me; and she hurried off despairingly to find her son, while we went into the house.

There is so little to interest the people who live on those quiet, secluded farms, that an event of this kind gives great pleasure. I know they have not done talking yet about the sale, of the bargains that were made, or the goods that brought more than they were worth. And then the women had the chance of going all about the house, and committing every detail of its furnishings to their tenacious memories. It is a curiosity one grows more and more willing to pardon, for there is so little to amuse them in every-day life. I wonder if any one has not often been struck, as I have, by the sadness and hopelessness which seems to overshadow many of the people who live on the lonely farms in the outskirts of small New-England villages. It is most noticeable among the elderly women. Their talk is very cheerless, and they have a morbid interest in sicknesses and deaths; they tell each other long stories about such things; they are very forlorn; they dwell persistently upon any troubles which they have; and their petty disputes with each other have a tragic hold upon their thoughts, sometimes being handed down from one generation to the next. Is it because their world is so small, and life affords so little amusement and pleasure, and is at best such a dreary round of the dullest housekeeping? There is a lack of real merriment, and the fun is an odd, rough way of joking; it is a stupid, heavy sort of fun, though there is much of a certain quaint humor, and once in a while a flash of wit. I came upon a short, stout old sister in one room, making all the effort she possibly could to see what was on the upper shelves of a closet. We were the only persons there, and she looked longingly at a convenient chair, and I know she wished I would go away. But my heart suddenly went out toward an old dark-green Delft bowl which I saw, and I asked her if she would be kind enough to let me take it, as if I thought she were there for the purpose. Ill bring you a chair, said I; and she said, Certain, dear. And I helped her up, and Im sure she had the good look she had coveted while I took the bowl to the window. It was badly cracked, and had been mended with putty; but the rich, dull color of it was exquisite. One often comes across a beautiful old stray bit of china in such a place as this, and I imagined it filled with apple-blossoms or wild roses. Mrs. Wallis wished to give it to me, she said it wasnt good for any thing; and, finding she did not care for it, I bought it; and now it is perched high in my room, with the cracks discreetly turned to the wall. Seems to me she never had thrown away nothing, said my friend, whom I found still standing on the chair when I came back. Heres some pieces of a pitcher: I wonder when she broke it! Ive heard her say it was one her grandmother give her, though. The old lady bought it to a vandoo down at old Mis Walton Peterss after she died, so Mis Wallis said. I guess Ill speak to her, and see if she wants every thing sold thats here.

There was a very great pathos to me about this old home. It must have been a hard place to get a living in, both for men and women, with its wretched farming-land, and the house itself so cold and thin and worn out. I could understand that the son was in a hurry to get his mother away from it. I was sure that the boyhood he had spent there must have been uncomfortable, and that he did not look back to it with much pleasure. There is an immense contrast between even a moderately comfortable city house and such a place as this. No wonder that he remembered the bitter cold mornings, the frost and chill, and the dark, and the hard work, and wished his mother to leave them all behind, as he had done! He did not care for the few plain bits of furniture; why should he? and he had been away so long, that he had lost his interest in the neighbors. Perhaps this might come back to him again as he grew older; but now he moved about among them, in his handsome but somewhat flashy clothes, with a look that told me he felt conscious of his superior station in life. I did not altogether like his looks, though somebody said admiringly, as he went by, They say hes worth as much as thirty thousand dollars aready. Hes smart as a whip. But, while I did not wonder at the sons wishing his mother to go away, I also did not wonder at her being unwilling to leave the dull little house where she had spent so much of her life. I was afraid no other house in the world would ever seem like home to her: she was a part of the old place; she had worn the doors smooth by the touch of her hands, and she had scrubbed the floors, and walked over them, until the knots stood up high in the pine boards. The old clock had been unscrewed from the wall, and stood on a table; and when I heard its loud and anxious tick, my first thought was one of pity for the poor thing, for fear it might be homesick, like its mistress. When I went out again, I was very sorry for old Mrs. Wallis; she looked so worried and excited, and as if this new turn of affairs in her life was too strange and unnatural; it bewildered her, and she could not understand it; she only knew every thing was going to be different.

Georgie was by himself, as usual, looking grave and intent. He had gone aloft on the wheel of a clumsy great ox-cart in which some of the men had come to the auction, and he was looking over peoples heads, and seeing every thing that was sold. I saw he was not ready to come away, so I was not in a hurry. I heard Mrs. Wallis say to one of her friends, You just go in and take that rug with the flowers ont, and go and put it in your wagon. Its right beside my chist thats packed ready to go. John told me to give away any thing I had a mind to. He dont care nothing about the money. I hooked that rug four year ago; its most new; the red of the roses was made out of a dress of Mirandas. I kept it a good while after she died; but it was no use to let it lay. Ive given a good deal to my sister Stiles: she was over here helping me yesterday. There! its all come upon me so sudden! I spose I shall wish, after I get away, that I had done things different; but, after I knew the farm was goin to be sold, I didnt seem to realize I was goin to break up, until John came, day before yesterday.

She was very friendly with me, when I said I should think she would be sorry to go away; but she seemed glad to find I had been in Boston a great deal, and that I was not at all unhappy there. But I suppose you have folks there, said she, though I never supposed they was so sociable as they be here, and I aint one thats easy to make acquaintance. Its different with young folks; and then in case osickness I should hate to have strange folks round me. It seems as if I never set so much by the old place as I do now Im goin away. I used to wish he would sell, and move over to the Port, it was such hard work getting along when the childn was small. And theres one of my boys that run away to sea, and never was heard from. Ive always thought he might come back, though everybody give him up years ago. I cant help thinking what if he should come back, and find I want here! There! Im glad to please John: he sets everything by me, and I spose he thinks hes going to make a spry young woman of me. Well, its natural. Every thing looks fair to him, and he thinks he can have the world just as he wants it; but I know its a world o change, — a world o change and loss. And, you see, I shall have to go to a strange meetin up there. — Why, Mis Sands! I am pleased to see you. How did you get word? And then Mrs. Wallis made another careful apology for moving away. She seemed to be so afraid some one would think she had not been satisfied with the neighborhood.

The auctioneer was a disagreeable-looking man, with a most unpleasant voice, which gave me a sense of discomfort, the little old house and its surroundings seemed so grave and silent and lonely. It was like having all the noise and confusion on a Sunday. The house was so shut in by the trees, that the only outlook to the world beyond was a narrow gap in the pines, through which one could see the sea, bright, blue and warm with sunshine, that summer day.

There was something wistful about the place, as there must have been about the people who had lived there; yet, hungry and unsatisfied as her life might have been in many ways, the poor old woman dreaded the change.

The thought flashed through my mind that we all have more or less of this same feeling about leaving this world for a better one. We have the certainty that we shall be a great deal happier in heaven; but we cling despairingly to the familiar things of this life. God pity the people who find it so hard to believe what he says, and who are afraid to die, and are afraid of the things they do not understand! I kept thinking over and over of what Mrs. Wallis had said: A world of change and loss! What should we do if we did not have Gods love to make up for it, and if we did not know something of heaven already?

It seemed very doleful that everybody should look on the dark side of the Widow Walliss flitting, and I tried to suggest to her some of the pleasures and advantages of it, once when I had a chance. And indeed she was proud enough to be going away with her rich son; it was not like selling her goods because she was too poor to keep the old home any longer. I hoped the son would always be prosperous, and that the sons wife would always be kind, and not be ashamed of her, or think she was in the way. But I am afraid it may be a somewhat uneasy idleness, and that there will not be much beside her knitting-work to remind her of the old routine. She will even miss going back and forward from the old well in storm and sunshine; she will miss looking after the chickens, and her slow walks about the little place, or out to a neighbors for a bit of gossip, with the old brown checked handkerchief over her head; and when the few homely, faithful old flowers come up next year by the doorstep, there will be nobody to care any thing about them.

I said good-by, and got into the wagon, and Georgie clambered in after me with a look of great importance, and we drove away. He was very talkative; the unusual excitement of the day was not without its effect. He had a good deal to tell me about the people I had seen, though I had to ask a good many questions.

Who was the thin old fellow, with the black coat, faded yellow-green on the shoulders, who was talking to Skipper Downs about the dog-fish?

Thats old Capn Abiah Lane, said Georgie; lives over toward Little Beach, — him that was cast away in the fog in a dory down to the Banks once; like to have starved to death before he got picked up. Ive heard him tell all about it. Dont look as if hed ever had enough to eat since! said the boy grimly. He used to come over a good deal last winter, and go out after cod long o father and me. His boats all went adrift in the big storm in November, and he never heard nothing about em; guess they got stove against the rocks.

We had still more than three miles to drive over a lonely part of the road, where there was scarcely a house, and where the woods had been cut off more or less, so there was nothing to be seen but the uneven ground, which was not fit for even a pasture yet. But it was not without a beauty of its own; for the little hills and hollows were covered thick with brakes and ferns and bushes, and in the swamps the cat-tails and all the rushes were growing in stiff and stately ranks, so green and tall; while the birds flew up, or skimmed across them as we went by. It was like a town of birds, there were so many. It is strange how one is always coming upon families and neighborhoods of wild creatures in the unsettled country places; it is so much like ones going on longer journeys about the world, and finding town after town with its own interests, each so sufficient for itself.

We struck the edge of the farming-land again, after a while, and I saw three great pines that had been born to good luck in this world, since they had sprouted in good soil, and had been left to grow as fast as they pleased. They lifted their heads proudly against the blue sky, these rich trees, and I admired them as much as they could have expected. They must have been a landmark for many miles to the westward, for they grew on high land, and they could pity, from a distance, any number of their poor relations who were just able to keep body and soul together, and had grown up thin and hungry in crowded woods. But, though their lower branches might snap and crackle at a touch, their tops were brave and green, and they kept up appearances, at any rate; these poorer pines.

Georgie pointed out his aunts house to me, after a while. It was not half so forlorn-looking as the others, for there were so many flowers in bloom about it of the gayest kind, and a little yellow-and-white dog came down the road to bark at us; but his manner was such that it seemed like an unusually cordial welcome rather than an indignant repulse. I noticed four jolly old apple-trees near by, which looked as if they might be the last of a once flourishing orchard. They were standing in a row, in exactly the same position, with their heads thrown gayly back, as if they were all dancing in an old-fashioned reel; and, after the forward and back, one might expect them to turn partners gallantly. I laughed aloud when I caught sight of them: there was something very funny in their looks, so jovial and whole-hearted, with a sober, cheerful pleasure, as if they gave their whole minds to it. It was like some old gentlemen and ladies who catch the spirit of the thing, and dance with the rest at a Christmas party.

Miss Hannah West first looked out of the window, and then came to meet us, looking as if she were glad to see us. Georgie had nothing whatever to say; but, after I had followed his aunt into the house, he began to work like a beaver at once, as if it were any thing but a friendly visit that could be given up to such trifles as conversation, or as if he were any thing but a boy. He brought the fish and lobsters into the outer kitchen, though I was afraid our loitering at the auction must have cost them their first freshness; and then he carried the axe to the wood-pile, and began to chop up the small white-pine sticks and brush which form the summer fire-wood at the farm-houses, — crow-sticks and underbrush, a good deal of it, — but it makes a hot little blaze while it lasts.

I had not seen Miss Cynthia West, the younger sister, before, and I found the two women very unlike. Miss Hannah was evidently the capable business-member of the household, and she had a loud voice, and went about as if she were in a hurry. Poor Cynthia! I saw at first that she was one of the faded-looking country-women who have a hard time, and who, if they had grown up in the midst of a more luxurious way of living, would have been frail and delicate and refined, and entirely lady-like. But, as it was, she was somewhat in the shadow of her sister, and felt as if she were not of very much use or consequence in the world, I have no doubt. She showed me some pretty picture-frames she had made out of pine-cones and hemlock-cones and alder-burs; but her chief glory and pride was a silly little model of a house, in perforated card-board, which she had cut and worked after a pattern that came in a magazine. It must have cost her a great deal of work; but it partly satisfied her great longing for pretty things, and for the daintiness and art that she had an instinct toward, and never had known. It stood on the best-room table, with a few books, which I suppose she had read over and over again; and in the room, beside, were green paper curtains with a landscape on the outside, and some chairs ranged stiffly against the walls, some shells, and an ostrichs egg, with a ship drawn on it, on the mantel-shelf, and ever so many rugs on the floor, of most ambitious designs, which they had made in winter. I know the making of them had been a great pleasure to Miss Cynthia, and I was sure it was she who had taken care of the garden, and was always at much pains to get seeds and slips in the spring.

She told me how much they had wished that Georgie had come to live with them after his mother died. It would have been very handy for them to have him in winter too; but it was no use trying to get him away from his father; and neither of them were contented if they were out of sight of the sea. Hes a dreadful odd boy, and so old for his years. Hannah, she says hes older now than I be, and she blushed a little as she looked up at me; while for a moment the tears came into my eyes, as I thought of this poor, plain woman, who had such a capacity for enjoyment, and whose life had been so dull, and far apart from the pleasures and satisfactions which had made so much of my own life. It seemed to me as if I had had a great deal more than I deserved, while this poor soul was almost beggared. I seemed to know all about her life in a flash, and pitied her from the bottom of my heart. Yet I suppose she would not have changed places with me for any thing, or with anybody else, for that matter.

Miss Cynthia had a good deal to say about her mother, who had been a schoolmate of Mrs. Walliss — I had been telling them what I could about the auction. She told me that she had died the spring before, and said how much they missed her; and Hannah broke in upon her regrets in her brusque, downright way: I should have liked to kep her if shed lived to be a hundred, but I dont wish her back. Shed had considerable many strokes, and she couldnt help herself much of any. Shed got to be rising eighty, and her mind was a good deal broke, she added conclusively, after a short silence; while Cynthia looked sorrowfully out of the window, and we heard the sound of Georgies axe at the other side of the house, and the wild, sweet whistle of a bird that flew overhead. I suppose one of the sisters was just as sorry as the other in reality.

Now I want you and Georgie to stop and have some tea. Ill get it good and early, said Hannah, starting suddenly from her chair, and beginning to bustle about again, after she had asked me about some people at home whom she knew. Cynthy! Perhaps shed like to walk round out doors a spell. Its breezing up, and itll be cooler than it is in the house. — No: you neednt think I shall be put out by your stopping; but youll have to take us just as we be. Georgie always calculates to stop when he comes up. I guess hes made off for the woods. I see him go across the lot a few minutes ago.

So Cynthia put on a discouraged-looking gingham sun-bonnet, which drooped over her face, and gave her a more appealing look than ever, and we went over to the pine-woods, which were beautiful that day. She showed me a little waterfall made by a brook that came over a high ledge of rock covered with moss, and here and there tufts of fresh green ferns. It grew late in the afternoon, and it was pleasant there in the shade, with the noise of the brook and the wind in the pines, that sounded like the sea. The wood-thrushes began to sing, — and who could have better music?

Miss Cynthia told me that it always made her think of once when she was a little girl to hear the thrushes. She had run away, and fallen into the mash; and her mother had sent her to bed quick as she got home, though it was only four oclock. And she was so ashamed, because there was company there, — some of her fathers folks from over to Eliot; and then she heard the thrushes begin to call after a while, and she thought they were talking about her, and they knew she had been whipped and sent to bed. Id been gone all day since morning. I had a great way of straying off in the woods, said she. I suppose mother was put to it when she see me coming in, all bog-mud, right before the company.

We came by my friends, the apple-trees, on our return, and I saw a row of old-fashioned square bee-hives near them, which I had not noticed before. Miss Cynthia told me that the bee money was always hers; but she lost a good many swarms on account of the woods being so near, and they had a trick of swarming Sundays, after shed gone to meeting; and, besides, the miller-bugs spoilt em; and some years they didnt make enough honey to live on, so she didnt get any at all. I saw some bits of black cloth fluttering over the little doors where the bees went in and out, and the sight touched me strangely. I did not know that the old custom still lingered of putting the hives in mourning, and telling the bees when there had been a death in the family, so they would not fly away. I said, half to myself, a line or two from Whittiers poem, which I always thought one of the loveliest in the world, and this seemed almost the realization of it. Miss Cynthia asked me wistfully, Is that in a book? I told her yes, and that she should have it next time I came up, or had a chance of sending it. Ive seen a good many pieces of poetry that Mr. Whittier wrote, said she. Ive got some that I cut out of the paper a good while ago. I think every thing of em.

I put the black on the hives myself, said she. It was for mother, you know. She did it when father died. But when my brother was lost, we didnt, because we never knew just when it was; the schooner was missing, and it was a good while before they give her up.

I wish we had some neighbors in sight, said she once. Id like to see a light when I look out after dark. Now, at my aunts, over to Eliot, the house stands high, and when its coming dark you can see all the folks lighting up. It seems real sociable.

We lingered a little while under the apple-trees, and watched the wise little bees go and come; and Miss Cynthia told me how much Georgie was like his grandfather, who was so steady and quiet, and always right after his business. He never was ugly to us, as I know of, said she; but I was always sort of fraid of father. Hannah, she used to talk to him frees she would to me; and he thought, s longs Hannah did any thing, it was all right. I always held by my mother the most; and when father was took sick, — that was in the winter, — I sent right off for Hannah to come home. I used to be scared to death, when hed want any thing done, for fear I shouldnt do it right. Mother, shed had a fall, and couldnt get about very well. Hannah had good advantages. She went off keeping school when she wasnt but seventeen, and she saved up some money, and boarded over to the Port after a while, and learned the tailoress trade. She was always called very smart, — you see shes got ways different from me; and she was over to the Port several winters. She never said a word about it, but there was a young man over there that wanted to keep company with her. He was going out first mate of a new ship that was building. But, when she got word from me about father, she come right home, and that was the end of it. It seemed to be a pity. I used to think perhaps hed come and see her some time, between voyages, and that hed get to be capn, and theyd go off and take me with em. I always wanted to see something of the world. I never have been but dreadful little ways from home. I used to wish I could keep school; and once my uncle was agent for his district, and he said I could have a chance; but the folks laughed to think o me keeping school, and I never said any thing more about it. But you see it might a led to something. I always wished I could go to Boston. I suppose youve been there? There! I couldnt live out o sight o the woods, I dont believe.

I can understand that, said I, and half with a wish to show her I had some troubles, though I had so many pleasures that she did not, I told her that the woods I loved best had all been cut down the winter before. I had played under the great pines when I was a child, and I had spent many a long afternoon under them since. There never will be such trees for me any more in the world. I knew where the flowers grew under them, and where the ferns were greenest, and it was as much home to me as my own house. They grew on the side of a hill, and the sun always shone through the tops of the trees as it went down, while below it was all in shadow — and I had been there with so many dear friends who have died, or who are very far away. I told Miss Cynthia, what I never had told anybody else, that I loved those trees so much that I went over the hill on the frozen snow to see them one sunny winter afternoon, to say good-by, as if I were sure they could hear me, and looked back again and again, as I came away, to be sure I should remember how they looked. And it seemed as if they knew as well as I that it was the last time, and they were going to be cut down. It was a Sunday afternoon, and I was all alone, and the farewell was a reality and a sad thing to me. It was saying good-by to a great deal besides the pines themselves.

We stopped a while in the little garden, where Miss Cynthia gave me some magnificent big marigolds to put away for seed, and was much pleased because I was so delighted with her flowers. It was a gorgeous little garden to look at, with its red poppies, and blue larkspur, and yellow marigolds, and old-fashioned sweet, straying things, — all growing together in a tangle of which my friend seemed ashamed. She told me that it looked as ordered as could be, until the things begun to grow so fast she couldnt do any thing with em. She was very proud of one little pink-and-white verbena which somebody had given her. It was not growing very well; but it had not disappointed her about blooming.

Georgie had come back from his ramble some time before. He had cracked the lobster which Miss Hannah had promptly put on to boil, and I saw the old gray cat having a capital lunch off the shells; while the horse looked meeker than ever, with his headstall thrown back on his shoulders, eating his supper of hay by the fence; for Miss Hannah was a hospitable soul. She was tramping about in the house, getting supper, and we went in to find the table already pulled out into the floor. So Miss Cynthia hastened to set it. I could see she was very much ashamed of having been gone so long. Neither of us knew it was so late. But Miss Hannah said it didnt make a mite o difference, there was next to nothing to do, and looked at me with a little smile, which said, You see how it is. Im the one who has faculty, and I favor her.

I was very hungry; and, though it was not yet six, it seemed a whole day since dinner-time. Miss Hannah made many apologies; and said, if I had only set a day, she would have had things as they ought to be. But it was a very good supper, and she knew it! She didnt know but I was tired o lobsters. And when I had eaten two of the biscuit, and had begun an attack on the hot gingerbread, she said humbly that she didnt know when she had had such bad luck, though Georgie and I were both satisfied. He did not speak more than once or twice during the meal. I do not think he was afraid of me, for we had had many a lunch together when he had taken me out fishing; but this was an occasion, and there was at first the least possible restraint over all the company, though Im glad to say it soon vanished. We had two kinds of preserves, and some honey beside, and there was a pie with a pale, smooth crust, and three cuts in the top. It looked like a very good pie of its kind; but one cant eat every thing, though one does ones best. And we had big cups of tea; and, though Miss Hannah supposed I had never eaten with any thing but silver forks before, it happened luckily that I had, and we were very merry indeed. Miss Hannah told us several stories of the time she kept school, and gave us some reminiscences of her life at the Port; and Miss Cynthia looked at me as if she had heard them before, and wished to say, I know shes having a good time. I think Miss Cynthia felt, after we were out in the woods, as if I were her company, and she was responsible for me.

I thanked them heartily when I came away, for I had had such a pleasant time. Miss Cynthia picked me a huge nosegay of her flowers, and whispered that she hoped I wouldnt forget about lending her the book. Poor woman! she was so young, — only a girl yet, in spite of her having lived more than fifty years in that plain, dull home of hers, in spite of her faded face and her grayish hair. We came away in the rattling wagon. Georgie sat up in his place with a steady hand on the reins, and keeping a careful lookout ahead, as if he were steering a boat through a rough sea.

We passed the house where the auction had been, and it was all shut up. The cat sat on the doorstep waiting patiently, and I felt very sorry for her; but Georgie said there were neighbors not far off, and she was a master hand for squirrels. I was glad to get sight of the sea again, and to smell the first stray whiff of salt air that blew in to meet us as we crossed the marshes. I think the life in me must be next of kin to the life of the sea, for it is drawn toward it strangely, as a little drop of quicksilver grows uneasy just out of reach of a greater one.

Good-night, Georgie! said I; and he nodded his head a little as he drove away to take the horse home. Much obliged to you for my ride, said he, and I knew in a minute that his father or one of the aunts had cautioned him not to forget to make his acknowledgments. He had told me on the way down that he had baited his nets all ready to set that evening. I knew he was in a hurry to go out, and it was not long before I saw his boat pushing off. It was after eight oclock, and the moon was coming up pale and white out of the sea, while the west was still bright after the clear sunset.

I have a little model of a fishing dory that Georgie made for me, with its sprit-sail and killick and painter and oars and gaff all cleverly cut with the clumsiest of jackknives. I care a great deal for the little boat; and I gave him a better knife before I came away, to remember me by; but I am afraid its shininess and trig shape may have seemed a trifle unmanly to him. His fathers had been sharpened on the beach-stones to clean many a fish, and it was notched and dingy; but this would cut; there was no doubt about that. I hope Georgie was sorry when we said good-by. Im sure I was.

A solemn, careful, contented young life, with none of the playfulness or childishness that belong to it, — this is my little fisherman, whose memory already fades of whatever tenderness his dead mother may have given him. But he is lucky in this, that he has found his work and likes it; and so I say, May the sea prove kind to him! and may he find the Friend those other fishermen found, who were mending their nets on the shores of Galilee! and may he make the harbor of heaven by and by after a stormy voyage or a quiet one, whichever pleases God!
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AT THE HEAD of tide-water on the river there is a dam, and above it is a large mill-pond, where most of the people who row and sail keep their boats all summer long. I like, perhaps once a year, to cruise around the shores of this pretty sheet of water; but I am always conscious of the dam above it and the dam below it, and of being confined between certain limits. I rarely go beyond a certain point on the lower or tide river, as people call it, but I always have the feeling that I can go to Europe, if I like, or anywhere on the high seas; and when I unfasten the boat there is no dam or harbor bar, or any barrier whatever between this and all foreign ports. Far up among the hills the ocean comes, and its tide ebbs and flows.

When the tide goes out, the narrow reaches of the river become rapids, where a rushing stream fights with the ledges and loose rocks, and where one needs a good deal of skill to guide a boat down safely. Where the river is wide, at low tide one can only see the mud flats and broad stretches of green marsh grass. But when the tide is in it is a noble and dignified stream. There are no rapids and only a slow current, where the river from among the inland mountains flows along, finding its way to the sea, which has come part way to welcome the company of springs and brooks that have answered to its call. A thousand men band themselves together, and they are one regiment; a thousand little streams flow together, and are one river; but one fancies that they do not lose themselves altogether; while the individuality of a river must come mainly from the different characters of its tributaries. The shape of its shores and the quality of the soil it passes over determine certain things about it, but the life of it is something by itself, as the life of a man is separate from the circumstances in which he is placed. There must be the first spring which overflows steadily and makes a brook, which some second spring joins, and the third, and the fourth; and at last there is a great stream, in which the later brooks seem to make little difference. I should like to find the very beginning and head-water of my river. I should be sorry if it were a pond, though somewhere in the ground underneath there would be a spring that kept the secret and was in command and under marching orders to the sea, commissioned to recruit as it went along. Here at the head of tide-water it first meets the sea, and then when the tide is in there is the presence of royalty, or at least its deputies. The river is a grand thing when it is river and sea together; but how one misses the ocean when the tide is out, for in the great place it filled the stream from the hills, after all, looks of little consequence.

The river is no longer the public highway it used to be years ago, when the few roads were rough, and railroads were not even dreamed of. The earliest chapter of its history that I know is that it was full of salmon and other fish, and was a famous fishing-ground with the Indians, who were masters of its neighboring country. To tell its whole story one would have to follow the fashion of the old Spanish writers whom Garcilasso de la Vega says he will not imitate, in the first chapter of his Commentaries of the Yncas, — that delightful composition of unconscious pathos and majestic lies. When his predecessors in the field of literature wished to write on any subject whatever, he solemnly tells us, they always began with a history of the globe. One cannot help wishing that he had not disdained to follow their example, and had given his theories, which would have been wildly ahead of even the fancies of his time, in general, and full of most amusing little departures from the truth when he came down to details. But the earliest history of the river can well be ignored; it is but seldom, as yet, that people really care much for anything for its own sake, until it is proved to have some connection with human-kind. We are slow to take an interest in the personality of our neighbors who are not men, or dogs, or horses, or at least some creature who can be made to understand a little of our own spoken language. Who is going to be the linguist who learns the first word of an old crows warning to his mate, or how a little dog expresses himself when he asks a big one to come and rout his troublesome enemy? How much we shall know when the pimpernel teaches us how she makes her prophecies of the weather, and how long we shall have to go to school when people are expected to talk to the trees, and birds, and beasts, in their own language! What tune could it have been that Orpheus and Amphion played, to which the beasts listened, and even the trees and stones followed them to hear? Is it science that will give us back the gift, or shall we owe it to the successors of those friendly old saints who talked with the birds and fishes? We could have schools for them, if we once could understand them, and could educate them into being more useful to us. There would be intelligent sword-fish for submarine divers, and we could send swallows to carry messages, and all the creatures that know how to burrow in the earth would bring us the treasures out of it. I should have a larger calling acquaintance than ever out-of-doors, and my neighbors down river would present me to congenial friends whom as yet I have not discovered. The gods are always drawing like toward like, and making them acquainted, if Homer may be believed, but we are apt to forget that this is true of any creatures but ourselves. It is not necessary to tame them before they can be familiar and responsive; we can meet them on their own ground, and be surprised to find how much we may have in common. Taming is only forcing them to learn some of our customs; we should be wise if we let them tame us to make use of some of theirs. They share other instincts and emotions with us beside surprise, or suspicion, or fear. They are curiously thoughtful; they act no more from unconscious instinct than we do; at least, they are called upon to decide as many questions of action or direction, and there are many emergencies of life when we are far more helpless and foolish than they. It is easy to say that other orders of living creatures exist on a much lower plane than ourselves; we know very little about it, after all. They are often gifted in some way that we are not; they may even carry some virtue of ours to a greater height than we do. But the day will come for a more truly universal suffrage than we dream of now, when the meaning of every living thing is understood, and it is given its rights and accorded its true value: for its life is from Gods life, and its limits were fixed by him; its material shape is the manifestation of a thought, and to each body there is given a spirit.

The great gulls watch me float along the river, curiously, and sail in the air overhead. Who knows what they say of me when they talk together; and what are they thinking about when they fly quickly out of sight? Perhaps they know something about me that I do not know of myself yet; and so may the musk-rat, as he hurries through the water with a little green branch in his mouth which will make a salad for his supper. He watches me with his sharp eyes, and whisks into his hole in the sunny side of the island. I have a respect for him; he is a busy creature, and he lives well. You might be hospitable and ask me to supper, musk-rat! I dont know whether I should care much for you if I were another musk-rat, or you were a human being, but I shall know you again when I see you by an odd mark in the fur on the top of your head, and that is something. I suppose the captive mussels in your den are quaking now at hearing you come in. I have lost sight of you, but I shall remember where your house is. I do not think people are thankful enough who live out of the reach of beasts that would eat them. When one thinks of whole races of small creatures like the mussels which are the natural and proper food of others, it seems an awful fact and necessity of nature; perhaps, however, no more awful than our natural death appears to us. But there is something distressing about being eaten, and having ones substance minister to a superior existence! It hurts ones pride. A death that preserves and elevates our identity is much more consoling and satisfactory; but what can reconcile a bird to its future as part of the tissues of a cat, going stealthily afoot, and by nature treacherous? Who can say, however, that our death may not be simply a link in the chain? One thing is made the prey of another. In some way our present state ministers to the higher condition to which we are coming. The grass is made somehow from the ground, and presently that is turned into beef, and that goes to make part of a human being. We are not certain what an angel may be; but the life in us now will be necessary to the making of one by and by.

There is a wise arrangement in this merging and combining. It makes more room in the world. We must eat our fellows and be eaten to keep things within a proper limit. If all the orders of life were self-existing, and if all the springs that make up the river flowed down to the sea separately and independently, there would be an awful confusion and chaos still; but this leads one to think of the transmigration of souls and other puzzling subjects! I shall have to end with an ignorant discourse about the globe instead of having begun with it. My river, as I said at first, leads to the sea, and from any port one can push off toward another sea of boundless speculation and curious wonderings about this world, familiar, and yet so great a mystery.

There are a thousand things to remember and to say about the river, which seems to be of little use in the half dozen miles I know best, after it has made itself of great consequence by serving to carry perhaps a dozen or twenty mills, of one kind and another. Between its dams it has a civilized and subjected look, but below the last falls, at the Landing, it apparently feels itself to be its own master, and serves in no public capacity except to carry a boat now and then, and give the chance for building some weirs, as it offers some good fishing when the alewives and bass come up, with bony and muddy shad, that are about as good to eat as a rain-soaked paper of pins. I think its chief use is its beauty, and that has never been as widely appreciated as it ought to be. It is the eastern branch of the Piscataqua, which separates the States of Maine and New Hampshire; and I, being a lawless borderer, beg you to follow for a raid on the shores, not for pillaging the farms and cattle-lifting, but to see the trees and their shadows in the water: the high, steep banks where the great pines of Maine thrive on one hand, and the gently sloping Southern New Hampshire fields fringed with willows and oaks on the other. When you catch sight of a tall lateen sail and a strange, clumsy craft that looks heavy and low in the water, you will like to know that its ancestor was copied from a Nile boat, from which a sensible old sea-captain took a lesson in ship-building many years ago. The sail is capitally fitted to catch the uncertain wind, which is apt to come in flaws and gusts between the high, irregular banks of the river; and the boat is called a gundalow, but sometimes spelled gondola. One sees them often on the Merrimac and on the Piscataqua and its branches, and the sight of them brings a curiously foreign element into the New England scenery; for I never see the great peaked sail coming round a point without a quick association with the East, with the Mediterranean ports or the Nile itself, with its ruins and its desert and the bright blue sky overhead; with mummies and scarabei and the shepherd kings; with the pyramids and Sphinx — that strange group, so old one shudders at the thought of it — standing clear against the horizon.

A hundred years ago the northern country was covered for the most part with heavy timber, and the chief business at Berwick was receiving this from the lumbermen, and sending it to Portsmouth to be reshipped, or direct to the West Indies, to be bartered for rum and tobacco and molasses, which might be either brought home at once, or sent to Russia, to be exchanged again for iron and sail-cloth and cordage. Not forty years ago there were still twenty gundalows sailing from the Landing wharves, while now there are but two, and long after that the packet boat went regularly every other day to Portsmouth. Until the days of the railroads most of the freight came by water, and the packet skippers were important men. I have always wished to know something more of the history of the quaint little packet storehouse which, until within a year or two, stood in the mill-yard, just below the falls. It was built of heavy timbers, as if it might some day be called upon to resist a battering-ram. The stories were very low, and the upper one projected over the water with a beam, to which was fastened a tackle and fall to hoist and lower the goods. It was a little building, but there was a great air of consequence about it. It was painted a dark red, which the weather had dulled a good deal, and it leaned to one side. Nobody knew how old it was; it was like a little old woman who belonged to a good family, now dead, save herself; and who could remember a great many valuable people and events which everybody else had forgotten. It was the last of the warehouses that used to stand on the river-banks, and I was sorry when it was pulled down. The old wharves have almost disappeared, too, though their timbers can still be seen here and there.

It sometimes takes me a whole afternoon to go two miles down the river. There are many reasons why I should stop every now and then under one bank or another; to look up through the trees at the sky, or at their pictures in the water; or to let the boat lie still, until one can watch the little fish come back to their playground on the yellow sand and gravel; or to see the frogs, that splashed into the water at my approach, poke their heads out a little way to croak indignantly, or raise a loud note such as Scotch bagpipers drive out of the pipes before they start a tune. The swallows dart like bats along the surface of the water after insects, and I see a drowned white butterfly float by, and reach out for it; it looks so frail and little in the river. When the cardinal flowers are in bloom I go from place to place until I have gathered a deckload; and as I push off the boat it leaves the grass bent down, and the water-mint that was crushed sends a delicious fragrance after me, and I catch at a piece and put a leaf in my mouth, and row away lazily to get a branch of oak or maple leaves to keep the sun off my flowers. Cardinals are quick to wilt, and hang their proud heads wearily. They keep royal state in the shade, and one imagines that the other flowers and all the weeds at the waters edge take care to bow to them as often as the wind comes by, and pay them honor. They are like fine court ladies in their best gowns, standing on the shore. Perhaps they are sending messages down the river and across the seas, or waiting to hear some news. They make one think of Whittiers high-born Amy Wentworth and her sailor lover, for they seem like flowers from a palace garden that are away from home masquerading and waiving ceremony, and taking the country air. They wear a color that is the sign of high ecclesiastical rank, and the temper of their minds would make them furies if they fought for church and state. They are no radicals; they are tories and aristocrats; they belong to the old nobility among flowers. It would be a pity if the rank marsh grass overran them, or if the pickerel weed should wade ashore to invade them and humble their pride. They are flowers that after all one should not try to put into vases together. They have, like many other flowers, too marked an individuality, and there is more pleasure to be taken from one tall and slender spire of blossoms by itself, just as it is pleasanter to be alone with a person one admires and enjoys. To crowd some flowers together you lose all delight in their shape and beauty; you only have the pleasure of the mass of color or of their perfume; and there are enough bright flowers and fragrant flowers that are only beautiful in masses. To look at some flowers huddled together and losing all their grace and charm is like trying to find companionship and sympathy by looking for a minute at a crowd of people. But there is a low trait of acquisitiveness in human nature. I pick cardinal flowers by the armful, and nothing less than a blue-and-white ginger pot full of daisies is much satisfaction.

But to most people one tree, or flower, or river is as good as another, and trees and flowers and rivers are to be found without trouble, while there are some who would never know who has lived beside my river unless it were told here. That says at once that their fame at best is provincial, except for peppery little Captain John Paul Jones, who gathered the ships company of the Ranger from these neighboring farms. Old people, who died not many years ago, remembered him as he walked on the wharves at Portsmouth, with his sword point scratching the ground; a little wasp of a fellow, with a temper like a blaze of the gunpowder whose smoke he loved. One can imagine him scrambling up the shore here to one of the old farm-houses, as short as a boy; but as tall as a grenadier, in his pride and dignity; and marching into the best room, in all the vainglory and persuasiveness of his uniform, to make sure of a good fellow whose looks he liked, and whom he promised to send home a gallant hero, with his sea-chest full of prize-money. And afterward he would land again at one of the stately old colonial mansions that used to stand beside the river, at the Wallingford house by Madams Cove, or at the Hamilton house, and be received with befitting ceremony.

There were many fine houses in this region in old times, but only one still lingers, — this same Hamilton house, — which seems to me unrivaled for the beauty of its situation, and for a certain grand air which I have found it hard to match in any house I have ever seen. It is square and gray, with four great chimneys, and many dormer windows in its high-peaked roof; it stands on a point below which the river is at its widest. The rows of poplars and its terraced garden have fallen and been spoiled by time, but a company of great elms stand guard over it, and the sunset reddens its windows, and the days of the past seem to have come back, when one is near it, its whole aspect is so remote from the spirit of the present. Inside there are great halls and square rooms with carved wood-work, arched windows and mahogany window-seats, and fire-places that are wide enough almost for a seat in the chimney-corner. In the country about I have heard many a tradition of the way this house was kept; of the fine ladies and gentlemen, and the great dinner-parties, and the guests who used to come up the river from Portsmouth, and go home late in the moonlight evening at the turn of the tide. In those days the wharves that are fast being washed away were strong enough, and there were warehouses and storehouses and piles of timber all along the river. The builder of the house was a successful man, who made a great fortune in the lucky West India trade of his time; he was poor to begin with, but everything prospered steadily with his business interests, and one owes him a debt of gratitude for leaving so fine a house to delight our eyes.

A little way up the shore there was formerly a ship-yard, and I know of four ships that were built there much less than fifty years ago. My grandfather was part owner of them, and their names, with those of other ships, have been familiar to me from my babyhood. It is amusing that the ships of a family concerned in navigation seem to belong to it and to be part of it, as if they were children who had grown up and gone wandering about the world. Long after some familiar craft has changed owners even, its fortunes are affectionately watched, and to know that a ship has been spoken at sea gives a good deal of pleasure beside the assurance that the cargo is so far on its way to market at Canton or Bombay. I remember wondering why the smooth green bank, where the dandelions were so thick in spring, should be called the ship-yard by my family, and even why any one should call that corner of the town the Lower Landing, since nothing ever seemed to land, unless it were the fleets that children built from chips and shingles. It is a lovely, quiet place, and I often think of an early summer morning when I was going down river in a row-boat. The dandelions were sprinkled all over the short green grass, and high on the shore, under a great elm, were two wandering young musicians. They had evidently taken the wrong road, and discovered that this was a long lane that led only to the great house on the point and to the waters edge. They must have been entertained, for they seemed very cheerful; one played a violin, and the other danced. It was like a glimpse of sunshiny, idle Italy: the sparkling river and the blue sky, the wide green shores and the trees, and the great gray house, with its two hall doors standing wide open, the lilacs in bloom, and no noise or hurry, — a quiet place, that the destroying left hand of progress had failed to touch.

One day I was in one of the upper rooms of the Hamilton house in a dormer window, and I was amused at reading the nonsense some young girl had written on the wall. The view was beautiful, and I thought she must have sat there with her work, or have watched the road or the river for some one whom she wished to see coming. There were sentimental verses, written at different times. She seemed to have made a sort of scrapbook of the bit of wall, and she had left me the date, which was very kind of her; so I knew that it was 1802, and in the summer, that she used to sit there in her favorite perch. This is one of her verses that I remember: — 

May you be blest with all that Heaven may send, 
Long life, good health, much pleasure in a friend; 
May you in every clime most happy be, 
And when far distant often think of me.

It was very pleasant to catch this glimpse of girlhood in the old house. I wondered how she liked life as she grew older, and if the lover — if that were a lover — did think often enough of her, and come back to her at last from the distant climes. She could have wished him nothing better than much pleasure in a friend. I do not know the history of many members of the family; Colonel Hamilton and his consort are buried under a heavy monument in the Old Fields burying-ground, and at the end of the long epitaph is the solemn announcement that Hamilton is no more. It would be a strange sight if one of his heavily-laden little ships came up the river now; but I like to think about those days, and how there might have happened to be some lumbermen from far inland, who were delighted to gossip with the sailors and carry back up into the country the stories of their voyage. When the French prisoners of war came into Portsmouth, I have heard old people say that there was a great excitement, and as the ships came in they looked like gardens, for the Frenchmen had lettuces for salads, and flowers growing in boxes that were fastened on the decks; and it was amusing to hear of these prisoners being let out on parole about the country towns, in Eliot and Newington and Kittery, and all up and down the river. Perhaps more than one of them found their way to the hospitable families in Berwick and were entertained as became their rank and fortunes. In an old house in Eliot there is a little drawing made by one of these men, and I have an exquisite little water-color painting of a carnation, with the quaintly written request that charming Sally will sometimes think of the poor Ribère, who will never forget her. It is all that is left of what must have been a tender friendship between this gallant young Frenchman and my grandmother. I found it once among her copy-books, and letters from her girl friends, and love-letters from my grandfather which he sent home to her from sea. She was very young when the poor Ribère was so sorry to part from her, for she married at eighteen (and died at twenty-five). I knew very little about her until I found in the garret the little brass-nailed trunk that had kept her secrets for me. I am sure she often made one of the company that used to come up the river to take tea and go home by moonlight. She was a beautiful girl, and everybody was fond of her. The poor Ribère sat beside her in the boat, I have no doubt; and perhaps it was in the terraced garden with the rows of poplars round it, that she picked the flower he painted, and no doubt he carried it away with him when he was set free again, and was not a prisoner of war any longer.

There was formerly a bright array of clerical talent in the river towns, and it was most amusing to listen to the anecdotes which the old people of the last generation delighted to tell of the ministers. Not to speak of the well-known Portsmouth divines, and of Dr. Stevens, of Kittery Point, there was the Reverend Mr. Litchfield, of Kittery, who was called the fisher parson, and his neighbor, Parson Chandler, who might have been called the farmer parson, for he was a celebrated tiller of the soil, and his example was a great blessing to the members of his Eliot parish. The fields there slope to the south and west, and the grass grows green sooner than anywhere else in the region, and the fruits of the earth grow and ripen quickly. He taught his neighbors to improve upon the old fashions of agriculture. An old friend of mine told me that once he was driving from Portsmouth to Berwick, in his early manhood, with Daniel Webster for company, and when they passed this clergymans house Mr. Webster said that he should be perfectly satisfied if he could be as great a man as Parson Chandler; and judging from the stories of his wisdom and eloquence, the young lawyers was no mean ambition. Mr. Litchfield spent much of his time on week days in the apostolic business of catching fish; and he was a man of rare wit and drollery, with a sailor-like serenity and confidence in everythings coming out right at last, and a true mariners readiness and intentness when there was work to be done. Once, at a conference in Portsmouth, the preacher failed to come, and some one had to furnish a sermon in his place. It fell to Mr. Litchfields share; and old Dr. Buckminster said, when the discourse was ended, — it being extemporaneous and very eloquent,— My friends, the fisher parson beats us all! It is interesting to find that many of the clergymen of that day seem to have been uncommonly practical men. One fancies that they all preached the better because much of their time was spent in a way that brought them in close contact with peoples every-day lives. It was no ideal human nature, studied from sermons and theological works, and classified and doomed at the recommendation of the old divines. One can believe that it was not abstract generalities of a state of sinfulness so much as particular weakness and shortcomings that they condemned from their pulpits. Parson Litchfield could preach gallantly at some offender who stole from and lied about his lobster-pots when he took his text from Ananias and Sapphira, and Parson Chandler could be most impressive and ready with illustration when he chose the parable of the sower for the subject of his discourse.

In Berwick there was a grave and solemn little man, whom all his great parish long remembered admiringly. The church where the whole town centred was at the Old Fields, and it ought to be standing yet, but I do not know that anything is left of it but a bit of paper I found one day, on which is written the names of the men who built it and the sums of money and bundles of shingles or pieces of timber that each contributed.

I do not know why this should have been so superstitious a neighborhood, but there seems to have been a great deal of trouble from ghosts, and it was the duty of the ministers to drive them away, or to lay them, as they called it then. An old man told me once that the parsons made a great secret of it. They met together in a room, which nobody was allowed to enter; so whether it was a service with mysterious rites, or they only joked together, and thought it well to keep up the reverence in the rustic mind for the power of the priesthood, nobody knows to this day. There is still standing at the Landing a house that has always been said to be haunted. Its ghost was laid properly, but she seems to have risen again defiantly. It formerly stood very near the shore of the little harbor, if one may give that name to what was simply the head of navigation on the river. The family who built and owned it first all died long ago, but I never go by the house without thinking of its early history in those days, when the court end of the little town was next the river, and the old elms shaded the men who were busy with their trading and shipping, and the women who kept up a stately fashion of living in-doors, and walked proudly to and fro in the streets dressed in strange stuffs that had been brought home to them from across the seas. There was a fine set of people in the little town, and Berwick held its head very high, and thought some of the neighboring towns of little consequence that have long since outgrown it and looked down upon it in their turn. It even has given up its place as the head of the family of villages into which the original township has been divided. It is only South Berwick now; but I like to call it Berwick here, as it has a right to be called, for it was the oldest settlement, and the points of the compass should have been given to the newer centres of civilization which were its offshoots.

The oldest houses are, with one or two exceptions, by far the finest ones, and the one of which I have spoken still keeps up as well as it can the pride as well as the name of its first owner. One cannot help being interested in this man, who was one of the earlier physicians of the town, and also had a hand in the business that was connected with the river. I have heard that he came from Plymouth in Massachusetts and was a ministers son, but if ever a mans heart gloried in the good things of this life it was his, and there was not a trace of Puritan asceticism in his character. His first house was the finest in town, and stood at the head of some terraces that still remain, bordered with rows of elms, and overlooked the river; but that was burnt, and afterward replaced by another, which was for some mysterious reason built at the foot of the terraces near the water. The doctor was said to be a very handsome man, and he dressed uncommonly well, delighting himself with fine broadcloth cloaks with red linings and silk facings and his visits to his admiring patients were paid on horseback, as was the custom then, but he always rode an excellent horse, and dashed about the country in great splendor. He made an elaborate will, entailing his property in English fashion. He waited to see how much General Lord or the other rich men of the town would pay toward any subscription, and then exceeded the most generous. He even asked how much the richest man in the town was taxed, and paid of his own accord a larger sum than he, and somehow contrived to keep up year after year this appearance of great wealth, and expected and received great deference; though those who knew him best were sure he must be poor, the pride that went with it forbade familiarity and sympathy alike. There has always been a tradition that his first wife came to her death by foul means, and there is a dislike to the house, which seems never to be occupied for any length of time, even after all these years. The people in the neighborhood believe, as I have said, that it is haunted, and I have often heard stories of the strange cries, and the footsteps that sometimes follow you if you go up the hall stairs in the dark. The doctor himself died suddenly, though he has often been seen since in a grand brocade dressing-gown and close velvet cap. His business affairs had naturally become a good deal tangled, but no one knew how much so until after his death. For several years he had been in the habit of carrying back and forth a little padlocked box when he went to Portsmouth, which was supposed to hold money and valuable papers; but when this was brought home from the bank, and broken open, it was found to contain only blank bits of paper.

His wife, whom the old people in town still remember, must have had a hard time of it in the house on the wharf after she was left a widow; but she was still the grande dame, and when she went into society her old laces and silks and her fine manners made her the queen of her company. She gave no sigh of disappointment at her altered fortunes, and as long as the doctor lived and after he died, she was as serenely magnificent and untroubled as he. The Guard could die, but it never surrendered, and the old prestige was kept up bravely. She lived alone, and might sometimes have needed many of the good things of life, for all one knows; but she was always well dressed, and kept up all possible forms of state, and was rigorous in observing all rules of etiquette. By way of doing a great favor to one of her neighbors, she allowed a stranger the use of one of her rooms for a short time, and this person used to hear a bell ring in the morning, after which Madam Hovey would move about in her room; then she would go down-stairs, breakfast being apparently announced; and so on, through the day. There was often a bell heard tinkling in the parlor; she would apologize for opening the outer door herself, and when the lodger called the mistress of the house was always quite at liberty, and seemed to have been awaiting guests in her parlor, with a bit of lace to mend in her fingers, or some silk knitting, as if she occupied her leisure with such dainty trifles. It was some time before the lodger discovered, to her amazement, that there was not a servant under the roof to do my ladys bidding, but that she still kept up the old customs of the house. Poor soul! it was not all silly pretense. If I were to spend a night (which the saints forbid!) in that beloved mansion where she lived in solitary majesty for so many years, I should not expect to be the guest of the proud doctors first companion whose death is shrouded in mystery, who cries dismally and walks to and fro in the night, to beg for pity and help. I should look over my shoulder for the lady in the high turban, with a red India shawl around her shoulders, who stood so straight, and used to walk up the aisle to her seat in church on Sunday as if she were a duchess. The cries and the steps behind me would be most annoying, but Madam Hovey, if she also haunts her house, would receive me elegantly. One can imagine her alone in her house at night, with the jar of the river falls and the wind rattling her windows, fearful of her future, and of the poverty and misery old age held in its shaking hands for her. But she carried a brave face in the daylight, however troubled she may have been under the stars, and she gave to the towns-people the best of lessons in behavior; for she was always gracious and courteous, and fine in her own manners, a high-bred lady, who had been in her day a most apt scholar of the old school.

My cruises down the river rarely reach beyond High Point, or Pine Point, or the toll-bridge; but one is tempted to linger there late for the sake of the beautiful view. The salt grass is a dazzling green, if the time is early summer and the tide is partly out, and from the bridge to the Hamilton house the river is very wide. The fine old house faces you, and at its right there is a mountain, which is a marked feature in the landscape on a clear day, when it looks far away and blue in the distance. The great tops of the Hamilton elms look round and heavy against the sky, and the shores of the river are somewhat irregular, running out in points which are for the most part heavily wooded, and form backgrounds of foliage for each other. Being at different angles, the light and shade of each are distinct, and make a much finer coloring and outline than could be if the line of the shore were unbroken by so many bays and inlets. It is very pleasant to push the boat ashore in one of these coves, for in the little ravines that lead down to them there are crowds of ferns and wild flowers, and it is easy to find exactly the place for a little feast at supper time. I know many a small harbor on the eastern shore, where a willow or a birch stands out in front of the dark evergreens, and at one place an oak reaches its long branches far out over the water; and when you are once under its shade, and watch the sunset grow bright and then fade away again, or see the boats go round the point from the wide bay into the narrow reach of the river above it, and listen to the bells ringing in the village or in some town farther away, you hate to think you must take the oars again, and go out into the twilight or the bright sunshine of the summer afternoon.

I miss very much some poplars which stood on the western shore, opposite the great house, and which were not long since cut down. They were not flourishing, but they were like a little procession of a father and mother and three or four children out for an afternoon walk, coming down through the field to the river. As you rowed up or down they stood up in bold relief against the sky, for they were on high land. I was deeply attached to them, and in the spring, when I went down river for the first time, they always were covered with the first faint green mist of their leaves, and it seemed as if they had been watching for me, and thinking that perhaps I might go by that afternoon.

On a spring day how the bobolinks sing, and the busy birds that live along the shores go flitting and chirping and whistling about the world! A great fish-hawk drops through the air, and you can see the glitter of the unlucky fish he has seized as he goes off again. The fields and trees have a tinge of green that they will keep only for a few days, until the leaves and grass-blades are larger and stronger; and where the land has been plowed its color is as beautiful as any color that can be found the world over, and the long shining brown furrows grow warm lying in the sun. The farmers call to each other and to their horses as they work; the fresh breeze blows from the southwest, and the frogs are cheerful, and the bobolinks grow more and more pleased with themselves every minute, and sing their tunes, which are meant to be sung slower and last longer, as if the sweet notes all came hurrying out together.

And in the summer, when the days are hot and long, there is nothing better than the glory of the moonlighted nights, when the shrill cries of the insects fill all the air, and the fireflies are everywhere, and a whiff of saltness comes up with the tide. In October the river is bright steel color and blue. The ducks rise and fly away from the coves in the early morning, and the oaks and maples dress themselves as they please, as if they were tired of wearing plain green, like everybody else, and were going to be gay and set a new fashion in the cooler weather. You no longer drift lazily with the current, but pull your boat as fast as you can, and are quick and strong with the oars. And in the winter the river looks cold and dead, the wind blows up and down between the hills, and the black pines and hemlocks stare at each other across the ice, which cracks and creaks loudly when the tide comes up and lifts it.

How many men have lived and died on its banks, but the river is always young. How many sailors have gone down to the sea along its channel, and from what strange countries have the ships come in and brought them home again up this crooked highway! A harbor, even if it is a little harbor, is a good thing, since adventurers come into it as well as go out, and the life in it grows strong, because it takes something from the world, and has something to give in return. Not the sheltering shores of England, but the inhospitable low coasts of Africa and the dangerous islands of the southern seas, are left unvisited. One sees the likeness between a harborless heart and a harborless country, where no ships go and come; and since no treasure is carried away no treasure is brought in. From this inland town of mine there is no sea-faring any more, and the shipwrights hammers are never heard now. It is only a station on the railways, and it has, after all these years, grown so little that it is hardly worth while for all the trains to stop. It is busy and it earns its living and enjoys itself, but it seems to me that its old days were its better days. It builds cheaper houses, and is more like other places than it used to be. The people of fifty years ago had some things that were better than ours, even if they did not hear from England by telegraph, or make journeys in a day or two that used to take a week. The old elms and pines look strong yet, though once in a while one blows over or is relentlessly cut down. The willows by the river are cropped and cropped again. The river itself never grows old; though it rushes and rises high in the spring, it never dries up in the autumn; the little white sails flit over it in pleasant weather, like fluttering moths round the track of sunlight on the water; one troop of children after another steals eagerly down to its forbidden shores to play.


ANDREWS FORTUNE
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IT WAS A cold day early in December, and already almost dark, though the sun had just gone down, leaving a tinge of light red, the least beautiful of all the sunset colors, on the low gray clouds in the southwest. The weather was forlorn and windy, and there had already been a light fall of snow, which partly covered the frozen ground, and was lying in the hollows of the fields and pastures and alongside the stone walls, where the wind had blown it to get it out of its way. The country was uneven and heavily wooded; the few houses in sight looked cold and winterish, as if the life in them shared the sleep of the grass and trees, and would not show itself again until spring. Yet winter is the leisure time of country people, and it is then, in spite of the frequent misery of the weather, that their social pleasures come into stunted bloom. The young people frolic for a while, but they soon outgrow it, and each rising generation is looked upon with scorn by its elders and betters for thinking there is any pleasure in being out-of-doors in cold weather. No wonder that a New England woman cheers herself by leaving her own sewing and going to the parish society to sit close to an air-tight stove and sew for other people; how should she dance and sing like an Italian peasant under a blue and kindly sky! There should have been another Sphinx on some vast northern waste where it is forever cold weather, and the great winds always blow, and generations after generations of people have lived and died. Life is no surprise on the banks of the fertile old Nile, it could not help being, but the spirit of the North seems destructive; life exists in spite of it.

Along the country road a short, stout-built woman, well wrapped with shawls, was going from her own home, a third of a mile back, to the next house, where there were already lights in one of the upper and one of the lower rooms. She said to herself, He must be livin yet, and stepped a little faster, even climbing a low wall and going across a field to shorten the distance. She seemed to be in a great hurry, and as she went she left behind her a track of broken-down golden-rod stalks and dry stems of grass which had been standing, frozen and dry, with the thin snow about their roots. Land sakes, how this field has run out! said she, not without contempt; but I don know s I ever expect to see it bettered.

She opened the side door of the house and went into the kitchen, where several persons were sitting. There was a great fire blazing in the fire-place, and a little row of mugs and two bowls, each covered with a plate, stood at one side of the hearth to keep warm, as if there were somebody ill in the house. And sure enough there was, for old Stephen Dennett, its master, was nearly at the end of his short last sickness. There were three women and two men in the kitchen, and they greeted the new-comer with subdued cordiality, as was befitting; it was a little like a funeral already, and they did not care to be found cheerful, though, to tell the truth, just before Mrs. Haynes came in they solemnly drank a pitcher of old Mr. Dennetts best cider, urging each other to take some, for there was no knowing that there might not be a good deal for them all to do before long. With this end in view of keeping up their strength, they had also shared a mince pie and a large quantity of cheese. Wed better eat while we can, said old Betsey Morris, who was hostess, having been housekeeper at the farm for a good many years. I dont feel s if I could lay the table, said she, with unaffected emotion, and the mourners in prospective begged her not to think of it; but they were hungry, hard-working men and women, and were all glad to have something to eat. When some doughnuts were brought out they ate those also, all trying in vain to think of some apology for such good appetites at such a moment; but since they had to be silent the feast was all the more solemn.

It was evident that the sickness was either sudden, or had become serious within a very short time, for the family affairs had gone on as usual. It seemed as if the household had been taken unawares by the messenger of Death, and surprised in the midst of fancied security. It was Wednesday, and the clothes-horse, covered with the white folds of yesterdays ironing, stood in one corner of the kitchen, while the smaller horse, which Betsey Morris always facetiously called the colt, was nearer the fire, with its burden of flannels and blue yarn stockings. It was a comfortable old kitchen, with a beam across its ceiling, and two solid great tables, and a settle at one side the fire, where the two men sat who were going to watch. The fire-place took up nearly all one side of the room; the wood-work around it was painted black, and at one side the iron door of the brick oven looked as if it might be the entrance to a very small dungeon. There was a high and narrow mantel-shelf, where a row of flat-irons were perched like birds gone to roost; also a match-box, and a turkey-wing, and a few very dry red peppers; while a yellow-covered Thomass Almanac, — much worn, it being December, — was hanging on its nail at one corner. There was a tall clock in the room, which ticked so slowly that one fancied it must always make waiting seem very tiresome, and that one of its hours must be as long as two. On one of the tables there was a spare-rib which had been brought in to thaw. Jonas Beedle and Nathan Martin sat on the settle, while Mrs. Beedle and Mrs. Goodsoe and Betsey Morris were at different distances from the fire in splint-bottomed chairs. They had seen Mrs. Haynes coming across the field, — it was still light enough out-doors for that, — but they had not spoken of it to each other, though they put the cider-jug and the rest of the doughnuts into the closet as quickly as possible.

I told em one day last week, said Jonas Beedle, that Stephen seemed to be all wizened up since cold weather come. Why, heres Mis Haynes! Take a cheer right close to the fire, now wont ye? Its a dreadful chilly night. Weve just ben a-havin some ci—

Yes, said his wife, nudging and interrupting him desperately. We was just a-sayin we wondered where you was, but I misdoubted you wasnt able to be out on account of your neurology.

I went over to Anns this morning, said Mrs. Haynes, still a little out of breath from her walk. One o her childrens took down with throat distemper, and she expects the restll get it. Joseph, he brought in word after dinner that somebody goin by said Mr. Dennett had a shock this morning, and want likely to come out of it, and I told em I must get right home. I felt s if t was one o my own folks. How does he seem to be?

Laying in a sog, said Betsey Morris for the twentieth time that day. The doctor says there aint much he can do. He had me make some broth and teas, and he left three kinds o medicine, — theres somethin steeping now in them mugs, in case he revives up. He said we could feed him a little to a time if he come to any, and if we could keep his strength up he might get out of it. Hes coming again about six. He was took dreadful sudden. I was washin up the dishes after breakfast, and he said he was goin over to the Corners: there was a selecmens meeting. He eat as good a breakfast as common, but he seemed sort of heavy. He went out and put the hoss in, and left him in the barn, and come back to get his coat. Says he, Is there anything youre in need of from the store, Betsey? It looks like foul weather. And I says, No. I little thought it was the last time hed speak to me, and she stopped to dry her eyes with her apron, while the sympathetic audience was quiet in the firelight, and the tea-kettle began to sing as if it had no idea of what had happened. He always was the best o providers. It was only one day last week he was a-joking and saying he was going to keep me better this year than ever he did. Says he, Im going to take my comfort and live well long s I do live. Theres everything in the house; we killed early, and theres the other hog he set for the first o January; and hes put down a kag of excellent beef. The sullars got enough in it for a rigiment, I told him only yesterday; and says he, Betsey, dont you know its better to have some to spare than some to want? I can see him laugh now.

Theres plenty will need it, if he dont, said Mrs. Goodsoe, who was a dismal, grasping soul, and sat farthest from the fire.

Mrs. Haynes gathered herself up scornfully, — she did not like her neighbor. You were a-sayin he was going to the selecmens meeting, said she.

Yes, said Betsey. He said hed got to get some papers, and I offered to fetch em; but he never wanted to be waited on; and he went up-stairs, I spose to that old chist o drawers overhead. I heard a noise like something heavy a-falling; and my first thought was hed tipped the chist o drawers over, for I know the lower drawers, where the sheets and pillow-cases is kept, sticks sometimes; and then something started me, and come across me, quick as a flash, that there was something wrong, and I got up-stairs as quick as ever I could, and found him laying on the floor.

I spose he didnt know nothin? asked Mrs. Haynes.

Bless you, no! I tried to get him up, and I found I couldnt. I thought he was dead, but I see Jim Pierce a-goin by, — he was some use for once in his life, — and I sent him for help. Mis Beedle come right over, bein so near, and Jim met the doctor up the road, and we got him into bed, and there he lays. It give me a dreadful start. I aint myself yet.

Andrers here, I spose, said Mrs. Haynes, as if she thought it of very little consequence.

Yes, said Betsey. Hed walked over to the saw-mill right after breakfast to carry word about some boards his uncle wanted, but he got back just as the doctor was leavin. Hes been real faithful; he aint left the old gentleman a minute. Hes all broke down, he feels so. I never saw him so distressed; he aint one that shows his feelins much of any.

I think likely hell be married right away now, said Mr. Martin. Stephen told me in the summer that hed left him about everything. He aint no such a man as his uncle, but I dont know no harm of Andrew. A silence fell between the guests, and the fire snapped once in a while and made such a light that the one little oil lamp might have been blown out for all the good it did; nobody would have missed it.

I told our folks last night there was going to be a death over this way, said Mrs. Goodsoe. I was a-looking out o the window over this way last night just before I went to bed, and I see a great bright light come down; and I says, Theres a great blaze fallen over Dennetts way, and my father always said it was a sure sign of a death. He laughed, and says my eyes was dazzled from setting before the fire. Id like to know what hell say when he hears o this, — triumphantly. He went up to the wood lot, chopping, before day.

I did hear a death-tick in the wall after I went to bed, two or three nights ago, said Betsey Morris; and then there was another pause.

I spose I might go up easy and jist look in, bein a connection, ventured Mrs. Haynes meekly; and luckily nobody opposed her. In fact, they had all had that satisfaction.

You might ask Andrer if he couldnt rise his uncles head by and by, so I could give him a little o the broth; he aint eat the value o nothin since morning, and hes a hearty man when hes about, suggested Betsey.

You ought to help natur all you can, said Nathan Martin; and armed with this sufficient excuse Mrs. Haynes went up-stairs softly.

Andrew Phillips sat by the bedside, looking as dismal as possible, — a thin, dark young man with a pleasant sort of face, yet you always felt at once that you could get on just as well without him. Perhaps we had better wait now until the doctor comes, answered he when he heard the message from Betsey. Do sit down, Mrs. Haynes. I have been wishing somebody would come up, — its lonesome since it got dark. Susan hasnt sent any word, has she? I sent Jim Pierce over right after dinner, but I suppose he stopped in at every house — 

Not as Ive heard of, said Mrs. Haynes. Ive only just got here. I was over to Anns to spend a day or so, and I never got word about yr uncle till past two oclock. How does he seem to be?

I dont know, said the young man. Hes lost that red look, but he seems to have failed all away; and they both went close to the bed to look at the face on the pillow, which showed at once that Death had come very near. The old mans eyes were shut, and he looked pinched and sunken, and as if he were ten years older than in the morning. One hand that lay outside the bed moved a little, and the fingers picked at the blanket. He hasnt stirred all day except his arm, and that hand once in a while, as you see it now.

Mrs. Haynes knew better than he what it meant, and she gave a long look and turned away with a heavy sigh. Hes death-struck, she whispered, but he may hold out for a good spell yet. Hes been a master strong man; I should ha said yesterday he had as good a chance as any one of us. Hes been the best neighbor I ever had, I know that, and she sat down by the fire, and did not speak for a while. She had not taken it in that her old neighbor was nearing his end until she saw him, and her excitement and curiosity at hearing the news gave way to sincere sorrow. Hell be a great loss, said she in a changed voice, after some little time. I do know but I shall miss him more than anybody, except it was one of our own folks.

Hes been like father and mother both to me, answered the young man, sorrowfully. I cant bear to think of getting along without him.

Yes, youll have to look out for yourself now, Andrer, said Mrs. Haynes. I dont know s youre to blame for not being of a turn for farming, but I spose youll have a wife to look after, and its a poor sort of a man that cant keep whats give to him. Susans a good smart girl; itll be a great thing for you to have a stirrin wife. Andrew winced at this thrust, which had not been given through any malice, for Mrs. Haynes was a kind-hearted woman, if she did happen to be a little wanting in tact. Youll have to put right to it, next summer, to fetch the place up. I come across the seven-acre piece to save time as I come along, and its run out dreadfully within a year or two. It didnt look to me as if it would be fit for much more than pasture, unless it had a sight laid out on it. I dont see how the old gentleman come to neglect it so; he used to take a good deal of pains with that piece years ago, — he cut a sight of hay off of it one spell.

It seemed heartless to young Phillips that she should speak slightingly of the man who lay there unable to defend himself. He has been breaking up this good while, said he, but I never seemed to see it before.

Down in the kitchen the neighbors were talking together. The pitcher of cider had come from the very oldest barrel in the cellar, and it had set the tongues of the company wagging. Mrs. Goodsoe had gone home; she said with a heavy sigh that there was nobody but herself to do anything, and she would be over again before bed-time if her lameness wasnt too bad. She tied a great brown-checked gingham handkerchief over her head, and pinned a despairing old black shawl tight round her thin shoulders, and went out into the night.

If you can make it convenient, I hope youll be over in the morning, Mis Goodsoe, said Betsey.

If its so that I can, groaned the departing guest.

She wouldnt miss of it, snapped Mrs. Beedle, as the door was shut. And Betsey answered, — 

There! I didnt want her no more n an old fly and she always did make my flesh creep, but I knew Mr. Dennett wouldnt want nobodys feelings hurt.

I dont see what folks always wants to be complaining for, said Mrs. Beedle. She always was just so when she was a girl. Nothin ever suits her. She aint had no more troubles to bear than the rest of us, but you never see her that she didnt have a chapter to lay before ye. Ive got s much feelin as the next one, but when folks drives in their spiggits and wants to draw a bucketful o compassion every day right straight along, there does come times when it seems as if the barl was getting low.

Mr. Beedle and Betsey chuckled a little over this, approvingly. Mr. Martin was dozing at his end of the settle, but presently he roused himself, and asked Mr. Beedle, drowsily, Do ye know what Otis got for them sticks o rock-maple?

I dont, said Mr. Beedle; theyre for ship timber, I understood. I heard yisterday he was going to cut some o them white oaks near his house, the second-sized ones; they was extra nice ones for keels o vessels, I was told.

They aint suitable for keels, said Nathan scornfully. He had once worked in a ship-yard, and was always delighted to parade his superior knowledge before his land-locked neighbors. They might be going to use them for kilsons or sister-kilsons. This was added after grave reflection, and Mr. Beedle tried to remember what part of a ship a sister-keelson was but he could not do it; and he asked Betsey Morris for the lantern, and the two men went out to the barn to look after the cattle, leaving the women alone together.

Mis Haynes seems to be stopping up-stairs quite a while, said Mrs. Beedle.

I expect Andrers glad to have her; he aint much used to sickness. Poor Andrer! I expect hell take it very hard, losing of his uncle, said Betsey.

Well, I tell ye a fat sorrows a good sight easier to bear than a lean one; and then hes got Susan. How that girl, that might have taken her pick, ever come to take up with Andrer Phillips is more n I know. (Mrs. Beedles own daughter had at one time paid Andrew a good deal of attention.) She want one to drop like a ripe apple off a bough the first time she got asked.

Now Mis Beedle, said Betsey with a good deal of spirit, Andrer aint the worst fellow that ever was. She might ha done a good deal worse, even if he want expectin property. I dont doubt she had an eye to the means, myself, but hes stiddy as a clock, and his uncle always said he had a good mind. He aint had to work for his livin; and the old sir never was one that wanted to give up the reins. He expected the boy to live here after him, and he never had it on his mind to put him to a trade. Hell make a farmer yet; theres a sight o girls turns out good housekeepers that never had no care before they was married. And Andrers got a sight o book-learnin.

Book-learnin! said Mrs. Beedle, with a jerk of her head. Hes a book-fool, if ever there was one. But I aint goin to set in judgment, she added in a different tone, suddenly mindful that the young man was likely to be her nearest and richest neighbor in a few hours. I always set everything by his mother. Her and me was the same years childn, and was fetched up together. Dont ever hint I said anything that wasnt pleasant. I aint one that wants to make trouble, and hell find me a good neighbor. Anybody has to speak out sometimes.

I aint one to make trouble, neither, said Betsey. Ive wondered sometimes, myself, he didnt spudge up and be somebody; his uncle never would ha thwarted him, but then he never give a sign he wasnt satisfied. And Andrer never give him a misbeholden word, — I can answer for that.

The doctor came and went, telling the women that he could not say how long the patient might last.

I spose folks knows of it all over town? asked Betsey, meekly conscious of the importance of the occasion and her own consequence.

Yes, yes, said the doctor, who stood warming his great fur coat before the fire, having declined the offer of supper or something hot, for he was in a hurry to get home. His gig rattled away out of the yard, and silence once more fell on the house. Andrew came down-stairs for a little while, looking grieved and tired, and said that he meant to watch, at least until midnight; the doctor thought that his uncle might be conscious before he died. Then Mrs. Haynes came down, and after a while Mrs. Beedle and Betsey tiptoed up the stairs, and as they listened outside the door they heard some one speaking.

You dont suppose hes got his reason? whispered one to the other, and they waited a minute or two; it was very cold in the little entry.

Yes, sir, they heard Andrew say gently, youve had an ill turn; and then all was silent again.

I mustnt forget those town orders. I cant seem to think where they are, said a weak voice that was as unlike as possible the cheerful loud tone in which Mr. Dennett had usually spoken.

Dont try to think, uncle, said Andrew. Dont you feel as if you could eat a little broth? But there was no answer.

I shant stand for selecman another year; its a good deal o trouble, said the weak voice, after a minute or two.

He thinks its this mornin, poor creatur, whispered Betsey. I guess Ill step down and get that broth; what do you think? Perhaps he would take a little. But when she came back she found it was not wanted. Mrs. Beedle had gone in, and the master of the house lay dying. They stood by the bedside watching, with awe-struck faces, while the mortal part of him fought fiercely for a minute to keep its soul, which had gently and surely taken itself away. There was this minute of distress and agony, and afterward the tired and useless body was still. The old mans face took on a sweet and strange look of satisfaction, — a look of rest, as if it found its sleep of death most welcome and pleasant. So soon it was over, the going away which the bravest of us shudder at sometimes and dread; but dying seems after all, to those who watch it oftenest, a simple and natural and blessed thing, and one forgets the lifeless body in a sudden eagerness to follow the living soul into the new world.

The funeral was appointed for Saturday, and everybody was busy. Andrew instinctively took command, and Betsey and the women who came to help her consulted him with unwonted deference. The house had to be swept and dusted and put in order, and there were great preparations going on in the kitchen; for old Mr. Dennett had been a hospitable man, and it should not be said that any one went away from his house hungry.

I declare, it dont seem more than yesterday it was Thanksgiving, and he made me make up double the mince pies I did last year. I little thought what they was going to be for, said Betsey Morris, whose heart was very sad.

The morning after Mr. Dennett had died, a letter came for him from an old friend in Boston, who had left that part of the country in his boyhood, and had made his fortune and become rich and prominent. None of his own family were living there, and he claimed Mr. Dennetts hospitality on the score of their early friendship and the occasional business letters which had passed between them since. Andrew was a little afraid at first to tell Betsey of this additional care, but she received the news graciously. She said, mournfully, how pleased the old gentleman would have been; but she thought also that she would show the city guest that they knew how to do things if they did live in the country, and since her pride as a housekeeper was put to its utmost test, she was not sorry to have so worthy a spectator among her audience.

But a new interest quickly followed this, for one of the women whispered to another that Andrew could not find the will. He had supposed that it was safe in the keeping of old Mr. Estes, who was the only lawyer in that region; but Mr. Estes had happened to say that two or three weeks before, Mr. Dennett had taken it home with him. Andrew was told that it was written on a sheet of blue letter-paper, and sealed with a wafer.

I looked all through the papers in the desk up-stairs, said he to Mrs. Haynes, and in my uncles coat pockets, but I cant seem to find it. It was an evident relief to tell this, and Mrs. Haynes was at once much interested. It must have slipped between some of the other things, or he may have tied it up with some old bills, or something, by mistake. I suppose Betsey dont know?

But she did not, and was deeply concerned, for she had long indulged hopes of a legacy. She helped Andrew look all through the pigeon-holes again, and in every likely and unlikely place they could think of; but it was no use, and the fear took possession of them that Mr. Dennett might have destroyed it, meaning to make another will, and never had done so.

He told me only a week or two ago, said Andrew, that everything was going to be mine, and I might do as I chose. I was speaking to him about the barn; you know he had set his mind on altering it. I dont know what to think, and he went to the bedside and lifted the sheet from the dead mans face; but he looked white and indifferent, and kept his secrets.

The days crept by until Saturday, and each night two neighbors came to watch, after the old custom; and those who were lying awake in the house could hear them every little while tramp up the stairs and down again, and the grumble of their voices as they talked together in the kitchen, trying to keep themselves awake. On Friday Mr. Dunning came, and was shocked to find that the only person he really cared very much to see had so lately died; but he accepted Andrews invitation, and made up his mind to stay until the funeral, discovering that it was expected of him and looked upon as desirable. There was a strange contrast between him and his old friend; the city man looked much younger in his well-fitting clothes, and his quick, business-like manner gave him an air of youth which was in great contrast to Mr. Dennetts slow, farmer-like ways. As he had grown older he had found himself thinking more and more about the people he had known when he was a boy, and the places where he had worked and played. It seemed strange at first to see hardly any familiar faces, and he had a curious sense of loneliness as he sat, himself an object of great interest, among the mourners; and the pomp and piety of the old-fashioned country funeral interested him not a little. The people gathered from far and near to pay respect to the good man who had died; and they came in by twos and threes, with solemn faces, to look at him, and many of them touched his face, lest they might have bad dreams of him. It was the first time his friends had come to his house and he had not welcomed them, but he lay in his coffin unmindful of them all, looking strange and priest-like in the black robe in which they had shrouded him. It was a bleak, cold day, and he would have looked more comfortable, and certainly more familiar, in his own old coat that was faded a little on the shoulders.

Betsey Morris was dressed in proper black, and was crying softly, with a big pocket handkerchief held close to her face, which she occasionally moved aside a little as the people came in, to dart a glance at them. Andrew looked worn and anxious. Every one told him that the will must be found, but he was by no means certain, and if it did not come to light he was left penniless. He was only the nephew of Stephen Dennetts wife, and though he had been always treated as a son he had never been formally adopted. Several people noticed that he had a manly look that they never had seen before, but for his part he felt helpless and adrift.

After a long and solemn silence the old minister rose to speak of the departed pillar of the church and town, as he called Mr. Dennett, and the old clock in the kitchen ticked louder than ever in the hush that followed. After the remarks were ended he lifted the great Bible which was lying ready on the light stand, and read slowly and reverently the short and solemn last chapter of Ecclesiastes; and, though there were fewer young people to heed the preachers warning than old people to regret their long delay, it seemed to fit the occasion best. Or even the silver cord be loosed, or the golden bowl broken, he read in his trembling voice; for man goeth to his long home, and the mourners go about the streets. He thought of his kind friend and generous parishioner, and it was said afterward that, though the old parson was an able preacher and gifted in prayer, he never had spoken as he did that day. He knew this chapter by heart; he had read it at many a funeral before and he repeated the last few verses, lowering the Bible as he held it in his arms, for it was heavy, and out from between the leaves slid a thin folded paper, which went wavering through the air to the floor; it was sealed with a big red wafer, and one or two persons who sat close by and saw it, knew by a sudden instinct that it was the missing will.

Andrew Phillips turned very pale for a moment, and then as suddenly flushed. He started from his chair, but his respect for the time and place checked him, and with great propriety he nodded to the old woman at whose feet it had fallen, — a distant connection of the family, a feeble, wheezing old creature, — who had made a great effort to be present. She stooped over stiffly and picked it up; she looked as if it were only a commonplace paper, which must not litter the floor on such a day. The minister had already begun his prayer, but when he besought the Lord that the memory of the departed might be a lesson, and that the young man on whom his mantle was to fall might prove himself worthy of it, Andrew prayed for himself still more heartily, and before the coffin-lid was screwed down he bent over and kissed his uncles forehead. Some of the womens eyes filled with tears; he might not be a go-ahead young man, but his fondness for his uncle was unaffected, and, being his uncles heir and standing in his place, his feelings were much more to be respected than if he were still a dependent.

When the mourners were called out he meant, as he went by old Mrs. Towners chair, to take the will. He had tried to call her attention, and make her understand that he wanted the paper; but she was dull of sight, and sat there watching the proceedings with intense interest. Andrew was shy, and he had a horror of seeming anxious about the property before all the people; and when he and Betsey were called (Mr. Lysander Dennett and family, the only cousins, not responding), he went out into the yard, a little uneasy at heart, to take his place at the head of the procession.

They walked two by two across the wind-blown field to the little family burying-ground. It was a long procession, and the doctor was one of the mourners; he had pleaded in vain critical cases in the next town, for his wife, mindful of the exactions of society, would not hear to any excuses. He shivered and grumbled as he walked with her to the grave. I shall be out every night for a week after this, looking after lung fevers, said he. I dont see why people must go through with just so much! and he hastily brushed away a cold tear that had started down his cheek when he caught sight of the clumsy coffin as it was carried unevenly along in the hands of the bearers. He had been deeply attached to old Mr. Dennett, but the people who walked before him thought he showed very little feeling. When they were nearing the house again some one came running out and spoke to the doctor, who followed him hurriedly; the word was passed from one to another that old widow Towner was in some kind of a fit, and Andrews first thought was of the will, for it was she who had it in her pocket.

She had stayed behind to keep the house, being so feeble, and spent with a long walk in the cold. Foolish for old people to be out in such perishing weather, said the doctor to himself as he bent over her. Shes gone, poor soul, he told the startled people who were crowding round him. She was lying near the fire-place, on the kitchen floor; she had been putting on some wood. Ive been expecting this, — shes had a heart complaint these twenty years, said the doctor.

And the will had disappeared again. They looked in her pocket, but it was not there, and there was no trace of it anywhere; only at the side of the fire were some scraps of half-burnt writing paper, — the order in which people had been called out to take their places in the procession. I meant to keep that, said Betsey Morris, almost angrily. Whether the old widow had been a little dazed and had burnt the will also, nobody knew, but it was certainly gone. She had been trying to put the house in order a little; some of the borrowed chairs were already standing outside the door, for she was familiar with the contents of the house. Poor little drudge! she had worked to the very end.

It was almost too great an excitement for the towns-people; most of them had just heard of the missing will for the first time, and the crowd of wagons disappeared slowly. This sudden death was a great drawback to the funeral feast, but Betsey managed skillfully to muster those guests who were to stay, for that was an important part of the rites. Poor old widow Towner was comfortably disposed of, and wrapped in some coverlids, and carried away on the floor of a wagon to the desolate little black house where she had lived alone for many years; and then the tables were laid, and the company gravely ate and drank their fill.

Andrew saw his lady-love alone only for a minute after the funeral. I wish I could stay and help you look for it, said she, but father says theres a storm coming and wed better get home. It annoyed him to find that her only thought was of the will. To be sure, it was uppermost in his own mind, but he had too lately seen his oldest and kindest friend put into a frozen grave to be quite forgetful of him, and he would have liked best for Susan to sympathize with the better part of his thoughts. It flashed through his mind that he had once heard some one say that Susan had an eye to the windward, but he held her hand the more affectionately for a moment, as he helped her into her fathers wagon, and tucked in the buffalo skin with care by way of making amends for such injustice. There had been times when it had seemed to him that Susan could not understand his best thoughts, and that she was a little bored if he talked about subjects instead of people, and he sighed a little and felt lonely as he went back to the house. The higher you climb, the fewer you have for company, he said to himself; and it struck him as being a very fine thought.

There was a good deal of conversation going on in the house, and as he opened the kitchen door, where the women were busy clearing away the supper, there was a sudden hush. To tell the truth, they had been taking sides on the question of Susans being willing to marry him if the will could not be found.

You neednt tell me, said our friend Mrs. Beedle, as she stood at the closet putting away some plates. Susan neverd had him in the world if it hadnt been for the property. I always thought shed a looked another way if the dollars hadnt shone in her eyes. I dont blame her. I shouldnt pick out Andrer for his self alone. Id as soon live on biled rice the year round. I like to see a young fellow thats got some snap to him.

But there, now hes got to be his own master he may start up, suggested some one. I always thought well of Andrer.

Land, so did I! said Mrs. Beedle, with surprise. I aint saying nothing against him. What do you guess old lady Towner could a done with the will? It dont seem like her to have burnt it. But she neednt have burnt the paper o names for the procession; theyre usually kept. I know weve got em to our house for every funeral thats been since I can remember: granthers, and grandmaams, and old Aunt Hittys, and all. She had an awful sight o folks follow her. You know she want but half-sister to grandther, and owned half the farm. T was her right to have a good funeral, and she had it; they set out the best there was. Her own mother was a Shepley, and she had over thirty own cousins on the Shepley side, and they were a dreadful clannish set. I know we set the supper table over five times; mother always said it was a real pleasant occasion; t was in September, and a beautiful day for a funeral, and all the family gathered together. I dont more n just remember it myself. Aunt Hitty was in her ninety-fourth year, and of course her death wasnt no calamity, for she hadnt had her mind for above two years. I was small, but I can see just how she looked. Shed get a word fixed in her mind in the morning, and shed keep it a-going all day; sometimes shed call grandther by name, and I reclect one day she said divil, divil, divil, till it seemed as if we couldnt stand it no longer.

I do hope I shant out-live my usefulness, whined a thin little old woman in black. I always had a dread o being a burden to others.

I say, said Mrs. Beedle stoutly, that old folks has a right to be maintained and done for; it aint no favor to them. It looks dreadful hard to me, that after youve toiled all your good years, and laid up what you could, and stood in your lot and place as long as you had strength, the minute you get feeble youre begrudged the food you eat and the chair you set in. Whats the use of scanting yourself and laying up a little somethin, and seeing other folks spend it! Some aint got no feelins for the old, but for my part I like to make em feel of consequence.

Poor old Mis Towner! said a pleasant-faced woman. It keeps coming over me about her; somehow it seems to me as if she had been dreadful desolate, livin all alone so. She would do it; manys the time weve asked her to our house to stop through a cold spell or a storm, but she never seemed inclined. I thought when I see her coming in to-day shed better be to home; but she always was a great hand to go to funerals when she could, and then bein a connection, too. Mis Ash and Mis Thompson said theyd hurry home and be to her place by the time they got her there.

I spose likely she had a little something laid up? asked Betsey Morris.

Enough to bury her, its likely. I know of her having thirty-eight dollars she got for some wood a spell ago. You know she owned a little wood-lot over in the Kimball tract. She picked up a little now and then sellin eggs, but I guess she aint earnt anything tailoring this good while, her eyes have been failin her so.

The will had not been mentioned since Andrew had come in and seated himself on the settle, which had been pushed back from its usual place. It had grown dark, and people had said it was no use to hunt any longer, and he had not the courage to go on with the search; beside, he could only look in the same places over again. He could not help feeling worried; he was impatient for the morrow to come. It seemed to him that all this suffering and loss was felt by himself alone. It was like a tornado that had blown through his life, but everybody else appeared to be on the whole enjoying it, and to have a great deal to talk about. He thought, as he listened to the busy, gossiping women, how cheerless and friendless an old age must be when there was no money in a mans pocket, and for the first time in his life he felt poor, and fearful of the future, which had always seemed secure until then. He remembered how often his uncle had said, Its a cold world when youve nothing to give it; and somehow there was a great difference in his own mind between his sitting there, uncertain and almost unnoticed, and his receiving the people earlier in the afternoon, as the chief mourner and his uncles heir. He was the master of the house for the time being; to be sure, the will was missing then, but now it had disappeared almost before his face and eyes. This sudden change in his fortune seemed very strange and sad to him, and he wished Susan had not gone home. Their love for each other was left, at any rate, and he was rich again in the thought that she was his; and then a dreadful doubt came, — what if she had an eye to the windward? But he crushed this serpent of a thought instantly.

Later Mr. Dunning came in; he had gone home with some old acquaintances who lived not far away, and had spent part of the evening. The snow had already begun to sift down as if there were a long storm coming; the people had all gone away, and Andrew and Betsey Morris and their guest were left to themselves.

Now tell me what this trouble is about the will, said Mr. Dunning; and Andrew went over the story briefly.

It looks dark for you, said Mr. Dunning, but it doesnt seem as if anybody in their senses would burn such a thing without knowing what it was; however, she may not have been in her senses. It is a pity you did not take it yourself before you left the house. Betsey thought so too, and could have mentioned that everybody said it was just like him. It seems to me that she might have put it back in the Bible again, thinking it was a family record, or something of that kind.

I thought of that, and I looked there, but I could not find it, said Andrew; but he went into the best room and brought out the Bible, and looked through it carefully, leaf by leaf.

Who is the heir at law? asked Mr. Dunning; and he was told that it was a cousin of Mr. Dennetts, old Lysander Dennett, who lived seventeen or eighteen miles away. It would have been a great sorrow to the old gentleman if he had thought of his property going in that direction.

He would have given what he had to the State sooner than have such a thing happen! said Betsey, excitedly. I believe hed turn over in his grave. You know he was a very set man, but he did have excellent judgment.

I wish I had come a little sooner; I should like to have seen Stephen again, said Mr. Dunning; and they were all silent for a time.

Why dont you put your uncles death in the Bible, now youve got it right here, Andrer? asked Betsey, and she brought the little stone bottle of ink, and Andrew carefully wrote the name and date. He was the last of them, said Betsey mournfully, and they was always respectable folks. I suppose you remember the old people well as I do, Mr. Dunning? — 

Mr. Dunning was not used to feeling sleepy at half-past nine, though that hour was unusually late for his entertainers, and finding that he seemed disposed to linger, Andrew put more wood on the fire, and drew some cider, and brought some apples from the cellar, and the guest seemed very comfortable. It was like old times, he said. He asked Andrew a great many questions about the old dwellers in the town, what had become of the boys and girls he used to know; and at last he asked the young man some questions about himself, and suddenly said, with a directness that was startling, In case of the wills not turning up, what do you mean to do?

I have hardly had time to think, said Andrew, flushing; and then, being sure of sympathy, he opened his heart to the gray-headed man, who seemed to him to be finishing his life while he was just beginning. I believe I havent a very good reputation, Mr. Dunning, but I feel sure I could make something of myself if I had the chance. I never have had anything to do that I liked to do. I never took to farming; my uncle never wanted to give up the reins, and I didnt want him to. He couldnt bear the thought of my going away and leaving him, and you know there isnt much business in a farming town like this for a young man. I dont know which way to turn, said poor Andrew, a sense of the misery of the situation coming over him as it never had before. I dont want to blame the best friend I ever had, but I wish now he had put me to some business or other.

Yes, yes, answered Mr. Dunning absently. It would have made it easier for you, perhaps; but if you didnt start of your own accord, he probably didnt want to push you; he was glad to have you here. My boys are all scattered; and then he said no more for a while. Andrew felt half rebuked, and half convinced that it had been right to stay at home. He suspected that his guest was thinking of his own affairs, and wished he had not told so long a story.

All night long Andrew turned and tossed in his bed, and thought about his troubles, until his head ached, and it was a relief when it was time to get up in the early dark morning and go out to feed the cattle. As soon as it was light and breakfast was over, they all hunted again for the will, high and low, up-stairs and down, but it was no use; and later they went decorously to meeting. The neighbors came in, and Mr. Dunning was the hero of the hour, and was treated with great ceremony and honor. He was a well-known man, and his coming was taken as a great favor. Mr. Dennetts fame had been only provincial, and Andrews perplexities would wait to be considered later. It was a very exciting time, and the people met together in the farm-house kitchens and had a great deal to say to one another. One day had been much like another for a great while before that week, and life had been like reading one page of a book over and over again.

Early Monday morning Mr. Dunning went away. Andrew drove him over to the village to take the stage. He used to dream in his boyhood that he would come back some day a rich man; the dream had come true; but there was after all a dreary pathos in it. Everybody had made a king of him, and had seemed proud if he remembered them, and yet, — he did not care as he used to think he should. He said he meant to come back in the summer, and he told Andrew that he hoped to find him master of the place; and Andrew made a desperate effort to smile. If I can do anything for you, you must let me know, my boy, said he. I thought a great deal of your uncle; he did me some good turns when we were young together.

I have often heard him say that he wished he could see you again, said the young man. He would have been so pleased to have this visit. He used to speak of your sitting together always at school, and he used to be so proud when he read your name in the papers.

Mr. Dunning coughed a little and looked away and asked the name of one of the hills which he had forgotten. Yes, I wish I could have seen him once more, he said after a few minutes; and then he was forced to think of his own schemes and plans, for he was on his way back to his every-day world again.

It was only two or three days before Betsey Morris heard the sound of bells, and looked out of the window to see Mr. Lysander Dennett coming in from the road, driving a lame white horse in an old high-backed sleigh. Andrew had gone to see Susan Mathes, so she was all alone. She told herself that Mr. Dennett might have waited a full week before he came spying round, and she would not go to the door to welcome him; so he was a long time putting his horse under a shed and covering him with the buffalo robe, which was worn until it looked fit for only a blacksmiths apron. He stamped the snow off his boots and flapped his arms to get the stiffness out, for it was very cold; the sky looked as if there were another storm coming. He dallied as long as possible, hoping that somebody would come out; but at last he summoned courage, and crossed the yard to the house and knocked at the door. Betsey had been slyly watching him through the window with a grim chuckle, but she kept him waiting a few minutes longer, and then met him with affected surprise. She was apparently hospitable, but she placed a chair for him almost into the fire itself, and entreated him to lay off his coat and stop, it was so long since he had been over, — a cruel thrust at him for not having been at the funeral. He never did come less it was after money, mean-spirited old toad! thought she.

Cousin Lysander was slow of speech; he unwound a long, dingy, yarn comforter from his throat, and then he bent forward and rubbed his hands together before the fire. He had a curious, narrow face, with a nose like a beak, and thin straggling hair and whiskers, with two great ears that stood out as if they were a schooners sails wing-and-wing. Betsey drew her chair to the other side of the fire-place, and began to knit angrily.

We was dreadful concerned to hear o cousin Stephens death, said the poor man. He went very sudden, didnt he? Gret loss he is.

Yes, said Betsey, he was very much looked up to; and it was some time before the heir plucked up courage to speak again.

Wife and me was lotting on getting over to the funeral; but its a gret ways for her to ride, and it was a perishin day that day. Shes ben troubled more than common with her phthisic since cold weather come. I was all crippled up with the rheumatism; we want neither of us fit to be out (plaintively). T was all I could do to get out to the barn to feed the stock while Jonas and Tim was gone. My boys was over, I spose ye know? I don know s they come to speak with ye; theyre backward with strangers, but theyre good stiddy fellows.

Them was the louts that was hanging round the barn, I guess, said Betsey to herself.

Theyre the main-stay now; theyre ahead of poor me aready. Jonas, hes got risin a hundred dollars laid up, and I believe Tims got something too, — hes younger, ye know?

But Betsey gave her chair an angry hitch at this mixture of humility and brag, and then was a little ashamed of herself, for the memory of old Mr. Dennetts kindness and patience rebuked her. Ive always heard they was good boys, she said. Mr. Dennett was speakin of em only last week; he thought Jonas must be about out of his time.

Next June, said Lysander, taking heart.

(I come just as near saying that he spoke of leavin them something, said Betsey afterward, but I didnt. I thought he might as well tell right out what he come for.)

Andrers away, I take it?

And Betsey answered yes, but that he would be back early. He went off before dinner; hes got to be home to see some folks thats coming. Youd better stop, now youre over, she said, and her tone was milder. She was a tender-hearted soul, and she had made him uncomfortable until she was miserable herself.

I tell you I dread to see Andrer, said the old man sincerely, in almost a whisper. I thought I might as well come and have it over with, but I tell you when I got into the yard I wished I was home again. Sometimes I dont feel as if I had a mite o right to what Stephen meant to give to somebody else; but Andrer aint got his proofs, and my boys has had a hard chance. Somehow or nother, its always been up-hill work to our place, and I feel s if the law gives it to me, its the will o Providence, and I aint got no right to set my will aginst it. But I want to make things pleasant with Andrer; I thought if I come right over, and we talked it over pleasant together, we could fix it someway for the best. I mean well, Betsey, I tell ye honest I do; and if we find out what Stephen calclated to do for you, you shall have every cent, if it has to come out o my part.

I aint thought no great about that, said Betsey, who was already considering what there was in the house to make a hearty supper for him, he looked so starved and timid, like an old white rabbit. But I do feel for Andrer, — you know how he has been brought up. There he is now, I declare, and hes fetched Susan with him, and she bustled out to greet them, leaving the visitor more unhappy and at a loss than ever. He had thought that everything was getting on comfortably, and he meant to lay his case before Betsey Morris, and then steal away lest he might encounter Andrew, and the idea of meeting Susan was particularly unpleasant. But he reflected that it would all have to be gone through with some time or other, and he sat up as straight as he could in his chair, prepared to hold his own.

Betsey shut the kitchen door after her, and went out a few steps to speak to them before they drove on into the shed. Lysanders come, — and for the life of her she could not help a smile. I was mad at first, but when I come to see how meachin he was I turned to and pitied him, just as your uncle used to. Hed scold dreadfully when he see him a-coming, but he always loaded up his old wagon for him when he went home. I guess you can have things pretty much as you want em.

Andrew frowned. He had to go through same process of mind as Betsey, but he achieved it in about the same length of time; and though he was very angry at first, after he had put up his own horse he gave the lame white beast a big measure of corn and a pitchforkful of hay, and put her in the warmest stall. He still felt as if he would like to ill-treat her master as he went into the house. Old Lysander looked more meaching than ever, as Betsey had expressed herself, and Susan sat near the fire, looking cross and cold. She was a pretty girl, but not a very good-tempered one, and it had been a serious annoyance to her to find that there was some danger of her having to come down from the high perch she had taken as mistress in prospect of the Dennett farm. Andrew had been laughed at for his old-fashioned, sober ways, and for his minds habit of wool-gathering. Some blunders he had made were kept alive as great jokes, and he had suffered from contrast with a smart young fellow who had come from the nearest large town, and was clerk at the country store and post-office. He had a way with him, and Andrew had not, and Susans heart had been pulled in both directions.

Andrew shook hands cordially with the old man; he looked a little like Mr. Dennett, and it seemed as if some thin and weather-beaten likeness of him were sitting there, forlorn, before his own fire, or as if he had come back unsuccessful from his adventure into the next world. Youll stop all night, of course, said the young man. Its rough traveling, and its getting dark now. You wont think of going home. I put up your horse. I suppose you want to have a little talk about business, too. It was hard work to say this, and Susans eyes snapped and grew very black. I wonder he dont ask him right off if he cant stop here himself, she muttered, and Betsey thought he was too free-spoken altogether. Lysander was evidently touched by this great civility. He had expected to he treated dreadfully, and to tell the truth, though his wife had started him off early in the morning, he had lingered all day at one place and another along the road.

It grew dark very soon, and Andrew went out to bring in the wood for the night and to do his usual work; and after a while he came in, looking pleasanter than before, which made Susan crosser. She was an honest and just girl according to her lights, and she would not have wished her lover to keep what was not his, but it was her way to make everybody feel that it was injustice, and that Andrew was making somebody else an out-and-out present for his consciences sake. She was treating poor Lysanders attempts at conversation with lofty disdain, and he grew more and more humble, and consequently disagreeable. He felt that he was creeping into this good luck by a very crooked way, and it did not behoove him to put on airs and march in upon his possessions with his banners flying; and though he said to himself over and over that the law makes the best will after all; that he was certainly Stephens next of kin and always had had a hard time, and that Andrew had been given many favors by somebody who was no blood relation, yet he was very sorry for the young fellow, and showed his sympathy as well as he knew how.

I come over a purpose to say to ye that I mean to do whats right about this, he said at last, at the end of a long and awkward pause. Ive asked advice, and I find the property comes to me by the law. But I know Stephen had it in his mind to give you the best part of what he had, and I want to do whats fair and right, and so does my woman and the boys. Well leave it out to anybody you name, or you may have your say, or well share even. I dont want to have no trouble. The first thing I says when I got wind of it was I neverd touch a cent by claim; but when I come to think it over, its come by law, and our folks havent laid up nothin to speak of; its been so we couldnt. My sons are smart, stiddy fellows, and Id like to let the youngest one have some schooling; he always took to his book. I dont want to be a drag on em, when it gets so I cant work. I want ye to think well about it and let me know. I wont hurry ye, and well make out the papers all square whenever you say.

Whining old thing! said Susan to herself; and Betsey left her chair and hurried to the closet, impatiently, for nothing whatever, and gave the door a little slam when she shut it again.

Andrew moved a little in his chair. No, Mr. Dennett, said he, bravely. I couldnt touch a cent unless the will was found. If I had ever seen it, and knew for certain what was in it, perhaps I should act different; but as it is I should feel as if I was living on you, and I shouldnt like that. The law gives you the property, as you say, and I hope you and your folks will be comfortable here. I want to speak about one thing: my uncle told me he had left Betsey five hundred dollars; he spoke to me about it several times, and I promised I would see to it when anything happened to him. He said he wanted to feel she would be comfortable when she got to be old. Im much obliged to you for what you say, and for coming right over and talking fair and kind.

Betsey told herself then that he talked like a fool, but she always insisted afterwards that he did speak up like a man. Susan thought her lover was better looking than he used to be; she really admired him at that moment, but her heart sank within her. He is dreadful high-flown, she said to herself, with an uneasy sense of what might be required of her as to noble ideas in years to come, if he went on in this way. It was hard, when she had been thinking they would be the two richest young people in town, to find that Andrew had decided to make them almost the poorest. She wished him to go to law; she thought she was fond of him, but people had always known he had no turn for business, and she had trusted to her own wits to make the farm pay well. Andrew had talked to her in a way that touched her heart only that afternoon, as they drove over, and had told her that he meant to be somebody for her sake, and make her proud of him yet; and she had smiled and kissed him with great affection, but it had been almost too cold for love-making, and she was a sadly disappointed girl.

They spent a solemn evening. Old Lysander talked a great deal about the weather and the likelihood of there being more snow before morning, and then he fell asleep and snored; and later Andrew walked over with Susan to her aunts, where she was going to spend a day or two, as often happened. She was dreading to meet her relatives, but Andrew was on provokingly good terms with himself. He told Susan that she was everything to him, and he didnt care about losing the farm so long as he had her; and she said that she wasnt half good enough for him, and resolved that she wouldnt break his heart now, for he was a well-meaning fellow, but before spring there would be some way she could get out of it. 

The short winter days that followed were dreary enough to the hero of this story. His comfortable life had always seemed a certainty to him, and now new cares and perplexities had fallen heavily upon him. He could not help noticing that there was a change in the manner of his neighbors, and Betsey often mentioned that she could not imagine how her sister got on without her, and was evidently in a hurry to settle herself in her new home. The Dennetts had asked them both to stay until spring at the farm, when they meant to make a change, and it seemed the best thing to do; but Andrew kept himself busier than ever before in his life, lest he might be accused of idling and eating another mans bread. He undertook to keep the district school nearby, and succeeded tolerably well, and it was a great satisfaction to be earning something. He hunted far and near for some employment, until he was discouraged. He knew that Susan would despise his hiring out on a farm for the summer, and there seemed to be nothing else, if there were even that. He felt very forlorn, and sometimes there was a chill in Susans sunshine, which was the saddest thing of all.

One day late in January he made up his mind to write to Mr. Dunning and ask him to find some work for him in Boston, though it was awful to think of going so far away. Susan brightened when he spoke of it, and when a letter was received telling him to come as soon as possible he said good-by to her and went, and some one else finished the town school. He often smiled in after-years to think of the misgivings with which he left his home, and the tremendous distance which seemed to lie between it and the city; it was almost like going off into space. The change to city life was a very great one, and at first he felt as a small boy might who had fastened his sled behind a railway train. However, he proved equal to the place for which Mr. Dunning had recommended him; his steady, painstaking ways found favor with his employers, while he lost some of his natural slowness from being with people who were always in a hurry. He wrote long and edifying letters to Susan, and confided to her his aims and hopes, and his certainty that she would like the city as much as he did. She replied from time to time, but she had by no means the pen of a ready writer; and when, one day, he had been thinking a great deal about her, and wondering gratefully why she had fallen in love with him, a letter came to say that she had decided that they must part. Her father and mother would not consent to her settling so far away, and she hoped they would always be friends; she never had been good enough for him, — which was not honest, since she thought herself much too good. It was a heavy blow, and Andrew was miserable for some time. The loss of the will had involved this loss also, and life seemed very dismal.

But he did not mourn all his days, as at first he thought he should. His business grew very interesting, and he set his heart upon making a fortune, since other people had done it without any more hard work than he was willing to do; and after a while the news reached his old neighbors that his employers thought highly of him and would soon send him out to China, — they being in the tea business. Then even Mrs. Beedle said she always knew there was a good deal to Andrew Phillips, and now folks that had laughed at him were going to see. And sure enough, he did make his way steadily upward, as many a country boy has done before and since. He changed little in reality: he dressed well, and behaved himself in the approved fashion, and gained a good knowledge of the world, and his manner, which had been thought awkward, came to be considered good enough. While in his boyhood he had been called stupid and slow-moulded, among his business friends he passed for a reserved and discreet and cautious man. He never was very attractive; his associates found no fault with him, for his life was honorable and just, but he did not make many personal friends, though he was so much respected. You might have a strong feeling of attachment for him after you had known him long, but that was all; he was not a person whom one could be enthusiastic about. His was not the character which rouses enthusiasm, but after his own fashion he made a success of life, and that cannot always be said of men who are more popular with their fellows and more gifted by nature than he.

He married, after a while, an orphan niece of one of the firm, of which in time he rose to be a partner himself, and everybody thought it was a good match for both of them. The fair Susan was never thought of with a sigh; it is oftener in love stories than in real life that such wounds of the heart take long to heal. The world seems to come to an end, and then is begun anew; after people marry, their earlier lovers are seldom thought of with regret, however dear they were in their day. Andrews wife was a far better wife for him than Susan ever would or could have been, and he always said so to himself when he thought of the matter at all. They had a pleasant house and a pleasant position in society, and our hero often smiled to think of his misery when he found that his uncles estates were not to be his, after all. It was a good while before it flashed through his mind, one day, that it had been a blessing in disguise. There had been eight thousand dollars beside the farm; there never had been a fortune equal to it in that neighborhood; but his own possessions already covered it over and over again, and it made him fairly wretched to think how small and narrow his life would have been if he had stayed at home on the farm, how much he should have missed, and how much less he could have done for himself and for other people. He said more than once that it had been the making of him, and that the hand of God had plainly shaped his course.

After a good many years he went back to his native place; he had been meaning to do it for a long time, and he was somehow often reminded of Mr. Dunnings visit. It was a pleasant week in late summer, and the old town was little changed; only there seemed to be very few old people and a great many younger ones. He went to see every one whom he knew, and his holidays were after all very pleasant. He called upon Susan, and found her old and homely and complaining, though she had married the smart young man at the store, and had been as fond of him as it was her nature to be of any one. It was odd that he was awkward and lank and slow-moulded now, while Andrew was in her eyes a most distinguished and elegant looking man, and she could not imagine how she ever had the courage to dismiss him. You know I always set a great deal by you, Mr. Phillips, she said, with a look that made her a little like the Susan of old. He seemed a part of her triumphant youth, and it brought back all her old pride and ambition. She had meant to be somebody and had failed, and perhaps she never exactly understood where her mistake had been until then. It is likely that from that time forward she occasionally said that she might have been riding in her carriage.

Andrew stayed at the Dennett farm; nothing had ever told him so plainly how different a man he was from what he might have been, or how different a life he led, like coming back to the old house. It seemed very strange to wake up in the morning in his old room, which with unwonted sentiment he had asked if he might occupy. Lysander Dennett had not lived long to enjoy his good fortune, but it had been a great blessing to his sons, who were farmers by nature; and now one lived in the old house, and the other in a new one near by, and they worked the farm together, while they were, by reason of their wealth, two of the foremost citizens, and one of them had even been sent to the legislature. The old place was not altered much. Andrew was reminded of his uncle and of his own boyhood at every step, and he offered to buy one or two old pieces of furniture, which were gladly given to him when he was found to be attached to them; and, since they were brass-mounted and claw-footed, his wife welcomed them with joy, and thought his pilgrimage to his native place had not been in vain. There was a son of Jonas Dennetts at the farm who reminded him of himself in his youth, and he made friends in a grave way with the boy, and said to himself that in a year or two he would give him a start in the world.

It happened the day before he ended his visit was a rainy day, and he was shut up in the house, though between two showers in the morning he had gone over to pay a last call on Mrs. Beedle, who was still living, grown shorter and stouter than ever, until her little head and broad round shoulders made her look like a June bug. She took great pride in Mr. Phillips, who, indeed, had been kind to her in many ways, as well as to Betsey Morris, who had died not long before.

After he had come back he was at his wits end what to do. Jonas Dennett was away and the women were busy, and at last he asked if there were not an old family Bible somewhere in the house, and was directed to the best room, — stiff and dismal as ever, — where it was taken down from the chimney cupboard, as the Bible belonging to the Lysander Dennett branch was occupying the post of honor on the little table in the corner. Andrew caught sight of some other ancient-looking volumes, and he mounted the chair himself, reaching in at arms-length and taking out one old brown book after another. There was nothing very interesting; they were mostly like Laws Serious Call and the Rise and Progress, and some volumes of old sermons by New England divines. The last book was a great volume of Townsends Arrangement of the Old Testament. It was almost as large as the Bible itself, and as he took it out it slipped from his hand and fell to the floor. One of the Dennett children, who stood by, stooped to pick it up, and as Andrew came down from the chair, dusty and disappointed in his search, she gave it to him. There was a paper half out between the leaves, which the fall had dislodged, and he pulled it out to replace it more carefully, thinking of something else all the time; but a strange feeling rushed over him at the sight of it, and he sat down, still holding the big book and the paper, and, to the little girls surprise, he grew very red in the face.

It was strange that after so many years he should have been the one to find the missing will. It was carefully written in his uncles stiff, precise hand, and the farm and all the money, with the exception of Betsey Morriss legacy, and one to the young Dennetts, and some smaller ones to the church and the old minister, were left to his adopted son.

And now Andrew was the rightful heir when he did not wish to be, and he was anything but happy. He remembered the book, and that he looked in it himself; it used to be on a table in that same room, and poor old Mrs. Towner had carefully replaced the paper in the Bible, as she thought, for this book was not unlike it to her half-blind eyes. Soon after the funeral Betsey had put the room severely to rights and had stored the books away in the chimney cupboard, where they had been ever since. He could not imagine how he and the other people who had searched had overlooked this paper; it must have been fastened between two leaves and hidden somehow. Indeed, it had always been a puzzle to him why the will should have been in the Bible at all; it was not like his uncle to put it there; but after all it is only people in real life who do uncharacteristic things. Andrew went out to the barn and sat there alone for a while, listening to the rain on the shingles overhead and wondering what he should do. He had a great affection for the old place, and he would have liked to think it was his, as his uncle wished it to be. It cost a good deal of effort to give it up; but he knew that his wife would find it very dull for even a little while in the summer, and it was too far from the city for him to think of spending much time there. It would give him a great deal of trouble, too. And Jonas and Tim Dennett would be thrown out of their homes; they were worth five or six thousand dollars apiece and their farm now, but they would have to begin life all over again, — they and their wives and children. He was a rich man himself and only a little past middle age, and he came to the conclusion that he would not claim the property that his uncle had given him.

And when he went into the house he stood for a minute in the kitchen warming his hands a little over the stove, which to his sorrow had taken the place of the old fire-place; while nobody was looking he tucked a folded paper in at the draught, and saw it light quickly and burn, and the old wafer spluttered a little, while he felt very solemn, and seemed to his hostess all day to have something on his mind. He had a feeling of regret about it from time to time, and he thought sometimes that it would have been just as well to let them know how generous he had been. But he always told himself, whenever he thought of the will afterward, that it was the best thing for him to do.

So he lost his fortune when he wanted it, and found it was his when he would not take it; but he thought of the old place more and more as he grew older, and Jonas Dennetts boy came to the city that next spring.


AN OCTOBER RIDE.
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IT WAS A fine afternoon, just warm enough and just cool enough, and I started off alone on horseback, though I do not know why I should say alone when I find my horse such good company. She is called Sheila, and she not only gratifies ones sense of beauty, but is very interesting in her character, while her usefulness in this world is beyond question. I grow more fond of her every week; we have had so many capital good times together, and I am certain that she is as much pleased as I when we start out for a run.

I do not say to every one that I always pronounce her name in German fashion because she occasionally shies, but that is the truth. I do not mind her shying, or a certain mysterious and apparently unprovoked jump, with which she sometimes indulges herself, and no one else rides her, so I think she does no harm, but I do not like the principle of allowing her to be wicked, unrebuked and unhindered, and some day I shall give my mind to admonishing this four-footed Princess of Thule, who seems at present to consider herself at the top of royalty in this kingdom or any other. I believe I should not like her half so well if she were tamer and entirely and stupidly reliable; I glory in her good spirits and I think she has a right to be proud and willful if she chooses. I am proud myself of her quick eye and ear, her sure foot, and her slender, handsome chestnut head. I look at her points of high breeding with admiration, and I thank her heartily for all the pleasure she has given me, and for what I am sure is a steadfast friendship between us, — and a mutual understanding that rarely knows a disappointment or a mistake. She is careful when I come home late through the shadowy, twilighted woods, and I can hardly see my way; she forgets then all her little tricks and capers, and is as steady as a clock with her tramp, tramp, over the rough, dark country roads. I feel as if I had suddenly grown a pair of wings when she fairly flies over the ground and the wind whistles in my ears. There never was a time when she could not go a little faster, but she is willing to go step by step through the close woods, pushing her way through the branches, and stopping considerately when a bough that will not bend tries to pull me off the saddle. And she never goes away and leaves me when I dismount to get some flowers or a drink of spring water, though sometimes she thinks what fun it would be. I cannot speak of all her virtues for I have not learned them yet. We are still new friends, for I have only ridden her two years and I feel all the fascination of the first meeting every time I go out with her, she is so unexpected in her ways; so amusing, so sensible, so brave, and in every way so delightful a horse.

It was in October, and it was a fine day to look at, though some of the great clouds that sailed through the sky were a little too heavy-looking to promise good weather on the morrow, and over in the west (where the wind was coming from) they were packed close together and looked gray and wet. It might be cold and cloudy later, but that would not hinder my ride; it is a capital way to keep warm, to come along a smooth bit of road on the run, and I should have time at any rate to go the way I wished, so Sheila trotted quickly through the gate and out of the village. There was a flicker of color left on the oaks and maples, and though it was not Indian-summer weather it was first cousin to it. I took off my cap to let the wind blow through my hair; I had half a mind to go down to the sea, but it was too late for that; there was no moon to light me home. Sheila took the strip of smooth turf just at the side of the road for her own highway, she tossed her head again and again until I had my hand full of her thin, silky mane, and she gave quick pulls at her bit and hurried little jumps ahead as if she expected me already to pull the reins tight and steady her for a hard gallop. I patted her and whistled at her, I was so glad to see her again and to be out riding, and I gave her part of her reward to begin with, because I knew she would earn it, and then we were on better terms than ever. She has such a pretty way of turning her head to take the square lump of sugar, and she never bit my fingers or dropped the sugar in her life.

Down in the lower part of the town on the edge of York, there is a long tract of woodland, covering what is called the Rocky Hills; rough, high land, that stretches along from beyond Agamenticus, near the sea, to the upper part of Eliot, near the Piscataqua River. Standing on Agamenticus, the woods seem to cover nearly the whole of the country as far as one can see, and there is hardly a clearing to break this long reach of forest of which I speak; there must be twenty miles of it in an almost unbroken line. The roads cross it here and there, and one can sometimes see small and lonely farms hiding away in the heart of it. The trees are for the most part young growth of oak or pine, though I could show you yet many a noble company of great pines that once would have been marked with the kings arrow, and many a royal old oak which has been overlooked in the search for ships knees and plank for the navy yard, and piles for the always shaky, up-hill and down, pleasant old Portsmouth bridge. The part of these woods which I know best lies on either side of the already old new road to York on the Rocky Hills, and here I often ride, or even take perilous rough drives through the cart-paths, the wood roads which are busy thoroughfares in the winter, and are silent and shady, narrowed by green branches and carpeted with slender brakes, and seldom traveled over, except by me, all summer long.

It was a great surprise, or a succession of surprises, one summer, when I found that every one of the old uneven tracks led to or at least led by what had once been a clearing, and in old days must have been the secluded home of some of the earliest adventurous farmers of this region. It must have taken great courage, I think, to strike the first blow of ones axe here in the woods, and it must have been a brave certainty of ones perseverance that looked forward to the smooth field which was to succeed the unfruitful wilderness. The farms were far enough apart to be very lonely, and I suppose at first the cry of fierce wild creatures in the forest was an every-day sound, and the Indians stole like snakes through the bushes and crept from tree to tree about the houses watching, begging, and plundering, over and over again. There are some of these farms still occupied, where the land seems to have become thoroughly civilized, but most of them were deserted long ago; the people gave up the fight with such a persistent willfulness and wildness of nature and went away to the village, or to find more tractable soil and kindlier neighborhoods.

I do not know why it is these silent, forgotten places are so delightful to me; there is one which I always call my farm, and it was a long time after I knew it well before I could find out to whom it had once belonged. In some strange way the place has become a part of my world and to belong to my thoughts and my life.

I suppose every one can say, I have a little kingdom where I give laws. Each of us has truly a kingdom in thought, and a certain spiritual possession. There are some gardens of mine where somebody plants the seeds and pulls the weeds for me every year without my ever taking a bit of trouble. I have trees and fields and woods and seas and houses, I own a great deal of the world to think and plan and dream about. The picture belongs most to the man who loves it best and sees entirely its meaning. We can always have just as much as we can take of things, and we can lay up as much treasure as we please in the higher world of thought that can never be spoiled or hindered by moth or rust, as lower and meaner wealth can be. 

As for this farm of mine, I found it one day when I was coming through the woods on horseback trying to strike a shorter way out into the main road. I was pushing through some thick underbrush, and looking ahead I noticed a good deal of clear sky as if there were an open place just beyond, and presently I found myself on the edge of a clearing. There was a straggling orchard of old apple-trees, the grass about them was close and short like the wide door-yard of an old farm-house and into this cleared space the little pines were growing on every side. The old pines stood a little way back watching their children march in upon their inheritance, as if they were ready to interfere and protect and defend, if any trouble came. I could see that it would not be many years, if they were left alone, before the green grass would be covered, and the old apple-trees would grow mossy and die for lack of room and sunlight in the midst of the young woods. It was a perfect acre of turf, only here and there I could already see a cushion of juniper, or a tuft of sweet fern or bayberry. I walked the horse about slowly, picking a hard little yellow apple here and there from the boughs over my head, and at last I found a cellar all grown over with grass, with not even a bit of a crumbling brick to be seen in the hollow of it. No doubt there were some underground. It was a very large cellar, twice as large as any I had ever found before in any of these deserted places, in the woods or out. And that told me at once that there had been a large house above it, an unusual house for those old days; the family was either a large one, or it had made for itself more than a merely sufficient covering and shelter, with no inch of unnecessary room. I knew I was on very high land, but the trees were so tall and close that I could not see beyond them. The wind blew over pleasantly and it was a curiously protected and hidden place, sheltered and quiet, with its one small crop of cider apples dropping ungathered to the ground, and unharvested there, except by hurrying black ants and sticky, witless little snails.

I suppose my feeling toward this place was like that about a ruin, only this seemed older than a ruin. I could not hear my horses foot-falls, and an apple startled me when it fell with a soft thud, and I watched it roll a foot or two and then stop, as if it knew it never would have anything more to do in the world. I remembered the Enchanted Palace and the Sleeping Beauty in the Wood, and it seemed as if I were on the way to it, and this was a corner of that palace garden. The horse listened and stood still, without a bit of restlessness, and when we heard the far cry of a bird she looked round at me, as if she wished me to notice that we were not alone in the world, after all. It was strange, to be sure, that people had lived there, and had had a home where they were busy, and where the fortunes of life had found them; that they had followed out the law of existence in its succession of growth and flourishing and failure and decay, within that steadily narrowing circle of trees.

The relationship of untamed nature to what is tamed and cultivated is a very curious and subtle thing to me; I do not know if every one feels it so intensely. In the darkness of an early autumn evening I sometimes find myself whistling a queer tune that chimes in with the crickets piping and the cries of the little creatures around me in the garden. I have no thought of the rest of the world. I wonder what I am; there is a strange self-consciousness, but I am only a part of one great existence which is called nature. The life in me is a bit of all life, and where I am happiest is where I find that which is next of kin to me, in friends, or trees, or hills, or seas, or beside a flower, when I turn back more than once to look into its face.

The world goes on year after year. We can use its forces, and shape and mould them, and perfect this thing or that, but we cannot make new forces; we only use the tools we find to carve the wood we find. There is nothing new; we discover and combine and use. Here is the wild fruit, — the same fruit at heart as that with which the gardener wins his prize. The world is the same world. You find a diamond, but the diamond was there a thousand years ago; you did not make it by finding it. We grow spiritually, until we grasp some new great truth of God; but it was always true, and waited for us until we came. What is there new and strange in the world except ourselves! Our thoughts are our own; God gives our life to us moment by moment, but He gives it to be our own.

Ye on your harps must lean to hear 
A secret chord that mine will bear.

As I looked about me that day I saw the difference that men had made slowly fading out of sight. It was like a dam in a river; when it is once swept away the river goes on the same as before. The old patient, sublime forces were there at work in their appointed way, but perhaps by and by, when the apple-trees are gone and the cellar is only a rough hollow in the woods, some one will again set aside these forces that have worked unhindered, and will bring this corner of the world into a new use and shape. What if we could stop or change forever the working of these powers! But Nature repossesses herself surely of what we boldly claim. The pyramids stand yet, it happens, but where are all those cities that used also to stand in old Egypt, proud and strong, and dating back beyond mens memories or traditions, — turned into sand again and dust that is like all the rest of the desert, and blows about in the wind? Yet there cannot be such a thing as life that is lost. The tree falls and decays, in the dampness of the woods, and is part of the earth under foot, but another tree is growing out of it; perhaps it is part of its own life that is springing again from the part of it that died. God must always be putting again to some use the life that is withdrawn; it must live, because it is Life. There can be no confusion to God in this wonderful world, the new birth of the immortal, the new forms of the life that is from everlasting to everlasting, or the new way in which it comes. But it is only God who can plan and order it all, — who is a father to his children, and cares for the least of us. I thought of his unbroken promises; the people who lived and died in that lonely place knew Him, and the chain of events was fitted to their thoughts and lives, for their development and education. The world was made for them, and God keeps them yet; somewhere in his kingdom they are in their places, — they are not lost; while the trees they left grow older, and the young trees spring up, and the fields they cleared are being covered over and turned into wild land again. 

I had visited this farm of mine many times since that first day, but since the last time I had been there I had found out, luckily, something about its last tenant. An old lady whom I knew in the village had told me that when she was a child she remembered another very old woman, who used to live here all alone, far from any neighbors, and that one afternoon she had come with her mother to see her. She remembered the house very well; it was larger and better than most houses in the region. Its owner was the last of her family; but why she lived alone, or what became of her at last, or of her money or her goods, or who were her relatives in the town, my friend did not know. She was a thrifty, well-to-do old soul, a famous weaver and spinner, and she used to come to the meeting-house at the Old Fields every Sunday, and sit by herself in a square pew. Since I knew this, the last owner of my farm has become very real to me, and I thought of her that day a great deal, and could almost see her as she sat alone on her doorstep in the twilight of a summer evening, when the thrushes were calling in the woods; or going down the hills to church, dressed in quaint fashion, with a little sadness in her face as she thought of her lost companions and how she did not use to go to church alone. And I pictured her funeral to myself, and watched her carried away at last by the narrow road that wound among the trees; and there was nobody left in the house after the neighbors from the nearest farms had put it to rights, and had looked over her treasures to their hearts content. She must have been a fearless woman, and one could not stay in such a place as this, year in and year out, through the long days of summer and the long nights of winter, unless she found herself good company.

I do not think I could find a worse avenue than that which leads to my farm, I think sometimes there must have been an easier way out which I have yet failed to discover, but it has its advantages, for the trees are beautiful and stand close together, and I do not know such green brakes anywhere as those which grow in the shadiest places. I came into a well-trodden track after a while, which led into a small granite quarry, and then I could go faster, and at last I reached a pasture wall which was quickly left behind and I was only a little way from the main road. There were a few young cattle scattered about in the pasture, and some of them which were lying down got up in a hurry and stared at me suspiciously as I rode along. It was very uneven ground, and I passed some stiff, straight mullein stalks which stood apart together in a hollow as if they wished to be alone. They always remind me of the rigid old Scotch Covenanters, who used to gather themselves together in companies, against the law, to worship God in some secret hollow of the bleak hill-side. Even the smallest and youngest of the mulleins was a Covenanter at heart; they had all put by their yellow flowers, and they will stand there, gray and unbending, through the fall rains and winter snows, to keep their places and praise God in their own fashion, and they take great credit to themselves for doing it, I have no doubt, and think it is far better to be a stern and respectable mullein than a straying, idle clematis, that clings and wanders, and cannot bear wet weather. I saw members of the congregation scattered through the pasture and felt like telling them to hurry, for the long sermon had already begun! But one ancient worthy, very late on his way to the meeting, happened to stand in our way, and Sheila bit his dry head off, which was a great pity.

After I was once on the high road it was not long before I found myself in another part of the town altogether. It is great fun to ride about the country; one rouses a great deal of interest; there seems to be something exciting in the sight of a girl on horseback, and people who pass you in wagons turn to look after you, though they never would take the trouble if you were only walking. The country horses shy if you go by them fast, and sometimes you stop to apologize. The boys will leave anything to come and throw a stone at your horse. I think Sheila would like to bite a boy, though sometimes she goes through her best paces when she hears them hooting, as if she thought they were admiring her, which I never allow myself to doubt. It is considered a much greater compliment if you make a call on horseback than if you came afoot, but carriage people are nothing in the country to what they are in the city.

I was on a good road and Sheila was trotting steadily, and I did not look at the western sky behind me until I suddenly noticed that the air had grown colder and the sun had been for a long time behind a cloud; then I found there was going to be a shower, in a very little while, too. I was in a thinly settled part of the town, and at first I could not think of any shelter, until I remembered that not very far distant there was an old house, with a long, sloping roof, which had formerly been the parsonage of the north parish; there had once been a church near by, to which most of the people came who lived in this upper part of the town. It had been for many years the house of an old minister, of widespread fame in his day; I had always heard of him from the elderly people, and I had often thought I should like to go into his house, and had looked at it with great interest, but until within a year or two there had been people living there. I had even listened with pleasure to a story of its being haunted, and this was a capital chance to take a look at the old place, so I hurried toward it.

As I went in at the broken gate it seemed to me as if the house might have been shut up and left to itself fifty years before, when the minister died, so soon the grass grows up after mens footsteps have worn it down, and the traces are lost of the daily touch and care of their hands. The home lot was evidently part of a pasture, and the sheep had nibbled close to the door-step, while tags of their long, spring wool, washed clean by summer rains, were caught in the rose-bushes near by.

It had been a very good house in its day, and had a dignity of its own, holding its gray head high, as if it knew itself to be not merely a farm-house, but a Parsonage. The roof looked as if the next winters weight of snow might break it in, and the window panes had been loosened so much in their shaking frames that many of them had fallen out on the north side of the house, and were lying on the long grass underneath, blurred and thin but still unbroken. That was the last letter of the houses death warrant, for now the rain could get in, and the crumbling timbers must loose their hold of each other quickly. I had found a dry corner of the old shed for the horse and left her there, looking most ruefully over her shoulder after me as I hurried away, for the rain had already begun to spatter down in earnest. I was not sorry when I found that somebody had broken a pane of glass in the sidelight of the front door, near the latch, and I was very pleased when I found that by reaching through I could unfasten a great bolt and let myself in, as perhaps some tramp in search of shelter had done before me. However, I gave the blackened brass knocker a ceremonious rap or two, and I could have told by the sound of it, if in no other way, that there was nobody at home. I looked up to see a robins nest on the cornice overhead, and I had to push away the lilacs and a withered hop vine which were both trying to cover up the door.

It gives one a strange feeling, I think, to go into an empty house so old as this. It was so still there that the noise my footsteps made startled me, and the floor creaked and cracked as if some one followed me about. There was hardly a straw left or a bit of string or paper, but the rooms were much worn, the bricks in the fire-places were burnt out, rough and crumbling, and the doors were all worn smooth and round at the edges. The best rooms were wainscoted, but up-stairs there was a long, unfinished room with a little square window at each end, under the sloping roof, and as I listened there to the rain I remembered that I had once heard an old man say wistfully, that he had slept in just such a linter chamber as this when he was a boy, and that he never could sleep anywhere now so well as he used there while the rain fell on the roof just over his bed.

Down-stairs I found a room which I knew must have been the study. It was handsomely wainscoted, and the finish of it was even better than that of the parlor. It must have been a most comfortable place, and I fear the old parson was luxurious in his tastes and less ascetic, perhaps, than the more puritanical members of his congregation approved. There was a great fire-place with a broad hearth-stone, where I think he may have made a mug of flip sometimes, and there were several curious, narrow, little cupboards built into the wall at either side, and over the fire-place itself two doors opened and there were shelves inside, broader at the top as the chimney sloped back. I saw some writing on one of these doors and went nearer to read it. There was a date at the top, some time in 1802, and his reverence had had a good quill pen and ink which bravely stood the test of time; he must have been a tall man to have written so high. I thought it might be some record of a great storm or other notable event in his house or parish, but I was amused to find that he had written there on the unpainted wood some valuable recipes for the medical treatment of horses. It is Useful for a Sprain — and For a Cough, Take of Elecampane — and so on. I hope he was not a hunting parson, but one could hardly expect to find any reference to the early fathers or federal head-ship in Adam on the cupboard door. I thought of the stories I had heard of the old minister and felt very well acquainted with him, though his books had been taken down and his fire was out, and he himself had gone away. I was glad to think what a good, faithful man he was, who spoke comfortable words to his people and lived pleasantly with them in this quiet country place so many years. There are old people living who have told me that nobody preaches nowadays as he used to preach, and that he used to lift his hat to everybody; that he liked a good dinner, and always was kind to the poor.

I thought as I stood in the study, how many times he must have looked out of the small-paned western windows across the fields, and how in his later days he must have had a treasure of memories of the people who had gone out of that room the better for his advice and consolation, the people whom he had helped and taught and ruled. I could not imagine that he ever angrily took his parishioners to task for their errors of doctrine; indeed, it was not of his active youth and middle age that I thought at all, but of the last of his life, when he sat here in the sunshine of a winter afternoon, and the fire flickered and snapped on the hearth, and he sat before it in his arm-chair with a brown old book which he laid on his knee while he thought and dozed, and roused himself presently to greet somebody who came in, a little awed at first, to talk with him. It was a great thing to be a country minister in those old days, and to be such a minister as he was; truly the priest and ruler of his people. The times have changed; and the temporal power certainly is taken away. The divine right of ministers is almost as little believed in as that of kings, by many people; it is not possible for the influence to be so great, the office and the man are both looked at with less reverence. It is a pity that it should be so, but the conservative people who like old-fashioned ways cannot tell where to place all the blame. And it is very odd to think that these iconoclastic and unpleasant new times of ours will, a little later, be called old times, and that the children, when they are elderly people, will sigh to have them back again.

I was very glad to see the old house, and I told myself a great many stories there, as one cannot help doing in such a place. There must have been so many things happen in so many long lives which were lived there; people have come into the world and gone out of it again from those square rooms with their little windows, and I believe if there are ghosts who walk about in daylight I was only half deaf to their voices, and heard much of what they tried to tell me that day. The rooms which had looked empty at first were filled again with the old clergymen, who met together with important looks and complacent dignity, and eager talk about some minor point in theology that is yet unsettled; the awkward, smiling couples, who came to be married; the mistress of the house, who must have been a stately person in her day; the little children who, under all their shyness, remembered the sugar-plums in the old parsons pockets, — all these, and even the tall cane that must have stood in the entry, were visible to my minds eye. And I even heard a sermon from the old preacher who died so long ago, on the beauty of a life well spent.

The rain fell steadily and there was no prospect of its stopping, though I could see that the clouds were thinner and that it was only a shower. In the kitchen I found an old chair which I pulled into the study, which seemed more cheerful than the rest of the house, and then I remembered that there were some bits of board in the kitchen also, and the thought struck me that it would be good fun to make a fire in the old fire-place. Everything seemed right about the chimney. I even went up into the garret to look at it there, for I had no wish to set the parsonage on fire, and I brought down a pile of old corn husks for kindlings which I found on the garret floor. I built my fire carefully, with two bricks for andirons, and when I lit it it blazed up gayly, I poked it and it crackled, and though I was very well contented there alone I wished for some friend to keep me company, it was selfish to have so much pleasure with no one to share it. The rain came faster than ever against the windows, and the room would have been dark if it had not been for my fire, which threw out a magnificent yellow light over the old brown wood-work. I leaned back and watched the dry sticks fall apart in red coals and thought I might have to spend the night there, for if it were a storm and not a shower I was several miles from home, and a late October rain is not like a warm one in June to fall upon ones shoulders. I could hear the house leaking when it rained less heavily, and the soot dropped down the chimney and great drops of water came down, too, and spluttered in the fire. I thought what a merry thing it would be if a party of young people ever had to take refuge there, and I could almost see their faces and hear them laugh, though until that minute they had been strangers to me.

But the shower was over at last, and my fire was out, and the last pale shining of the sun came into the windows, and I looked out to see the distant fields and woods all clear again in the late afternoon light. I must hurry to get home before dark, so I raked up the ashes and left my chair beside the fire-place, and shut and fastened the front door after me, and went out to see what had become of my horse, shaking the dust and cobwebs off my dress as I crossed the wet grass to the shed. The rain had come through the broken roof and poor Sheila looked anxious and hungry as if she thought I might have meant to leave her there till morning in that dismal place. I offered her my apologies, but she made even a shorter turn than usual when I had mounted, and we scurried off down the road, spattering ourselves as we went. I hope the ghosts who live in the parsonage watched me with friendly eyes, and I looked back myself, to see a thin blue whiff of smoke still coming up from the great chimney. I wondered who it was that had made the first fire there, — but I think I shall have made the last.


FROM A MOURNFUL VILLAGER.
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LATELY I HAVE been thinking, with much sorrow, of the approaching extinction of front yards, and of the type of New England village character and civilization with which they are associated. Formerly, because I lived in an old-fashioned New England village, it would have been hard for me to imagine that there were parts of the country where the Front yard, as I knew it, was not in fashion, and that Grounds (however small) had taken its place. No matter how large a piece of land lay in front of a house in old times, it was still a front yard, in spite of noble dimension and the skill of practiced gardeners.

There are still a good many examples of the old manner of out-of-door life and customs, as well as a good deal of the old-fashioned provincial society, left in the eastern parts of the New England States; but if put side by side with the society that is American rather than provincial, one discovers it to be in a small minority. The representative United States citizen will be, or already is, a Westerner, and his instincts and ways of looking at things have certain characteristics of their own which are steadily growing more noticeable.

For many years New England was simply a bit of Old England transplanted. We all can remember elderly people whose ideas were wholly under the influence of their English ancestry. It is hardly more than a hundred years since we were English colonies, and not independent United States, and the customs and ideas of the mother country were followed from force of habit. Now one begins to see a difference; the old traditions have had time to almost die out even in the most conservative and least changed towns, and a new element has come in. The true characteristics of American society, as I have said, are showing themselves more and more distinctly to the westward of New England, and come back to it in a tide that steadily sweeps away the old traditions. It rises over the heads of the prim and stately idols before which our grandfathers and grandmothers bowed down and worshiped, and which we ourselves were at least taught to walk softly by as they toppled on their thrones.

One cannot help wondering what a lady of the old school will be like a hundred years from now! But, at any rate, she will not be in heart and thought and fashion of good breeding as truly an Englishwoman as if she had never stepped out of Great Britain. If one of our own elderly ladies were suddenly dropped into the midst of provincial English society, she would be quite at home; but west of her own Hudson River she is lucky if she does not find herself behind the times, and almost a stranger and a foreigner.

And yet from the first there was a little difference, and the colonies were New England and not Old. In some ways more radical, yet in some ways more conservative, than the people across the water, they showed a new sort of flower when they came into bloom in this new climate and soil. In the old days there had not been time for the family ties to be broken and forgotten. Instead of the unknown English men and women who are our sixth and seventh cousins now, they had first and second cousins then; but there was little communication between one country and the other, and the mutual interest in every-day affairs had to fade out quickly. A traveler was a curiosity, and here, even between the villages themselves, there was far less intercourse than we can believe possible. People stayed on their own ground; their horizons were of small circumference, and their whole interest and thought were spent upon their own land, their own neighbors, their own affairs, while they were not only contented with this state of things but encouraged it. One has only to look at the high-walled pews of the old churches, at the high fences of the town gardens, and at even the strong fortifications around some family lots in the burying-grounds, to be sure of this. The interviewer was not besought and encouraged in those days, he was defied. In that quarter, at least, they had the advantage of us. Their interest was as real and heartfelt in each others affairs as ours, let us hope; but they never allowed idle curiosity to show itself in the worlds market-place, shameless and unblushing.

There is so much to be said in favor of our own day, and the men and women of our own time, that a plea for a recognition of the quaintness and pleasantness of village life in the old days cannot seem unwelcome, or without deference to all that has come with the later years of ease and comfort, or of discovery in the realms of mind or matter. We are beginning to cling to the elderly people who are so different from ourselves, and for this reason: we are paying them instinctively the honor that is due from us to our elders and betters; they have that grand prestige and dignity that only comes with age; they are like old wines, perhaps no better than many others when they were young, but now after many years they have come to be worth nobody knows how many dollars a dozen, and the connoisseurs make treasures of the few bottles of that vintage which are left.

It was a restricted and narrowly limited life in the old days. Religion, or rather sectarianism, was apt to be simply a matter of inheritance, and there was far more bigotry in every cause and question, a fiercer partisanship; and because there were fewer channels of activity, and those undivided into specialties, there was a whole-souled concentration of energy that was as efficient as it was sometimes narrow and short-sighted. People were more contented in the sphere of life to which it had pleased God to call them, and they do not seem to have been so often sorely tempted by the devil with a sight of the kingdoms of the world and the glory of them. We are more likely to busy ourselves with finding things to do than in doing with our might the work that is in our hands already. The disappearance of many of the village front yards may come to be typical of the altered position of woman, and mark a stronghold on her way from the much talked-of slavery and subjection to a coveted equality. She used to be shut off from the wide acres of the farm, and had no voice in the worlds politics; she must stay in the house, or only hold sway out of doors in this prim corner of land where she was queen. No wonder that women clung to their rights in their flower-gardens then, and no wonder that they have grown a little careless of them now, and that lawn mowers find so ready a sale. The whole world is their front yard nowadays! 

There might be written a history of front yards in New England which would be very interesting to read. It would end in a treatise upon landscape gardening and its possibilities, and wild flights of imagination about the culture of plants under glass, the application of artificial heat in forcing, and the curious mingling and development of plant life, but it would begin in the simple time of the early colonists. It must have been hard when, after being familiar with the gardens and parks of England and Holland, they found themselves restricted to front yards by way of pleasure grounds. Perhaps they thought such things were wrong, and that having a pleasant place to walk about in out of doors would encourage idle and lawless ways in the young; at any rate, for several years it was more necessary to raise corn and potatoes to keep themselves from starving than to lay out alleys and plant flowers and box borders among the rocks and stumps. There is a great pathos in the fact that in so stern and hard a life there was time or place for any gardens at all. I can picture to myself the little slips and cuttings that had been brought over in the ship, and more carefully guarded than any of the household goods; I can see the women look at them tearfully when they came into bloom, because nothing else could be a better reminder of their old home. What fears there must have been lest the first winters cold might kill them, and with what love and care they must have been tended! I know a rose-bush, and a little while ago I knew an apple-tree, that were brought over by the first settlers; the rose still blooms, and until it was cut down the old tree bore apples. It is strange to think that civilized New England is no older than the little red roses that bloom in June on that slope above the river in Kittery. Those earliest gardens were very pathetic in the contrast of their extent and their power of suggestion and association. Every seed that came up was thanked for its kindness, and every flower that bloomed was the child of a beloved ancestry.

It would be interesting to watch the growth of the gardens as life became easier and more comfortable in the colonies. As the settlements grew into villages and towns, and the Indians were less dreadful, and the houses were better and more home-like, the busy people began to find a little time now and then when they could enjoy themselves soberly. Beside the fruits of the earth they could have some flowers and a sprig of sage and southernwood and tansy, or lavender that had come from Surrey, and could be dried to be put among the linen, as it used to be strewn through the chests and cupboards in the old country.

I like to think of the changes as they came slowly; that after a while tender plants could be kept through the winter, because the houses were better built and warmer, and were no longer rough shelters which were only meant to serve until there could be something better. Perhaps the parlor, or best room, and a special separate garden for the flowers were two luxuries of the same date, and they made a noticeable change in the manner of living, the best room being a formal recognition of the claims of society, and the front yard an appeal for the existence of something that gave pleasure, beside the merely useful and wholly necessary things of life. When it was thought worth while to put a fence around the flower-garden the respectability of art itself was established and made secure. Whether the house was a fine one, and its inclosure spacious, or whether it was a small house with only a narrow bit of ground in front, this yard was kept with care, and it was different from the rest of the land altogether. The children were not often allowed to play there, and the family did not use the front door except upon occasions of more or less ceremony. I think that many of the old front yards could tell stories of the lovers who found it hard to part under the stars, and lingered over the gate; and who does not remember the solemn group of men who gather there at funerals, and stand with their heads uncovered as the mourners go out and come in, two by two. I have always felt rich in the possession of an ancient York tradition of an old fellow who demanded, as he lay dying, that the grass in his front yard should be cut at once; it was no use to have it trodden down and spoilt by the folks at the funeral. I always hoped it was good hay weather; but he must have been certain of that when he spoke. Let us hope he did not confuse this world with the next, being so close upon the borders of it! It was not man-like to think of the front yard, since it was the special domain of the women, the men of the family respected but ignored it, they had to be teased in the spring to dig the flower beds, but it was the busiest time of the year; one should remember that.

I think many people are sorry, without knowing why, to see the fences pulled down; and the disappearance of plain white palings causes almost as deep regret as that of the handsome ornamental fences and their high posts with urns or great white balls on top. A stone coping does not make up for the loss of them; it always looks a good deal like a lot in a cemetery, for one thing; and then in a small town the grass is not smooth, and looks uneven where the flower beds were not properly smoothed down. The stray cows trample about where they never went before; the bushes and little trees that were once protected grow ragged and scraggly and out at elbows, and a few forlorn flowers come up of themselves and try hard to grow and to bloom. The ungainly red tubs that are perched on little posts have plants in them, but the poor posies look as if they would rather be in the ground, and as if they are held too near the fire of the sun. If everything must be neglected and forlorn so much the more reason there should be a fence, if but to hide it. Americans are too fond of being stared at; they apparently feel as if it were ones duty to ones neighbor. Even if there is nothing really worth looking at about a house, it is still exposed to the gaze of the passers-by. Foreigners are far more sensible than we, and the out-of-door home life among them is something we might well try to copy; they often have their meals served out of doors, and one can enjoy an afternoon nap in a hammock, or can take ones work out into the shady garden with great satisfaction, unwatched; and even a little piece of ground can be made, if shut in and kept for the use and pleasure of the family alone, a most charming unroofed and trellised summer ante-room to the house. In a large, crowded town it would be selfish to conceal the rare bits of garden, where the sight of anything green is a godsend; but where there is the whole wide country of fields and woods within easy reach I think there should be high walls around our gardens, and that we lose a great deal in not making them entirely separate from the highway; as much as we should lose in making the walls of our parlors and dining-rooms of glass, and building the house as close to the street as possible.

But to go back to the little front yards: we are sorry to miss them, and their tangle or orderliness of roses and larkspur and honeysuckle, Canterbury bells and London pride, lilacs and peonies. These may all bloom better than ever in the new beds that are cut in the turf; but with the side fences that used to come from the corners of the house to the front fence, other barriers, as I have said here over and over, have been taken away, and the old-fashioned village life is becoming extinct. People do not know what they lose when they make way with the reserve, the separateness, the sanctity of the front yard of their grandmothers. It is like writing down the family secrets for any one to read; it is like having everybody call you by your first name and sitting in any pew in church, and like having your house in the middle of a road, to take away the fence which, slight as it may be, is a fortification round your home. More things than one may come in without being asked; we Americans had better build more fences than take any away from our lives. There should be gates for charity to go out and in, and kindness and sympathy, too; but his life and his house are together each mans stronghold and castle, to be kept and defended.

I was much amused once at thinking that the fine old solid paneled doors were being unhinged faster than ever nowadays, since so many front gates have disappeared, and the click of the latch can no longer give notice of the approach of a guest. Now the knocker sounds or the bell rings without note or warning, and the village housekeeper cannot see who is coming in until they have already reached the door. Once the guests could be seen on their way up the walk. It must be a satisfaction to look through the clear spots of the figured ground-glass in the new doors, and I believe if there is a covering inside few doors will be found unprovided with a peep-hole. It was better to hear the gate open and shut, and if it caught and dragged as front gates are very apt to do you could have time always for a good look out of the window at the approaching friend.

There are few of us who cannot remember a front-yard garden which seemed to us a very paradise in childhood. It was like a miracle when the yellow and white daffies came into bloom in the spring; and there was a time when the tiger-lilies and the taller rose-bushes were taller than we were, and we could not look over their heads as we do now. There were always a good many ladys-delights that grew under the bushes, and came up anywhere in the chinks of the walk or the door-step; and there was a little green sprig called ambrosia that was a famous stray-away. Outside the fence one was not unlikely to see a company of French pinks, which were forbidden standing-room inside as if they were tiresome poor relations of the other flowers. I always felt a sympathy for French pinks, they have a fresh, sweet look, as if they resigned themselves to their lot in life and made the best of it, and remembered that they had the sunshine and rain, and could see what was going on in the world, if they were outlaws.

I like to remember being sent on errands, and being asked to wait while the mistress of the house picked some flowers to send back to my mother. They were almost always prim, flat bouquets in those days; the larger flowers were picked first and stood at the back and looked over the heads of those that were shorter of stem and stature, and the givers always sent a message that they had not stopped to arrange them. I remember that I had even then a great dislike to lemon verbena, and that I would have waited patiently outside a gate all the afternoon if I knew that some one would kindly give me a sprig of lavender in the evening. And lilies did not seem to me overdressed, but it was easy for me to believe that Solomon in all his glory was not arrayed like a great yellow marigold, or even the dear little single ones that were yellow and brown, and bloomed until the snow came.

I wish that I had lived for a little while in those days when lilacs were a new fashion, and it was a great distinction to have some growing in a front yard. It always seems as if lilacs and poplars belonged to the same generation with a certain kind of New English gentlemen and ladies, who were ascetic and severe in some of their fashions, while in others they were more given to pleasuring and mild revelry than either their ancestors or the people who have lived in their houses since. Fifty years ago there seems to have been a last tidal wave of Puritanism which swept over the country, and drowned for a time the sober feasting and dancing which before had been considered no impropriety in the larger villages. Whist-playing was clung to only by the most worldly citizens, and, as for dancing, it was made a sin in itself and a reproach, as if every step was taken willfully in seven-leagued boots toward a place which is to be the final destination of all the wicked.

A single poplar may have a severe and uncharitable look, but a row of them suggests the antique and pleasing pomp and ceremony of their early days, before the sideboard cupboards were only used to keep the boxes of strings and nails and the duster; and the best decanters were put on a high shelf, while the plain ones were used for vinegar in the kitchen closet. There is far less social visiting from house to house than there used to be. People in the smaller towns have more acquaintances who live at a distance than was the case before the days of railroads, and there are more guests who come from a distance, which has something to do with making tea-parties and the entertainment of ones neighbors less frequent than in former times. But most of the New England towns have changed their characters in the last twenty years, since the manufactories have come in and brought together large numbers either of foreigners or of a different class of people from those who used to make the most of the population. A certain class of families is rapidly becoming extinct. There will be found in the older villages very few persons left who belong to this class, which was once far more important and powerful; the oldest churches are apt to be most thinly attended simply because a different sort of ideas, even of heavenly things, attract the newer residents. I suppose that elderly people have said, ever since the time of Shem, Ham, and Japhets wives in the ark, that society is nothing to what it used to be, and we may expect to be always told what unworthy successors we are of our grandmothers. But the fact remains that a certain element of American society is fast dying out, giving place to the new; and with all our glory and pride in modern progress and success we cling to the old associations regretfully. There is nothing to take the place of the pleasure we have in going to see our old friends in the parlors which have changed little since our childhood. No matter how advanced in years we seem to ourselves we are children still to the gracious hostess. Thank Heaven for the friends who have always known us! They may think us unreliable and young still; they may not understand that we have become busy and more or less important people to ourselves and to the world, we are pretty sure to be without honor in our own country, but they will never forget us, and we belong to each other and always shall.

I have received many kindnesses at my friends hands, but I do not know that I have ever felt myself to be a more fortunate or honored guest than I used years ago, when I sometimes went to call upon an elderly friend of my mother, who lived in most pleasant and stately fashion. I used to put on my very best manner, and I have no doubt that my thoughts were well ordered, and my conversation as proper as I knew how to make it. I can remember that I used to sit on a tall ottoman, with nothing to lean against, and my feet were off soundings, I was so high above the floor. We used to discuss the weather, and I said that I went to school (sometimes), or that it was then vacation, as the case might be, and we tried to make ourselves agreeable to each other. Presently my lady would take her keys out of her pocket, and sometimes a maid would come to serve me, or else she herself would bring me a silver tray with some pound-cakes baked in hearts and rounds, and a small glass of wine, and I proudly felt that I was a guest, though I was such a little thing an attention was being paid me, and a thrill of satisfaction used to go over me for my consequence and importance. A handful of sugar-plums would have seemed nothing beside this entertainment. I used to be careful not to crumble the cake, and I used to eat it with my gloves on, and a pleasant fragrance would cling for some time afterward to the ends of the short Lisle-thread fingers. I have no doubt that my manners as I took leave were almost as distinguished as those of my hostess, though I might have been wild and shy all the rest of the week. It was not many years ago that I went to my old friends funeral - and saw them carry her down the long, wide walk, between the tall box borders which were her pride; and all the air was heavy and sweet with the perfume of the early summer blossoms; the white lilacs and the flowering currants were still in bloom, and the rows of her dear Dutch tulips stood dismayed in their flaunting colors and watched her go away.

My sketch of the already out-of-date or fast vanishing village fashions perhaps should be ended here, but I cannot resist a wish to add another bit of autobiography of which I have been again and again reminded in writing these pages. The front yard I knew best belonged to my grandfathers house. My grandmother was a proud and solemn woman, and she hated my mischief, and rightly thought my elder sister a much better child than I. I used to be afraid of her when I was in the house, but I shook off even her authority and forgot I was under anybodys rule when I was out of doors. I was first cousin to a caterpillar if they called me to come in, and I was own sister to a giddy-minded bobolink when I ran away across the fields, as I used to do very often. But when I was a very little child indeed my world was bounded by the fences that were around my home; there were wide green yards, and tall elm-trees to shade them; there was a long line of barns and sheds, and one of these had a large room in its upper story, with an old ships foresail spread over the floor, and made a capital play-room in wet weather. Here fruit was spread in the fall, and there were some old chests and pieces of furniture that had been discarded; it was like the garret, only much pleasanter. The children in the village now cannot possibly be so happy as I was then. I used to mount the fence next the street and watch the people go in and out of the quaint-roofed village shops that stood in a row on the other side, and looked as if they belonged to a Dutch or old English town. They were burnt down long ago, but they were charmingly picturesque; the upper stories sometimes projected over the lower, and the chimneys were sometimes clustered together and built of bright red bricks.

And I was too happy when I could smuggle myself into the front yard, with its four lilac bushes and its white fences to shut it in from the rest of the world, beside other railings that went from the porch down each side of the brick walk, which was laid in a pattern, and had H. C., 1818, cut deeply into one of the bricks near the door-step. The H. C. was for Henry Currier, the mason, who had signed this choice bit of work as if it were a picture, and he had been dead so many years that I used to think of his initials as if the corner brick were a little grave-stone for him. The knocker used to be so bright that it shone at you, and caught your eye bewilderingly, as you came in from the street on a sunshiny day. There were very few flowers, for my grandmother was old and feeble when I knew her, and could not take care of them; but I remember that there were blush roses and white roses and cinnamon roses all in a tangle in one corner, and I used to pick the crumpled petals of those to make myself a delicious coddle with ground cinnamon and damp brown sugar. In the spring I used to find the first green grass there, for it was warm and sunny, and I used to pick the little French pinks when they dared show their heads in the cracks of the flag-stones that were laid around the house. There were small shoots of lilac, too, and their leaves were brown and had a faint, sweet fragrance, and a little later the dandelions came into bloom; the largest ones I knew grew there, and they have always been to this day my favorite flowers.

I had my trials and sorrows in this paradise, however; I lost a cent there one day, which I have never found yet! And one morning, there suddenly appeared in one corner a beautiful dark-blue fleur-de-lis, and I joyfully broke its neck and carried it into the house, but everybody had seen it, and wondered that I could not have left it alone. Besides this, it befell me later to sin more gravely still; my grandmother had kept some plants through the winter on a three-cornered stand, built like a flight of steps, and when the warm spring weather came this was put out of doors. She had a cherished tea-rose bush, and what should I find but a bud on it; it was opened just enough to give a hint of its color. I was very pleased. I snapped it off at once, for I had heard so many times that it was hard to make roses bloom; and I ran in through the hall and up the stairs, where I met my grandmother on the square landing. She sat down in the window-seat, and I showed her proudly what was crumpled in my warm little fist. I can see it now! - it had no stem at all, and for many days afterward I was bowed down with a sense of my guilt and shame, for I was made to understand it was an awful thing to have blighted and broken a treasured flower like that.

It must have been the very next winter that my grandmother died. She had a long illness which I do not remember much about; but the night she died might have been yesterday night, it is all so fresh and clear in my mind. I did not live with her in the old house then, but in a new house close by, across the yard. All the family were at the great house, and I could see that lights were carried hurriedly from one room to another. A servant came to fetch me, but I would not go with her; my grandmother was dying, whatever that might be, and she was taking leave of every one - she was ceremonious even then. I did not dare to go with the rest; I had an intense curiosity to see what dying might be like, but I was afraid to be there with her, and I was also afraid to stay at home alone. I was only five years old. It was in December, and the sky seemed to grow darker and darker, and I went out at last to sit on a door-step and cry softly to myself, and while I was there some one came to another door next the street, and rang the bell loudly again and again. I suppose I was afraid to answer the summons - indeed, I do not know that I thought of it; all the world had been still before, and the bell sounded loud and awful through the empty house. It seemed as if the messenger from an unknown world had come to the wrong house to call my poor grandmother away; and that loud ringing is curiously linked in my mind with the knocking at the gate in Macbeth. I never can think of one without the other, though there was no fierce Lady Macbeth to bid me not be lost so poorly in my thoughts; for when they all came back, awed and tearful, and found me waiting in the cold, alone, and afraid more of this world than the next, they were very good to me. But as for the funeral, it gave me vast entertainment; it was the first grand public occasion in which I had taken any share.


AN AUTUMN HOLIDAY.
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I HAD STARTED early in the afternoon for a long walk; it was just the weather for walking, and I went across the fields with a delighted heart. The wind came straight in from the sea, and the sky was bright blue; there was a little tinge of red still lingering on the maples, and my dress brushed over the late golden-rods, while my old dog, who seemed to have taken a new lease of youth, jumped about wildly and raced after the little birds that flew up out of the long brown grass — the constant little chickadees, that would soon sing before the coming of snow. But this day brought no thought of winter; it was one of the October days when to breathe the air is like drinking wine, and every touch of the wind against ones face is a caress: like a quick, sweet kiss, that wind is. You have a sense of companionship; it is a day that loves you.

I went strolling along, with this dear idle day for company; it was a pleasure to be alive, and to go through the dry grass, and to spring over the stone walls and the shaky pasture fences. I stopped by each of the stray apple-trees that came in my way, to make friends with it, or to ask after its health, if it were an old friend. These old apple-trees make very charming bits of the world in October; the leaves cling to them later than to the other trees, and the turf keeps short and green underneath; and in this grass, which was frosty in the morning, and has not quite dried yet, you can find some cold little cider apples, with one side knurly, and one shiny bright red or yellow cheek. They are wet with dew, these little apples, and a black ant runs anxiously over them when you turn them round and round to see where the best place is to bite. There will almost always be a birds nest in the tree, and it is most likely to be a robins nest. The prehistoric robins must have been cave-dwellers, for they still make their nests as much like cellars as they can, though they follow the new fashion and build them aloft. One always has a thought of spring at the sight of a robins nest. It is so little while ago that it was spring, and we were so glad to have the birds come back, and the life of the new year was just showing itself; we were looking forward to so much growth and to the realization and perfection of so many things. I think the sadness of autumn, or the pathos of it, is like that of elderly people. We have seen how the flowers looked when they bloomed and have eaten the fruit when it was ripe; the questions have had their answer, the days we waited for have come and gone. Everything has stopped growing. And so the children have grown to be men and women, their lives have been lived, the autumn has come. We have seen what our lives would be like when we were older; success or disappointment, it is all over at any rate. Yet it only makes one sad to think it is autumn with the flowers or with ones own life, when one forgets that always and always there will be the spring again.

I am very fond of walking between the roads. One grows so familiar with the highways themselves. But once leap the fence and there are a hundred roads that you can take, each with its own scenery and entertainment. Every walk of this kind proves itself a tour of exploration and discovery, and the fields of my own town, which I think I know so well, are always new fields. I find new ways to go, new sights to see, new friends among the things that grow, and new treasures and pleasures every summer; and later, when the frosts have come and the swamps have frozen, I can go everywhere I like all over my world.

That afternoon I found something I had never seen before — a little grave alone in a wide pasture which had once been a field. The nearest house was at least two miles away, but by hunting for it I found a very old cellar, where the childs home used to be, not very far off, along the slope. It must have been a great many years ago that the house had stood there; and the small slate head-stone was worn away by the rain and wind, so there was nothing to be read, if indeed there had ever been any letters on it. It had looked many a storm in the face, and many a red sunset. I suppose the woods near by had grown and been cut, and grown again, since it was put there. There was an old sweet-brier bush growing on the short little grave, and in the grass underneath I found a ground-sparrows nest. It was like a little neighborhood, and I have felt ever since as if I belonged to it; and I wondered then if one of the young ground-sparrows was not always sent to take the nest when the old ones were done with it, so they came back in the spring year after year to live there, and there were always the stone and the sweet-brier bush and the birds to remember the child. It was such a lonely place in that wide field under the great sky, and yet it was so comfortable too; but the sight of the little grave at first touched me strangely, and I tried to picture to myself the procession that came out from the house the day of the funeral, and I thought of the mother in the evening after all the people had gone home, and how she missed the baby, and kept seeing the new grave out here in the twilight as she went about her work. I suppose the family moved away, and so all the rest were buried elsewhere.

I often think of this place, and I link it in my thoughts with something I saw once in the water when I was out at sea: a little boat that some child had lost, that had drifted down the river and out to sea; too long a voyage, for it was a sad little wreck, with even its white sail of a hand-breadth half under water, and its twine rigging trailing astern. It was a silly little boat, and no loss, except to its owner, to whom it had seemed as brave and proud a thing as any ship of the line to you and me. It was a shipwreck of his small hopes, I suppose, and I can see it now, the toy of the great winds and waves, as it floated on its way, while I sailed on mine, out of sight of land.

The little grave is forgotten by everybody but me, I think: the mother must have found the child again in heaven a very long time ago: but in the winter I shall wonder if the snow has covered it well, and next year I shall go to see the sweet-brier bush when it is in bloom. God knows what use that life was, the grave is such a short one, and nobody knows whose little child it was; but perhaps a thousand people in the world to-day are better because it brought a little love into the world that was not there before.

I sat so long here in the sun that the dog, after running after all the birds, and even chasing crickets, and going through a great piece of affectation in barking before an empty woodchucks hole to kill time, came to sit patiently in front of me, as if he wished to ask when I would go on. I had never been in this part of the pasture before. It was at one side of the way I usually took, so presently I went on to find a favorite track of mine, half a mile to the right, along the bank of a brook. There had been heavy rains the week before, and I found more water than usual running, and the brook was apparently in a great hurry. It was very quiet along the shore of it; the frogs had long ago gone into winter-quarters, and there was not one to splash into the water when he saw me coming. I did not see a musk-rat either, though I knew where their holes were by the piles of fresh-water mussel shells that they had untidily thrown out at their front door. I thought it might be well to hunt for mussels myself, and crack them in search of pearls, but it was too serene and beautiful a day. I was not willing to disturb the comfort of even a shell-fish. It was one of the days when one does not think of being tired: the scent of the dry everlasting flowers, and the freshness of the wind, and the cawing of the crows, all come to me as I think of it, and I remember that I went a long way before I began to think of going home again. I knew I could not be far from a cross-road, and when I climbed a low hill I saw a house which I was glad to make the end of my walk — for a time, at any rate. It was some time since I had seen the old woman who lived there, and I liked her dearly, and was sure of a welcome. I went down through the pasture lane, and just then I saw my father drive away up the road, just too far for me to make him hear when I called. That seemed too bad at first, until I remembered that he would come back again over the same road after a while, and in the mean time I could make my call. The house was low and long and unpainted, with a great many frost-bitten flowers about it. Some hollyhocks were bowed down despairingly, and the morning-glory vines were more miserable still. Some of the smaller plants had been covered to keep them from freezing, and were braving out a few more days, but no shelter would avail them much longer. And already nobody minded whether the gate was shut or not, and part of the great flock of hens were marching proudly about among the wilted posies, which they had stretched their necks wistfully through the fence for all summer. I heard the noise of spinning in the house, and my dog scurried off after the cat as I went in the door. I saw Miss Polly Marsh and her sister, Mrs. Snow, stepping back and forward together spinning yarn at a pair of big wheels. The wheels made such a noise with their whir and creak, and my friends were talking so fast as they twisted and turned the yarn, that they did not hear my footstep, and I stood in watching them, it was such a quaint and pretty sight. They went together like a pair of horses, and kept step with each other to and fro. They were about the same size, and were cheerful old bodies, looking a good deal alike, with their checked handkerchiefs over their smooth gray hair, their dark gowns made short in the skirts, and their broad little feet in gray stockings and low leather shoes without heels. They stood straight, and though they were quick at their work they moved stiffly; they were talking busily about some one.

I could tell by the way the doctor looked that he didnt think there was much of anything the matter with her, said Miss Polly Marsh. You neednt tell me, says I, the other day, when I see him at Miss Martins. Shed be up and about this minute if she only had a mite o resolution; and says he, Aunt Polly, youre as near right as usual; and the old lady stopped to laugh a little. I told him that want saying much, said she, with an evident consciousness of the underlying compliment and the doctors good opinion. I never knew one of that tribe that hadnt a queer streak and wasnt shifless; but theyre tougher than ellum roots; and she gave the wheel an emphatic turn, while Mrs. Snow reached for more rolls of wool, and happened to see me.

Wherever did you come from? said they, in great surprise. Why, you wasnt anywhere in sight when I was out speaking to the doctor, said Mrs. Snow. Oh, come over horseback, I suppose. Well, now, were pleased to see ye.

No, said I, I walked across the fields. It was too pleasant to stay in the house, and I havent had a long walk for some time before. I begged them not to stop spinning, but they insisted that they should not have turned the wheels a half-dozen times more, even if I had not come, and they pushed them back to the wall before they came to sit down to talk with me over their knitting — for neither of them were ever known to be idle. Mrs. Snow was only there for a visit; she was a widow, and lived during most of the year with her son; and Aunt Polly was at home but seldom herself, as she was a famous nurse, and was often in demand all through that part of the country. I had known her all my days. Everybody was fond of the good soul, and she had been one of the most useful women in the world. One of my pleasantest memories is of a long but not very painful illness one winter, when she came to take care of me. There was no end either to her stories or her kindness. I was delighted to find her at home that afternoon, and Mrs. Snow also.

Aunt Polly brought me some of her gingerbread, which she knew I liked, and a stout little pitcher of milk, and we sat there together for a while, gossiping and enjoying ourselves. I told all the village news that I could think of, and I was just tired enough to know it, and to be contented to sit still for a while in the comfortable three-cornered chair by the little front window. The October sunshine lay along the clean kitchen floor, and Aunt Polly darted from her chair occasionally to catch stray little wisps of wool which the breeze through the door blew along from the wheels. There was a gay string of red peppers hanging over the very high mantel-shelf, and the wood-work in the room had never been painted, and had grown dark brown with age and smoke and scouring. The clock ticked solemnly, as if it were a judge giving the laws of time, and felt itself to be the only thing that did not waste it. There was a bouquet of asparagus and some late sprigs of larkspur and white petunias on the table underneath, and a Leavitts Almanac lay on the county paper, which was itself lying on the big Bible, of which Aunt Polly made a point of reading two chapters every day in course. I remember her saying, despairingly, one night, half to herself, I don know but I may skip the Chronicles next time, but I have never to this day believed that she did. They asked me at once to come into the best room, but I liked the old kitchen best. Who was it that you were talking about as I came in? said I. You said you didnt believe there was much the matter with her. And Aunt Polly clicked her knitting-needles faster, and told me that it was Mary Susan Ash, over by Little Creek.

Theyre dreadful nervous, all them Ashes, said Mrs. Snow. You know young Joe Adamss wife, over our way, is a sister to her, and shes forever a-doctorin. Poor fellow! hes got a drag. Im real sorry for Joe; but, land sakes alive! he might a known better. They said she had an old green bandbox with a gingham cover, that was stowed full o vials, that she moved with the rest of her things when she was married, besides some she card in her hands. I guess she aint in no more hurry to go than any of the rest of us. Ive lost every mite of patience with her. I was over there last week one day, and shed had a call from the new supply — you know Adamss folks is Methodists — and he was took in by her. She made out shed got the consumption, and she told how many complaints she had, and what a sight o medicine she took, and she groaned and sighed, and her voice was so weak you couldnt more than just hear it. I stepped right into the bedroom after hed been prayin with her, and was taking leave. Youd thought, by what he said, she was going right off then. She was coughing dreadful hard, and I knew she hadnt no more cough than I had. So says I, Whats the matter, Adaline? Ill get ye a drink of water. Something in your throat, I spose. I hope you wont go and get cold, and have a cough. She looked as if she could a bit me, but I was just as pleasant s could be. Land! to see her laying there, I suppose the poor young fellow thought she was all gone. He meant well. I wish he had seen her eating apple dumplings for dinner. She felt better long in the first o the afternoon before he come. I says to her, right before him, that I guessed them dumplings did her good, but she never made no answer. She will have these dyin spells. I dont know s she can help it, but she neednt act as if it was a credit to anybody to be sick and laid up. Poor Joe, he come over for me last week another day, and said shed been havin spasms, and asked me if there want something I could think of. Yes, says I; you just take a pail o stone-cold water, and throw it square into her face; thatll bring her out of it; and he looked at me a minute, and then he burst out a-laughing — he couldnt help it. Hes too good to her; thats the trouble.

You never said that to her about the dumplings? said Aunt Polly, admiringly. Well, I shouldnt ha dared; and she rocked and knitted away faster than ever, while we all laughed. Now with Mary Susan its different. I suppose she does have the neurology, and shes a poor broken-down creature. I do feel for her more than I do for Adaline. She was always a willing girl, and she worked herself to death, and she cant help these notions, nor being an Ash neither.

Im the last one to be hard on anybody thats sick, and in trouble, said Mrs. Snow.

Bless you, she set up with Adline herself three nights in one week, to my knowledge. Its more n I would do, said Aunt Polly, as if there were danger that I should think Mrs. Snows kind heart to be made of flint.

It aint what I call watching, said she, apologetically. We both doze off, and then when the folks come in in the morning shell tell what a sufferin night shes had. She likes to have it said she has to have watchers.

Its strange what a queer streak there is running through the whole of em, said Aunt Polly, presently. It always was so, far back s you can follow em. Did you ever hear about that great-uncle of theirs that lived over to the other side o Denby, over to what they call the Denby Meadows? We had a cousin o my fathers that kept house for him (he was a single man), and I spent most of a summer and fall with her once when I was growing up. She seemed to want company: it was a lonesome sort of a place.

There! I dont know when I have thought o that, said Mrs. Snow, looking much amused. What stories you did use to tell, after you come home, about the way he used to act! Dear sakes! she used to keep us laughing till we was tired. Do tell her about him, Polly; shell like to hear.

Well, Ive forgot a good deal about it: you see it was much as fifty years ago. I wasnt more than seventeen or eighteen years old. He was a very respectable man, old Mr. Danel Gunn was, and a capn in the militia in his day. Capn Gunn, they always called him. He was well off, but he got sun-struck, and never was just right in his mind afterward. When he was getting over his sickness after the stroke he was very wandering, and at last he seemed to get it into his head that he was his own sister Patience that died some five or six years before: she was single too, and she always lived with him. They said when he got so s to sit up in his arm-chair of an afternoon, when he was getting better, he fought em dreadfully because they fetched him his own clothes to put on; he said they was brother Danels clothes. So, sure enough, they got out an old double gown, and let him put it on, and he was as peaceable as could be. The doctor told em to humor him, but they thought it was a fancy he took, and he would forget it; but the next day he made em get the double gown again, and a cap too, and there he used to set up alongside of his bed as prim as a dish. When he got round again so he could set up all day, they thought he wanted the dress; but no; he seemed to be himself, and had on his own clothes just as usual in the morning; but when he took his nap after dinner and waked up again, he was in a dreadful frame o mind, and had the trousers and coat off in no time, and said he was Patience. He used to fuss with some knitting-work he got hold of somehow; he was good-natured as could be, and sometimes he would make em fetch him the cat, because Patience used to have a cat that set in her lap while she knit. I wasnt there then, you know, but they used to tell me about it. Folks used to call him Miss Danel Gunn.

Hed been that way some time when I went over. Id heard about his notions, and I was scared of him at first, but I found out there wasnt no need. Dont you know I was sort o fraid to go, Lizabeth, when Cousin Statiry sent for me after she went home from that visit she made here? Shed told us about him, but sometimes, long at the first of it, he used to be cross. He never was after I went there. He was a clever, kind-hearted man, if ever there was one, said Aunt Polly, with decision. He used to go down to the corner to the store sometimes in the morning, and he would see to business. And before he got feeble sometimes he would work out on the farm all the morning, stiddy as any of the men; but after he come in to dinner he would take off his coat, if he had it on, and fall asleep in his arm-chair, or on a lunge there was in his bedroom, and when he waked up he would be sort of bewildered for a while, and then hed step round quick s he could, and get his dress out o the clothes-press, and the cap, and put em on right over the rest of his clothes. He was always small-featured and smooth-shaved, and I don know as, to come in sudden, you would have thought he was a man, except his hair stood up short and straight all on the top of his head, as men-folks had a fashion o combing their hair then, and I must say he did make a dreadful ordinary-looking woman. The neighbors got used to his ways, and, land! I never thought nothing of it after the first week or two.

His sisters clothes that he wore first was too small for him, and so my cousin Statiry, that kep his house, she made him a linsey-woolsey dress with a considerable short skirt, and he was dreadful pleased with it, she said, because the other one never would button over good, and showed his waiscoat, and she and I used to make him caps; he used to wear the kind all the old women did then, with a big crown, and close round the face. Ive got some laid away up-stairs now that was my mothers — she wore caps very young, mother did. His nephew that lived with him carried on the farm, and managed the business, but he always treated the capn as if he was head of everything there. Everybody pitied the capn; folks respected him; but you couldnt help laughing, to save ye. We used to try to keep him in, afternoons, but we couldnt always.

Tell her about that day he went to meeting, said Mrs. Snow.

Why, one of us always used to stay to home with him; we took turns; and somehow or nother he never offered to go, though by spells he would be constant to meeting in the morning. Why, bless you, you never d think anything ailed him a good deal of the time, if you saw him before noon, though sometimes he would be freaky, and hide himself in the barn, or go over in the woods, but we always kept an eye on him. But this Sunday there was going to be a great occasion. Old Parson Croden was going to preach; he was thought more of than anybody in this region: youve heard tell of him a good many times, I spose. He was getting to be old, and didnt preach much. He had a colleague, they set so much by him in his parish, and I didnt know s Id ever get another chance to hear him, so I didnt want to stay to home, and neither did Cousin Statiry; and Jacob Gunn, old Mr. Gunns nephew, he said it might be the last time ever hed hear Parson Croden, and he set in the seats anyway; so we talked it all over, and we got a young boy to come and set long of the capn till we got back. He hadnt offered to go anywhere of an afternoon for a long time. I spose he thought women ought to be stayers at home according to Scripture.

Parson Ridley — his wife was a niece to old Dr. Croden — and the old doctor they was up in the pulpit, and the choir was singing the first hymn — it was a fuguing tune, and they was doing their best: seems to me it was Canterbury New. Yes, it was; I remember I thought how splendid it sounded, and Jacob Gunn he was a-leading off; and I happened to look down the aisle, and who should I see but the poor old capn in his cap and gown parading right into meeting before all the folks! There! I wanted to go through the floor. Everybody most had seen him at home, but, my goodness! to have him come into meeting!

What did you do? said I.

Why, nothing, said Miss Polly; there was nothing to do. I thought I should faint away; but I called Cousin Statirys tention, and she looked dreadful put to it for a minute; and then says she, Open the door for him; I guess he wont make no trouble, and, poor soul, he didnt. But to see him come up the aisle! Hed fixed himself nice as he could, poor creatur; hed raked out Miss Patiences old Navarino bonnet with green ribbons and a willow feather, and set it on right over his cap, and he had her bead bag on his arm, and her turkey-tail fan that hed got out of the best room; and he come with little short steps up to the pew: and I sposed hed set by the door; but no, he made to go by us, up into the corner where she used to set, and took her place, and spread his dress out nice, and got his handkerchief out o his bag, just s hed seen her do. He took off his bonnet all of a sudden, as if hed forgot it, and put it under the seat, like he did his hat — that was the only thing he did that any woman wouldnt have done — and the crown of his cap was bent some. I thought die I should. The pew was one of them up aside the pulpit, a square one, you know, right at the end of the right-hand aisle, so I could see the length of it and out of the door, and there stood that poor boy wed left to keep the capn company, looking as pale as ashes. We found hed tried every way to keep the old gentleman at home, but he said he got ferce as could be, so he didnt dare to say no more, and Capn Gunn drove him back twice to the house, and thats why he got in so late. I didnt know but it was the boy that had set him on to go to meeting when I see him walk in, and I could a wrung his neck; but I guess I misjudged him; he was called a stiddy boy. He married a daughter of Ichabod Pinkhams over to Oak Plains, and I saw a son of his when I was taking care of Miss West last spring through that lung fever — looked like his father. I wish Id thought to tell him about that Sunday. I heard he was waiting on that pretty Becket girl, the orphan one that lives with Nathan Becket. Her father and mother was both lost at sea, but shes got property.

What did they say in church when the captain came in, Aunt Polly? said I.

Well, a good many of them laughed — they couldnt help it, to save them; but the capn he was some hard o hearin, so he never noticed it, and he set there in the corner and fanned him, as pleased and satisfied as could be. The singers they had the worst time, but they had just come to the end of a verse, and they played on the instruments a good while in between, but I could see em shake, and I spose the tune did stray a little, though they went through it well. And after the first fun of it was over, most of the folks felt bad. You see, the capn had been very much looked up to, and it was his misfortune and he set there quiet, listening to the preaching. I see some tears in some o the old folks eyes: they hated to see him so broke in his mind, you know. There was more than usual of em out that day; they knew how bad hed feel if he realized it. A good Christian man he was, and dreadful precise, Ive heard em say.

Did he ever go again? said I.

I seem to forget, said Aunt Polly. I dare say. I wasnt there but from the last of June into November, and when I went over again it wasnt for three years, and the capn had been dead some time. His mind failed him more and more along at the last. But Ill tell you what he did do, and it was the week after that very Sunday, too. He heard it given out from the pulpit that the Female Missionary Society would meet with Mis William Sands the Thursday night o that week — the sewing society, you know; and he looked round to us real knowing; and Cousin Statiry, says she to me, under her bonnet, You dont spose hell want to go? and I like to have laughed right out. But sure enough he did, and what do you suppose but he made us fix over a handsome black watered silk for him to wear, that had been his sisters best dress. He said hed outgrown it dreadful quick. Cousin Statiry she wished to heaven shed thought to put it away, for Jacob had given it to her, and she was meaning to make it over for herself; but it didnt do to cross the capn and Jacob Gunn gave Statiry another one — the best he could get, but it wasnt near so good a piece, she thought. He set everything by Statiry, and so did the capn, and well they might.

We hoped hed forget all about it the next day; but he didnt; and I always thought well of those ladies, they treated him so handsome, and tried to make him enjoy himself. He did eat a great supper; they kep a-piling up his plate with everything. I couldnt help wondering if some of em would have put themselves out much if it had been some poor flighty old woman. The capn he was as polite as could be, and when Jacob come to walk home with him he kissed em all round and asked em to meet at his house. But the greatest was — land! I dont know when Ive thought so much about those times — one afternoon he was setting at home in the keeping-room, and Statiry was there, and Deacon Abel Pinkham stopped in to see Jacob Gunn about building some fence, and he found hed gone to mill, so he waited a while, talking friendly, as they expected Jacob might be home; and the capn was as pleased as could be, and he urged the deacon to stop to tea. And when he went away, says he to Statiry, in a dreadful knowing way, Which of us do you consider the deacon come to see? You see, the deacon was a widower. Bless you! when I first come home I used to set everybody laughing, but I forget most of the things now. There was one day, though — 

Here comes your father, said Mrs. Snow. Now we mustnt let him go by or youll have to walk way home. And Aunt Polly hurried out to speak to him, while I took my great bunch of goldenrod, which already drooped a little, and followed her, with Mrs. Snow, who confided to me that the captains nephew Jacob had offered to Polly that summer she was over there, and she never could see why she didnt have him: only love goes where it is sent, and Polly wasnt one to marry for what she could get if she didnt like the man. There was plenty that would have said yes, and thank you too, sir, to Jacob Gunn.

That was a pleasant afternoon. I reached home when it was growing dark and chilly, and the early autumn sunset had almost faded in the west. It was a much longer way home around by the road than by the way I had come across the fields.


A WINTER DRIVE
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IT IS VERY hard to find ones way in winter over a road where one has only driven once in summer. The landmarks change their appearance so much when the leaves are gone that, unless the road is straight and certain, and you have a good sense of locality, you will be puzzled over and over again. In summer a few small trees and a thicket of bushes at the side of the road will look like a bit of forest, but in winter you look through them and over them, and they disappear almost altogether, they are such thin gray twigs, and take up so much less room in the world, though you may notice a well-thatched birds-nest or some red berries, or a few fluttering leaves which the wind has failed to blow away. There is a bare, thin, comfortless aspect of nature which is chilling to look at either before the snow comes or afterward; you long for the poor earth to be able to warm herself again by the fire of the summer sun. The white birches bark looks out of season, as if they were still wearing their summer clothes, and the wretched larches which stand on the edges of the swamps look as if they had been intended for evergreens, but had been somehow unlucky, and were in destitute circumstances. It seems as if the pines and hemlocks ought to show Christian charity to these sad and freezing relations.

The world looks as if it were at the mercy of the wind and cold in winter, and it would be useless to dream that such a time as spring would follow these apparently hopeless days if we had not history and experience to reassure us. What a sorrowful doom the first winter must have seemed to Adam if he ever took a journey to the northward after he was sent from Paradise! It must have been to him a most solemn death and ending of all vegetable life, yet he might have taken a grim satisfaction in the thought that no more apples could ever get ripe to tempt him or anybody else, and that the mischief-making fruits of the earth were cursed as well as he.

In winter there is, to my mind, a greater beauty in a leafless tree than in the same tree covered with its weight and glory of summer leaves. Then it is one great mass of light and shadow against the landscape or the sky, but in winter the tracery of the bare branches against a white cloud or a clear yellow sunset is a most exquisite thing to see. It is the difference between a fine statue and a well painted picture, and seems a higher art, like that, — but it is always a puzzle to me why a dead tree in summer should be a painful thing to look at. One instantly tells the difference between a dead twig and a live one close at hand. Such a leafless tree cannot give the pleasure that it did in winter. Yet it looked almost the same in cold weather when it was alive; is it our unreasoning horror of death, or is it that a bit of winter in the midst of summer is like a skeleton at the feast?

A drive in a town in winter should be taken for three reasons: for the convenience of getting from place to place, for the pleasure of motion in the fresh air, or for the satisfaction of driving a horse, but for the real delight of the thing it is necessary to go far out from even the villages across the country. You can see the mountains like great stacks of clear ice all along the horizon, and the smaller hills covered with trees and snow together, nearer at hand, and the great expanse of snow lies north and south, east and west all across the fields. In my own part of the country, which is heavily wooded, the pine forests give the world a black and white look that is very dismal when the sun is not shining; the farmers houses look lonely, and it seems as if they had crept nearer together since the leaves fell, and they are no longer hidden from each other. The hills look larger, and you can see deeper into the woods as you drive along. Nature brings out so many treasures for us to look at in summer, and adorns the world with such lavishness, that after the frost comes it is like an empty house, in which one misses all the pictures and drapery and the familiar voices.

This was a drive that I liked. It was a sunshiny midwinter day, with a wind that one was glad to fall in with and not try to fight against, and the great white horse ran before it like a boat, the crooked country roads had been just enough smoothed and trodden by the wood teams to make good sleighing. I met now and then a farmer on his way to market with a load of fire-wood piled high and square on his sled, and the oxen were frosted, and pushed at the yoke and bumped together awkwardly, as if they could not walk evenly with their crooked knees. There was a bundle of corn-stalks on top the load, and usually the drivers blue mittens were on the sled stakes, with the thumbs out at right angles, as if some spirit of the woodlands were using them to show the protesting hands he lifted at the irreverence of men. It was many years before I ever felt very sorry when woods were cut down. There were some acute griefs at the loss of a few familiar trees, but now I have a heart-ache at the sight of a fresh clearing, and I follow as sadly along the road behind a great pine log as if I were its next of kin and chief mourner at its funeral. There is a great difference between being a live tree that holds its head so high in the air that it can watch the country for miles around, — that has sheltered a thousand birds and families of squirrels and little wild creatures, that has beaten all the storms it ever fought with; such a difference between all this and being a pile of boards!

I believe that there are few persons who cannot remember some trees which are as much connected with their own lives as people are. When they stand beside them there is at once a feeling of very great affection. It seems as if the tree remembered what we remember; it is something more than the fact of its having been associated with our past. Almost everybody is very fond of at least one tree. Morriss appeal to the woodman struck a responsive chord in many an otherwise unsentimental heart, — but happy is the man who has a large acquaintance and who makes friends with a new tree now and then as he goes on through the world. There was an old doctrine called Hylozoism, which appeals to my far from Pagan sympathies, the theory of the soul of the world, of a life residing in nature, and that all matter lives; the doctrine that life and matter are inseparable. Trees are to most people as inanimate and unconscious as rocks, but it seems to me that there is a good deal to say about the strongly marked individual characters, not only of the conspicuous trees that have been civilized and are identified with a home, or a familiar bit of landscape or an event in history, but of those that are crowded together in forests. There is a strange likeness to the characteristics of human beings among these, there is the same proportion of ignorant rabble of poor creatures who are struggling for life in more ways than one, and of self-respecting, well-to-do, dignified citizens. It is not wholly a question of soil and of location any more than it is with us. Some trees have a natural vitality and bravery which makes them push their roots into the ground and their branches toward the sky, and although they started to grow on a rock or on the sand, where we should be sure that a tree would have a hard struggle to keep alive, and would be stunted and dwarfed at any rate, yet they grow tall and strong, and in their wealth of usefulness they are like some of the worlds great men who rose from poverty to kingliness. How easy it is to carry out the likeness. The great tree is a protection to a thousand lesser interests, a central force which keeps in motion and urges on a thousand activities.

It is common to praise a man more who has risen from obscurity to greatness than one who had money and friends at the start, but there is after all little difference in the amount of personal exertion that must be brought to bear. If a man or a tree has it in him to grow, who can say what will hinder him. Many a tree looks starved and thin, and is good for nothing, that was planted in good soil, and the grandest pines may have struggled among the rocks until they find soil enough to feed them, and when they are fully grown the ledges that were in the way of their roots only serve to hold them fast and strengthen them against any chance of overthrow. There is something in the constitution of character; it is vigorous and will conquer, or it is weak and anything will defeat it. I believe that it is more than a likeness between the physical natures, there is something deeper than that. We are hardly willing yet to say that the higher animals are morally responsible, but it is impossible for one who has been a great deal among trees to resist the instinctive certainty that they have thought and purpose, that they deliberately anticipate the future, or that they show traits of character which one is forced to call good and evil. How low down in the scale of existence we may find the first glimmer of self-consciousness nobody can tell, but it is as easy to be certain of it in the higher orders of vegetable life as in the lower orders of animals. Man was the latest comer into this world, and he is just beginning to get acquainted with his neighbors, that is the truth of it. It is curious to read the old stories of the hamadryads and see the ways in which the life of trees has been dimly recognized. They mean more than has been supposed, but the trees own individuality was ignored, and an imaginary race of creatures invented, and supposed to live in them — these spirits of the trees accounted for things that could not otherwise he explained, but they were too much like people, the true nature and life of a tree could never be exactly personified.

Most trees like most people are collected into great neighborhoods, and one only knows them in companies, as one looks at a strange town when on a journey and thinks of it only as a town without remembering that it is made up of old and young lives, each with its own interests and influence. Perhaps as you go by, you notice a few faces in the street or at the railway station, and so, when a country road is at the edge of some woods you notice the woods, and perhaps say to yourself that there is a fine walnut-tree or an oak, but there are no two trees that look alike or are alike, any more than there are two persons exactly similar in shape or nature. It is a curious thing to see the difference of race so strongly marked — an oak among white pines is like an Englishman among the Japanese, and wholly a foreigner in such society. There is a nobility among trees as well as among men, not fancied by poets but real and unaffected. One likes to see such a grand family of oaks as that at Waverley, and is delighted at the thought of their long companionship; and what is more imposing than a row of elms standing shoulder to shoulder before a fine old house? They have watched the people come out for the first time, and for the last time, they have known the family they have sheltered. There seems to be often a curious linking of the two lives, which makes a tree fade and die when the man or woman dies with whom it has been associated; such stories are common in every village, — there is a superstition that the withering of a tree near a house is the sign of impending disaster — many persons believe that there is something more than coincidence and chance about it, and it may be at least that these signs, and others that come true, will be proved some day to be veritable warnings, to break the force of a blow that otherwise would be too sudden and severe. 

Five or six miles from the village I left the road that leads down to the sea and turned off toward the hill called Agamenticus. From some high land which has to be crossed first there is a fine view of the northern country with the procession of mountains, of which Mt. Washington is captain, ranged in marching order on the horizon. Saddleback and its comrades in Deerfield and Strafford brought up the rear, and they were all pale blue in the afternoon light. The nearer hills looked wind-swept and forlorn and the lowlands desolate, and the world was like a great garden that was spoiled and blackened by frost. The snow glistened and the wind blew it off the edges of the great drifts as if it were the spray of those frozen waves. The smoke was coming out of the kitchen chimneys of the farm-houses, and I saw faces quickly appear at the windows as I went by. All the women hurry when they hear sleigh-bells or the sound of passer-by in those lonely neighborhoods, and it is difficult to tell whether you give most pleasure by being a friend who will tell the news or do an errand along the road, or by being a stranger who drives an unknown horse. Then you are made the subject of reflection and inquiry, and for perhaps a day or two you are like an exciting chapter that ends abruptly in a serial novel.

Once over the hills there came in sight a long narrow pond which lies at the foot of Agamenticus; and as I passed the saw-mill at the lower end by the bridge I saw a well-worn sled track on the ice, and I had too strong a temptation to follow it to be resisted. The pond seemed like a river, the distance was not great across from shore to shore, and the banks were high and irregular and covered in most places with pines. I had heard that there was a good deal of logging going on in the region, and it was the best possible chance to get into a swampy tract of country which is inaccessible in summer, and which I have always wished to explore. For perhaps three quarters of a mile I went up the pond, often between the rows of logs which were lying on the ice waiting for the time when they would melt their way into the water and float down to be sawed. I found a cross track which led in the direction I wished to take, and once in the woods there was no wind, and the air was still and clear and sweet with the cold and resinous odor of the trees. The wood-road was not very smooth and the horse chose his own way slowly while I looked around to see what could be seen. The woods were almost still, only the blue jays cried once or twice, and sometimes a lump of snow would fall from the bough of a tall pine down through the branches of the lower trees. There were a great many rabbit tracks, those odd clover-leaf marks, deep in the light snow which had fallen the night before, and there were partridge tracks around some bushes to which few dried berries were still clinging, but the creatures themselves were nowhere to be seen. It must be a dreadful thing to be lost in the woods in winter! The cold itself soon puts an end to one, luckily; but to be hungry in such a place, and cold too, is most miserable. It makes one shudder, the thought of a lost man hurrying through the forest at night-fall, the shadows startling him and chasing him, the trees standing in his way and looking always the same as if he were walking in a treadmill, the hemlocks holding out handfuls of snow at the end of their branches as if they offered it mockingly for food.

The people who live in the region of the Agamenticus woods have a good deal of superstition about them; they say it is easy to get lost there, but they are very vague in what they say of the dangers that are to be feared. It may be like an unreasoning fear of the dark, but sometimes there is a suggestion that the bears may not all be dead, and almost every year there is a story told of a wild-cat that has been seen, of uncommon size; and as for a supernatural population, I think that passes for an unquestioned fact. I have often heard people say that there are parts of the woods where they would not dare to go alone, and where nobody has ever been, but I could never succeed in locating them. The swamps at the foot of the mountain are traversed in winter pretty thoroughly and the first and second, and sometimes even the third, growth of pines have been cut off from all that district, so the land has all been walked over at one time and another — since there are few trees of the older generation left in all that part of the town. I dare say there is a little fear of the hill itself; perhaps a relic of the old belief that the gods had their abodes in mountains. So high a hill as Agamenticus could not fail to be respected in this (for the most part) low-lying country, and in spite of its barely seven hundred feet of height it is as prominent a landmark for fifteen or twenty miles inland as it is for sailors who are coming toward the coast, or for the fishermen who go in and out daily from the neighboring shores. I have often been asked about the legend of an uncertain St. Aspenquid, — whose funeral ceremonies on this mountain are represented as having been most imposing, but I never could trace this legend beyond a story in one of the county newspapers, and I have never heard any tradition among the people that bears the least likeness to it.

I caught now and then a glimpse of the top of Agamenticus as I drove through the woods that bright winter day, and I wished it were possible for any one, not a practiced mountain climber, to scramble up through the drifts and over the icy ledges. I should like to see the winter landscape, the wide-spread country, the New Hampshire mountains, and the sea; for one can follow the coast line from Gloucester on Cape Ann to Portland with ones unaided eyesight; so well planted is this hill which might be called the watchtower on the western gates of Maine.

In the woods there was the usual number of stray-away trees to be seen, and they appealed to my sympathy as much as ever. It is not pleasant to see an elm warped and twisted with its efforts to get to the light, and to hold its head above the white pines that are growing in a herd around it and seem to grudge it its rights and its living. If you cannot be just like us, they seem to say, mores the pity for you! You should grow as we do and be like us. If your nature is not the same as ours you ought to make it so. These trees make one think of people who have had to grow in loneliness; who have been hindered and crowded and mistaken and suspected by their neighbors, and have suffered terribly for the sin of being themselves and following their own natures. Yet I have often seen trees who seem to be hermits and recluses of their own accord — not forced absentees from their families. Apple-trees, in spite of their association with the conventional life of orchards and the neighborhood of buildings, do not seem unhappy at the sunshiny edge of a piece of woods, especially if they are near a road. Perhaps they like living alone, as many people do — they are glad to be freed from the restraints of society, and are very well off where they are; though a lonely domesticated tree would seem, naturally, to be most forlorn, an elm among pines or an oak among hemlocks seems to draw attention to its sufferings far more eagerly. An apple-tree seems willing to make itself at home anywhere but it is sure to get amusingly untidy and lawless, as if it needed to be preached to as well as pruned. There are many trees, however, that always gravitate into each others society and live in peace and harmony with each other — well ordered neighborhoods where there is good chance for everybody to get his living.

I have remembered a great many times an old lilac tree that I once saw in bloom by a deserted farm-house. It was in so secluded a place on a disused road that it could not be sure it was not the last of its race. The earth was washed away from its roots, and it was growing discouraged; it was like a sick mans face at a window. I do not believe that it will bloom many more springs. But there is another solitary tree which is a great delight to me, and I go to pay it an afternoon visit every now and then, far away from the road across some fields and pastures. It is an ancient pitch-pine, and it grows beside a spring, and has acres of room to lord it over. It thinks everything of itself, and although it is an untidy housekeeper, and flings its dry twigs and sticky cones all around the short grass underneath, I have a great affection for it. I like pitch-pines better than any trees in the world at any rate, and this is the dearest of its race. I sit down in the shade of it and the brook makes a good deal of noise as it starts out from the spring* under the bank, and there always is a wind blowing overhead among the stiff green branches. The old tree is very wise, it sees that much of the worlds business is great foolishness, and yet when I have been a fool myself and wander away out of doors to think it over, I always find a more cheerful atmosphere, and a more sensible aspect to my folly, under the shadow of this friend of mine. I think it is likely to live until the new houses of the town creep over to it, past Butlers Hill, and the march of improvement reaches it and dooms it to be cut down because somebody thinks it would not look well in his yard, or because a street would have to deviate two or three feet from a straight line. However, there is no need to grow angry yet, and the tree is not likely to die a natural death for at least a hundred years to come, unless the lightning strikes it, — that fierce enemy of the great elms and pines that stand in high places.

There is something very sad about a dying tree. I think in the progress of civilization there will, by and by, arise a need for the profession of tree doctors, who will be quick at a diagnosis in cases of yellow branches and apt surgeons at setting broken limbs, and particularly successful in making the declining years of old trees as comfortable as possible. These physicians will not only wage war against the apple-tree borers and the plums black knots, but a farmer will be taught to go through his woods now and then to see that nothing is the matter, just as he inspects his cattle, and he will call the doctor for the elms that have not leaved out as they ought, and the oaks that are dying at the top, and the maples that warp and split their bark, and the orchard trees that fail to ripen any fruit. He will be told to drain this bit of ground and turn the channel of a brook through another — time fails me to tell the resources of a profession yet in its infancy! It is a very short-sighted person who looks at the wholesale slaughter of the American forests without dismay, especially in the Eastern States. The fast drying springs and brooks in the farming districts of certain parts of New England show that mischief has already been done, and the clearing of woodlands is going to be regulated by law, I believe, at some not far distant period. There ought to be tree laws as well as game laws.

I thought of this as I drove on, deeper and deeper into the woods, and could hear more and more plainly the noise of the lumberman at work; first the ringing hack, hack, of the axes against the live, hard wood; and then I caught the sound of voices as the teamsters shouted to each other and to their oxen. There seemed to be a great deal going on, as if there were a crowd of men and a great excitement, but when I could see the open space between the tree there proved to be in all five or six placid-looking farmers with one team drawn by two oxen and a shaggy, unwilling old white horse for leader. This was just ready to start, being loaded with logs to be carried out to the pond, and it was lucky that we had not met it, for the snow was deep and soft outside the narrow track.

The snow was trampled and covered with brush-wood and fallen boughs, the woods looked torn to pieces as if there had been a battle. This is the way it used to look down in Virginia in war times, said John, the Captain of Horse, who was driving me: I tell you, you had to dodge when a big shell burst among the pine-trees; there would be a crashing and a cracking among the old fellows! We stopped and spoke to the teamster, and one or two of the choppers who were near by came to the side of the sleigh, and we asked and told the news. I spoke of a fire that had been in the village the night before, but they had already found out all about it. It is unaccountable how fast a bit of news will travel in the country, it is a proof of the frequency of communication between farming people, — you need only let it get a few minutes start of you in the morning and it will beat you by many miles on a days drive. It is not that a man starts out ahead of you with a faster horse and tells everybody he sees along the road, but this invisible telegraph has sidelines, and people who live at the end of long lanes and on lonely cross roads are as well posted as those on the main thoroughfares.

It would be too slow work following the team, so we were directed back to the pond by another succession of paths. I noticed the bits of bright color against the dull green of the woods and the whiteness of the snow. The choppers wore red shirts and sometimes blue overalls, and there was a much-worn brown fur cap, with long ear-pieces that flapped a good deal as the energetic wearer nodded his head in explaining our way to us, and disputing the length of different cart-paths with one of his companions. I watched a man creep carefully, like a great insect, along the trunk of a fallen tree, and begin to lop off its branches. It seemed to me that the noise of the lumbermen in the woods must be very annoying to the trees and wake them from their quiet winter sleep, like a racket in a house at night. The scattered trees that were left standing had a shocked and fearful look, as if some fatal epidemic had slain their neighbors. Just at the edge of the clearing we crossed a little brook, busy under the ice and snow, and coming out to scurry and splash around a lichened rock with great unconcern, as if it were a child playing with its toys in the next room to a funeral.

There were a great many pines notched with an axe to show that they were to be cut; about a hundred and fifty pines in all, the owner told us he was going to get out that season, and they had so far been able to fell them without doing much damage to those they meant to leave standing. Some of the stumps were unusually broad ones. They last many years, and so the tree leaves its own monument when it dies. The inscription on many of the older stumps in those woods might be Lost at sea, as it is on the stones of a sea-port burying-ground, for great quantities of ship timber have gone from the Agamenticus woods to the ship-yards at Portsmouth, and the navy yard across the river.

On my way back to the pond and the road I found a place I remembered crossing in my childhood, a marshy bit of ground and a small pond in the heart of the woods. It looked exactly as it had that early winter day so long ago, and I remembered that I had seen witch-hazel in bloom there for the first time, and had been filled with astonishment at the sight of flowers in the snow. There used to be a farm-house, now destroyed, at the side of the mountain to which this was a short road in winter when the ground was frozen. I looked around for the witch-hazel, but I was too late for it, it was out of bloom and, alas, many flowers beside! else I might have thought it was only yesterday I was there before, that bit of the world had been so unforgotten and unchanged by time. I had wondered for years where that little pond could be. I had begun to think I needed a crooked twig of the uncanny witch-hazel itself to lead me back to it.

The wind seemed to be making a louder noise than usual when I came out from the stillness of the woods to the open country. The horse was glad to be on a better road and struck out at a brave trot, and, indeed, it was time to hurry, for it was on the edge of the winter twilight and that had been the last load of logs to be sent that day from the clearing. I looked up again and again at the mountain, and I noticed a white place among the trees where there were cleared fields, and remembered a story that always interested me, that there was once a small farm there where an old Scotchman lived alone, many years ago. No one knew from whence he came, and there was no clew to his family or friends, so after his death the property that he left fell to the State. There is something very strange about such hidden-away lives, and one cannot help thinking that there are always people who have watched sadly for such stray-aways to come home, even if they are fugitives from justice or banished with good cause.

On the main road, again, I met a dismal-looking little clam-man driving back to the sea. He and his horse both looked as if they would freeze to death on the way. I heard some clams slide and clash together in the box on his sled as we turned out for each other, but it was nearly empty and I had seen it full in the morning, so I suppose he was contented. We said good-day, and he went on again. He was a little bit of a man, and his eyes looked like a fishs eyes from under the edge of a great, rough fur cap. Hes very well off, said John. I know where he lives at the Gunket. So, after all, I pitied the horse the most, for he never would have been so shaggy if he lived in a barn that the wind off the sea did not blow through every day, from one end to the other.

The last sight I had of the mountain the top of it was bright where the last flicker of the clear, yellow sunset touched it, but in the low-lands where I was the light was out, and the wind had gone down with the sun, and the air was still and sharp. The long, cold winter night had begun. The lamps were lit and the fires were blazing in all the houses as I hurried home.


GOOD LUCK: A GIRLS STORY.
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IT SEEMS VERY odd now to remember that we talked over going to Windy-walls for so many weeks before we could make up our minds to it. We thought of all imaginable reasons why we had better not go, and we all felt a good deal like martyrs when we were forced to decide at last that we had better spend the summer there. It was nine miles from a railroad and four from a post-office, and the house might be uncomfortable; beside, if my mother were to be ill nobody knew anything about the doctors. The truth was we wished to spend the summer at the sea-shore. We had spent the greater part of the last four or five summers in town, but in the old days when we were prosperous we lived in a house by the sea which we always had missed sadly, and now, when we found we must leave the city, the thought of three or four months at the shore was most alluring. But my elder brother, who is the most sensible member of the family, was the one who decided it, for he convinced us that it would be much better for my mother to be inland. At first it had been a question of boarding somewhere in the country, but one day my brother Park came home with the news that the people who had been living in an old house of ours in New Hampshire were going to leave it, and that it would be vacant the first of June. It had belonged to a grand-uncle of my father and we had known very little about it; the tenants were elderly people and had been there so long that it seemed to belong to them more than to us. My younger brother Tom and I were dismayed at first, but we took more kindly to the new plan when my mother proposed that we should go together to put the house in order, a few days before the general flitting from town.

There are four of us, my mother, my two brothers, — Parkhurst, who was then in the medical school, and Tom, who was to enter college the next year, — and myself. I do not know anything more unhappy than not having an elder and a younger brother. It is a favorite joke of mine that standing between them one pulls me up and the other pulls me down, and so my character develops symmetrically, and I ought not to be wanting in sympathy or experience. When we were all younger we had lived entirely at our ease, but of late years we have had reverses of fortune, and the Boston fire served us as it did many of our friends. It has been very close sailing, with the three of us to send to school and to college, and the frightful taxes on real estate to be paid. My mother insisted that we should not part with our dear old home if we could possibly help it, and, indeed, property had decreased so much in value that it could have been sold only at a great sacrifice, although it was so comfortable and stood in such a pleasant part of the town. I have no doubt it was thought extravagant by some people that we should stay there, though we managed to live on without getting in debt, but now that Tom was to enter college we knew we must rent the old house and so increase our income. Park had had money enough of his own to pay the expenses of his education, and he hoped to go over to Europe the next winter; then my mother and I were to board somewhere and Tom would be in Cambridge. We hated to think of breaking up, it seemed very hard to us, and we knew that we might never again be together in the dear old fashion, even though my mother could ever take the house again, which was, to say the least, doubtful. She was often in ill health and the change would be very sad. My brothers and I would have given anything if in any way we could have made it possible for her to stay; if we could have made sure she might always have everything she needed. I do not think we should have minded being poor half as much if it had not been for her.

I can see now what a blessing these years were to us; we know the worth of money a thousand times better, and we are richer now in a great many ways because we were once poor, my brothers and I; while we have friends whose love for us nothing can make us doubt. I am willing to say that we often used to grumble, but I find there are just as many things I want that I cannot buy now, even though I have more money. One does not naturally go into such personalities as these, but for the sake of my story I wished you to know something of its characters to begin with.

We grew more and more resigned to the thought of taking Uncle Kinlocks house. Tom was seen looking over his fishing-tackle in the hope of finding trout-brooks, and I began to think more kindly of the summer in the country, and to make little plans of my own. Tom and I thought it the best fun in the world to go to Hilton a week before the rest to put the house in order; indeed, I think it was the pleasantest week of the whole summer. I should like to tell you the whole story of it, but I remember that we reached the village late one evening, and in the morning Tom came to the door of the country hotel with a weather-beaten old horse, and after we had collected some provision from the shops, and had loaded part of our luggage into the back of the wagon, we started off for the five miles drive, feeling ourselves master and mistress of the house already. It was a perfect day; I had seen almost nothing of the country all the spring, and I think I had never felt more pleasure at being alive than I did that morning; the wind that blew about among the hills was so fresh and sweet, and it was one of the June days which make you feel as one does in October weather. The clover and daisies were all in bloom; I never saw so many birds together in all my life. I began to long for my mother to come, and I said over and over again how glad I was that she was going to spend the summer there. I remembered delightedly, what I had often forgotten before, that she was so fond of the country. Tom and I sang a good deal at the top of our voices, there being no audience, and we were sorry we had no farther to go, though the horse was slow and the road was rough, and up hill and down all the way. We watched the great white clouds blow over, and caught sight of one mountain or great hill after another, far and near — and sometimes we stopped a little while to let the horse rest where it was so pleasant that we really could not go on. Tom saw some woods which gave fair promises of game, and brooks which he said were just the places for whole congregations of trout, and he thought it was the most delightful bit of country he ever had seen in his life. Some children whom we met on their way to school looked at us with great curiosity and interest, and even the least of the shy sun-bonnets knew that we were strangers and foreigners, and they all stood still to look after us when we had passed.

We were in a great hurry to see the house, and the last mile or two seemed long. We had been told that it was on a hill, and we looked for it in vain for some time and thought it must have burned down, until we had come through some thick woods and the road had turned, and then it was in full view half a mile beyond. It certainly was not charming at first sight. It looked gray as if it had never been painted, and there were a few tall, sharp spruces in a row at one side. It was a square, blindless house with two great chimneys, and it stood nearly at the top of a hill which would have looked higher anywhere else than there at the outskirts of the mountains. The road wound along at the side of the hill, and down below us we could hear the noise of a small river at the bottom of the valley. The house looked squarer and grayer as we came nearer, and we agreed it was exactly like Uncle Kinlock himself, whom neither of us had ever seen within our recollection. There were two or three other houses in sight within a third of a mile, and it was like coming into a village at last, for the last three miles had been almost entirely through the woods. The fields were very green, and the slopes were most beautiful in the sunshine, and all the wild roses were in bloom. It was certainly a very pleasant country; one could not find fault with anything out of doors, and there must be room enough at any rate in the old square-roofed house, and that was a good thing. I had almost been sure of a room under the roof too low for me to stand straight in.

We had to go to the nearest neighbors for the key, and had a hearty welcome from the mistress of the farm-house, who seemed as glad to see us and as kind as if we had belonged to her. She begged us to come back to dinner and to supper, and even wished us to sleep at her house until ours was fairly in order; but since our chief pleasure in coming first had been the prospect of keeping house ourselves, we thanked her and said No. There could not be any trouble about our staying in the house from dampness or anything like that, for the people had not been long gone and it had been dry weather, and Mrs. Birney told us she had kept the windows open a good deal since she had known we were coming.

We hurried back and unlocked the door, and Tom said quickly, with a little whistle, It isnt bad, Polly; but I confess that the first impression I had was of its being very dismal. There was a narrow hall, with an awful blue-gray paper covered with fountains which looked as if they had frozen the winter before and had never thawed out. There was a prim mahogany table and some straight-backed chairs along the wall, and as for the parlor it was so dark that I rushed to open the shutters. The furniture was not bad of its kind, but it was not old enough to be picturesque or quaint; it was an entirely dull and commonplace country house of the better class. We went about from one room to another; everything was gray and brown and black, so I longed for the bright rugs we meant to bring, and to put flowers in the rooms, and for some of our own possessions to make it look a little home-like. It was a place to be homesick in, if one ever was homesick anywhere, so there was great need for us to do everything we could think of to brighten it up. It was with great wisdom that Tom said how many people would go out of town that summer and spend no end of money in far less comfortable places. I do not know whether my brave-hearted young brother was trying to make the best of things at that moment, or whether he really liked the place from the very first, as he always insists now that he did.

There were four rooms on each floor: two large ones and two somewhat smaller, beside the kitchen; and there was a garden which was beginning to show a royal crop of weeds though the flowers were blooming too; all the early-summer company of old-fashioned flowers. Indeed, one might grow strongly attached to this old place in time, as I certainly did, but I am willing to confess that I was dreadfully disappointed in it at first. Some friends of mine, Kate Lancaster and Nelly Denis, had once spent a delightful summer at a fine old house by the sea and I had been with them for a week or two, so I had foolishly framed my expectations on the memory of that. However, there was no use in being dismal, and our house might have been worse. We named it Windy-walls before we finished our lunch, which was the first thing to be thought of after we had opened the shutters everywhere and Tom had unharnessed the horse and unloaded the wagon. Tom thought it was a very good name; I had seen it in a novel once. We had lunch very early; there really was not a great deal to do until a load of goods could be brought up from the village; however, we were busy enough, and the old place soon cheered up a little, as if it had been a lonely old person who had felt the need of young company.

We found that there were fire-places in almost every room, but they were either closed up or had air-tight stoves before them, and I told my brother that we must get those out of the way before my mother came and have the fire-places open, it would be so much pleasanter; so we went to work at once in the room we had chosen for hers; and if ever there were two forlorn-looking creatures they were Tom and I when we had finished, for there was an amazing quantity of soot and ashes, and we decided we would not try to do all in one day. In the sitting-room there was a great Franklin stove which we wisely left, as it had a gallant array of brass ornaments, and we brought in a quantity of dry wood and made fires everywhere. In the parlor we had great trouble because the chimney seemed so choked, and you cannot imagine our sorrow and dismay when a clumsy, half-fledged chimney-swallow tumbled down — luckily into the cold ashes at one side the fire, and lay there, giving miserable chirps now and then. We put out that fire quickly enough! and when we found that the poor bird was badly hurt by its fall Tom killed it and we took a little vacation in order to attend its funeral under a currant bush in the garden.

But we ought to have some andirons, said I, as we went back to the house, there must be some, somewhere; everybody used to have andirons. And Tom said perhaps there were some in the garret, so to the garret we went; and here was a great satisfaction, for the oldest furniture, as was not long since the fashion, had been stored under the rafters, and we found some fine old chairs which only needed a little brushing to be made again the chief pride and ornament of the house. There were andirons enough, both iron and brass; but the latter had become various shades of green and black, and our first question to Mrs. Birney, our neighbor, who just then came up the creaking stairs, was who could we get to rub them bright again. She seemed much amused at our enthusiasm over our discoveries, for one could make up a history of the household customs of the last seventy-five years in that garret. I did not know the use of half the things until Mrs. Birney told me; there were spinning wheels for wool and flax, and foot-stoves, and all the apparatus for cooking before an open fire; and there were flax combs and wool cards and candle molds, and various reels and trays, and all the lanterns that had lighted the footsteps of successive generations. We carried down the best of the chairs, but we should have liked to stay in the garret and rummage in the chests until dark, if there had not been our own rooms to put in order. Mrs. Birney had taken such good care of the house since its tenants, an old uncle and aunt of her own, had gone away that we found little to do, and we were very much obliged to her because she asked us to drink tea at her house where we had a very good time. I made friends at once with her niece, who was a pale-faced, dark-haired girl, who was just home from a seminary where she was fitting herself to be a teacher. She seemed all tired out, and I was so sorry for her. I felt as if she were really a great deal older than I, though there was not much difference in our ages, for she seemed to have lost every bit of her girlhood. I think one advantage of city life is that there is much more to entertain and amuse people than in the country. I never before had had the chance to know country girls intimately, as I did that summer; but the more thoughtful ones among them seem to me to be much more thrown in upon themselves and to be more given to narrow routine and a certain formality of life than city girls are. I found this new friend of mine knew a great deal more than I about schoolbooks; I only wish I were half so good a scholar; but the more I thought about her and talked with her the more I wished she would read novels all her summer vacation; good-tempered, well-bred English society novels, and no matter if some of them were naughty, for she could only see how much better it is to be good. I wished her to know another sort of people beside the teachers and scholars she was always with, and I wished to make her world a little larger, I liked her so very much. Tom had found a crony in Mrs. Birneys son, who seemed a very good fellow and a sportsman by nature, and I heard them already planning a long tramp in search of trout; for, though one could find some in almost any of the brooks, there was capital fishing in more remote streams among the hills, and I could see Toms eyes flash as he talked in half whispers, and I was no longer afraid of his growing tired of Windywalls and its surrounding country.

We were very hungry at supper time, as Mrs. Birney had evidently expected us to be, we were very merry, and afterward Annie Birney, the niece, and I talked a while. I found she was an orphan, and I wondered if she did not mind coming back there from her school, for it was such a bare house, so orderly and clean, and in a way so comfortable; but there was only a great yellow county map on the wall of the sitting-room where they lived, and the few books I saw were not at all in the line of her really fine scholarship. I wondered if she did not find life uncomfortable; her education had led her away from her family, yet what she had got from her books was a dry and useless sort of learning, unless for the sake of its being imparted to possible scholars by and by. She was certainly no happier, and her life did not reach out to other peoples lives any more because of it. It did not seem to me that she was meant for a teacher, but I suppose she would not have been contented with any other employment. It seems to me that nature designs very few people to be scholars, but when so many make a failure of life we are greatly surprised. But we are apt to say that they had a good education, when in reality it was the worst education in the world for them, since they were not fitted to do their work. The result of education should be to elevate ones uses, but sometimes a student reminds one of the cheap wooden box in which his books are packed. We certainly have different capacities for assimilation of mental food, and I think that to be gifted with a tenacious memory and a brain that is not constructive, and a little heart that will always be poor and have nothing to give, is a most melancholy state of affairs. There is a certain kind of character, which, if it tries to be a scholar, is a miser with its wealth, because it does not know how to spend and make use of it.

I think Annie Birney wanted to get out of the rut she was in, and that being with young people who took great pleasure in life was the best thing that could happen to her. I found she had a great capacity for enjoyment, and she added a great deal to our pleasure at Windywalls.

I knew that my brother wished to go fishing that very next day, but he was very good and said nothing about it, and we were busy until night putting things to rights, for early in the morning our possessions came over from the village. The few days we were alone went by very fast, and at last I was waiting impatiently for my mother, whom Tom had gone to bring over from the train. It was nearly tea-time when they reached the house, and I was delighted when I saw how pleased my mother was. I had flowers in a dozen places, and some wild sweet-brier roses for which she had a great liking, in her own room. We had found the curtains that belonged on the high-posted beds, and Mrs. Birney and I had put them up, and I had unpacked the books and placed them always with the bright red and blue ones on top. The weather had luckily given sufficient excuse for a little fire on the hearth in the dining-room, which was the most picturesque part of the house, with its tall clock and slender-legged sideboard, and there was some pretty willow-pattern crockery to put on the table, and you may be sure we had found somebody to rub the andirons, and had filled a gingerpot with daisies. I think I never was so tired in my life as I was that night, but it was all forgotten and I was more than paid for it. Nancy, an old servant who had always lived with us and who came up with my mother, praised Tom and me to the skies and said she should think we had been at housekeeping for a year, though I am afraid when she inspected her own realm she did not have so much respect for us as at first. I am afraid there were distinct traces of the means by which we had reached the results she had admired, and we did not know how to keep order in our kitchen. We had bought some wild strawberries for tea from a little girl who came knocking at the door, and kind Mrs. Birney had brought us a pitcher of cream and another neighbor farther down the road had sent us some fresh eggs, and we felt already as if we belonged to the neighborhood. It was pleasant weather day after day, and we felt at first, until the weather changed, as if Windywalls had been an ill-deserved name for the bleak old house from which even the trees stood back. In-doors it grew more and more home-like, and we sent for some striped awnings which we had had in the city and put them over the southern windows to keep out the glare of the sun, and they made the house look as if it were a grave old lady in a young girls gay trappings. I grew very fond of the hills, and we were continually discovering new drives and walks. There was one mountain which I always saw first when I waked in the morning and which at last seemed like a friend to me. I think we all tried to live as entirely a country life as we could, and not to be city people who had come to the country for a little while, meaning to keep apart from its ways as much as possible. Of course there were inconveniences, and I confess that I was lonely sometimes, but does not that feeling come to one anywhere in this world, after all? People came to visit us now and then, and I sincerely wish I could spend a part of every summer at Windywalls, in spite of its having seemed very forlorn and a real trouble when I first knew that I must go there. I had time to do so many things which were always crowded out in Boston, and I do like housekeeping, and I must confess to being very fond of doing the every-day things which most girls in these days think very stupid.

So we settled ourselves down in peace and quietness for the long summer among the hills; and now it must be told that, before my mother came, while Tom and I were busy getting the house ready and Mrs. Birney was helping us, our curiosity was intensely excited by what she said of Uncle Kinlock. We were surprised and delighted to find that he had been considered a most singular man, and it seemed that the people in the country round about were a good deal in awe of him, as he was unfortunately subject to violent fits of bad temper and had very strange ways. It was believed that he was enormously rich, though we poor Leslies who were his heirs had had no very good evidence of that, and we heard it was believed that he had hidden most of his money before he died. He had lived alone with an old servant, whose death had quickly followed his own, but she had told a great many curious stories about him; that sometimes he would disappear for hours together when she knew he had not gone out of the house; that he would go up-stairs and she could not find him though she had often taken pains to search, and after a time he would come down the staircase just as usual, and would laugh if he were good-natured or swear if he were not when she asked him where he had been. She insisted that somewhere in the house he had a secret room, and you may imagine the delight with which Tom and I listened to such a bit of gossip as this. I think this old relative of ours must have been a little crazy, for we heard that sometimes he would not speak to any one for days together.

One chilly evening we were all together in the sitting-room, reading or talking before the fire; it had been raining all day, and my mother said with a smile, what a pleasant day it had been in the house, and, after all, this was just the weather we had dreaded so much when we talked about coming to Hilton, and she added by way of warning to her eager and easily provoked children, that it was almost always so in life; that most of our misery comes from our fearing and disliking things that never happen at all. My brother Park looked up from a medical book of ostentatious size, and repeated philosophically the old French proverb, Nothing is certain to happen but the unforeseen. I was reading a little and watching Tom make some new trout-flies as he sat by me at the table where the lights were.

O Mary, said he, suddenly, did you ever tell mother that Mrs. Birney says Uncle Kinlock had a secret room somewhere up-stairs, and that he hid a great deal of money there and nobody ever found it?

My mother laughed heartily: O Tom, how foolish! — he never had a great deal of money to hide, and where could there have been a secret room in this square plain house? I wish there had been more good closets; I dont wonder that peoples garrets used to be so filled in old times, for they never had any other place to put things. But I really do remember your fathers having heard this story and laughing about it, too.

Mrs. Birney said that Uncle Kinlock used to go up-stairs and disappear, and the old woman who lived with him used to hunt for him everywhere, and after a while he would come down and she never knew where he went. Some people said he must be in league with the devil, said Tom solemnly, and an old fellow who hangs round the blacksmiths shop over in the village asked me yesterday if we ever found the secret chamber. He said there really was one; his elder brother who used to work here told him so; and he said, too, that Uncle Kinlock had been paid for some woodland he had sold a few days before he died, and he had not sent the money to the bank and nobody could find it in the house.

There were several people here during his illness, said my mother. Your father found everything in confusion when he came; I am afraid the money may have been too strong a temptation.

But where could there possibly be another room? said I, trying again to puzzle it out, though Tom and I had made a careful survey together, days before. There are the four rooms on each floor, and the halls, and the garrets, and the closets. And Park said: I dare say the old fellows time hung heavily in rainy weather and he played hide and seek with the housekeeper. I dont doubt he was under that great four-poster in the room overhead, and came chuckling out after she went away, with feathers all over his coat.

Oh, my dear! said mamma, with an amused little laugh, if you had ever seen him! the crossest, stiffest old man in the world!

But the next day Tom and I were off on a long walk together, and as we were toiling up a hill he said: Dont you wish that story would come true about Uncle Kinlocks money? It would be such a lark if we found it and we could stay on at the house in town and Park could go abroad with all sails set, and we would have a pair of saddle-horses.

I should like to find the room, at any rate, said I; it makes me think of the regicide judges, and I lie awake at night thinking about it and wondering where it could be. But we have looked everywhere, unless it is in one of the chimneys.

There is that little garret-room over the outer kitchen, where the little four-paned window is, said Tom. I put a ladder up the other day and looked in, but there was nothing there.

So did I, I said. It is no use, Tom; but I wish we could find out how the story started. I wish we did have more money. I am sorriest when I think of mammas having to give up the house. I know she dreads it. I almost wish we could go over to Paris with Park in the fall. I think she would like to go abroad again, and it wouldnt seem half so bad as breaking up and having to board in town. We could have a little apartment for the winter, you know, and it would be pleasant for Park to live with us, but poor Toms face lengthened so at the prospect of being left alone, that I said nothing more of my plan. I think he was much fonder of home than either Park or I, though that was saying a great deal.

I am going to grow rich as fast as I can, said he, presently. I wish I were ten years older, and you and mamma should do just exactly as you like. When I think she misses anything she used to have I am awfully sorry, and it keeps costing her more and more for me, so I know that other things have to be given up.

Never mind, Tom, said I, everybody knows it is money well spent. I only wish there were twice as much for you.

And Tom, who was tender-hearted but very reluctant to let it be noticed, said, abruptly: I wish we had brought a lunch; I didnt have half enough breakfast I was in such a hurry; it was like dropping a biscuit down a well.

There is one thing we must do, Tom, said I, after a while, before Aunt Alice comes; you know, we have never opened the fire-place in that room, and she is apt to be chilly. I think she would like a little blaze on the hearth. Suppose we get it ready after dinner while the others are out driving. I think there is only a fire-board to be taken away and we could have it all in order before they come back. Ill rub one andiron if you will the other.

There arent any more brass ones, said Tom, but we can give her the funny iron dogs; yes, of course we will do it; are you sure it isnt bricked up?

Park was going to drive my mother to the village, and they started after an early dinner and Tom and I were just beginning our work, when an old clergyman who lived some distance away came to call upon mamma, and of course we wished to fill her place as well as possible in giving him hospitality, but we were dreadfully afraid he would stay all the afternoon, though we were really so glad to see him. When he had gone, promising to come back to drink tea with us after making some other calls, we hurried up-stairs and were soon busy again, and Tom pulled away the fire-board which had always rattled when there was a breeze, and found the fire-place was open, so there would be only the pile of soot and ashes to carry down-stairs. But it was a miserably shallow fire-place, not half so deep as those in the other rooms. Tom was on his knees before it, when suddenly he stopped and seemed to be lost in thought. What is it? said I, with a good deal of curiosity, but he did not answer, as he rose and opened the closet door which was on that side of the room. There was nothing inside but some blankets; it was a shallow closet with two shelves at the top and some pegs underneath, and Tom said, eagerly, Come round here, Polly, and I followed him out into the hall and into the other corner-room at the back of the chimney, where he opened the opposite closet door; looked in at Parks coats, and gave a shout and caught me by the shoulders and behaved as if he had gone crazy. I wish I knew how to get in; its Uncle Kinlocks den, dont you see? said he. There must be a place at the side of the chimney between the closets, they dont take up half the room; dont you see the chimney goes way through and the back of this closet isnt the back of the other? Hi yi! and my brother went hopping about on one foot by way of expressing his joy at such a discovery. I could not understand what he meant at first, but I thought of Kate Lancaster at once. There was no knowing what we might find, and there had not been a sign of a secret closet in the house at Deephaven. Tom began at once to take down the coats from their pegs; Park was very orderly, but we threw them all about the room. We looked carefully, but there was no sign of any way to get through, and at last we gave up and went back to the front-room closet, and searched there for some sign of a door or sliding panel. It was very exciting, and Tom at last mounted a chair and looked along the shelves as if he thought the way in was like the entrance to a dove-cote, but at last I saw him reach over and pull at something; and he threw a bit of wood on the floor and then another and pulled out the shelf a little way, and kicked the back of the closet which seemed to be loosened, and I helped him push it along toward the chimney and saw a dark place behind it.

We could not get the door far back enough for any light to go in, and it was close quarters at any rate, to push through. You may fall, Tom, said I fearfully, my courage failing me all of a sudden.

Down into the china closet! said my brother with a very scornful air, as if he thought I ought to know the architecture of the house better than that. Lets have a light, though; theres a candle over on the dressing-table, and I hurried across the room to get it.

That was a miserable moment, for I looked out of the window to see mamma and Parkhurst driving slowly toward home with the old clergyman following them, blissfully unconscious of their being most unwelcome.

Tom groaned when I told him: We must be quick and shut it up, said he, and I was only too willing, for we wanted all the glory for ourselves.

There are all Parks clothes scattered over his floor, said Tom, as he pushed and tugged at the panel, and I flew to put them in their places as well as I could and had just succeeded when I heard mamma come into the lower hall. Tom had gone to the garret for the iron dogs, and was just coming back with them, serenely, when he met her on her way to her room. She laughed to see the plight we were in, for we were gray with ashes, and thanked us for opening the fire-place; it would be so much pleasanter for Aunt Alice. You are very thoughtful children, said she in her tender way, which always went straight to our hearts, and she put one of her arms round each of us as we stood before her and kissed us. Toms eyes filled with tears in a minute; he was greatly excited. I did not know what he would do, but he kissed her again in his rough, boyish fashion of two or three years ago, when he had not prided himself on being undemonstrative, and rushed off down-stairs two or three steps at a time.

What has come over the boy? said my mother, as I followed her into her own room. Here are some letters for you, and your Aunt Alice will be here day after to-morrow. I had a letter from Mrs. Phillips, who is in Baltimore, and she tells me that Mrs. Anderson, your grandmothers old friend, is very ill and will probably live only a few days. I wish I could have seen her again, dear old lady, said mamma sadly. I was so sorry to refuse, this spring, when she wished me to come to her, but it could not be helped.

I knew why she had not gone; I had something of Toms certainty that we should find a fortune in the secret closet into which we had almost looked, and I hoped that mamma might never have to give up anything again. I remembered that I had gone away for a visit just after she had quietly declined this invitation.

She was always very fond of me, I think, said my mother. She always treated me as if I were still a child; I suppose she could not realize the flight of time. I have felt so old most of the time these last ten years that it was pleasant to have somebody think I was young, and it always carried me back to my girlhood to go to see her.

I wish you could have seen her again, said I, and mamma looked up at me as if she had been unconscious for a minute of my presence; I could see she was much saddened; she always clung closely to her old friends.

The letter has been remailed two or three times, I ought to have had it days ago, said she, and then I left her to go to dress, and afterward hurried to find Tom, whom I found entertaining our guest with mamma for aid. He was quite himself again, and gave me a careless and triumphant nod. He whispered to me that we must go in that night after the others were asleep, and I was willing; but Mr. Ashurst was soon after persuaded to stay the night with us and occupy that room, to Toms and my great discomfiture, though perhaps it was just as well, for Park would certainly have heard us rattling in his wall, and mamma was always a light sleeper. It was misery to be obliged to wait until next day.

Next morning I tried to make Tom ready to meet his disappointment, for I did not believe we should find a fortune, but at any rate we were both a good deal excited, and were so persistent in sending my mother and Park to the village for the letters and to do some trumped-up errands of ours, that they at once suspected a plot. We were given to little surprises, as a family, and mamma accepted the situation; and though it was a hot morning she went away with my brother, while Tom and I could hardly wait until they were out of the yard.

Dont be too sure, old fellow! said I, for we had flown up-stairs, and I lit two candles while he was unfastening the panel. He pushed his way in and I quickly followed him. It was a close little place, and at first, coming from bright daylight into flickering candle-light, I could not see. It was like a large closet, and part of the space was in the side of the chimney like an arch in a cellar, dark as a pocket, and as we became accustomed to the light we could see an old three-cornered chair before a small, upright desk; there was a queer old lamp fastened to the wall with a candle stuck in it, and some books and newspapers were scattered about, much gnawed by mice. It was very stuffy, and it might have been a safe refuge for a regicide judge, but I could not imagine anybodys wishing to stay there for any other reason than to escape pursuit, which might, after all, have been Uncle Kinlocks motive, for we had already heard that his housekeeper sought for him diligently.

Hold both the candles, will you? said Tom, Im going to look in the desk, and finding it was locked he wrenched it open to find some pigeon-holes full of old letters and business papers and a great number of cuttings from newspapers, but there was also a worn leather wallet, which we opened in a hurry, to find some money after all; a large roll of old-fashioned bank-bills, and a little silver. Do you suppose the bills are good for anything? said I, unkindly; were not people given a certain time in which to redeem them? And then we opened a little drawer which was also locked, and found some gold pieces; there were two or three hundred dollars, and most of the coins looked quaint and old, so this was real treasure.

It is not a very great fortune after all, said I.

Who ever thought it would be? said Tom, in his every-day tone. What do you suppose they will say when they come home? This must be the money that was paid for the land; isnt it silly that no one ever found it before in all these years! And really I do not think he was half so disappointed as I was. Tom is very clever at adapting himself to circumstances.

There were some old books which would be a delight to my elder brother, who had a great fancy for such things, and we began to wish for his return. We read many of the letters and found very few that were interesting, except one or two from my grandfather, but there were some that my father had written Uncle Kinlock, when he was a boy, which we were very glad to see.

At last we heard the wagon coming back and went in triumph to tell of our discovery. We have found Uncle Kinlocks secret chamber, said Tom, as if it were of no consequence to him whatever, and it is a sort of closet in the chimney, a horrid little place, and we found some gold pieces and a lot of bank-bills in an old wallet, but I dont believe those are good for anything. Come up, and we will show it to you.

But I noticed that mamma looked very pale, as if something had happened, and Park seemed excited, and neither of them had a word to say, so I begged them to tell me what was the matter. Mamma came toward Tom and me and held us fast again as she had done the day before. O my dear girl and boy! said she, you will not be poor any more; dear old Mrs. Anderson is dead, and she has left half her money to me for my mothers sake. You have been so kind to me, and you have made me so rich always with your love, and I never knew until now how much I have wished to do for you.

Tom and I were dazed for a minute and we all went into the house; it was a great surprise to us all, and we could not take it in. Tom looked out of the window and whistled a little, and drummed on the sill. I found two four-leaved clovers this morning, said he, presently, there they are on the table; I say, Park, will you come up to see the den?

I do not remember that we changed our fashion of living, after that day, though earlier in the season we had been apt to find fault with it, and to wish for something that we did not have. We had thought, too, that we were staying at Windywalls because we must, but we did not leave there until late in the autumn, and with deep regret even then, which shows the idleness, at least, of quarreling with necessity. 


MISS BECKYS PILGRIMAGE.
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I.

Before her brother, the Rev. Mr. Parsons, died, Miss Becky and he had often talked about going back to Maine, to visit their old friends; but somehow the right time had never come, and now, when she thought of going all by herself, she felt as if it were her duty to carry out this cherished wish.

To be sure, it would be sad to go alone. They had often said that there would be many changes, and they should find few persons who remembered them; and so it would not have been altogether cheerful, at any rate. The minister and his sister had had few relatives, and most of those were dead, except a cousin in Brookfield, whom they had heard from now and then, but, though they reminded each other of the changes that had taken place, they still instinctively thought of their native town as if it were very nearly the same as it used to be when they had last seen it, thirty or forty years before. Their father and mother had died when they were very young, and Miss Becky had lived with an old aunt. Her brother had early shown unmistakable proofs of his calling to the ministry, and had used most of his share of their small fortune for his education; and he had been settled in his first parish only two or three years when Miss Becky went to live with him, her aunt having suddenly died and Mr. Parsons being in distress for a housekeeper. It proved a most judicious arrangement, for neither of them ever married, and they were capitally suited to each other, having that difference of disposition and similarity of tastes which make it possible for two people to live together without being too often reminded of the fact that we are in this world for the sake of discipline, and not enjoyment. It was always said that Mr. Parsons had been disappointed in love while he was pursuing his studies at the theological school, and whether he took this for an indication that he would be more useful as a single man I do now know; but, at any rate, in spite of frequent good chances and the way to seize them being made easy for him by members of his parishes, he never fell in love again and seemed to grow better satisfied with life year by year. He was a handsome man, and Miss Becky was proud of him. He was to her not only the best of preachers and kindest of men, but the most admirable of gentlemen. She had a thoroughly English respect for the cloth, and she had been born in the days when, in her native New England town, the league of Church and State was powerful and prominent, and the believers in the Congregational mode of worship and church government were able to look down upon other sects as dissenters. She had left Brookfield with great regret, though she had not known how dear the old place was to her until she came to leave it. She had never been very happy at her aunts, for she never had liked her uncle very well, and his wife was a fretful, tiresome sort of woman, who made it so uncomfortable for every one, when she was not pleased, that her household became cowards in never daring to take their own way or to have minds of their own about even their own affairs; and it seemed a bright future to Miss Parsons to have a home of her own, as she knew her brothers house would be, for she was to have all the good fortune of a ministers wife, the glory and honor and pride of it, with none of the responsibility of suiting herself to the parish, which in a country town is sometimes no light weight to carry.

It was a long journey to take, for Mr. Parsons had been called to a church in Western New York, which seemed to Miss Becky like a foreign country. It was known throughout Brookfield that she was to start one Monday morning, and on Sunday her departure was referred to in the long prayer before the morning sermon, and in the evening meeting both deacons and some other pillars of the church prayed devoutly that she might be kept from danger and peril on her journey, and that she might help to scatter the good seed among the far-away people with whom she was to make her home. It was almost the same thing as if she were going to be a foreign missionary, and she was very solemn about it; but after she reached Alton it seemed as civilized and as home-like as Brookfield itself, and any sacrifice she had gloried in making proved to have been only in her imagination. Twice since then Mr. Parsons had accepted calls to other parishes, farther West, and for the last twenty-seven or twenty-eight years they had been in Devonport, which had started to be a rival to New York city itself. It had been disappointed and left at one side by the railroads, which presently put an end to the usefulness of a canal which had brought some business to the little town, and it had grown very dull and a good deal less important in its own mind. The minister and his sister had lived on year after year in comfortable fashion. The salary was small, but, fortunately, certain, and Miss Becky had a little income which relieved her from any feeling of dependence or uncomfortable humility toward the parishioners. Her hand had been asked in marriage more than once; but she never had thought it best to change her situation, for in neither case had it appeared likely that she should better herself, and she felt that there could be no reproach attached to single-blessedness while she kept her brothers house, and he was a minister of the gospel. It gave her a position and duty for which one must have a vocation.

But, as I have said, as years went on, Miss Beckys heart and thoughts were oftener and oftener turned toward Brookfield; and the minister himself, from hearing her say so much about it, came to have as great a wish as she to go back to New England. It is always home to all the people who go away from it to the westward. As they grow older they love it better and better, and it is a strong bond between the older settlers if in their youth they had some knowledge of each others neighborhoods. The hearts of New England travelers are often touched at being asked to visit some old people, because they came from the Eastern States, and with all the Westerners pride in his new country his thoughts often turn fondly toward the rising sun. There is in this generation an instinctive homesickness that will probably be outgrown in the next. To any subject of the Queen England is always home, and a Canadian or a New Zealander is first of all and last of all an Englishman.

Miss Beckys brother, for some months before his death, had not seemed so strong as usual. He was several years older than she, and seemed very old in that part of the country where most of the people are young or, at furthest, middle-aged. He had never been in the habit of taking stated vacations (in fact, it had been a matter of pride and principle with him not to do so); but early in the summer he had said he should take a rest of a month when September came, and then they would go to Brookfield. He wished to verify some dates and records, and, though there were few people he cared much to see, there were a good many tombstones, and the old town itself was dearer to him than he ever used to believe. He had been hardly more than a boy when he left it, and it was his long-lost boyhood that he hoped to find again. They would go to the seashore for a little while - he should like to get a whiff of salt air; and on their way home they would stop in New York, where there was to be a general meeting of the churches that was of great interest to him.

They talked about their plans like two children; but they never carried them out, for, as I have said, the minister died. It was great shock to Miss Becky, who until the very last was sure that a change of air was all that her brother needed to make him well and strong again; but he only went on a last short journey instead, and all the clergy in that corner of the world assembled to follow him, and they preached about him, and wrote about him in the religious newspapers, and said how sadly he would be missed and what a pillar had fallen. And then the world went on very much the same as ever, except to Miss Becky, who felt as if it had come to an end.

She stayed on in Devonport for a while, until she began to be very unhappy. The parish was hearing candidates with a view to settling a successor to Mr. Parsons, and they seemed so unfit for his place (as, indeed, they were, being mostly young and puffed up with pride) that she listened to them with great impatience and distress, and she made up her mind, by little and little, that as soon as the spring opened she would go to Brookfield and make a long visit. After all, there were a good many people in that place and its neighboring towns whom she wished to see, and whom she thought would be glad to see her; and, if she did not care to visit, she had it in her power to board for a while, and the more she thought about it the more in a hurry she felt to be on the way. She was by no means a rich woman; but, if she lost nothing, she would have enough to live on comfortably, since she spent but little and had an uncommon faculty of making that little go a long way.

The journey to Boston was bewildering and tiresome to her, for the most part; but when she was fairly started one morning to take the last half-days car-ride, she was much delighted, and looked out of the window eagerly, and examined the faces in the car, to see if there might not possibly be one that was familiar. The very names of the stations were delightful to her ears, and after a while she felt as if she were traveling in disguise and as if everybody would be overjoyed if she only told them who she was. I havent been here for forty years, she told the conductor, after he had answered some question she had put to him; and he looked at her curiously (as if to see whether she was an old acquaintance, she thought), and said that she must find things a good deal changed. She heard a gentleman in front call him Mr. Prescott, and, if he had not hurried on, she would have asked him if her were not one of the sons of an old schoolmate of hers, who had married a Prescott and gone to live in Portland. She was sure he had a look of Adaline Emery.

It was a great pleasure that at one of the stations a new-comer took a seat beside her, the cars being full. She was a woman of about her own age, and evidently a journey was a matter of great importance to her. So Miss Becky felt a sympathy for her, and ventured to say that she had been in the cars for nearly two days and nights, after her companion had asked the name of one of the stations which she had failed to hear.

I want to know if you have! said she, looking at Miss Becky with respect. Seems to me I couldnt stand it, no ways; but then it aint come in my lot to be much of a traveler. Was you ever this way before?

I was born and brought up down in Brookfield, answered Miss Becky; but I have been away pretty near forty years. I wonder if you are acquainted about there any.

Why, I was raised in Brookfield, said the woman, and Ive got a brother and sister living there. Im just going to Brookfield now, to stop with them. I thought it was a great while since I was there; but you beat me. I was there nine years ago, and I expect I shall find a good many changes. And our two friends looked at each other searchingly, and in a minute a glimmer of satisfaction overspread Miss Beckys face. I declare to my heart if you arent Mahaly Robinson! I thought you looked sort of natural when I see you come into the cars. I spose you must have forgot all about Rebecca Parsons by this time. But her friend had not, and they grasped each others hand and kissed each other at once, and the sudden outburst of affection was most amusing to the neighboring passengers.

Why, I feel as if I had got home, seeing you, said Miss Becky, thinking how dreadfully old her friend looked, while the friend thought exactly the same thing of her, and each flattered herself that in her case time had left but little trace of its flight. I forget you married name? inquired Miss Becky. I did know it at the time. You know you wrote me just after I went out West; but I always think of you as Mahaly Robinson - same s when we went to school together.

I married first with a Sands; but I lost him when we had only been married three years, said Mahala, without any appearance of regret, and then I married Joshua Parker, of Gloucester. Ive been a widow now these fourteen years. He was a ship-master and used to sail out o Salem when I first met with him; and after that he was master of the Fleetwing, out o Boston for a good many years. He was lost at sea. She was never heard from after they left Callao. I want left very well off; wed had considerable sickness, and his father and mother and a foolish sister made it their home with us and was considerable expense. I always set a great deal by Father Parker, though. He was a real good man and he always did what he could. He got frost-bit down to the Banks, one winter, and his hands and feet were crippled. We had hard scratchin one spell: but my boys and girls got so s they could work, and then there want any more trouble. Ive had a good deal to be thankful for; but Ive seen the time Id a-laid down and died, I was so discouraged. I live with my youngest daughter now, and shes got as handsome a little farm as you ever see and a good husband. Hes doing well, too. They are always thinking o things to please me, both of em. I aint got a child Ive been sorry for, and thats a good deal to say. Theres a sight of risk in fetchin up six of em. But I want to know how its been with you. I see by The Congregationalist that your brother had been taken away.

Yes, said Miss Becky, with a sigh. He was a dreadful loss to me. Wed been together so many years, and there never was a man like Joseph, any way. He was known all through that part of the West. Wed talked about coming on, and its real sad to come without him; but I feel s if it was just what hed want me to do, if he knew it. I hoped I should see him stand up and preach in the old meeting-house. Some of his sermons were thought a great deal of. I couldnt always understand the deeper thought in em, said Miss Becky, proudly. We set a good many times to come on; and we did get as far as New York once, to the meetings of the American Board, and then somehow there was always some place we thought we must go to first, out West. It aint that weve stayed right in the same place all these years, she explained. My brother used to travel about a good deal. Seems to me, coming back this way, I miss him more than ever. I keep thinking o things I ought to tell him when I get back to Devonport. Its been right hard to get reconciled.

Then youre not coming back to settle? asked Mrs. Parker. I thought first that perhaps you was. There, were getting into Portsmouth; but I dont suppose I should know my way round. I lived her long of my first husband, and I always liked the place. 

I remember coming, when I was a young girl, to stop with my aunt Dennett for a spell, over on the Kittery shore. Weve got to go across the river, havent we? I shouldnt wonder if you could see the house. My sakes alive! how good and fresh the salt water smells! Dont it? I declare, how it carries me back! exclaimed Miss Becky.

The wind must have come round into the east, said Mrs. Parker, wisely. It was a little north of west when I started this morning, and I thought I should have a good day; but then were going right back into the country. Who are you expecting to stop with?

I wrote to Cousin Sophy Annis, because Ive been in the habit of hearing from her every year, and one of her sons is living West, and has stopped with us several times. I didnt get any answer, for I started off pretty sudden. I found I was going to have company as far as Syracuse. I can go to the tavern, if it dont seem to be convenient for Sophia. I dont know but it would be just as well, any way, for I feel as if I was almost a stranger. I shouldnt mind the expense, she added, with a good deal of satisfaction.

I know they wont let you go to no tavern, Brookfield folks will have altered a good deal if they have come to that! exclaimed Mrs. Parker, in a way that was gratifying. Youll find more that is glad to see you than youve any idea of. If you dont find anybody a-waiting for you, you come right home with me to Sister Phebes; and then theyll take you over to Sophys after tea or in the morning, just as you are a mind to. You know its right on the way there, and Sophy wont think nothing of your stopping long of me, as we fell in with each other in the cars.

But it seemed very lonely to Miss Becky, who was tired with her long journey; and she became uncertain of her reception, and almost wished she had not undertaken the pilgrimage. She began to understand how changed the place must be, and how little it would be like the Brookfield she had left. And when Mrs. Parker remembered that she had spoken of her brothers preaching in the old meeting-house, and explained that it had been torn down, to make place for a new one, the year before, it was really a great sorrow to our friend. She felt that if it were not for visiting the burying-ground it would not have been worth while to go at all.

I did think it would be so pleasant to set in the old pew again, where I used to set when I was a girl, she said, sadly. I have thought just how it all looked so many times! As they neared Brookfield, the country grew more and more familiar, and Miss Becky looked out of the car-window all the time and was again in high spirits. She told the names of the hills, and when she saw a farm-house that she remembered, not far from the railway, she was perfectly overjoyed, and hurriedly collected her carpet-bag, and her basket, and her big pasteboard box, that held some treasures which she had been afraid to trust to her trunk. Do tell me if I look all right, Mahaly, she said, quickly passing her hand, in its loose black-thread glove, over the front of her bonnet and her neat frisette. I dont spose I am fit to look at. Ive always had to keep myself looking nice, on Josephs account, being a minister, and we were always subject to a good deal o company, she remarked; but Widow Parker said she looked as if she had only traveled from the next town, and in a few minutes more they were standing on the platform of the Brookfield station.

There were only strangers waiting there, and they were mostly little boys, and Miss Becky felt a strange sense of desolation; but presently some one greeted Mrs. Parker (who was much flustered) with great cordiality, and she walked off, without giving a thought to her fellow-traveler, who stood still, looking anxiously at every face that passed, as if she hoped to find it familiar. She held the box and the bag and the basket, and suddenly wondered if her trunk had come, and looked down the platform the wrong way, and distressed herself with the thought that it had not been put off the train, since it was not in sight. The little boys strolled away, and the rest of the people began to disappear also, and Miss Becky remembered her companion, and wondered what could have become of Mrs. Parker, who had seemed so friendly; and just then some one came driving up to the platform. It was a young woman, and she jumped out quickly and came toward our friend.

I wonder if you are Miss Parsons? asked the girl, pleasantly.

Why, yes, dear, said poor Miss Becky, who had been almost ready to cry.

Grandmother said that I had better come round by the depot, but the rest of us were certain you wouldnt be here until to-morrow. How do you do? and she kissed the old lady as if she really cared something about her. We are all so pleased because you are coming. Now let me see to your baggage. We can take the trunk right into the back of the wagon.

I was just feeling afraid it hadnt come, said Miss Becky; but the station-master asked if that were not the one which he was just going to drag into the depot, and in a few minutes more they were in the wagon, driving away.

I hope you wont be too tired, said the girl. We shall have to ride three or four miles; but then it is nice and cool.

I always liked to ride, said Miss Becky, and it is so refreshing to get out of the cars. There! you dont know what a difference there is between the air here and out West; but now I want you to tell me who you are?

I forgot you didnt know, said the girl, laughing. We have talked so much about you that I forgot you didnt know me just as well as I do you. Im Annie Downs, and my mother was Julia Annis.

I cant believe Sophy Annis has got a grand-daughter as old as you! exclaimed Miss Becky. Why, I dont feel any older than ever I did, but she was four or five years older than I.

I have a brother and sister older than I, said Annie; but theyre both married. We lived at Freeport; but I suppose you knew that father died some years ago, and grandmother was getting feeble, so she wanted mother and me to break up and come to live with her. I have been keeping the town school for two years. Its very near, you know. Mothers brother carries on the farm - Uncle Daniel. He says he remembers you, and your coming to say good-by just before you went West; but grandmother says he was too young.

I guess he does remember me, said Miss Becky, with a sudden affection for this relative of hers. I know he was a dear little fellow, running round the kitchen. It was in cold weather, I know. I was going to kiss him, and he hid under the table. This was very pleasant and seemed to bring the strange relatives much nearer. Your mother was the oldest, and was quite a girl then. I remember hearing of your fathers being taken away; but I always thought of you all as little bits of children.

There, I did feel so lonesome to-day! said Miss Becky to old Mrs. Annis and her daughter, that evening; but I feel now as if I had got back among my own folks. I like out West; but somehow I never have felt at home there as I do here, and after Josephs death I saw it was being with him that had kept me from feeling strange. And I dont know why it is, either, for there are a good many people in our place from New England and everybody is free and neighborly.

Nothing could have pleased Miss Becky more than the welcome she received from the townspeople. She said over and over again that she had no idea she should find so many people who remembered her, and the excitement her visit seemed to make was deeply gratifying. It was exactly the way her brother was treated when he went back to visit one of his old parishes, and she accepted invitations to spend the day or to make a weeks visit after haying until she was entirely confused at the thought of her engagements. It was very pleasant; but sometimes, when she was tired, the future suggested itself for her decision, and she wondered what she had better do when the visits were over, for there was all the rest of her life to be lived, and she ought to be making some plans. 

II.

It would not be fair to withhold an account of the wretchedness of poor Mrs. Mahala Parker when she remembered, on the evening after her arrival at her sisters, that she had meant to bring with her another guest. Something happened to remind her of their conversation in the cars, and she suddenly looked gray for a minute, while a chill crept over her. Oh! my good land o compassion! she groaned. What have I been and done? I believe my minds a-failing of me. And her amazed companions asked what could be the matter.

I met Rebecca Parsons in the cars, said she, coming on from the West. We happened to sit in the same seat; but I never should have known her if she hadnt called me by name and told me who she was. She said she had been gone forty years. I shouldnt have said it was more than thirty, if it was that; but time does go so fast! She didnt seem certain about anybodys coming to meet her, and I told her Id fetch her along with me, and then youd send her over to the Annises, where she expected to stop; and I come right off without ever even saying Good-by to her. I dont know what she will think. I never felt so in my life. I dont remember to have seen no other conveyance there, and she must ha been real put to it to know what to do. I got sort of excited, its so long since I went anywhere before. It must have looked just as if I wanted to get rid of her. There was something on my mind all the way here; but I kept thinking it was because I had left something in the cars.

Well, right after breakfast one of the girls shall take you over to the Annises, Sister Mahaly, said Mrs. Littlefield. Youd feel better to see her yourself than to send word. I suppose she will be there, or she may have stopped up to the tavern, and they ought to know it. And you may as well ask them all to come over and take tea to-morrow and spend a good long afternoon. I shant have another chance for some time, on account of haying. I was calculating to ask our minister, any way; and when I got your letter I thought I would wait until you was here.

Adaline sent to Boston by one of our neighbors, who is real tasty, and got me a beautiful cap, just before I came away, mentioned Mrs. Parker. She said Id be likely to want it, and those I had were getting a little past; but I told her I wished she hadnt. It will be just what I need, though, wont it? Rebecca was dressed real plain; but everything seemed to be of good quality. I dare say she put on what was old and wouldnt hurt, she had so far to come.

Miss Becky had been a little angry at being deserted; but she took a grim satisfaction in thinking Mrs. Parkers mind was not what it used to be, and when she made her appearance in the morning, entirely penitent and armed with an invitation to tea, she was forgiven in full. The tea-party was a great success, and Miss Becky was the centre of attraction. There were so many questions to be asked and answered, wherever she went; the fates and fortunes of so many families had to be recounted for her satisfaction; and she made herself very agreeable by giving interesting reminiscences of her own life, and telling of the strange customs of some Westerners and the contrasts she noticed in the fashions of living East and West. She felt herself to be a person of great interest and consequence. You may be sure that she wore her best black silk, and that she succeeded in leaving an impression on the ministers mind of her being well posted on clerical and religious questions. She told the Annis family, complacently, as they drove home together in the two-seated wagon, after the tea-party was over, that she always felt at home with ministers and knew their ways better than she did anybodys.

Cousin Sophia was pleased at being the owner of such an attractive and satisfactory guest. I dont think I ever saw Mr. Beacham appear to enjoy himself better, she said. He isnt much of a talker, as a general thing; but you brought him out right off. I tell you, Rebeccy, you ought to set your cap for the parson. He is well off. We give him eight hundred dollars, and hes got means beside. I think hes been a widower long enough; but folks here has got tired of setting their caps for him, less its old Cynthy Rush, and she pears to think that while theres life theres hope.

He seems to be an excellent Christian man, said Miss Becky, flushing a little; but it was too dark for anybody to notice it.

Im going to have him to our house to tea, said Mrs. Annis, giving her daughter a suggestive poke. He always likes to come in strawberry time.

Annie Downs had been much amused that evening at the evident interest which Mr. Beacham and Miss Becky took in each other. It was a funny, sedate likeness of a mild flirtation between two young people. They were mindful of the respect due to their own advanced years and the proprieties of a tea-party; but they found each other very attractive. They were both fine-looking. Mr. Beacham would have been fairly imposing in even a gown and bands, but in a surplice he would have been magnificent. One longed to see him in a ruffled shirt and small-clothes, instead of his plain black garments; but his solemn countenance bore on it the stamp of ecclesiastical dignity. Anybody would know he was a minister, said Miss Becky, decidedly, and she had had vast experience among the Western clergy.

The June days went by quickly, and Miss Parsons enjoyed her visit more and more, and felt less and less inclination to go back to her Devonport life. She had not supposed that people would be so glad to see her; but, having once welcomed her, they never were made sorry, for our friend was really a good and pleasant person to know. The young people found her full of sympathy and kind-heartedness, and she gave a great deal of pleasure wherever she went. It was easy to see that she did not think only of how her friends greeted her and what they did for her, for she was as anxious to help and to give, in her turn, and she could be as amusing as heart could wish. There was an unfaded girlishness about her yet, in spite of the fallen snows of so many winters. She was very happy in Brookfield, and there was a companionship to be had even in the cypress-grown burying-ground, which was dearer to her than she had dreamed it would be. The people in church on Sundays soon felt as if she were again their neighbor and friend, and Mr. Beacham found himself looking often toward the Annis pew, as he preached; and he selected his best sermon the next Sunday after he met Miss Parsons, and repeated it for her benefit, and was rewarded by her telling him, as he gravely shook hands with her on his way out of church, that it reminded her of one of her dear brothers on the same text, but Mr. Beacham had expanded the subject much more fully. You know how to make things very clear, Miss Becky said, with a sudden brightening of her eyes and a simple frankness that he thought extremely desirable. It is something to be most grateful for, if a word we speak reaches and helps another struggling soul, he said, and shook hands absently with a parishioner in the next pew.

Did you see poor Mary Ann Dean at church, to-day? some one asked, as they drove home after meeting. And Mrs. Annis answered that she doubted if the poor soul ever got out to church again. I havent told you about her, have I, Rbecky? She was a daughter of Susan Beckett, who used to be at your aunts a good deal; but it may have been after you went West. She has had about the hardest time of anybody I know. Their house burnt down, and they lost most everything; and four of the family died within sixteen months. Mary Ann was left all alone, with one brother that drank like a fish, and she had to earn what she could and bear the brunt of everything. She was a good deal younger than the rest of the children. She has been failing this good while; but she wouldnt give up. Shes always reminded me of a flower in the road that every wheel goes over. There aint a better young woman anywhere in Brookfield. I set everything by Mary Ann.

I do feel sorry, said Miss Becky. I had it on my mind in meeting to ask you if any of Susans folks were about here; and I noticed that poor, sick-looking girl. Ill go to see her the first of the week, if she dont live too far off, on her mothers account, if nothing else.

It is only a little way, said Annie Downs. Ill go with you to-morrow afternoon, if you will come along to the school-house after school, Cousin Becky.

Miss Becky was very kind to this new friend, who soon grew more ill and quite dependent upon the kindness of her neighbors, and our heroine, having no family cares, was with her a good deal for the next fortnight. Haying had begun, and it was lucky that so good a nurse was for the most of the time at leisure, since the other women were all so busy, and, indeed, at any time had their hands full with their own work.

It happened that two or three times Mr. Beacham came to visit his sick parishioner; and it must be confessed that Miss Becky did not show her usual composure in the presence of the clergy, and that she began to feel uncomfortably self-conscious and to insist upon it to herself that she took no interest in the man whatever. She openly said (feeling all the time that she might be sorry for it) that she did not consider him gifted in prayer; but even this bold treason did not keep her heart from fluttering at the mention of his name. The Brookfield people quickly caught at the first hint, which was given by a suspicious parishioner, and one Sunday noon Miss Becky was joked a little by the people who knew her best, which was very discomposing.

So one day, late in the afternoon, the Annis family were not surprised to see the minister and Miss Becky come walking up the road together. She had been away for two or three days; but had been left at Mary Ann Deans to spend an hour or two, on her way home, and Mrs. Anniss first thought was that the sick woman had suddenly died, and that they were coming together to consult about making some arrangements. But Annie Downs was quicker witted. I shouldnt wonder if Cousin Becky had made up her mind to settle down in Brookfield, said she, with a little laugh.

Mrs. Annis hurried to the door. Poor Mary Ann aint gone, I hope? she asked anxiously; and Mr. Beacham looked confused, and answered that she seemed as comfortable as usual. Miss Parsons and I were speaking of some theological points to which her brother gave much attention, he apologized, and everybody felt a little awkward, until Mrs. Annis bethought herself to take refuge in her duty as hostess. I want you to stop to tea with us, now youre here, Mr. Beacham, she said, eagerly. Weve been thinking of sending for you. I had some thoughts of naming Thursday. You always like our strawberries, you know.

The minister looked very pleased. I do not know why I cannot accept your hospitality, Mrs. Annis. My housekeeper said she should be absent to-night, though she doubtless made some provision for my supper. And on Thursday I have engaged to be away.

It was nearly tea-time already; at least, there was hardly time enough to make sure that the feast would be appropriate for the guest. Mrs. Annis and Mrs. Downs and Annie all scurried to the kitchen at once, and when Mr. Daniel Annis came in from the field he was told who was there, and went at once to array himself in his Sunday clothes.

You go in and talk to him, Daniel, and Annie or I will be in pretty quick, said Mrs. Downs. And her brother manfully tried to do his duty; but after his first greeting and report of the crops he did not know what else to say. Miss Parsons had looked much embarrassed as he entered, and soon went out to the dining-room, leaving the host and his guest to entertain each other; and Daniel wished that some of the women would come back. He thought of the unfailing resource of all farmers, and longed to ask the minister to come out and have a look at the hogs; but, being a minister, he feared it might not be the proper thing.

Happily, Mr. Beacham himself suggested that they should take a walk down to the bee-hives, and presently they fell into easy discourse together on some parish matters. And after a little while Miss Becky reappeared, and mentioned that some one wished to see Daniel at the barn, about pressing the hay; and while he hurried back to the house our friend and the minister strolled along together slowly.

It was a pleasant old garden, and in the middle path there was a long, rickety arbor, covered thick with grape-vines. The sun was getting low; but, for all that, the shade was pleasant, and Mr. Beacham stopped for a minute, but Miss Becky was uneasy and wished he would go on.

Since I have laid away my dear companion, now seven years ago, he said, in a tone that made Miss Beckys heart thump dreadfully, I have had no desire to fill her place in my home, solitary though it has been, but I find that I am no longer contented with my situation, and that you possess all the qualifications to make me happy. We are not young; but the Lord may continue our lives for many years yet, and I believe that we should enjoy a united home. You already know the responsibilities and cares of a ministers life, and it seems to me unwise that you should return to the West permanently, though I do not doubt you have formed many associations which are dear to you and which it will be hard to sever. Permit me to say that you have already become very dear to me, and that I can assure you of a most heart-felt and enduring affection. I hope you will take the matter, as I have, into serious and prayerful consideration.

Miss Parsons felt for her handkerchief; but she mistook the way to her pocket, and fumbled at her dress without finding it, while the tears were ready to fall from her eyes, and Mr. Beacham and the grape-leaves and a red hollyhock that had pushed through the trellis were all in a dazzle together. She had somehow expected to have the solemn little speech followed by the benediction; but the minister stood there as if he expected her to say something. So she put out her left hand toward him, and covered her face with the other, and the handkerchief, which was found, at last, just in time. And Annie Downs, who was in the strawberry bed not a dozen feet away, hardly daring to breathe lest they should notice her, heard a resounding kiss, and then stole softly away among the pear-trees, and told her mother she need not be worried any more because supper would be so late.

They went on a wedding journey to Devonport, where Miss Becky was so much older than most people in town that her returning to them a bride caused great fun and astonishment; but everybody was very glad. She seemed so happy herself and she did not look a day over fifty-five. She carried back to the East some household goods that were dear to her, and she gave away the rest most generously.

But she felt very sad when she paid a last visit to her brothers grave, and as she came away she noticed some trees he had planted and tended with great care, and she felt as if she were taking a sad farewell of all her happy life with him. She was very contented in Brookfield and was looked up to by the whole parish, and she made Mr. Beacham an excellent wife; but she thought, with all her admiration for him, that, although an uncommon writer, he never could quite equal her brothers great sermon on Faith and Works. Dear Miss Becky! She often thought that her life had been most wonderfully ordered. Everything had happened just right, and she did not see how it was that all the events of life, other peoples affairs, and things that seemed to have no connection with her, all matched her needs and fitted in at just the right time. If she had come to Brookfield the year before she was sure that she should have had no temptation to stay there, though she and Mr. Beacham did seem to have been made for each other. Mr. Beacham would have said that it was the unfailing wisdom of Providence; but she wondered at it none the less and was very grateful. Perhaps her life would seem dull, and not in the least conspicuous or interesting to most people; but for the dullest life how much machinery is put in motion and how much provision is made, while to its possible success the whole world will minister and be laid under tribute. 
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THREE ANCIENT SEAFARING men were sitting together in the doorway of a building that looked as if it might once have been the warehouse of a fisherman, but was now entirely out of repair, even for a fish-house. A short, thin old fellow, who looked more active than the rest, was perched on the top of a shaky barrel, swinging his feet; but his two companions, mindful, perhaps, of their rheumatic joints, were enthroned on bait-tubs. Out-doors it was almost raining, the Scotch mist was coming in so thick from sea; and the men were taking all the comfort they could in smoking such strong black tobacco, in dingy clay pipes with no stem to speak of, that the spiders overhead thought it might be best to go out from their shelter, and brave the inclemency of the weather.

I dont see no prospect of a change, said Captain Joseph Ryder, the man on the barrel. The wind backed in yisterday, and the clouds has been a-looking greasy for a week past. I told Danl, yisterday, he was a blamed fool to go out; but young fellers, they do set an awful sight by their own opinion.

What was he a-saying? asked one of the other men, leaning toward his companion, and putting his hand to his ear. He looked very cross, but he was really good-natured; it seemed as if he thought he ought to wear a look of disapproval at the behavior of men in general. His clothes were made of thick, stiff cloth, and his very skin was so seasoned by long exposure to the weather that it looked like the hide of a very fair-complexioned alligator, or of some other creature that is covered with most durable material.

Captain Joseph Ryders remarks were reported with some accuracy to Captain Jabez Ryder, and he nodded his head once or twice in approval. That was all you observed, want it? he asked in a grumbling, rusty voice, as if he thought his friend might have defrauded him in the repetition. Well, young folks is fools, so they is. It aint what I call good seamanship, and I like to see good seamanship aboard of a dory as well as aboard of a nine-hunderd-ton East Indiaman, so I do. Ef a mans good for anything whatever aboard a vessel, he can turn his hand to one as well as another. In my day young folks used to have ambition about em to rise; but some o these fellers goes out to the fishing year in and year out, and never leaves off no better than they begun, so they dont.

Times aint what they used to be, mourned Captain Peter; and as old Jabez looked at him inquiringly, he repeated his remark at the top of his voice, which was somewhat feeble at best.

No more they aint, said Jabez, with satisfaction, and they all puffed silently at their pipes. They were like some worn old driftwood at the harbor-side, and they bore a queer family likeness to the worm-eaten pieces of ship timber and the small rusty anchor with a broken fluke which were stored away near them.

The fish-house fronted on a narrow alley-way, which led from the main street of the town down to a wharf. It was standing a little askew, having been built at a time when perfectly straight streets were not thought necessary. In fact, the whole town had a strange, disorderly look, as if its buildings had been brought all at once and set down wherever there was room, but the inhabitants had never thought it worth while to take the trouble to arrange them better. It gave one a feeling of gratitude that some of the little houses had not been carelessly dumped on their sides, or upside down, which would have made house-keeping in them even more inconvenient than it was. As one went along the streets, some of the

buildings stood cornerwise, and some had their back doors where the front should have been; the whole little town was like a company of soldiers which had broken ranks, and it was altogether picturesque and charming, with its unexpected lilac bushes and bits of garden, and its windowed roofs and narrow, cobble-stoned streets.

Opposite the fish-house was the gray and lichened, rough-shingled wall of a deserted warehouse, and as the three captains sat looking solemnly at this, and past the corner of it toward the water, there suddenly appeared the figure of a young girl against the dull background. She had been walking fast, and her face was flushed with the damp fog and her eagerness. Ive been hunting all round for you, grandfather, she said. I suppose you forgot about that fish for the chowder? Aunt Melinda said I had better come right out and look you up, else we shouldnt get much of a dinner to-day.

Captain Ryder looked very sorry for this omission, and got down quickly from his barrel, while Captain Jabez put his hand to his ear, and demanded an explanation of the sudden summons. He was a little disappointed at finding it was only that his crony had forgotten to buy a fish; it seemed to him that an unexpected guest must have arrived, or that some one was taken suddenly ill, or had died, for Susan was in such a hurry. But if he had stopped to think he might have been sufficiently surprised: it was seldom that a retired shipmaster in that port forgot to order his dinner; it was too often the only real business which interfered with his idleness all day long.

Capn Joe, as his friends called him, hurried off by the way of the wharves, apologizing to himself as he went; but Susan lingered behind a moment. Do you know whether Dan Lewis is out or not to-day? she asked Captain Downs softly, as if afraid of being overheard by her retreating grandfather; and she was answered that the fishing-smack had gone out, in spite of repeated warnings, late the night before.

Im afraid Danl will get hisself into mischief, the old sailor said, while Susans cheeks grew brighter than ever, and old Captain Jabez looked curiously from one face to the other, and was fairly shaking with impatience. Susan had nothing more to say, but turned quickly, as if much disturbed, and went away, slipping a little on the wet round stones of the paving; and when she had turned the corner from the alley-way into the main street, she walked as fast as she could toward home. When she reached the house she shut the door so angrily that the old brass knocker clacked, and the hanging-lamp, which the captain had brought in his young days from over seas, rattled its chains and jarred and jingled. It was not the custom of the family to come in at the front door, and Miss Melinda Downs appeared suddenly at the head of the crooked little staircase to see what the matter was. She was not dressed for visitors, and she looked relieved when she found it was her niece. I was afraid you was an agent or somebody, she said. Did you find father?

Yes, I did, said Susan, who was very much excited; her eyes were shining, and she looked as if she could hardly keep from crying. And whats more, I found that Dan has gone off fishing, just as I supposed he would; and Heaven knows if anybody will ever see him again! Just like him, and of course he found plenty of fools ready to go with him. Theres an awful storm coming, and the schooner wasnt half ready for sea; he told me so last night, and they sailed before morning.

They cant have got far, said Miss Melinda, not without some anxiety. I guess youd find they was laying off here in the harbor, if the fog lifted. There aint been a breath of wind all the morning; its dreadful close. I dare say theyll put into some other port to fit themselves out, if its so they dont come right in here again. Just like Dans nonsense, all fire and tow! I spose he thought t would sound smart. I hope he split up a few kindlins for his poor, feeble old mother before he went. I see her, when I come by yisterday, hacking away in the wood-house with a dull axe. I should think hed be ashamed to go strutting round the way he does. Father went right off to see about the fish, I spose? I dont know what time hell get his dinner. I never knew him to forgit before, she added, prudently trying to change the subject, for she saw how Susans eyes flashed.

I guess they aint laying off in the harbor, rejoined the younger woman, stamping her foot with rage. Its a mercy if they aint gone to pieces on the rocks, before now. It blew dreadful hard along towards morning. And Ill just tell you one thing: I dont blame Dan Lewis one mite for being mad, and I aint going to live here no longer, like a toad under a harrow. Im just going to do as Im a mind to, quick s ever Im out of my time; and Im going to marry Dan Lewis, whether anybody says I can or not. No fellow would stand what was said to him last night.

There, there, said aunt Melinda, soothingly; dont get so worked up, Susan. Your granther means to do well by you; Im sure he always has, and hes all for your good. His barks worse than his bite, you know s well as I do.

Nobody wants to hear him bark as I know on, said Susan, scornfully; and Melinda escaped with the excuse of the captains coming in at the kitchen door, fish in hand.

Let her alone, whispered the elder woman, to her father, who had an anxious look, as if he half expected a battle. Shes dreadful worked up about Dans going off, but shell get over it if you dont say nothing to set her going.

Nothing was farther from the captains mind than to wish for an encounter with Susan. She did not meet him until dinner was ready, when she came down to take her seat at the table like a sulky and displeased guest. She always helped to get dinner, and that day she had told herself several times, during the hour that she spent in her own room, that she would not go down to share the noonday meal; but the chowders savory odor was wafted up the stairs, and proved irresistible, for she was a young person of good appetite, and she was, for some reason or other, hungrier than usual. The captain made awkward attempts at keeping up a brisk and unconscious talk, but Susans expression was that of grim stolidity. She made herself look very ugly when it please her to feel so; she was at other times a pretty girl, with a fine color, as we have already seen, and bright black eyes, that took quick, sharp glances at the world. She was generally good-humored and merry, but when a cloud went over her sky it was very bad weather indeed. After dinner Captain Ryder went to sleep in his chair, as usual, and his injured granddaughter helped clear away the table and wiped the dishes, as if it ought not to have been expected of her under the circumstances. Then she withdrew again to her bedroom, and her aunt Melinda, who never took afternoon naps, after a suitable interval put on her second-best bonnet and shawl, and went out, closing the door gently after her. The house was still, and the captain slept later than usual. When he waked it was half-past three, and he had promised to be on one of the tumble-down wharves at three, to measure some firewood. His neck was stiff, and he had an uneasy sense of guilt as he wondered what had become of the women-folks, and especially of Susan. 

After Susan had left the fish-house, that morning, the two captains had waited for a few minutes, to be sure she was out of hearing, and then Captain Jabez had edged his overturned bait-tub as close as possible to his companions, and asked to hear what had been said. I guess they must ha had some trouble amongst em last night, he said, not without contempt. I seen him a-settin by the fore-room window, as I was a-passin by, near about eight oclock, if I dont disremember. Capn Joe, he was out somewhere; likely he went over to inquire for Mis Capn Stark. I met him a-goin home, and it may be he turned Danl out o the house, and hes made off. I couldnt get no sight at what drove him out to sea this miserble weather. And didnt it bear on your mind that Capn Joe was some out o sperits? Acted like hed lost his recknin, so he did!

He want out o sperits s I know on, said Captain Peter. I see him coming out o Tarbells shop. just afore ten, and I guess he had his nipper aboard. T aint often he forgits it; but I did think he was airlier than common to-day. Praps hed mistook the hour, but most like he wanted it to stay him.

T aint never well to change hours, so it aint, said Captain Jabez, after some reflection. And tens too airly; you lose all the good on t by dinner time. I dont blame Joe; hes been a saving man, and it aint his natur to want Dan Lewis to make ducks and drakes of his property. I suppose he must have as much as nine or ten thousand, aint he?

Hes got that, sure, acknowledged Captain Downs. But they had too often settled the amount of money which belonged to every man of their acquaintance to make the subject an absorbing one, if there were any other at hand. Dan Lewis is a high-strung fellow, and I never set no great by him, he went on; but young folks will have their way, and old folks has to stand back. I should ha thought Susan would ha looked higher. Dan aint got nothing to look to from his folks; its been all his mother could do to scratch along; and to be sure, hes got the berth o second mate o the Daylight, but with the plight navigation s in now its lucky if she goes out o her dock for a year to come. His uncle only give him the place because poor old Mis Lewis beseeched him so. Dans lazy as a flounder, naterally. He never d a undertook to carry on fishing if he hadnt wanted to stand well in Capn Joes books. Susans distressed to get him, aint she, s if he was an East Indiaman loaded to the waters edge? Talk about love! I should think a gal like her would have sense enough to look ahead and provide for herself accordin to. All the Ryder girls, her fathers sisters, married capns, and I shd think shed have some ambition. But I spose shes lookin forard to having means enough o her own, when Joes done with it. Id like to see wholl beat, though, her or Joe! They aint neither one on em liable to change their minds. Susans a reglar chip o the old block.

Captain Jabez was having an unusually pleasant morning. He could hear the voice of this friend easily, and Captain Peter Downs was a good-natured, sociable old fellow, who was willing to gossip with this deafest and dullest of his neighbors rather than not gossip at all. Captain Jabez had heard this long discourse with great satisfaction. He did not often find people willing to tell him secrets; but there was a good opportunity in that secluded spot, and voices could be raised to shouting pitch, and subjects discussed without fear of outside listeners.

I spose shes got the right to suit herself; shes the one thats going to marry the fellow, said Captain Downs, in conclusion.

But this sentiment did not find favor with Captain Jabez, who prided himself on nothing more than his experience of life and his knowledge of human nature. I dont agree with ye, so I dont, he remarked, looking at a great silver watch, and making ready to start for home.

Whoever a gal picks out, all her folks has to marry him as much as she does; and a gal ought to consider whether her folks wants to take a man in for better and worse as a relation. Youre a sight more beholden to relations by marriage than you be to your own folks.

I do know but what youre right, meekly observed Captain Downs, and the two old salts went .stiffly away together in search of their dinners. 

It happened that the story, in some mysterious way, found wings and flew about town that Captain Joe Ryder and Dan Lewis had had some hard words, and Susans frame of mind was indescribable in consequence. Captain Jabezs wife, a person of great activity, met him at the door at noon with the news, and was very pleased to find that he had seen both Susan and her grandfather, and was wiser in the matter than she. He had often failed in his duty of bringing home the news since he had grown deplorably deaf. Mrs. Ryder treated him with unusual attention; she even delayed dinner a little, while she made a pudding-sauce of which her partner for life was very fond, and which he usually had served him only when there was company. I do know but if you feel like it well go round to Josephs to-night, after supper, she ventured, when dinner was nearly over, and the captain was unmistakably serene. Hes all the cousin youve got, and we aint been there of an evening all through the summer. Ive got some things I want to consult Melindy about, and like s not theyll be glad to have us drop in if they aint feelin comfortable among themselves.

Captain Jabez was usually much averse to paying ceremonious visits. He was some years older than his wife, and he was generally unable to join in the conversation to any satisfactory extent; he liked to smoke his pipe and read the newspaper in peace at home. But he consented to this plan with unwonted willingness, though he felt that he must grumble at it a little at first. I cant go to work a-rigging up just as Im getting off to bed, he growled mildly. But his wife took a good look at him, and said that she didnt know as there would be any need of his putting on a clean shirt; it wasnt as if it was daytime. Besides, it was different, just dropping in to see your own folks; she shouldnt like to appear as if they made much of it.

So after Mrs. Ryder had stowed away the tea things, and had brought the captain his coat and helped him into it, they started out. It was very late in the summer, and the evenings were growing long; the fog was coming in thicker than ever from sea, and it was already dark. The captain, whose eyes were not much better than his ears, always refused to go forth after night-fall without his lantern. The old couple steered slowly down the uneven sidewalk toward their cousins house. The captain walked with a solemn rolling gait, learned in his many long years at sea, and his wife, who was also short and stout, had caught the habit from him. If they kept step, all went well; but on this occasion, as sometimes happened, they did not take the first step out into the world together, so they swayed apart, and then bumped against each other, as they went along. To see the lantern coming through the mist, you might have thought it the light of a small craft at sea in heavy weather.

Im most sorry we come out, its such a bad night, and your rheumatism, too! said Mrs. Ryder regretfully in the captains best ear, which luckily happened to be next her. And the captain rejoined that anybody would think they must be put to it; but it was none o his doing.

Ill say to Joseph that I want to look over some papers that he keeps, and him and mes concerned in; thatll explain it, and they wont think we come a-spyin round.

Mrs. Ryders heart had begun to fail her; she would have turned toward home again just before this, if she could have mustered courage. She thought it was very handsome of the captain, and said to herself that she would not forget it.

Miss Melinda Ryder and the old captain, her father, had passed a very dull day, and the evening had closed in with uncommon gloom. Susan had maintained a dignified silence at supper time, and had returned to her room afterward, and shut its door in such a manner that it was plain to see that she had not forgiven the sins of her family against her. For some reason or other the captain had failed to receive his evening paper, and he had nothing to do but look at the small, unwilling fire which his daughter had lighted in the Franklin stove in the dining-room, the evening being chilly. She had forgotten herself, and before she stopped to think had lighted the sticks that topped the careful structure made ready for the fire. They were nice-looking round sticks of white birch, and she regretted their loss very much. She was much attached to them, beside; she had taken them off and laid them by a great many times. Everything seemed to be awry, and neither she nor the captain would have grieved if they had been sure that Dan Lewis had taken himself off with the determination never to darken their doors again.

The knock at the door which they heard presently was most startling, and they could have confessed that they were afraid that the young man had come back and meant to have it out, and decide his right to Susan. The guests, however, did not wait for an answer to their summons with the knocker, but opened the door at once, and were pleased with the look of delight and relief on the faces of their host and hostess.

Step up and speak to Susan, will you? said Captain Joe to his daughter. Tell her whos here. Melinda obeyed, with much fear and trembling. Susan had forgotten to take a light up-stairs with her. She was not at all sleepy, and she was very tired, to tell the truth, of sitting in the dark. Her manner had a little loftiness, but she was very gracious, and the rest of the company took heart and were cheerful. Captain Jabez explained the object of his visit to his cousin, and the papers were at once brought out from a hiding-place in the old secretary in the dining-room, which stood in the stead of an office and counting-room to Captain Joe. He was ships husband to a small craft in which the cousins were part owners. They talked for some time over the affairs of the Adeline in language intelligible only at times to the unenlightened listener, and in the mean time the three women chatted together softly, at the other side of the room.

Captain Jabez was in high spirits, and made himself most agreeable. He had always been called good company before his deafness had isolated him in the midst of society; in his young days he had been a good deal of a beau and gallant, and his wife was proud of him yet, and always said that nobody knew so well as he how to carry things off well. She refused, on this ground, to grant him permission to absent himself from her tea-parties or sewing-society suppers, which were the main features of the town festivities. He had grown very heavy and stupid of late, — at least, it seemed so to most of his neighbors, — but this evening call had awakened much of his ancient vivacity.

It was an awful moment to all the rest when he turned, with apparent innocence, to Susan, and said, Capn Peter said you was inquiring about Dan Lewis and them that was out fishing?

Yes! shouted Susan, with great bravery, her cheeks growing scarlet.

I spose youve heard by this time that theyve got in? I chanced to be down on Sands wharf when they come ashore, and a more miserble-looking set o drownded rats I never see; but they was fools to have put out in such weather, so they was, and I told em so. Danl, he said that they got outside and set their trawls in the night; but there was an old sea a-running, and their trawls parted and caught, so they lost two thirds o one on em. I dont see how they got in. They said they never see no such a fog as there is outside. They worked toward the shore somehow or nother, and after a while they heard the town bell ringing at one oclock, and they steered by that. T was about four oclock when they come in. Danl said if it had come on to blow, t would a been all day with em. He said he was a fool to go out. The airs seemed to be took out o him a little for once.

Glad of it, said Captain Joe, chuckling with delight, while the three women grew more and more uneasy. Danl alays was all talk and no cider.

Susan looked very black. She had borne with Captain Jabez patiently; there was no knowing that he had heard the town gossip. But deaf people hear more things that are worth listening to than people with better ears; one likes to have something worth telling in talking to a person who misses most of the worlds talk.

Im sorry you forget yourself so as to say such a thing as that, Susan said scornfully to her grandfather; and she spoke loud enough for Captain Jabez to hear. I wont stand by and hear Dan abused. I may as well tell all of you now that I am going to marry him.

There, there, Susan! Dont be hasty, whispered Miss Melinda Ryder appealingly. The girl looked for a minute as if she could hardly keep from crying. She had been very anxious about her lover, and she was glad enough to hear of his safety; but she said, after an awful pause of a few minutes, that she couldnt see why everybody made such a touse about his going out fishing, any way. It had happened times enough before that men had gone out in the night and been caught by the fog.

We wont talk no more about it now, Susan, commanded Captain Joe, with an air of offended dignity, and Susan feared that she had gone too far. It was all very well to hold her own, and she had taken pride all day in her ability to make her grandfather uncomfortable; but it would not do to provoke him altogether, since he might leave his money in a way that she would regret. And he had always been very kind to her until lately, when she had been calling him a tyrant, and had pleased herself with considering him her enemy.

The proverb with which Captain Joe had roused this battle about his ears had left a suggestion in his mind, and he rose from his chair, while the rest of the company were trying to collect the stray bits of conversation which were left in their shocked minds; and, taking the small hand-lamp from the secretary and a pitcher from the closet, he went down cellar, and drew some of the ale which the mention of talk and cider had made him remember.

Its out of a little kag that Aleck Jones sent me for a present last week, he explained, as he came puffing up the stairs. Git some glasses, will you, Melinda?

Captain Jabez coughed gravely, and the ale proved very good, and all seemed fair weather again. Susan looked shyly up at her grandfathers face as he gave her a tumbler. She was not fond of ale, but she did not like to refuse this. She could not help noticing that the old mans hand shook, and that he looked hurt and tired. He took no notice of her, apparently; he had grown very old this last year, she thought, and she was sorry she had been so angry with him. But she would teach folks to let Dan Lewis and herself alone.

Captain Jabez and his wife set sail on their homeward voyage at an early hour. They expressed a fear that the fog might turn to rain, and the lantern went bobbing and swaying up the street. What possessed you to get going about Dan Lewis? asked Mrs. Jabez, reproachfully. You spoilt everything, and we was having such a pleasant talk, all of us.

I wanted to stir her up, answered the captain, composedly. I never did like that girl over well. I dont think shes got no sort o gratitude, after all thats been done for her. She got a piece o my mind about that fellows going on, so she did.

It dont do no good, said his wife, and youve got no more sense than a boy. Why didnt you tell me theyd come in? To which the captain made no answer, taking refuge in his deafness, though he could always hear what his wife said, being so well used to her voice.

Captain Joe Ryder came back to the dining-room, after bolting and locking the fore-door behind his visitors. I guess Ill make for bed, he said. And, Susan, Ive got one thing I want to say to you: Ive treated you as well as I knew how, and Ive done for your good ever since you was left a baby; and if I dont want you to fling yourself away on a worthless fellow that cant call a dollar his own, I dont know as Im to blame for it. And I think youve let yourself down, speaking so smart to me afore folks; it hurt my feelins.

Susan began to cry. Im sure youre always hurtin mine, said she. I cant help it if I do like him; and theres lots of fellows that start without any means, and get rich soon enough.

The captain turned back as he heard this. He dont come of a good stock, and I should rather he showed me five thousand dollars in his hand than have him promise he was going make it. I and my father before me lived single till we owned that much money, and if youd seen as much of this world as I have youd think we done right. You wait till youre as old as I be, and youll look at most things different from what you do now. I always have calclated on seeing you well married and settled afore Im laid away, and I hope to yet; but theres no sense in marrying a fellow just because hes good-lookin and has a smart way with him, and the captain shut his bedroom door behind him, and said no more.

Susan considered herself to be in a position of great misery, and she sat by the window and cried as long as she could, after she went up-stairs. She pitied herself very much, and yet she had a great respect for herself as the heroine of an unhappy love affair.

But in the morning affairs wore a different aspect. Dan Lewis came in soon after breakfast, looking excited and pleased, and as if he had something to say that would make him welcome. Captain Joe spoke to him civilly, and the women bade him good-morning, and looked at him curiously, for they were sure he had important news.

I came to tell you that I got a letter from my uncle last night, sir, he told the captain, and he says that the Daylight is going to sail as quick as they can fit her out, and he wants me aboard right away. Im going on to New York this afternoon.

Oh, Dan! cried Susan, with real distress. Cant you put it off until to-morrow? But Dan went on talking to the captain.

My uncle says shes going to Liverpool in ballast, but the owners are sure of getting a freight there for the East Indies. Theyre going to send her along, anyhow, for theres nothing doing in freights in New York, and — 

Right they are, too, interrupted the captain. I was reading the other day how freights were looking up on the other side, and they was short of ships, for a wonder. It was betwixt hay and grass with em, and bad head-winds had delayed a good many vessels bound for English ports. And youll have a quick run across; its a first-rate time o year. Well, I wish you a good vyge, my boy, and a safe return, said the captain, heartily, feeling the kinship of sailor with sailor, and forgetting his dislike for the man himself.

Dan took courage from the captains cordiality, and with a glance at Susan, who stood listening, with her eyes full of tears, he said, If I do well, I hope youve no objections to my asking Susan — 

The old mans face looked black for a minute, but he quickly recovered himself. Not if you do well, I havent, Dan; but a second mates berth aint much of a business in the state navigations in now. But if you show you mean to do well, and I hear a good report of you, I shant have anything to say against it, if so be that you keep of the same mind, both of you. Youve got just as good a chance as the next one, if youre willing to put right to; and theres money to be earnt yet followin the sea, bad as times is. You young folks thinks that loves the main pint, and I dont say but what it is; but theres a good deal more chance for it to hold out when theres means to make things comfortable. And you ought to want Susan to have a good home full as much as I do.

I do set everything by her, said the young sailor; but he looked humbled at this announcement of what would be expected of him as to material comforts.

Ive only got one thing more to say to you, the captain added. If I do hear good accounts of you, and have reason to think youve done well, Ill help you out any way I can. I know you havent got any folks of your own to look to. It aint as if your uncle hadnt met with bad luck of late years.

Hes doing very well this past year, said Dan, with as much pride as he dared show; and he says he means to push me ahead as fast as he can.

Better look to yourself for that, said Captain Joe, gravely. Talks cheap; and Miss Melinda having been called to the door by some one who had come with an errand, he went out to the garden, which lay behind the house, and left the lovers to themselves. Susan cried, but the mate of the Daylight was not moved to grief; he consoled her as best he could, and with great kindness, and showed her that he carried her picture in his waistcoat pocket, and told her that he should kiss it every day. And then he kissed her several times, and promised to write and to think of her; and altogether they were very sad and affectionate, being much in love, and feeling that they were hardly used by fortune, since, if Captain Joe had ever said the word, they would have been married, and Dan would have willingly taken up his residence in the home of Susans childhood. He meant to settle down into the business and idleness of fishing and coasting, and of doing great things with Captain Joes savings by and by, when he had the opportunity. And he certainly was the handsomest young man in town. Susan watched him proudly through her tears, as he hurried away at last. His mind was full of going down the street to tell his acquaintances of his prospects and his long voyage; and afterward he must go home to toss his belongings into his sea-chest, and say good-by to his mother. She was old and in ill-health, and the thought struck him sharply that he might not find her there to welcome him when the voyage was over and he came home again.

By noon of that day he had gone. The people of the town were used to their neighbors going away to sea, and so Dans departure did not make a great excitement. The subject of his relations with the Ryder family was discussed for a while, but it was decided that he was not engaged to Susan, and that affairs were left in the state they had been in for some time before. 

Many months afterward, in the middle of a pleasant September afternoon, Miss Melinda Ryder took a solitary walk to the old burying-ground on the hill. As we have heard, all her sisters had married captains, and Melinda herself had been promised to a young man, who was unfortunately drowned on his first voyage as master. She had never replaced him in her affection; her love and loyalty grew stronger and stronger instead of fading away. She had been expecting to marry him in a few weeks, when his homeward voyage should have ended, and on high days and holidays ever since she had looked sadly through the old sea-chest of her fathers, that held many of the treasures that her lover had given her, and what was left of her now quaint and old-fashioned wedding outfit. And once in a while, through the summer weather, she went to this burying-ground, where a stone had been raised in the family lot to his memory, and felt herself at such times, and in fact at many others, to be a widow indeed. It always seemed to her as if that were his grave; at any rate, she felt a greater nearness to him in that spot than in any other. His family, with great consideration, had asked her advice in the choice of the head-stone, and though she liked marble best, she had chosen a tall, broad slab of slate, on which was cut the familiar figure of a mourner beneath a willow-tree. She identified this figure with herself always, and it was a matter of great sorrow to her that it would be out of the question for her to be buried at the side of this untenanted grave. She would have been glad if she could have been sure that she would be buried there, but she never dared to express such a wish; it would sound very strange, she thought, and yet it seemed to her to be her proper resting-place.

On this day it was very pleasant in the burying-ground. The wind was blowing in from the sea, and the tall, uncared-for grass waved this way and that; and she read the name of one old acquaintance after another, as she went along a crooked path that wound among the graves. Miss Ryder was already an old woman, and she was tired with her walk, and was glad to stop to rest, as she read for the hundredth time the name of Captain Joseph Sewall: Lost at Sea. There was no one in sight, and she gently stroked the slate head-stone with her hand, and picked off a gray lichen that had fastened its tenacious roots into the crevice of one of the letters, while the face of her sailor lover came clearly to her mind. She did not know why, but she felt very lonely that day. She and Susan had never been very dear to each other; it was an affection bred of attachment and kinship and long association, rather than an instinctive drawing together of their natures, and she knew that Susans home was not likely to be hers, and that in all probability her father could not live many years longer; at his death she would he left alone. Her married sisters were all dead, and Susans father, her only brother, had died many years before. Its the common lot of all, she told herself, and I ought to be thankful that it is likely father will leave me very comfortable.

Susan had been anxious of late about her lover. The letters had not come often at best, for the mate of the Daylight did not hold the pen of a ready writer, and the long voyages from port to port had caused long silences that were nobodys fault. The last report from the ship, had been that the next move was undecided; she might sail for the East Indies again before coming back to the States. There had been heavy gales at sea, and Miss Melinda had felt great sympathy for her niece when she asked the old captain so eagerly every day if there were any letters, and was disappointed by his answer.

She never had pitied the girl so much as she did when the thought came to her that the ship might be lost and that Susan would have to bear a sorrow like her own.

And Miss Ryder seated herself on the grass, and sat looking off to sea. How many times she had sat there, and how dark the world used to seem to her when she came there first to show respect for her lover and her tenderness for his memory! Yet the years had worn away one by one, and this faithful soul had in later days wondered as much about the meeting, at some not far distant time, as she had dwelt in thought over the sad farewell of many years before. 

Miss Ryder made a call or two on her way home, and it was almost tea-time when she reached the house, and heard an unusual noise of voices as she hurried in. What a surprise it was to see young Lewis, grown older and broad-shouldered, with his face browned and reddened by the sea winds! Susan was beaming with happiness, and Captain Joe looked very pleased and interested, and was listening to a long story of the voyage. Miss Ryder had not prepared her mind for being kissed, but kissed she was, and her father laughed and rubbed his hands together; she thought he looked older than ever as he sat by the side of this bronzed, eager young man.

Why, when did you get in? she asked the sailor. And he told his story again, that the ship had reached New York only the day before, and he wished to come home to surprise them, and so had sent no message.

He is going back early in the morning, said the captain. He tells us he has been made master of the ship; and if young Lewis had been the old mans only son he could not have looked happier or prouder; while Susan tossed her head a little, as if she were not surprised, and had always been sure of this triumph from the beginning.

It proved that the captain of the Daylight had been washed overboard in a gale the third day out, and the first mate had been ill during the homeward voyage, and had been forced to give up his position altogether. So Susans lover had brought the ship across, and had handled her well, too. He had taken the first mates duties for several weeks before they had reached Bristol, and had won great respect for his knowledge of seamanship: this and his relationship to one of the owners had secured him the position of captain. More than this, he had carried away some money which his mother had given him from her little hoard, and he had traded with it, and brought her home more than three hundred dollars, while he had something of his own beside his pay, in his pocket. The elder captain was ready to hear of his future projects, and a more cheerful company never sat down to drink tea together.

The first Sunday he spent at home, he and Susan walked up the broad aisle of the church side by side to Captain Ryders pew, and she wore triumphantly a wide red India scarf folded about her shoulders. And on week days she was proud to show the young women of her acquaintance other timely gifts from her handsome and promising lover. So the mate of the Daylight returned to his unbelieving friends a shipmaster, and when he sailed on his next voyage, having gained the owners permission to carry her, he had his wife for company.

But old Captain Jabez, who had been made to hear all these things with difficulty, on account of his increasing deafness, grumbled out one day, as he sat on one of the wharves in the sunshine, like an old fly who had just crawled out of a crack in the spring, Its the next vyge thatll show what stuff hes made of. You might say this was his luck, but the nextll have to be his earning. Theres plenty of able shipmasters, lying idle, I should think theyd ha took afore they did him. But I wish Dan well, so I do. Im one that likes to see young folks prosper and have their day. Ive had mine!


A LANDLESS FARMER.
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I.

IT was late in a lovely day of early spring, the first warm Sunday of the year, when people who had been housed all winter came out to church, looking pale, and as if they had been hidden or lost for months. It seemed as if winter, the stern old king, had suddenly died, and as if the successor to the throne were a tender-hearted young princess, and everybody felt a cheerful sense of comparative liberty and freedom. The frogs were lifting up their voices in all the swamps, having discovered all at once that they were thawed out, and that it was time to assert themselves. A faint tinge of greenness suddenly appeared on the much-abused and weather-beaten grass by the roadsides, and the willows were covered with a mist of greenish gold. The air was fragrant, and so warm that it was almost summer-like; but the elderly people shook their heads, as they greeted each other gravely in the meeting-house yard, and said it was fine weather overhead, or perhaps spoke of the day reproachfully as a weather-breeder. There seemed to be a general dislike to giving unqualified praise to this Sunday weather, which was sure to be like one of the sweet spring flowers that surprise us because they bloom so early, and grieve us because they are so quick to fade.

After church was over in the afternoon, two or three men were spending an idle hour on a little bridge where the main highway of Wyland crossed Cranberry Brook; a small stream enough in summer, when it could only provide water sufficient for the refreshment of an occasional horse or dog belonging to some stray traveler. It was apt to dry up altogether just when it was needed most; but now the swamp which it drained was running over with water, and sent down a miniature flood, that bit at the banks and clutched at the roots and tufts of rushes as if it wished to hold itself back. It had piled already a barricade of leaves and sticks and yellow foam against the feeble fence that crossed it at the roadside, and the posts, which were almost rotted away, were leaning over and working to and fro, as if they had hard work to stand the strain, and might fall with a great splash and go down stream with the mossy rails and the sticks and yellow foam any minute.

The water had risen to within a short distance of the floor of the bridge, and the three men stood watching it with great interest. Two of them, who had come from church, had found the other standing there. He owned the pasture through which the brook ran on its way to the river; but on that side of the road the ground fell off, so there was a small cascade; and his own stone walls, which stopped at the edge of this, were in no danger. He wore his every-day clothes, but the other men were in their Sunday best.

Warm for the time o year, aint it? asked one of these, taking off his hat, and giving his forehead a rub with his coat sleeve. I wore my overcoat that I have been wearing this winter to meeting this morning, and the heft of it was more than a load of hay. I come off without it this afternoon. The folks said I should get my death o cold, and I do know but they was right, but I want going to swelter as I did in the forenoon for nobody.

T is warm, said Ezra Allen, who was without his own waistcoat, and who whittled a deliciously smooth and soft bit of pine with a keen-edged knife, in ideal Yankee fashion. Ive been looking to see that old fence of Uncle Jenkinss topple over; the streams most as high as I ever see it. I shouldnt wonder if it come over the bridge, if this weather holds.

Crambry Brooks ben over this bridge more times n youve got fingers and toes, Ezra, said the third man, scornfully. Guess youve forgot. When I was a boy, t was customary for it to go over the bridge every spring, and I do know but Ive seen it in the fall rains as well. Parker Jenkins come near getting drowned here once, you know.

Youre thinking of the little old bridge that used to be over it when we was boys; t was two or three foot lower than this. The road used to be all under water in them days; I know that well as anybody. I wasnt referring to the bridge. I said the brook was high as I ever see it. Ef you had that little bridge that was here before they histed up the road, I guess youd find it well wet down.

Dont seem to me as if the brooks run so high as they used, suggested Henry Wallis, mildly. They say its because the countrys been stripped of its growth so. Cutting the pines all off lets the sun get to the springs, and the ground dries right up. I cant say I understand it myself, but theyve got an argument for everything nowadays.

There aint so much snow as there used to be when we was boys, said Ezra Allen. I never see no such drifts anywhere about as used to be round the old school-house; we used to make caves in em that you could stand right up in, and have lots o clear room overhead, too.

Youre considerable taller than you was in them days, Ezry, said Asa Parsons. That makes some difference; and the three neighbors laughed together, as if it were a great joke.

All through the parish were little groups of people like this, gossiping together on their unfrequented front steps, or before the barn doors, where happy fowls fluffed their feathers and scratched the wet ground, or quawked and strutted to and fro. There was a good deal of social visiting going on, and as the three men stood together on the bridge, which was a favorite abiding place in summer, being not far from several farmhouses, they spoke to one neighbor after another, as he or she went along in the muddiest possible wagons. As for the horses, they were steaming as if they had come from the races, and looked as if they wished, like their masters, to be relieved of their winter coats.

Seems to me everybody was out to-day, said Ezra Allen, who was a rosy-faced, pleasant-looking man of about forty. I do know when Ive missed a Sunday before; and he went on clipping little white chips from his stick, which was dwindling away slowly.

The other men waited for a few moments, until they became certain that he would say no more of his own accord; and then Asa Parsons boldly inquired what had kept him at home from meeting, and was told that he had watched the night before with old Mr. Jerry Jenkins.

I want to know if you did, said Wallis, with much concern. Id no idea that he was so bad off as to have watchers. And I should think his own folks might take care of him amongst themselves. He aint been sick enough to tucker them out, seems to me.

I guess Im as near to being his own folks as anybody, if setting by him counts for anything, said Ezra, with a good deal of feeling. I always thought everything of Uncle Jerry. Hes done me more kind turns than anybody else ever did, and hes a good-hearted man, if ever there was one. Hes none of your sharpers, but hes got the good will of everybody that knows him, less its his own children.

The three friends were leaning against the rail of the bridge, all in a row. Ezra whittled fiercely for a minute; the hands of his companions were plunged deep into their already sagging pockets. They looked at him eagerly, for they knew instinctively that he was going to say something more. He shut his jack-knife with a loud snap, and turned and threw the bit of white pine into the noisy, rushing brook. It was only a second before it had gone under the bridge, to show itself white and light on the brown water, and lift itself as if for a leap on the rounded edge of the little fall, and disappear. Ezras forced discretion seemed to have been thrown away with it.

Sereny Nudd found out, somehow or nother, before I come away this morning, that I mistrusted about things, and she come meachin round, wanting me not to tell; but all I told her was that I wouldnt have done it, if I was her, if I was going to be ashamed of it. I dont know when anything has riled me up so. Says I, right to her face and eyes, Im mortified to death to think I am any relation to such folks as you be, and she shut the door right in my face, and I cleared out. Ive been sorry all day I said it; not on account of her, but now shes mad she wont let me go near the old gentleman, if she can help it, and I might have looked after him a good deal.

Whats to pay? asked Wallis and Parsons, eagerly; it was some time since anything had happened to them which promised to be of so much interest as this. Ezra Allen was not easily excited, and was an uncommonly peaceable man under ordinary circumstances.

Well, if I must say it, theyve prevailed upon that poor old man to sign away his property, and I call it a burning shame.

How long ago? and the hearers looked at Ezra with startled countenances. Yet there could be seen a flicker of satisfaction at this beginning of his story.

Some time in the winter, answered Ezra. The poor creatur has been laid up, you know, a good deal of the time, and there come a day when he was summoned to probate court, on account of that trust money hes got for the Foxwell childn. You know hes guardeen for em, and its been a sight o trouble to him. He might have sent word to the judge that he want able to come and see to it, and t would ha done just as well three months hence, being a form of law he had to go through; but what does them plants o grace do but work him all up, and tell him a lot o stuff an nonsense, until he was ready to do whatever they said. He put the power into Aaron Nudds hands to go over and tend to the Foxwell matter; and then they went at him again (he told me all about it in the night, though I have had an inkling of it for some time past), and they told him t want likely hed ever get about again, and he was too old to look after business, and go hither and yon about the country. All he wanted was his livin, they told him, and hed better give them the care of things and save himself all he could, and make himself comfortable the rest of his days. Sereny Nudd is dreadful fair-spoken when she gives her mind to it, and uncle, hes somehow or nother always had a great respect for her judgment, and been kind of fraid of her into the bargain; and he was sick and weak, and they bothered him about to death, till he signed off at last, just to get a little peace. Mary Lyddy Bryan was there at the time, a mournin and complainin, same as she always is. Sereny wont have her about, generally, but she got her to help then, and between em they won him over. Mary Lyddy is always a dwellin on being left a widow with no means, and a little family to fetch up, and her fathers always had to help her. Both of her boys is big enough to be doing for themselves, and ought to be put on to farms, or to some trades; but theyll never do a stroke of work if they can help it.

Did they draw up the papers just as they wanted em, and make the old sir sign em? asked Parsons. I shouldnt ha thought hed been fool enough.

Nor I, neither, replied Ezra, who was in the flood tide of successful narration; but we know, all of us, that their father aint what he used to be, and he was a sick man at the time. They put it to him this way: that he would have everything he wanted, same s if t was his own, and that he should have his say about everything just the same,— t was only to save him trouble of the care of things, — and the way Sereny fixed it was abominable. She got him, first of all, to give Mary Lyddy her place to Harlows Mills, where she lives, out and out, because, says she, it may smarten up the boys, and give them some ambition, if they feel its their own. Mary Lyddy always was kind of wanting, and she never see through it that Sereny was getting double what she was, she was so pleased about getting her place in her own right. Uncle, he told me he didnt want to do anything about the bank stock, and, to tell the truth, he always meant the farm for Parker; but the girls set to so about him that there want no use. Sereny said if ever her father wanted to change his mind he could do it, and make out new papers.

After hed gone and give it to her, it want his to give, growled Asa Parsons. Didnt he know that?

Well, I can tell you hes been sick ever since he realized what hed done, said Ezra. He said last night that it had been gnawing at his conscience that it want fair to Parker or to Mary Lyddy, neither. I stuck up for Parker, but I told him Mary Lyddy wouldnt be any better off if she had a million; and Sereny want far from the truth when she said hed always been doing for her. But as for Parker, hed done well enough if he hadnt been nagged to death. I know he drank more n was good for him, and hated farm work; but there was sights o good things about him, and he want no common fool. Theyve dinned it into the old mans ears that he must be dead, they aint heard from him for so long; but Sereny never would write to him, and the old mans eyesights failed him of late. He cried like a child as he lay there in bed, last night. He got hold of my hand and gripped it, and said he didnt know, till he got Mary Lyddy to read him the paper all through, once when Sereny was out to a neighbors, that theyd worded it so s to leave Parker out. It gives Mary Lyddy her place, and a piece of woodland beside, that comes from her mothers folks; and everything else — this farm, and the bank stock and everything — to Sereny. Shes got as much as three thousand dollars more than her half, — grasping creaturs both on em, she and Aaron Nudd is, and theyve got a young one thats going to be worse n either of em. I thought last night that the sooner poor old uncle was laid away, down in the burying-ground, the better t would be for him. Like s not theyll never trouble themselves to set up a stone for him; but Ill see to it myself, sure as the world, if they dont show him respect, — taking away his rights, kind as hes always been, and a good neighbor. His only fault has been that he was too lavish. There aint much the matter with him that I can see, except hes distressed, and seemed to feel he was broke in his mind, and there was nothing to look forward to. Theyve moved him out of the room where he always slept into a back bed-room, where there aint room to swing a cat, and no chance for a fire. I like to have froze to death. I set up in my overcoat all night, for t was chillier than youd suppose before such a mild day. He want warm enough along towards morning, and I scouted round till I got some blankets, — for there wasnt nothing over him but old quilted spreads. Sereny come in in the morning, mad as fire any way, because it seems she heard us talking in the night; but when she see them blankets, she like to have died, and asked why I didnt come to her if I wanted more bedclothes,— t was too bad to spill medicines all over the best she had. There aint a spot on em, nor a brack in em, said I, real pleasant, though I could ha bit her head off. I remember I was with your mother when she bought em; t was one of the last times she was ever over to the mills. I happened to be into Harlows shop when she was selecting them, — she got them very cheap. I told our folks what a bargain they was for the quality; not that I pretend to be a judge of such things, but the women thought they didnt need them. I just spoke of it to Sereny, so shed see I knew they were none of her buying; and I said, right before her, The best aint too good for you, uncle.

Well, said Henry Wallis, prudently, I never thought I should like to take up with Sereny Nudd, for better for worse; but she may do well by her father, after all. Old folks has been known to be difficult, but she aint done right so far as we can see.

Done right! exclaimed Asa Parsons. Its a burning shame, and I hope shell be met with. Thats what was going on one day last winter, when I saw that sneaking Josh Hayden riding home with Aaron Nudd. Hes a lawyer, — what there is of him, — and I suppose they got him over to do the business. I heard hed deeded Mary Lyddy her place.

I dont want to think of it, said Ezra, disgustedly, but it follows me about the whole time. I suppose I could have got out to meeting to-day, but it would have been more than I could stand to see Nudd and Sereny parade up the broad aisle. I want so beat out that I couldnt have gone; one nights watching wont use me up!

The friends now separated, for the air was growing cold and damp. Asa Parsons mentioned that his overcoat wouldnt do him any harm if he had it then, and he and Wallis went away together, while Ezra turned toward the other direction.

Suppose youll be out to town-meeting, Wallis called after him. It was fairly amazing that nobody should have spoken about the great day, anticipations of which were in every mans mind, to a greater or less degree. Ezra Allen had not been without his hopes of running for selectman, — to tell the truth, he had looked forward all the week before to furthering his cause among his neighbors by a friendly word in season on Sunday; but his uncles wrongs had driven his own political interests quite out of his head. He walked slowly home in the fast-gathering spring chilliness, the noise of the brook growing fainter and fainter. He suffered a slight reaction from his enthusiasm, and wished he had not spoken so warmly against his cousins. Mary Lyddys a poor dragging creatur, he said to himself; and as for Sereny, shes near, and set in her own way, but she may treat the old gentleman well, for shames sake. I dont know but I was hasty, but I dont care if I was; it want the right thing for her to do; and then, theres Parker. By way of balancing any harm he might have done, he held his peace in his own household, and refrained from beguiling the tediousness of a Sunday evening by introducing this most interesting subject of conversation. He had a way of keeping things to himself at times, which his wife found most provoking; but he was possessed of that uncharacteristic trait of many reticent people, of telling his secrets generously and even recklessly, if he once was forced to break through the first barrier of reserve.

The next morning was clear and not cold, but the warmth and revivifying influence of the day before was not to be felt. It was commonplace New England spring weather, and had a relationship to the melting of snow and the lingering of winter which was most unconsoling. A large number of persons had taken violent colds, and the frogs preserved a discreet silence. Asa Parsons wore not only his overcoat to town-meeting, but a woolen comforter round his throat as well; and he sneezed from time to time, angrily, as if it were a note of disapproval and contempt. There was a grand quarrel over the laying out of a new piece of road, and it was at first found very difficult to choose the town officers. There was a monotonous repetition of polling the house, and when Ezra Allen lost, at last, the coveted position of selectman, he had become so angry with some of his opponents, and so tired with the noisy war, that the glory of the occasion was very much tarnished. It was over at four oclock, and nobody had had any dinner, except a slight refreshment of wilted russet apples and very watery and sour cider, which could be bought at abominable prices over the tailboard of one of the wagons which were fastened in long rows to the fences near the old meeting-house, which had been given over to governmental purposes.

Aaron Nudd was by no means a favorite among his townsfolk. He was very stingy, and had saved considerable money, for which it was supposed Serena Jenkins had married him. He was of the opposite party in politics to Ezra Allen, and he had been the opposing and successful candidate for the office which Ezra had lost. Aarons wagon was next but one, and the two men unfastened their horses sulkily, without looking at each other. Ezra went home prepared to believe any report of cruelty or injustice on the part of his uncles children, and full of the intention to tell the story of their trickery in his own household. But he was not even to have this pleasure on that unlucky day. His wife asked him reproachfully, as he entered, why he had said nothing of what everybody had been talking about who went by the house, and which would have been no story at all without his own report (already much magnified) of the meanness and knavery of Serena Nudd.

The next morning Ezra resumed his business of wheelwright, from which he had taken a two days vacation; but the excitement had been a good deal of a strain upon him, and he worked without much enthusiasm for a few hours, and about eleven oclock laid down his tools altogether. The spoke-shave was so dull that it need grinding, and there was nobody to turn the grindstone, and his head ached a little. He did not feel inclined to start out upon a new piece of work, and, taking a disgusted look around the shop at the disjointed limbs of various old and new vehicles, he threw off his apron, and went to the house, which was only a few rods distant along the road. Outside the shop door were stacked some dozens of wheels in various stages of decay and decrepitude, and two or three old wagon-bodies and chaise-tops were resting on the ground in most forlorn condition, as if they had been relentlessly exposed to all the winter weather. The wood-work of one new farm cart was set up on trestles, and had received its first coat of paint; but that was the only sign of any progress of the art that was carried on within. One would think, from the outward appearance of a wheelwrights shop, that it was also a repository of worn-out carriages of every description. The trade is apparently never carried on without much useless rubbish, unless one may venture the suggestion that it is necessary to have a collection of specimens showing the advances and effects of various diseases of wheels, as surgeons are furnished forth with anatomical cabinets. On the seat of an old wagon there was perched a large rag doll, and when Ezra saw it he smiled, for the first time that morning. He was very fond of his little girl, to whom the doll belonged.

He pushed open the kitchen door with some faint thrills of pleasure, for a great whiff of a well-known odor blew out through the half-opened window which he had just passed. His wife was frying doughnuts, and he did not notice at first, for the smoke and steam obscured the atmosphere, that some one was sitting at the other side of the room.

Just in time, aint I? said Ezra, cheerfully; then, to his great disgust and confusion, he saw that the guest was his cousin. Is that you, Sereny? he asked, in quite another tone.

Yes, it is, said Mrs. Nudd, snappishly, and I should think youd be ashamed to look me in the face, Ezra Allen. Youve been and done the best you could to take away my good name, and I dont see what harm I ever done you nor yours; and she began to cry in a most obnoxious fashion.

Ezra gave himself an angry twitch and went over to the window, where he stood with his back to the company, and looked longingly at the safe harbor of the shop which he had just left. His wife, who was a fearful soul and who hated a quarrel, escaped with her colander full of doughnuts to the recesses of the pantry, from whence she stole a glance now and then at the others, like a distressed mouse which had doubts about venturing out of its hole. Mrs. Nudd sniffed and sobbed, and wiped her not very wet eyes with her handkerchief again and again; but still Ezra did not speak, and nothing could be more aggravating.

Enoch Foster said, this morning, she remarked, in a broken voice, that he supposed you was put out about the election, and Aarons getting in ahead of you. But I want going to hear my own first cousin spoken of no such way, and I said that you hadnt nothing to do with it; you was too straightforard a man. I knew you was hasty to speak, but there never was nothing mean about you, with all your faults; and I explained it as best I could, for Im sure I dont know no other reason. Poor old fathers mind is broke more than folks think who comes in and sees him for a visit; and hes got set upon our having got away his property from him. T was all his own set-out to deed it to us now in his life-time. He got kind of worried and confused a spell ago, and seemed to want to be rid of the care of it; and we made the change to gratify him. Aaron said he wouldnt have no such goings-on, and that he didnt want the farm nohow. Hes been desiring for a long spell to move to Harlows Mills and go into the shoe factory; he could have had a first-rate chance any time in the boxing room, but we seemed to be pinned right down right where we was, on fathers account.

You neednt have drove off Parker, then, grumbled Ezra; but though Mrs. Allen heard him in the pantry, and shook for fear, Mrs. Nudd went on complacently: — 

Im sure weve always done the best we could by our folks, and by the neighbors. We aint had the means to be free-handed, for we never knew what was our own and what wasnt. One day fatherd be real arbitrary, and gather up whatever there was, even the butter money, that anybodyd think I might have a right to; and next thing, he wouldnt want to be consulted about anything. Aaron went to him one day about a bunch o laths, when he was going to alter the hen-coop, and father give it to him right an left, because he bothered him about it. He refused him the money, and said Aaron had made enough off from the place, and he should think he might attend to a job of that size himself.

Ezra gave a sympathetic chuckle, and his cousin wished she had left out this illustration. I only spoke of it because some days father would have grieved hisself to death if he hadnt been told something that was half the importance, she explained, in a higher key than ever. If you had to summer and winter him I guess youd find out. He aint so easy-going and pleasant as folks seem to think. I know it aint right to talk so about my own father, thats failed from what he used to be, but Ive got to stand up for myself, if my own relations wont stand up for me; and at this point she cried again, more sorrowfully than before, I do have a hard time, she said, in conclusion: father to please; and Mary Lyddy a-dwellin on her trials, and tellin her complaints, and wantin to borrow everything Ive got; and Aaron a-fussin and discontented, and talking about going West; and Parker, he spent about all the ready money he could tease out of father. I wonder the place aint all mortgaged, and I dare say we shall find it is. Some days, I wish I was laid in my grave, for I shant get no rest this side of it.

Ezras wife, in the pantry, was ready to cry, also, by the time she heard the end of this touching appeal, and she did not see how her husband could be so stony-hearted. She wished he would say something, and knocked two pans together for a signal, and then was dreadfully shocked by what she had done. She was not very fond of Serena Nudd, and could talk angrily about her, behind her back, at any time; but being a weak little soul, and anxious to avoid contention, when there was any danger of getting a blow herself, she was ready, being also a woman, to take her complaining visitors part.

But Ezra shifted his weight from one foot to the other, and fumbled a button which was at the back of his collar, and which, at that opportune moment, came off and dropped on the floor. I guess youll have to set a stitch in this, if you will, Susan, he said, with well-feigned indifference; and Susan came obediently out from among the pots and pans, very shamefaced and meek. The button had rolled almost to Mrs. Nudds feet, and when Ezra looked for it unsuccessfully, she stooped and picked it up, and handed it to his wife with a heavy sigh, and then rose to take leave.

I shall be ready any time to watch with the old gentleman, if he needs it, or even thinks he does, remarked Ezra, as if he had heard nothing of what his cousin Serena had said; and she did not know how to answer him, though usually she was equal to the occasion. She went away in doubt whether she had won a great victory, or had been defeated; and she took the plate of doughnuts which Susan humbly offered in the old gentlemans behalf, hardly knowing what it was, she felt so unlike herself, all of a sudden. But she came to before she was out of sight of the house, and though she hated Ezra worse than ever, she ate one of the doughnuts with uncommon relish, and put another in her pocket.

The spring days lengthened and grew into summer, and the excitement which attended the knowledge of the transfer of old Mr. Jenkinss property died slowly away. He looked so wilted and changed by his illness of the winter that it was by no means difficult for the towns-people to believe that his mind had become as much enfeebled as his body. As for his nearest neighbors, they saw him rarely, for he was too lame to make the short journey to their houses; and in the early summer business of the farms nobody found much time to go visiting Serena Nudd or her most unpopular husband. He was a sly-looking, faded-out little man, of no attractions, and a sneaking manner which disgusted the persons he sought most eagerly to please. It had been thought that he would favor some projects about the new road, which he frowned upon directly he was in office; and that angered the parties who were most concerned, and there grew steadily a feeling of shame and regret that he should have won so easily his prominent position in town affairs. He paid the taxes on the farm with unusual promptness, and the treasurer took notice that he had crossed out Mr. Jenkinss name from the tax-bill and inserted his own in its place. There was a good deal of sympathy felt for the old man, because he had not deserved such a miserable son-in-law. People hoped that he was treated well, but it was taken for granted, in those few weeks, that the poor old farmer was fast breaking up, and under the circumstances, nobody could wish him to live long, since it would only involve the greater discomforts of old age, and a continued suffering of one sort and another. As for his daughter Serena, she was making great bids for friendship, and was showing herself both generous and neighborly, in a way that much surprised her acquaintances. She spoke with great concern of her fathers failing health, and some persons began to say she was good-hearted, and what a pity it was that she should have thrown herself away on such a man as Aaron Nudd. She drove old Mr. Jenkins to church one hot Sunday, when Aaron was reported to be kept at home by the expected swarming from a hive of bees; and it was certainly very kind, the way in which she helped him down out of the high wagon, and along the broad aisle to his pew. He looked round the church as pleased a child, and seemed to enjoy the unusual opportunity of being among his friends and neighbors. The older people watched him affectionately, — he was younger than several who were there, — and many of the younger members of the congregation expected him to betray in some way his shattered wits. But he seemed to be in full possession of his faculties as far as any one could decide at that time; and when Serena ostentatiously found his place in a hymn-book, and offered it to him, he shook his head at her in great perplexity, and proceeded to search for the right page in his own copy of Watts and Select Hymns, which was of large type, and for years had been ready to his hand in the corner of the pew. Im all right, if it wasnt for my lameness, he told a half dozen of the friends who crowded about him. I can get about a good deal better than the folks think I can, too; but Sereny keeps right after me, he added, in a lower voice to Ezra Allen, who had been more pleased than anybody to see his uncle in his accustomed seat, and who indulged a hope that now he was about again he would take things into his own hands. But the poor man stumbled on the meeting-house steps that very Sunday, and gave himself a bad strain, and passed many a long and lonely day afterward in his dark, close bedroom, in that summer weather. Out-of-doors the birds sang, and the grass grew and grew, until it waved in the wind and was furrowed like the sea. The old farmer worried and fretted about the crops, and could not imagine how the fields got on without his oversight and care. He was always calling Aaron, or the man who had been engaged to help him, and demanding strict account of the potatoes and corn and beans. He had worked day in and day out on his land, until that summer, and he was sure everything must be going to wreck and ruin without him. Aaron evaded some of his questions, he thought, and treated him like a child. If it had not been for his lameness, he would have risen in wrath from his bed, and have dispersed the whole family like marauding chickens. Even Ezra Allen was not attentive, and this was hard to understand, though the frequent breaking of farm tools and the wear and tear of the vehicles of the town gave him more than enough to do, while he had his own farming to look after beside.

Serena grew less and less amiable, but she was what she and her neighbors called a regular driver, and she had a hard fight to get through with her everyday work. If her father demanded a long explanation of the reasons that had led to the selling of a cow, she was by no means ready to satisfy him, and to stop in the midst of everything to answer his restless, eager questions by quieting accounts of the circumstances; and as for the man who had come several times to make the bargain, he was kept out of the old farmers hearing altogether. At last, in a desperate moment, Mr. Jenkins, like a distressed New England Lear, said that as soon as he was well enough he should go to stay for a while with his other daughter; for Mary Lyddy was always civil spoken to him, and was always pleased to see him, if other people were not. It will be a first-rate thing to get rid of him through haying, Serena told her lord and master that night. Im thankful it was his own proposal; and then they talked over the question of her fathers prompt removal to another scene of uselessness.

The next morning but one, Serena put her head inside the old mans door, and said she guessed he had better get out into the fresh air that day. Aaron was coming right in to help him. This was good news, for Mr. Jenkins had urged his daughter to believe that there was no need of his lying in bed any longer, while she had insisted that she was following the doctors orders, and that if he stirred before the proper time he would only bring fresh disasters upon himself and his family. He found himself weak and stiff when he tried to move about, but such was his delight at being again his own master that he soon felt uncommonly strong and energetic, and sat down at the breakfast-table in the kitchen with a look of proud satisfaction.

Im going to be in first-rate trim for haying, he announced gravely. Aaron had swallowed his breakfast as nearly whole as possible, and had departed; and Serena was already clattering at the dishes.

This is prime corn-cake, said the farmer. I declare, Sereny, it tastes like it used to, — just like what your mother used to make.

It always tastes alike to me, responded Mrs. Nudd, in a not unkindly tone. Youre getting to be notional. Serena was not celebrated for her skill in cookery, and this compliment had touched her tenderly.

Aint it a good while since we have had a nice cabbage? asked Mr. Jenkins, presently. I suppose, though, theyre about gone. I declare, how the weeks fly by! It dont seem but a fortnight since we were getting em in, in the fall of the year.

For mercy sake! said Serena. I believe you are losing your faculties! The idea of cabbages keeping through haying! You might as well wish for some of the Thanksgiving pies. There! I do the best I can to suit you, but its hard for one pair o hands to do everything. I did expect to have help in haying time, but Aaron says he cant afford it, now hes got the whole farm to lug.

Hes got the whole farm to help him, at any rate, said Mr. Jenkins, blazing up into something like his youthful spirit. He was always crying poor, and wheedling round, and you was, too, till you got the farm, and now youre worse off than you was before. Ive always made an honest living, and stood well in the town, and Ive brought up my children, and kept my fences and buildings in good order. I wont have such talk from you nor Aaron Nudd neither. But Serena had flown, and the old man might have relieved his mind by more just accusations without causing trouble, for there was nobody within hearing. The kitchen was hot, and the late June light was flaring in at the windows and door; it promised to be a very hot day. Mr. Jenkins felt a little tired and weak; he wished he had not said so much, and told himself again the familiar and unwelcome truth that he had had his day. He looked about the room, which did not seem natural, for some reason or other. Sereny! he suddenly shouted. Whats become of my chist o drawers, — my desk? My papers is all in it. I hope you havent got them into a mess; and he looked around him again, puzzled and miserable. There was a noise of the pounding and creaking caused by a rolling-pin in the great pantry, and presently Serena said that he used it very little, and it was considerably in the way, and an old furniture dealer had come along and offered a good price for it, and she had sold it. She needed a new sewing-machine, and she didnt suppose he would care. She always wanted that place for her sewing-machine, right between the windows, where there was a good light.

I am going to learn you that I wont be pulled about by the nose in this way another day; and Mr. Jenkinss daughter did not remember that she had ever seen her father in such a rage before. You can tell Aaron to hunt up that man, and get my piece o furniture back; t was my fathers before me, and it has stood in this kitchen a hundred years. I dont care what you want, nor what you dont want, nor nothing about your sewing-machine. You just go and get that secretary back, or itll be the worse for you. I dont see as youve any call to act as if I was dead, right before my face. Its a hard thing for a man o my years to see another master over his own house, and live to see himself forgotten; and the poor old creature, whose pleasure at being about the house again was so cruelly spoiled, shook with anger, and meant to walk out-of-door indignantly; but his strength suddenly failed, and he leaned back in his chair again. Serena had nothing further to say, and the knocking and rolling still continued. She was making a tough company of dried-apple pies for the family sustenance in the haying season. The kitchen looked strangely empty without its one handsome and heavy piece of furniture, whose dark wood and great dull brass handles had somehow given a nobler character to the room, which was the usual gathering place of the family. In Serenas mothers day the bat-handles had always been well polished, and had many an evening reflected the brightness of the roaring great chimney-place fire. A little later in the morning, the farmer asked his daughter to fetch him the papers which had been kept carefully in the quaint corners and pigeon-holes. She feared to disobey, and for hours the old man set drearily unfolding and poring over the small basketful of worn papers which held his history and his few business records. There was a curl which his wife had cut from the head of their little child who had died, and there was a piece of the Charter Oak at Hartford, and a bit of California gold that his brother had sent home in the early days of the gold-diggings stored away with the rest, — the old mans few treasures and playthings. They were huddled together in miserable confusion, though he had always known where to put his hand on each when they were in their places. 

II.

Serenas not very tender heart was somewhat touched at last, and she noticed how worn and old her father looked, and wished she had not sold the secretary without speaking to him about it first. She thought it was no time then to say what a good price she had wrung out of the man who had made the purchase, and at any rate her father might insist upon putting the money in his own pocket. She was unusually good-natured all that day, and even went so far as to say that she was glad to see him about the house again. She was a good deal of a coward, as all tyrants and bullies are apt to be; and she began to be a little afraid, when her fathers weakness and dependency seemed to have been replaced by a sullen indifference to both her words and actions when she came near, and a look of wounded disapproval when she left him to himself.

The next morning he said that he wanted some one to go over to Mary Lyddys with him, and bring the horse home. Somehow, Serena felt a shameful sense of guilt and almost of repentance, as she stood in the kitchen door and watched her father drive away. It seemed as if he might have started of his own accord upon a journey from whence there could be no return. He did not turn his head after the horse had started; he had not even said good-by. There was a small trunk in the back of the wagon, an odd, ancient thing, studded with many nails and covered with moth-devoured leather; one might believe it had attained a great age before starting on this first journey, it looked so unused to travel and so garret-like. Into it, very early in the morning, Mr. Jenkins had packed some of his few personal possessions, and his daughter looked at it again and again with suspicious eyes. I declare, its a dreadful thing to get to be old and past our usefulness, she said. Who would have thought that father would have turned against me so, just for selling an old, out-o-fashion chist o drawers, after the way Ive tended and nursed him, and mended him up and waited upon him by inches? Well, its the way of the world! And after these reflections, the rattling wagon and plodding horse and the stern, upright figure of the aggrieved old man having passed out of sight over the brow of a hill which rose beyond the house, she turned back into the kitchen again. Father used to be a dreadful easy-going man, she said to herself, later. I wonder how long he and Mary Lyddy will hitch their horses together. But I most wish I hadnt let the secrtary go without consulting him. I suppose t was his right. Ill let him stay a spell over to the Mills, and hell be sure to get over his huff, and be homesick and wore out with Mary Lyddys ramshackle ways, and Ill go over, just s if nothing had happened, and fetch him home.

Harlows Mills was an unattractive village, which had grown up suddenly, a few years before, around some small manufactories. Mrs. Bryans husband had been a very successful, industrious man, and it had been thought a most lucky thing for her when he had fallen in love with her pretty face, without waiting to see what sort of character lay behind it. He had done well in his business, and kept everything straight at home as long as he had lived; but when he died of fever, at the prime of his life, he had saved only a small property, and his inefficient wife was left to fight her way alone. She surrendered ignominiously, and had been tugged along the path of life by her friends and relatives, who grudged even their sympathy more and more. When youve lugged folks one mile, you like to see em try to go the next themselves, — not sit right down in the road, Serena Nudd had said more than once, and not without reason. Poor Mary Lydia had sheltered her laziness behind various chronic illnesses, which had excused her from active participation in the worlds affairs; though when anything was going forward in which she cared, for any reason, to join, it had often been noticed that she would step forward with the best. A funeral had such attractions for her that nothing short of her own death-bed would divert her attention or keep her at home. She had vast reserves of strength and will, but she passed most of her time in an unstrung, complaining state. Her house was forlorn, and her boys had grown used to her feeble protests and appeals, and rarely took much notice of what she said except to escape from the whining and scolding as soon as they could. There was a good deal in her life which was pitiable, but still more for which one might blame her; and it was her comfortless house, with its dreary, shaded, unfruitful bit of land, to which the once busy old farmer had fled for refuge. The maple-trees that Henry Bryan had planted had grown too luxuriantly in that damp place, and the grass underneath was all in coarse tufts, mixed with a rank growth of plantain leaves, beside a fine nursery of young burdocks which that summer had started up unheeded in a corner. 

Mr. Jenkins felt more and more saddened and disturbed all the way, and the drive to the Mills seemed very long and hot. He had little to say to his companion, though he sometimes commented upon the different fields and pastures that skirted the roads. One neighbors potatoes and anothers corn looked strong and flourishing; he took note of them with wistfulness. Im done, — Im done, he said once or twice, half to himself. He stopped, at last, at his daughters door, and while his companion took the little trunk down from the wagon, he went in search of the mistress of the house. There was a strong odor of camphor in the darkened, close front room, and a voice asked feebly who was there.

Ive come to stop with you for a spell, answered the old man. I have been laid up, and not good for much of anything; and Sereny, she carried too many guns for me, and I thought perhaps you might like to have compny. There was a pathetic attempt at joking which would have touched the heart of a stone, and Mary Lyddy was quick to catch at this advantage over her sister, and rose slowly from her couch. The old mans eyes were blinded at coming into this darkness from the glare of sunlight without, and he could not see a yard before him. He already felt homesick, and would have given anything if he had not brought the trunk, which was just now set down on one end, heavily, in the entry just behind him.

Im real pleased to see you, though I wish you had come last week, when I could have enjoyed you more. I dont know when I have been so well in health as I was last week, but to-day I am so troubled with neurology in my head that I can hardly live. I do know what there is for dinner. I told the boys they must pick up a lunch somehow or other, for I couldnt go near a stove; the heat of it would kill me. We will get along somehow, though, she added, more cheerfully, suddenly mindful of the man from the farm, and anxious that he should not carry back anything but a good report of her fathers reception. I declare, it does me good to see you; and she came forward, and gave her guest, unwelcome as he had been the moment before, a most affectionate kiss. For all that, when Washington Tufts had driven away down the street, to do some errands at the stores for Sereny before he went home, Mr. Jenkins watched him sadly from the door, and felt as if he had burnt his ships behind him.

But his daughter was very cheerful all that day, and it seemed to him in the evening as if he had done the right thing. He would not look upon it as a permanent change, by any means; but what could be more likely than that, not being quite fit for work, he should come to pay a visit to his younger daughter? He imagined that everybody would wonder at his being there, and apologized for it elaborately to every one who came in. He received a good deal of attention for a time, being well known in his county and much respected; and he had long talks with Mrs. Bryan, who dearly liked conversation, and together they recalled people and events of years before, and the housewifely virtues of Mrs. Jenkins, who had been a busy and helpful soul, of better sense and deeper affections than either of her daughters. The farmer was fond of saying in your mothers day, when he spoke to his children; indeed, the later years of his life had been a sad contrast to the earlier, though he had not felt the change and loss half so keenly until the last few months, when he could no longer spend an almost untired strength and energy in the ceaseless round and routine of his work. Serena Nudd was not over-fond of hearing her mothers day referred to, and resented the implied superiority to her own; but during the first of the visit Mary Lyddy and her father talked about the good woman to their hearts content, and Mr. Jenkins said that it seemed more homelike than the old place itself ever did nowadays. Serenas child was not a pleasant boy, and he tired and fretted his grandfather in a miserable way. The young Bryans kept their wrong-doings and laziness pretty well out of the old mans sight, and their mother forbore to harangue and scold them in his hearing.

The novelty and mild excitement of the visit appeared to act like a tonic upon Mrs. Bryan for a time, but at length her nature began to assert itself, and her guest at the same time began to be restless and uneasy in his new quarters. He made short excursions about the town, and read the newspaper with unusual care; but he was not used to seeing a daily paper, and it was more reading than he really liked to undertake. One of the neighbors sent it to him every day, with great kindness; but though he was in many ways well treated, it seemed to him more and more that he could not bear any longer to be away from home. He could not help thinking and worrying about the farm work; he did not trust Aaron Nudds judgment about the management of things, and he watched the street every day anxiously, in hope of seeing Serena approach in quest of him. He even lamented his impatience, and took her part against himself. But as the days went by, and she did not appear, his heart failed him; for he had not thought they would have found it so easy to get on without him. Shut up in the hot and noisy little village, and seeing every day so many people whom he did not know, he longed for the farm-house where he had spent all his life, and he was homesick for the wide outlook over the fields and woodlands, and felt strangely lost and alone and old.

Mary Lyddy became querulous and tiresome; it would have made a difference to her if she had had hopes of gain, and her father did not take long to discover that he was a burden to her as well as to Serena. Mrs. Bryan had handed him the bill for town taxes, and he had looked at her with a grieved surprise. I havent got the money to pay it, if thats what you mean, he said at length. Im kept on short commons, I tell you. Serena was dreadful put out, one day, because the dealer that takes the butter called and paid his months account, and I wanted part of it to pay the minister; she said Aaron had seen to his and mine together, and went grumping round the kitchen the rest o the morning. I told her t was the first week since I was out o my time that I had been without a dollar in my pocket. Aaron cut considerable of a piece o pine growth this last winter, but I never could find out what become of the money. One time he hadnt got settled up, and the next time he began to squeal about its taking every cent he could rake and scrape to keep the farm above water. He flung at me about my doctors bills once or twice; miserble farmer he is, any way. I have got a little money they dont know about in the North Bank, and Ill get you some of it quick s I get a chance to send, but Ive nobody but Aaron, and I never want to say nothing to him about it. I thought I might get into a straiter place than any Ive been in, and Ive been holding on to it. T aint much, but itll do to bury me, if they cant find the means.

There, dont, father! You make my blood run cold, said Mary Lyddy, fretfully. Im sure you cant doubt but what we shall do whats proper for you, dead or alive. I felt t was a mistake all the time that you shouldnt ha kept things in your own hands; but Sereny talked all of us over at the time, and — well, you should have thought more about it before you did it, thats all Ive got to say. I shall have to get rid of this place, less the boys get to earning something pretty soon, for its more n I can afford to keep. Im worse off than before I owned it, having nobody to help along. Everything would have gone well if poor Henry had only lived; and she began to cry as if she meant to give a good deal of time to tears, and her father took his hat and walked drearily away. It was his best hat, and he often wished for the old one, which he had left hanging on its nail at the farmhouse.

He hoped that he might see somebody from home, and looked at the wagons and teams as they passed him; until presently somebody hailed him with a cheerful Well, uncle, youve been and given haying the slip this year. When the old man turned, he found with delight that it was Ezra Allen, and declared that he was glad to see him. It seemed as if he hadnt seen any of the folks for a month; it had been the longest week he had ever spent in his life. Get in, wont ye? said the nephew, affectionately. Why cant ye ride over to Jack Townsends with me? I want to see him about doing a lot of ironing for my running work. Ive got three or four wagons where I cant go no further with them; and Estes is sick, and wont be able to work at blacksmithing for some weeks. I want to take hold of these things right away. Im about through with what little haying I do. Been a good hay year so far, hasnt it?

I dont know much about it, sorrowfully confessed the old farmer, climbing slowly into the wagon.

Seems to me you are as quick as an eel to what you was a month ago, said Ezra. You look about as well as ever you did; good for ten years yet, uncle Jerry, and he started the horse at a good pace. There never was a more contented pair of relatives: the younger man had wished for just this chance to hear the particulars of the visit, and the elder one was only too glad to fall in with a sympathetic companion, who had always been kind to him, and who seemed now to have belonged to his better days.

How dye like it over here? inquired Ezra, turning round with a beaming smile to take a good look at his uncle.

Well, fairly, answered Mr. Jenkins, without enthusiasm. But old folks is better off at home, seems to me. Mary Lyddy does the best she knows how; but the girls dont neither of em take after their mother, somehow or nother; I dont know why it is. Sereny kept me feeling like a toad under a harrow, and seems as if I was in the way, and sort of under-foot to both houses. I done just as they wanted me long in the winter, and give the reins into their own hands; but they dont like me none the better for it, nor so well, far s I can see, and I dont know what to do. I hadnt been accustomed to sickness, and when I was so afflicted in the cold weather, and got down so low, I thought Id got about through with things. You know Id been ailing and doctoring some months before I had the worst spell come on. They never treated me so clever as they did the time when I was give over, and old Dr. Banks said there want no help for me. But Ive come up considerable, more n ever I expected, and Ive had times of feeling just like myself, of late; and I see how the land lays, and between you and me, Ezry, I wish it was different. Ive had my day, though, and I dont want to stand in the way of nobody elses chance.

Wheres Parker? Do you get any news from him? asked Ezra, giving the horse a flick with his whip, putting it quickly in its socket, and taking a firm hold of the reins. He knew that his uncle was fond of a good horse, and he was very proud of this new one, and wished it to be noticed and praised.

Dont hurry the beast, said the old man; weve got time enough, and it kind of jars me, to what it used, to ride fast. When Im after a likely creatur, such as this, that can show a good pace, Im satisfied. As for Parker, I aint heard from him for hard on to eight months. He wasnt prompt about writing, and Ive been wanting the girls to set to work and find out about him. Serena goes into a dreadful frame o mind if I much as mention his name, and Mary Lyddys always going to do it the next day. My eyesights failed dreadfully; its better n it was, but none too good. I did scratch a few lines twice or three times, and send them to the last place I knew him to be in, and I directed once to the postmaster; but he has made no answer yet, so I keep a-hopin. Parker had his faults, and perhaps I indulged him more than was good for him, but he was more like his mother n any of em. He and Sereny never got along. I dont spose she means it, but shes got a dreadful nagging way. I did let him have a good deal o money, and I dont know but it was foolish. Parkers got a quick temper, same s his mother had, but it aint Serenys kind. She gnaws and picks all day long about a thing she dont like; but Parkerll knock ye down with one hand, and pick ye right up again with the other. Theyre always warnin me that he was onsteady, and a disgrace to his folks; but I have known many a man that has had his fling, and settled down and been useful afterwards. Parkers got good natural ability, and I guess hell make his way yet if he gets the right chance.

I never could bear Aaron Nudd, if I must say it, growled Ezra. He was distressin himself the other day into Henry Walliss about being afraid all the time Parker might turn up, — poor, wandering vagabone, he called him. Id knocked him down, if Id heard him. I mean to see if I cant find where Parker is. There aint a cousin Ive got that I ever set so much by, spite of his leanin in wrong directions. Weve always been chums, spite of his being so much younger, — you know it, dont ye, uncle Jerry? And Ive always stood up for him; Im going to see if he cant have his rights if you did sign that paper.

The old mans voice faltered as he tried to speak. I do know where I could ask him to, if I did send for him to come home now, he said. If I know anything about a hoss, this one is the best you ever drove, Ezry. Where did you pick her up? Not round here, Ill make a guess, and the conversation steered bravely out into this most congenial subject to both travelers. 

At ten oclock that very morning Susan Allen, Ezras wife, was bending over her ironing-board and bumping away with her flat-iron, when somebody suddenly came outside the window, and laid his arms on the sill and looked in. At first he seemed to be a stranger, and Susan was chilled from head to foot with fear; but she stared and stared again at the smiling face before she spoke, and finally she clapped her hands, and said, Ill give up if it aint, — Parker Jenkins! I want to know if thats you? and this question of his identity having been decided, the young man strolled round to the door, and came in as if he had never been away.

Hows all the folks? he asked. Wheres Ezra? I looked in at the shop first, but there was nobody there.

We didnt know but you was dead, said Susan, who was much excited. Your father has been dreadful distressed about you. I do think you ought to have wrote him, Parker. But you can make up with him easy enough; hell be glad enough to see you.

The visitor had looked very solemn as he listened to the first mention of his fathers name, but his expression quickly changed to a look of wild astonishment. Do you mean to tell me father isnt dead? he said, rising to his feet.

Dead, no! answered Susan. He had a long spell of sickness, beginning in the fall of the year, and we all supposed he was breaking up; and along in the first of the winter he had a very bad time, when we give him up for certain, and there was two days and a night when they thought he might be taken away any minute; but he pulled through-

Parker had seated himself again, and did not seem to be listening to this account. He had put his head on his arm down upon the ironing-board, and was crying like a child. Susan felt as if this were a somewhat theatrical performance, and a little unnecessary. She was vaguely reminded of his being addicted to drink, and of the story of the Prodigal Son; and then she noticed how broad his shoulders had grown, and that his coat was made of a beautiful piece of cloth, and that he was quite citified in his appearance.

Dont take on so, she begged him nervously, after a few minutes, for it made her very ill at ease.

And the unexpected guest lifted his head presently and wiped his eyes with a handsome, bright-colored silk handkerchief. I never had anything come over me so in my life, he said, beginning to laugh in the midst of his tears. I must go right up to the house and see him. Serena wrote me along in the winter that theyd give him up, and he wouldnt be alive when I got the letter. They didnt expect him to get through the afternoon. I never heard any more from her, and Ive mourned him as dead. I wrote on to Ezra to tell me the particulars; for after finding Serena didnt write again, I got mad with her, and then I got mad with Ezra because he didnt write, and I thought you were all banded together to kick me over.

He never got the letter, said Susan. I hope to die if he ever did, Parker. The last letter that ever came inside this house from you was one Ezra got, saying you were going out into the mining country. You know you aint much of a hand to write, nor Ezra neither; but of course he would have answered such a letter as that, and told you your father was living. I dont know but hell see him this morning. The old gentleman went over to stop with Mary Lyddy for a while.

Parker had been standing by the door for the last few minutes, as if he were impatient to be off; but he came back wonderingly into the room again, and Susan, after prefacing her remarks with Well, I may s well tell you first as last, embarked upon a minute explanation of the state of affairs.

The young man seemed at last to be able to listen to no more. He threw off his coat, and sat by the window in his shirt sleeves, and when he had kept quiet as long as was possible he indulged in some very strong language, and expressed feelings toward his sister Serena and Aaron Nudd that would have startled them a good deal if they had been within hearing. He was outraged at their conniving to get all the property into their own hands in his absence, and at first he threatened them with such terrors of the law that Susan began to shake in her shoes, and became as afraid of his anger as if she had been only a mole burrowing in the mountain side, which had started an avalanche downward on its path of destruction. It was a solemn scene when Parker Jenkins met his sister, early in the afternoon; but by that time Susan had become so used to excitements of this kind — her own explanations and the accompanying comments having been repeated after Ezras return — that she had a feeling of envy when she saw her husband and his cousin marching away toward the farmhouse. I dont know now what it was fetched me here, Parker was saying. I made up my mind forty times that I never would set foot inside town limits again; but I wanted to be sure everything was right and proper in the burying lot, and it seemed as if you would set some things straight that I couldnt understand, any way I looked at em, and I wanted to let folks see I hadnt quite run to seed. 

Serenas face was a picture of defenseless misery when she first caught sight of her brother. She had had a long, hard mornings work already, and she felt guilty and on the losing side. Parker had passed through his unreasoning storm of rage, and had sailed into smoother but very deep waters of contempt. He said very little beyond remarking that, not having heard anything after her last letter, he had supposed that his father was dead. He announced in the course of conversation that he had done well, on the whole, and that he did not think he should return to Colorado at present.

Serena was pale and crimson by turns, and tried her best to be affectionate and conciliatory. She ventured at last to speak of her father, and to say that somebody should go over to the Mills and bring him home that very afternoon. Well have supper late, and hell be here by that time. Youll find him a good deal changed, but its nothing to what he was in the winter, she said, fearfully.

Parker fixed his eyes on her, and presently gave a contemptuous little laugh. Ezras excitement reached its topmost pitch.

Serena! said the returned wanderer, I should think youd be ashamed to come near decent folks. Ive no right to boast, and Ive been a confounded fool, Ill own, but I never set to work to cheat folks, or to sneak, or to lose folks respect, so that I could have one more dirty dollar tucked away in the bank. As far as I can find out, you have cheated me and Mary Lyddy out of our rights, and you have treated your poor old father anything but Christian. As for Aaron Nudd, I wont have anything to say to such cattle. The writings you got from father wont stand one minute in the eye of the law, but your false pretenses and your tricks, will, and if either of you make any trouble Ill just fix you so youll wish youd held your peace. I may have shown signs of being a scapegrace, and being gone hook and sinker; but Im older than I was when I went off, and though I dont make no boasts, as I say, I dont mean my folks shall ever be ashamed of me. Im going over myself to fetch father home, and afterward Im going to stay here, and you can do as you see fit. 

It was only three or four days after this that, late on a Sunday afternoon, Parker and Ezra Allen stood on the little bridge over the brook. Parker was fashionably dressed. He had attracted a good deal more attention than the minister, that day, for he had accompanied his father to church, and had received congratulations on his return from all his acquaintances. Old Mr. Jenkins was so happy that he smiled continually, and glanced round proudly at his son when he should have been listening to the sermon. It seemed to him a greater proof of the providence of God than had ever before been vouchsafed him, and he appeared to have taken, as everybody said, a new lease of life.

Done well, out there among the mines, you said? inquired Ezra, somewhat indifferently, though he was eager to ask a few questions before any other neighbor should join them.

First rate, responded Parker; though I havent made the fortunes some do. Trouble is, you either lose all youve got, or else you have luck, and then get picked off with a bullet from behind a bush. We struck a good vein in a claim I had shares in, and some fellows were out there from New York wanting to buy a good mining property, and — well, Ill tell you all about it some day; but the end of it was, I sold out to them for twenty-five thousand dollars. I think they chuckled over it lively, and thought theyd made an awful good thing out of me; but I said to myself that a bird in the hands worth two in the bush. You see they hadnt been taking out much of any ore each side of us. I had some thoughts of going into business with a fellow I know in New York. We come on East together; but I dont know what I shall do. It seems pleasant at the old place, and father he holds onto me. I dont take much to farming, but Ive thought a good many times what a chance there is to raise cranberries up here in the swamp. Ive got forty notions. Ill wait a while before I settle down anywhere. I can afford to.

Aaron Nudd told Asa Parsons yesterday that he guessed he should go over to Harlows Mills quick s the crops were in, and take a place in the boxing room at the shoe factory theyve been urging him to fill, said Ezra, with a wise smile.

Id just as soon he would, for my part, said Parker. Theyre both soft-spoken and meaching as any two you ever saw, and Sereny makes excuses about things from morning to night, worse than poor Mary Lyddy ever thought of. I don know, but I never did seem to have a right sort o feelin for the girls. But it pleases me to death to see how satisfied the old gentleman is. It kind of makes me feel bad, Ezra. I guess I shall steady down for good; but Ive seen something of hard times and raking round, for a fellow of my age. I aint one to talk religious, but Im going to look after father; he does set everything by me, dont he? And a more homesick man I never saw, than he was sitting in the front door over there to Mary Lyddys. Hes got quite a notion, since I spoke of it, of setting out a lot of cranberries. I pointed out to him how well the land lay for it, and the springs watered it just right. Ive seen a good deal of em down towards the Cape. I was there some time, you know, when I first cleared out from home. But there, Im a roving fellow by nature. I shant make any plans yet a while.

There was an awful sight of water come down out of the swamp this last spring, said Ezra, turning to look at the brook. Ive always heard cranberries was an uncertain crop, and dont you go throwing away your means till you know what youre about. But you stick to the old gentleman, Parker; if ever I pitied a man in my life, it was him, this summer. 

It was soon observed how Mr. Jerry Jenkins had improved in health and spirits since his sons return. He resumed his place in society, and entered upon such duties as fell to his share with pleased alacrity. He was complimented on his recovery, and though some grumbling people, who always chose to be on the off side, spoke with pity of the Nudds, and expressed a sympathy for Aarons having undertaken the farm only to be ousted, other people thought of them with scorn. However, worldly prosperity is one of the surest titles to respect, and after it was known that Aaron had bought an interest in one of the shoe-manufacturing companies at Harlows Mills he was looked up to as much as he deserved, at any rate, and possibly more. Some people who knew him held him up as an example of its being worth while to save and be thrifty; but Ezra Allen and others of his way of thinking could not use hard enough language to suit themselves, whenever his name was mentioned. Serena was much more popular in the village than her sister. She dressed conspicuously, as she thought became her station, and she took an active part in church matters, being very efficient in the sewing society and the social relations of the parish. She assented emphatically to all the doctrines, and insisted upon the respectability of the Christian virtues; but it must be owned that she practiced very few of them which related to the well-being and comfort of other people. She and Aaron and their boy drove out to the farm occasionally, in a shiny top-buggy, to see her father, and such visits were outwardly successful and harmonious.

At the farm itself life went on smoothly. Mr. Jenkins had been troubled at first with many fears, when he found that Serena was really going to depart early in the fall, after her brothers return, and he could not forbear some expressions of wonder at her sudden change of feeling in regard to farming. She constantly said that she had never liked it, that it was a dogs life for any woman to do the housework on a large farm; and her father only replied that her tune had changed a good deal within a year. He took a long breath as he saw her go away in a heavily laden wagon, which preceded the team in which her household goods were being moved to the Mills. She had waited until the last minute, as if she feared that some treasures might be abstracted from the load. Shes about stripped the house, said Mr. Jenkins, with a chuckle, as he came back into the kitchen; but well get along somehow, Parker. Ive done the best I could by her, I know that!

Parker chuckled in his turn. Shes an awful grabber, said he. Im hanged if I didnt catch her down cellar this morning fishing into the pork barrel; she didnt hear me coming, and she was started, and let a piece drop, and it sent the brine all up into her face and eyes.

It cant be possible that new barrel is so low as that aready, said the old man. I guess she had made a good haul before you come. Well, Im glad, Im sure. I shouldnt want any child o mine to be without pork. And there was times Sereny was right down clever and pleasant spoken. I dont blame her for wanting to be where there is more going forrard, if she takes a notion to it. 

As for Parker Jenkins, he settled down on the old farm, as many another New Englishman has done, after two or three voyages at sea, or long journeys in quest of wealth to California or Texas or the Western country. He looked upon himself as being much more a man of the world than his neighbors, and his consideration for his old father was most delightful. The housekeeping went on well enough under the auspices of a cousin, a good, sensible woman, who was set adrift just in good time for these two unprotected men by the death of her own father, who had been for some years dependent on her care. It was soon known, however, that the chief reason of young Jenkinss contentment with so quiet a life was his attraction toward a pretty daughter of his neighbor, Asa Parsons, who was only too ready to smile upon so pleasant and good-looking a person, while her father and mother were mindful of his wealth.

So we leave the old farmer, no longer feeling cast off and desolate, to live out the rest of his days. He forgot even the worst of his sorrows in that unhappy winter and summer. It seemed as if most of them had been fanciful and connected with his illness. Serena was apt to be reminded oftener and oftener, as he grew older, of how impossible he found it to get on comfortably without his old secretary, and she came to regret deeply that her love for gain had allowed her to part with it, when the craze for old furniture reached Harlows Mills in its most unreasoning form, and a piece of furniture that could be called centennial was a credit to its owner.

The old man often said that his illness had broken him down; and that he had never been the same man since. Those of his neighbors who had known his sorrows, and the pain which had been harder to bear than the long sickness itself, were glad that this blessed Indian summer had come to him to warm him through and through, and smile upon him in the late autumn of his lifes year.

Heaven only knows the story of the lives that the gray old New England farmhouses have sheltered and hidden away from curious eyes as best they might. Stranger dramas than have ever been written belong to the dull-looking, quiet homes, that have seen generation after generation live and die. On the well-worn boards of these provincial theatres the great plays of life, the comedies and tragedies, with their lovers and conspirators and clowns; their Juliets and Ophelias, Shylocks and King Lears, are acted over and over and over again.


A NEW PARISHIONER

[image: img69.jpg]

IT WAS ABOUT half-past ten oclock in the forenoon, and the time of year was late September. Miss Lydia Dunn was busy in her kitchen, where the faded sunlight lay across the floor, and the after-breakfast work was beginning to give way to the preparations for dinner. Miss Dunn had lived alone through a good many years, but, to use her own favorite remark, she always treated herself as if she were a whole family.

I found myself living at the pantry shelves, quick as mother died, she said. It didnt seem to be worth while to set a table and get a lot of dishes about just for one. I got so I stopped the baker every time he come by, and the end of it was I didnt eat any oftener than I could help. I took to being low in my mind, and thought I want ever going to be any more use in the world; and I was always reading some yaller old sermon books, that I never should if I had been well; it seemed as if they had been laying about the house hoping to get a chance to gnaw somebody, for they worked me up dreadfully. Mother and I had lived together so long that I missed her, seemed as if I couldnt never get used to living alone; but at last it come to me what part o the trouble was, and I set right to, and from that day to this Ive given myself three good regular meals every day. I tell you, you must feed folks same as you do creaturs, if you want to get any kind o work out of em.

It was certainly a blessing to other people that Miss Dunn had come to this wise decision, for, after the death of her mother, who had needed all her daughters care in the later years of her life, she had always been more than ready to use her freedom and strength and good sense in other peoples behalf. She had a great deal of sound discretion, and a quick insight into men and things on which she valued herself not a little, as well she might. If she had been bad-tempered she would have been feared, for she had a quick wit and a bitter impatience with shiftiness and deceit; but her bark was worse than her bite, and one after another of her neighbors and townspeople were helped by her over hard places in their lives, and every year they grew more strongly attached to her. It is true that she was often thought a little hard, and that she gained the ill-will of some of her associates whose lives were not wholly spent in following the paths of rectitude. She sometimes felt sorry that there was nobody who belonged to her, or who really loved her because they were of the same flesh and blood. It is a rare thing to find a woman of her age in a New England village who has no near relations; for when there was less intercourse with the rest of the world than nowadays, and families were larger, the people were apt to be closely connected by frequent intermarriages, and it made a community of interest and a clannishness which had many advantages in spite of its defects. Now that the young people go from the farming communities to the shops and factories of the larger towns, they are surer to marry strangers and foreigners than their old schoolmates and playmates, and the state of society in these latter days in such a town as Walton is pretty well disintegrated.

Miss Dunns grandfather had been the minister of Walton for forty years. That of itself gave her a right to assert herself in parish matters, and her inherited love of reading and thinking helped her to look oftener at the principles and causes of things than at their incidents and effects. The elder people of the town still turned back with reverence to the deeds and opinions of old Parson Dunn, and gave an honored place in their councils to his upright and straightforward granddaughter.

On this Friday morning she felt uncommonly well and active, and had been scurrying about her house ever since she had waked, sweeping and dusting, and putting things to rights generally. She remembered her mothers saying that all out-doors always seemed to try to get under cover before cold weather, and she angrily threw away the collections of dust and lint which she swept up in one room after another. When she had finished her own room she came out, bringing the broom and dust-pan and duster all at once, and before she began to get dinner she stood for a minute before the small glass in the case of the kitchen clock. The big gingham handkerchief was still tied over her head, to keep the dust off, and she took a good look at herself.

Youre getting along in years, thats a fact, Lyddy Dunn, said she, good-naturedly; and then she sighed, and put away the handkerchief in its drawer, and went forward with some preparations for dinner.

The house in which she lived was one that her grandfather had bought in his last days, and in which his son had lived after him. There was no village in Walton, at least in that part of it, but farm joined farm, and there was no waste land. The main road of the town traversed a long ridge from end to end; the old church stood at the very top, blown by all the winds of heaven, like a ship on the high seas, and on the southern slope, close at the road-side, was Miss Dunns house.

The front of it faced the south, and the front door opened into a prim little garden, where some sheltered hollyhocks and china asters still lingered; beyond was an orchard, where many of the old trees had died or been blown down, and had been replaced by the young ones. The leaves were falling fast now, but nothing held on better than the apple and lilac-leaves, and these were growing browner, and rustling louder when the wind blew, day by day. Miss Dunn was very fond of her house. The main part of it had two rooms on each floor; but the lower roof of it, that covered the big kitchen and down-stairs bedroom and the great kitchen-chamber, was older than the other, and was gambrel-shaped, and had for its centre an enormous chimney, that was, as it should be, the warm heart of the house.

The outer kitchen door opened to the road in a most hospitable fashion, and some smooth gray flagstones, like a stray bit of sidewalk, led along under the kitchen windows as far as the front gate. Miss Dunn suddenly bethought herself to sweep these, and brought her second-best broom. There was a pleasant fragrance of faded leaves in the air; the sunshine was very warm, and the maple leaves seemed to have fallen too soon on the thick green grass, which still looked as fresh as if it were June. In the lowlands far below there was a most lovely blur and haze with the misty air and the colors of the trees; the sky was cloudless but a little dim, and the snowberry bushes rustled so over the fence, in the breeze that came past the corner of the house, that our friend looked around at them as if somebody had spoken. A little stick, that was shaped like some thin, twisted mockery of a human being, was lying against the kitchen door-step, as if it had tried to climb in and had failed; and Lydia Dunn stooped to pick it up, and perched it on the outside window-sill, where it stood with one foot crooked into the little staple to which the blind was sometimes hooked, and seemed to look into the kitchen wistfully.

Miss Dunn smiled as she looked at it, and had a feeling flit over her that something was going to happen; there was an uncanny look about the strange bit of a lilac bush. She caught the sound of an approaching footstep, and as quick as one of the leaves that were flittering about at her feet she went back into the house again. She knew well enough the familiar figure that was still some distance away down the road, and was sure that she was to have a visit. She was much attached to Jonas Phipps, and quite dependent on his assistance in her housekeeping, but she always felt a little antagonistic and on the off-side of things when he first made his appearance.

Of course he must put into port here for his dinner, when Ive had a busy forenoon! she said angrily, and began to change the kettles about on the stove; and she whisked the tea-kettle over to the sink as if she were putting it in jail for its sins, but it went on singing cheerfully, as if it had a good conscience.

Presently the latch clicked, and Mr. Jonas Phipps came in at the door, closing it softly after him; and as he felt at once that unmistakable lack of welcome which was not unusual, he dropped his hat on the floor beside the chair he dropped himself into, and took a long breath to show that he was much fatigued. He was a lame man, and there was something appealing about him, as well as something indescribably shrewd and quick, the helplessness of a wounded and hampered fox or other cunning creature, that has not the physical strength to make the best use of its instincts.

There, do spudge up a little, Jonas, said Miss Lydia, moving to and fro about the kitchen as fast as she could. You remind me of an old limp calico bag thats hung up against the wall, nothing to take out of it, and every chance to put in.

Jonas brightened up at once, and sat erect, as if his hostess had furnished him with a backbone.

You always have your joke, said he, chuckling. Aint nothing I could do for you to-day, I expect?

Im about out of kindling wood, said Miss Dunn, doubtfully. I suppose you know that as well as I do. I thought you were going to get Otiss boy to help you, and cut me up a good lot of small wood some time this week. Youd better stop, now youre here, though to-morrow will do just as well, and you can come earlier in the forenoon.

To-morrow and Monday - Ive got to be off both them days, said Jonas, not without pride. Youll have to take me when you can git me, for once; and putting on his much-battered hat he shuffled toward the door that led out to the woodshed. Have you heard - I spose you have - that Henry Stroud, old Ben Strouds oldest son, has come back, and is stopping over to Whitehouses tavern? He was over here driving about yesterday afternoon, and he stopped to have some talk with me. I had an errand over Donnells way to help him get in his cabbages, but theyd got them all in before I got there. I thought it was Thursday he wanted me, but when I got there he said it was Wednesday; and Jonas was silent, as if he wished to respectfully give place to the scolding Miss Dunn commonly furnished him with at such confessions of his laziness.

But she merely laughed, and then asked, Whats he here for? He cant think that anybody is in distress to see him.

I dont know what he come for, unless he wanted to look round his old haunts. He bespoke me to go up to his fathers place with him to set things to rights in the burying lot. I told him I wasnt much of a hand for such things now, count of my lameness, but Id do what I could. He was real friendly and free-spoken, and knowed me right away. Him and mes about of an age, sixty-two in the month of January next; and Jonas went slowly out to the woodshed, and began to chop the large sticks of pine into kindlings with leisurely blows, as if there were no hurry about either that or anything else.

Well, I do declare! said Miss Lydia Dunn. I wonder what will happen next! She longed to question Jonas further, but she did not; and later, when the soup that she had been warming for her own dinner was in readiness to be eaten, she carried out a comfortable bowlful to him, and set it down without a word.

Now I call that real clever of ye, said Mr. Phipps. I was just lowing Id better be getting home to my dinner, - which was a great lie, since he had been sniffing the fragrance of the soup and expecting this provision eagerly for at least half an hour.

I suppose Henry Stroud must have aged a good deal? she asked, lingering for a minute in the doorway.

Not so much as you might suppose, seeing hes been gone thirty-five years, no, forty years it must be, or rising forty. It was the fall after his father died, and Henry was out of his time the spring before. Well, hes got the ginooine Stroud looks; hes featured for all the world like the old man. I know it was forty years sence he died, and because that was the year we moved over to the Ashby place, fork of the roads as you go to Knowless mills. The house is been gone this gret while.

There, your soupll all get cold, Jonas, said Miss Dunn, impatiently, and at once retreated to the kitchen, fearing that the accounts of the changes of residence of the Phipps family might otherwise be continued all the rest of the afternoon. Jonas liked nothing better than to tell long stories, involving infinite ramblings and details, to any audience he was able to muster.

That evening Miss Dunn stood looking out of the window down the road, noticing the lights in the houses. She always had a fancy for sitting a while in the twilight, after supper, which came early at this time of year, when the days were growing so short; and before she lit her lamp she liked to take a survey of the neighborhood and of the sky. The stars were bright and the weather was satisfactory, but from one of the three houses which were in sight there was an unusual radiance, and our friend saw at once, to her surprise, that there was a lamp in the best parlor. Nothing could be more amazing than this, and at first Miss Dunn thought that some member of the family had gone into the room on an errand, it being used as to its closet for a treasure chamber.

I hope that old Mr. Singer hasnt been taken with one of his bad ill turns, she said to herself, anxiously. I know they always keep some spirit in that closet. But the light shone steadily on like a beacon, until there was no room for doubt that the Singers had company to tea.

At last Miss Dunn composed herself to her evenings work of knitting and reading together, and resolutely drew and bolted the close shutters and lighted the lamp. She was very fond of reading, but there was only a small harvest of books to be reaped in Walton, and she was just then working her way through a dull memoir of an injudicious and unhappy man who had mistaken his calling and tried to preach. The book was written by some one who ought to have profited by this sad example; and Miss Dunn, who knew a good book when she saw it, but would usually rather have a dull one than none at all, soon read the less and knitted the more, until the leaves of the volume fluttered up unheeded, and she lost her place without observing it. She really had too much to think about, herself, to give her mind to other peoples thoughts. Her excitements and pleasures were like the pasturage that sheep find near the sea; like those delicious nibbles close to the rocks, which have a flavor that no inland field can give to its plentiful grass blades. Henry Stroud had come back. He had once shown a great liking for her, when they were boy and girl, which she had disdained and her family disapproved. More than this, which was a half-forgotten memory, at that very moment an unknown company was assembled under her neighbors roof. What dismal tale of a life that had made its failures through stupidity could wile her mind from such diversions? It was difficult to even guess at the reasons that had led to Mr. Strouds return. His history was little known to his old acquaintances, except that at one time he had been very rich in South America, and had afterwards failed in his business. And after saying to the subject of the memoir that he was an old dromedary, if ever there was one, Miss Lydia Dunn gave herself up to reflection, until she was so sleepy that she could hardly stumble off to bed. The lights were not out even then at the Singers.

Early the next morning, Mary Ann Singer came up the road with a little pitcher to borrow some yeast, and Miss Lydia gave her a cordial welcome.

Were sort of behindhand this forenoon, the visitor said, for we had company last night.

I noticed the best room was lighted up, said Miss Dunn, with the full expectation of hearing all about it.

You see, just before tea we saw a buggy drive up, and a stranger come in and asked to see the folks. I thought he was an agent or something, but it was a Mr. Stroud, who used to live here when he was a boy. He has been most all over the world, and hes come back to see the old place. I just wish you could have heard him talk; it was splendid. He says he dont know but he may settle here, for summers, at any rate. His healths broke down, being in hot climates, and he said two or three times he didnt mean to do any more business. I guess hes rich; he looked as if he had means. He inquired for you, and said he was going to call and see you.

Much obliged to him, said Miss Dunn, grudgingly.

Hes stopping over to Whitehouses tavern, said Mary Ann. I never saw anything better than the clothes he had on, and everything about him spoke of wealth. He said he had been to see the minister, and he meant to do something for the church, on account of his mothers being a member.

More n ever his father was, said Miss Dunn. I aint going to say anything gainst Henry Stroud without having seen him these forty years; but he want much thought of as a young fellow, and his father cheated my poor old grandfather out of about all he had, except this place. I dont like the breed; but then, as I say, I aint going to run a man down I dont know.

He seemed to be religious, said Mary Ann, who was unwilling to have the glory of her guest tarnished in this way; and Miss Dunn responded that religion ought to make some difference, if it was the real kind; after which young and inexperienced Miss Singer went away with the yeast, somewhat crestfallen.

Guess they must be going to bake Sunday, if they havent got their bread a-going yet, thought Miss Dunn. Id a put it to rise after he went off, last night, if it had been me; but I suppose they were all so betwattled they didnt know which end they was on. I should think it would be a lesson to em to air out that south setting-room once or twice a month. Between being scared of the dust in the summer and not using it after the cold weather comes, the air dont get changed three times a year. And come to heat it up with an air-tight stove!

The next day being Sunday, and the weather being fair, there was an unusually large congregation in the church; and the news of the strangers coming having flown far and wide, all eyes were ready to follow him, as he walked up the aisle behind the minister to the parsonage pew. The ministers wife betrayed a consciousness of being in unaccustomed society; and when the guest and the parson both waited to usher her into the pew, it was most annoying to stumble and almost fall over the crickets, on the way to her seat. Her face was very red, as she picked herself up, and even the children all looked that way as they heard the loud and sudden noise.

Mr. Stroud listened intently to the sermon. He was a good-looking man, but he had a difficulty in looking you straight in the eyes, and he was dressed in a way that his former townspeople could not fail to admire. And when the service was over, and the Sunday-school was assembled, Mr. Peckham, the minister, called upon Brother Stroud to lead in prayer; and Brother Stroud prayed long and eloquently, greatly to the approval of his hearers. It was really very pleasant to find that a man so distinguished in his appearance had so good a memory for his old friends. He seemed to remember everybody who remembered him, and was always ready to remind his old acquaintances of things that had happened before he went away, while he spoke of the departed members of the parish to their living connections with much interest and sympathy. On that first Sunday there was a great loitering about and hand-shaking; in fact, there was not the usual hurry to get the horses unfastened and to start for home. Miss Dunn said to herself often, in those first days, that she could understand the young folks running after him, but she should think the old ones, that had known him root and branch, would rather wait a while. She could not explain even to herself the feeling of antipathy that rushed over her at the first sight of him. She grudged all the deference and civilities that were shown him, and yet she was obliged to acknowledge that he deserved consideration, and that he was fine-looking and had a good manner, a way with him, most of the people said. He seemed disposed to be very friendly and generous. The young people admired him a good deal, and from the very first he received great attention and hospitality.

Mr. Peckham was more delighted with this new parishioner than any one else, for he saw in him the promise of help for some of his cherished projects. His predecessor had been an old-school parson, preaching sound and harmless sermons twice on every Sunday; exchanging with his brother ministers with due regularity and suitable infrequency. Old Mr. Duncan had been much loved and respected. The joys and sorrows of his congregation rarely were disconnected from him; for he was a cheerful soul, and most fatherly and kind, and was not instinctively set aside entirely to the performance of ecclesiastical rites and ceremonies. Under his care the church and parish existed in a most comfortable fashion, and the average of things was kept up year after year. It was somewhat of a shock to the parishioners to find that Mr. Peckham considered all these years unfruitful, and the revival which followed his teachings, or led them, in the first winter of his settlement, seemed to cast blame, by contrast, on the orderly progress of the former additions to the church membership. Mr. Peckham was an earnest, excitable, self-denying little man, though his self-denials were often in furtherance of his own selfish ends. He was ambitious and ascetic, and he was apt to be dyspeptic and low in his mind, which he and his parishioners occasionally mistook for anxiety and discouragement over the wickedness and willfulness of this world in general. He liked to have a good deal going on, though he bewailed the exhaustive nature of a clergymans work; and just now he was trying hard to get the people of his parish to build a vestry, or small chapel-like building, for the benefit of the Sunday-school and of evening meetings.

But the slow old farmers were not disposed to move in a hurry. They were too tired and sleepy to go to any meetings after dark, especially when they lived far from the church, as most of them did; and unless there was something that really promised a sufficient reward of excitement and interest, they held their evening meetings at home. They had an unexpressed conviction that the large attendance at the revival meetings of the winter before could not be expected to last, though Mr. Peckham were never so eloquent. One old man, who was rarely absent from his pew on Sundays, from one end of the year to the other, said impressively to his neighbor, as they unfastened their horses from the long, well-gnawed hitching-rail at the back of the church, I dont see, Silas, why theres any need we should build a second-sized meetin-house, for the good o the six or eight women folks who goes reglar to the evening meetins. Theres double the expense for heatin the two buildins every Sunday, and long s they always had the Sabbath-school in the meetin-house, I dont see why they cant continue, - which was very old-fogyish doctrine to the minds of some young people, and particularly to the mind of Mr. Peckham.

Sometimes the minister had felt himself to be unappreciated and mistaken, because his people balked like unruly horses, and would not follow him in the carrying out of his cherished plans, and so he welcomed this sympathetic and apparently rich stranger with open arms. He could not resist saying that it was sometimes hard for a man who had had a wider outlook over the world to suit himself to the limited ideas of a country parish. If the truth were known, he had been born and brought up in much the same sort of a community; but he had been a fly on the wheel of a large theological school, and imagined himself to be the possessor of a far greater knowledge of the world and of human nature than is apt to fall to the lot of most men, especially clergymen. It is a strange fact that the training of that profession aims so seldom at a practical acquaintance and understanding with the fellow-creatures whom it is empowered to direct and advise. The theories which are laid down in books are often as dangerous for the clergyman to follow as for the physician.

Mr. Stroud had accepted an invitation to spend a few days at the parsonage, and that evening he opened his heart to the minister in a gratifying way, and spoke freely of his aims and projects.

I have been a busy man until this last summer, he said; but I have had a serious illness, and my physicians ordered me to free myself from all business cares. As I have told you, I am alone in the world; and having to leave New Orleans for a colder climate, I did not know at first which way to turn. I have always had an inclination to return to my boyhoods home, if merely to pay a visit to the hills and fields, and I must confess that I was quite unprepared for the affection that overcame me at the sight of the old places and faces. I do not think that I have much time to live, and I have made up my mind to stay here and make it my home for the present, at any rate. I have had an eventful life, and the repose of such a place as this is eminently soothing. I am much touched by the interest that my coming seems to have aroused, and I shall take pleasure in trying to prove myself a friend to these good neighbors, and a worthy member of your church and parish.

There was a good deal of dignity about Mr. Stroud, and a deep tone of humility and pathos when he spoke of his loneliness, and of his almost ended life, and his desire to make the most of his last days, which nearly overcame the little minister, and he grasped his new parishioners hand.

I foresee a strong helper in you, my dear sir, he said softly, in the good work I am trying to do. I hope you will command my services as pastor and friend. And a league was formed between them. 

As the autumn days went on, Mr. Stroud became a familiar sight, as he drove or walked slowly along the country roads. His expedition with Jonas Phipps to the family burying-ground on the old Stroud farm had resulted in his spending much money in the fencing and grading of it, and the broken and fallen stones were replaced or put to rights carefully. It happened that the present owners of the farm had built a new house, and were living more comfortably than most people in Walton, and the arrangement was made that Mr. Stroud should go there to board. Mrs. West, the farmers wife, was much courted and questioned by her acquaintances; and being a somewhat sentimental soul, as well as a lover of a good story, she had many an interesting fact to communicate. All the neighbors knew how many newspapers Mr. Stroud took, and how many letters he had to answer; what beautiful shirts he wore, and how he gave next to no trouble, and hardly ever could bear to speak of his wife, and that he liked dinner of boiled fowls better than most anything, and every day went down to the burying lot, as if it were all he had in the world. In society he was a very agreeable man; he talked well, though he was rather pompous, and it became the fashion to defer to him upon any questions of the outside worlds affairs.

Everybody followed this leader but Miss Lydia Dunn. Strange to say, she liked him less and less; she was prejudiced to an unwarrantable degree. It made no difference to her that he made long and eloquent prayers; that he was going to give a new library to the Sunday-school, and had spoken of her as the proper person to select it in company with the minister. He had called upon her within a week or two of his arrival in town, and from the minute she gave him the first steady look out of her sharp-sighted eyes, and he turned away, a little embarrassed, to admire the view from the windows, she would join in none of the praise of him with which the air was filled, and listened to the petty gossip about his acts and affairs with an ill-concealed impatience. She doubted him, she did not know why. She reproached herself, and fought the feeling she had toward him most bitterly at first; but it was of no use. She feared that the townspeople thought she cherished the old grudge against the name, and hated him for his fathers sins; but dislike and distrust him she certainly did, and she could not deceive other people or herself.

It is unnecessary to say that she was in the minority, for all Walton treated him like a king. His money seemed to be at everybodys service, when it suited his pleasure to hear the hints with which his ears were filled. He helped one farmer to lift a mortgage, with which the recklessness of a dissipated son had burdened him; he visited more than one poor old soul, and left a bank-note in her hand when he said good-by. He found a cousin of his mother living alone, very feeble and poor, in a dilapidated house in a distant part of the town; and he had the house repaired, and hired a strong young woman to take care of things, with the assurance that he would be responsible for all bills. He came forward liberally with his subscription to every good work that was undertaken, whether religious or secular, and people began to wonder how Walton had ever got on without him.

The announcement of his crowning piece of generosity came just before Thanksgiving. Jonas Phipps, whom Miss Lydia Dunn had carefully engaged to come early on the Monday morning to aid her in the severer duties of house-keeping, came loitering down the hill about eleven oclock, as if nobody in the world were in the least hurry. Miss Lydia had been in a blazing rage with him for at least three hours, and received him in ominous silence; but he sat down, and dropped his hat beside him, and began to rub his lame leg diligently.

I do know s Im going to be good for anything this winter, he whined dolefully; and Miss Dunn snapped him up with exceeding promptness: -

Folks would be astonished if you was!

I hoped you wouldnt lay it up against me for my being late this morning, he apologized. I should ha got here before eight, but they hailed me from the parsonage. Mr. Stroud, he was there aready, and they said they were going to run the lines for the new vestry as soon as the men come from Walpole.

What new vestry? asked Miss Lydia, coming out from the pantry with a dish in her hand, ready to forget all private grievances in hearing this interesting news.

Then you aint heard that Mr. Stroud is going to build one? Well, I was only acquainted with the facts this morning. I found I could be o some use, and I sposed you wouldnt be very particular about having of me round until you were about through with the washing.

Dont you know I never wash the Monday of Thanksgiving week? and Miss Dunn stood ready again to fight her own battles. You know just as well as I do that I wanted you here early, and now Ive been so put back in my work that Im ready to say I dont want you to show yourself inside my doors again. I cant be so bothered and fretted. Youre worse than ever you were, and theres no disguising it.

Jonas gave a heavy sigh. Its going to be a real ornamental building, I heard some of em say. Itll set in the far corner of the lot, between them two balm-o-Gilead trees. Mr. Stroud was saying he should have liked to get into it this winter, but winter plastering is always a-cracking. Theyre going to haul the stone for the foundation from Becketts quarry, and theyll do that right off. Theyll be getting jealous of us over to Raynham. Gives like a prince, dont he? I tell you, were awful fortunate to have such a man come among us. Mis Peckham was saying yesterday, when I was over to the parsonage, that hed give some kind of a hint to the minister about a new communion service.

The old ones good enough, barked Miss Dunn. I aint one that wants to do away with all the old associations. And, for my part, I dont like to see anybody too good. My father always used to say, When you see anybody too good, look out for em. I dont know anything against Henry Stroud, but he aint got the mean Stroud look out of his face, if he has got rich and pious.

I thought t was right to go accordin to Scriptur; By their works ye shall know em, Jonas suggested with considerable spirit; but he was doomed to have his loyalty quenched, for Miss Dunn retorted that he had better be meditating on that verse for his own good.

But I ought to be ashamed of twitting you or throwing disrepute on anybody, said the good woman. And I tell you honest, Jonas, I wish I had a more Christian feeling about that man. I know folks says its jealousy, and that I aint able to forget his fathers cheating my grandfather; but if Id liked him, and believed he was a straightforward man, I never would have thought of keeping any old grievances. There aint any of us but has lived down some of our old sins were ashamed to think of now, and its fair to look at a man as he is, and not go raking up old matters. It seems to me as if he was kind of buying his way into heaven out of his pocket, and as if he liked to be king of his company, and the big man of the place, now hes come back to it. I dont like the looks of him; but as for the good he does, thatll stay after him.

You always do have good judgment, said Jonas. I cant say I got the measure of him the first time I see him. He had a kind of meaching cast o countenance, though you cant tell by the looks of a toad how far hell jump. But when you come to see how he spends his money right and left, and the good he does with it, and hear how he leads in prayer, I dont see how anybody can speak agin him. Miss Singer said it fetched the tears right out o her eyes to hear him lamenting his sins as he does in the evening meeting, as if he was the wickedest man there.

Perhaps hes only telling the truth, said Miss Dunn, and Jonas rose in indignation.

I dont see how you can talk so on-Christian! he said. But there, he added, in a milder tone, we all have our feelins about such things, and I do know but what its as well to be honest about em. Jonas could not help being mindful of Miss Dunns kindness and generosity and patience, which had lasted year in and year out; for his slender fortunes would be slenderer still without her assistance. He and his mother, a very old and almost helpless woman, lived in a house that was one of the most ancient and shiftlessly kept of any in that region, and Jonas hardly ever descended the hill toward it from Miss Dunns without some plate or basket of food, or other help to the housekeeping. Beside this lame man and the woman of nearly ninety years, there was a little orphan niece of Jonass, who was growing up under that cheerless roof. There were so few really poor people in Walton that great capital was made of these; and the sewing society sewed for them, and the church, of which old Mrs. Phipps had been a somewhat unsatisfactory member, paid their rent, and some bills beside. Miss Dunn did not believe in making dependents and paupers of them. She insisted that people should work when they could, and be paid for it, and unless Jonas rendered her some service she had nothing to give him, though he hung round despairingly, and rubbed his knee with no end of devotion and apparent distraction of pain. 

As the cold weather came on, it was told sadly from one parishioner to another that Mr. Strouds health was failing, and he really did look feeble and old. The people with whom he made his home gave dismal accounts of his sufferings from bad attacks of pain, and every Sunday, when he took his seat in church, pitying eyes followed him. The stories of his generosities still went on. He met the Phipps child going home from school, one November day, and took her into his wagon and drove her to the Walton store, where he bought her a hood and mittens, and some cloth for a dress, and a big shawl, which never could be folded small enough for her, or so that the corner of it would not trail on the ground and gather little sticks. He gave the minister an encyclopædia and a new winter overcoat, and the Sunday-school library was promised, and was to be Mr. Strouds Christmas present to the Sunday-school. The old deacons, who had been for many years chief authorities in parish matters, without whose slow consent nothing had heretofore been done, found themselves ignored and completely set aside. Everything was to be done as Mr. Stroud and the minister saw fit. The deacons, no doubt, felt a certain sorrow at their degradation, but they could only swim with the stream, and express their thankfulness for the zeal of the brother who had come among them.

Everybody with this current but Miss Dunn, and at last her antagonistic feeling became a cause of great sorrow to her. She searched her heart for the sin of envy and malice, but with all her prayer and penance she could cultivate no better charity toward her neighbor. It was curious that, in spite of wind and rain, the crooked little twig still clung to her kitchen window-sill, and looked in at her every morning as she opened the shutter. It seemed as if it held a dwarfed and wretched soul within its ragged bark; and our friend connected it in her thoughts, she could not tell why, with the stranger and his coming. She felt that she ought to be charitable, and that it was wicked to hate without cause; but Mr. Stroud was still outside the pale of her affections, and the lilac twig that looked like a man still clung outside the window, in the cold. She could not throw it away, but she wished every morning that it might have blown away in the night, and so have freed her from its haunting unpleasantness. She had not believed before that she was superstitious, and altogether this was a troubled time in her life; but the days grew shorter and shorter, the stones for the foundation of the vestry went crawling up the long hill, load after load, and she filled her cellar fuller of provisions than ever, and set her face resolutely toward getting through with another long, hard Walton winter.

It was curious that Mr. Stroud seemed eager to be friendly with Miss Dunn. He treated her with great respect and deference, and appeared to take no notice of her abrupt and slighting manner toward him, though many of the lookers-on accused her of disgraceful rudeness. She said to herself many times that she would treat him civilly; but she did not always succeed, and she became conscious that the new parishioner was anxious to gain her good will, in spite of it. His manner toward her was called long-suffering and really Christian by his admirers; and, if the truth must be told, Miss Dunn became unpopular with her neighbors, and felt herself to be alone on the losing side, a most unhappy minority of one. She would not have believed that some of the people who had always been her friends could have thrown off the old ties so easily; and it hurt her pride not a little, for she had always been a person of great consequence and influence, and had been faithful and dutiful to the very utmost. She was often slighted and set aside, in these autumn days, and her opinions were seldom sought or listened to. She would have been more than human if she had not remembered how well she had served her towns-folk in their hours of need, and had carried a kind heart and ready hand to help in their days of pleasuring, year after year. She felt very sorry when the thought came to her that her friends were suspecting her of jealousy.

Mr. Stroud had been very friendly and talkative when he had called upon Miss Dunn, soon after he came to Walton, and she had received him with more show of interest than she was able to muster afterward. He did not repeat the visit until one afternoon in the middle of December, when, with much surprise, she saw him drive up to the fence, and after fastening his horse, cover him up carefully, as if he meant to make a long call. Luckily the sitting-room was well warmed already from the kitchen, and Miss Lydia had time to touch a match to the pine-cone kindlings of the fire that was laid in the Franklin stove; and by the time she had somewhat stiffly ushered in her guest, he could have thought the fire was already half an hour old.

They talked about the weather, and how the snow kept off, and about an old person in the neighborhood who was near death, and with whom Miss Dunn had been watching; and at last there fell an awkward silence, and the longer it continued the harder it became to say anything.

I have been much pained at discovering that my father was much in fault toward your family, said Mr. Stroud at last, with a good deal of effort. I wish I had known it sooner; but you will easily understand that, leaving home early in life as I did, and forming new associations, I knew nothing of it. I am anxious now to make restitution. I should have done so years ago if I had known. I cannot say how deeply I regret the disgrace - and the visitor looked pained and troubled; and as he seemed to feel so keenly the shadow that rested on his name, Miss Dunns kind heart came to his rescue.

I should let bygones be bygones, if I was you, she said. And your mother, you know, was a most excellent woman; as good a neighbor as there was in Walton. Yes, your father got my grandfather to sign for him, and made promises to him that he knew was lies. It was very hard on the poor old gentleman, but I dont put it down against you, and I dont want you to think theres any account between us. Ive got enough to carry me through, unless something extra should happen. Youve been doing for the good of the parish, and so well say no more about it.

But Mr. Stroud met this generous speech - generous in other ways than in its refusal of the payment of a debt - in a cold-hearted way.

You are very kind, he said, but I shall insist upon paying you the amount of the principal, the original sum that your grandfather lost. I should be glad to include the interest also, but I fear I am not able at this time, without impairing some good work that I have hoped to do - he was about to add in other directions, but checked himself in time. I will make restitution to you so far as I can, and the visitor leaned his head on his hand, and gave a heavy sigh. It was very still in the little sitting-room; the fire had passed the ardor of its youth, and the pine-cones and crow-sticks having snapped and crackled away up the chimney, the sound walnut and maple sticks were now burning lazily but steadily. The picture of old Parson Dunn looked down solemnly from the wall, and for a minute his granddaughter felt inadequate to the occasion.

If it is to satisfy your own feelings and conscience, she said at last, I shall put no bar in your way; but I see no use in it and no need of it. I will tell people that you offered to do it, and that I refused to take it, and -

I care nothing for the praise of men. The guest flushed, and was somewhat nettled at this, and Miss Lydia felt that she had spoken unkindly in her frankness. She did not know how to soften her speech, and said nothing; wishing more and more that Mr. Stroud would end this quixotic business call, and go away.

She took a good look at him, and was shocked to see how much he was changed and how ill he looked. Her long experience in taking care of sick people had made her eyes quick to see the signs of disease, and she felt a thrill of pity for him and shame for her own uncharitableness, and spoke again, more kindly than before: -

I want you should let bygones be bygones, Mr. Stroud.

You are most considerate, he answered; but I came prepared to give you my note for the six thousand dollars, with six per cent. interest from date. If I am living, I will pay it within a year; if not, you will look to my executors; and with a most impressive and solemn manner he drew a folded paper from his pocket. Miss Dunn looked at him and looked at the paper; she did not know whether to laugh or cry.

She urged him to stay to tea, when, after a few minutes, he rose from his chair and made ready to go. He looked about the room, and appeared to be struck by its old-fashioned comfort and warm, plain snugness. You have a most enviable home, he said, in a way that instantly suggested his being only a boarder in Walton, and a sick man at that. Miss Dunn stood by the kitchen window, and watched him climb, with a good deal of effort, into his carriage, and afterward watched the wagon far down the hill and out of sight. Then she sat down, and looked at the note which she been holding fast in her hand. Lord forgive me for my wickedness, she said, but I cant like that man, and I never want to touch his money. She went into the front room, and laid the bit of paper on the table, and sat down again and looked at it. He lied when he said he didnt know about it, she told herself indignantly. He was a boy of sixteen or seventeen when it happened, and nobody talked of anything else. But she thought for the hundredth time that if he were a cheat, somebody ought to have distrusted him beside herself; and after all, what had he done but good since he came to Walton?

For the next day or two it must be confessed that Miss Dunns heart was greatly softened toward the new parishioner. She thought of him a great deal, as she went about her work, and she kept herself awake nearly the whole of one night, a thing which seldom happened in connection with her own affairs, though she had lost many a nights rest in the interest of other people. She said to herself over over and again that she had no right to sit in judgment, and that she was simply finding fault with the man for being himself and doing things in his own way. I might as well blame the cat because she isnt a dog, she told herself. I ought to wait, any way, until Henry Stroud does one piece of mischief here in Walton. And little by little, in spite of her instinct, which continued its quiet warning, she persuaded herself first into toleration, and then into pity and interest. For would not she be very well off as to money, since this late repayment of a debt had changed her carefully managed provision into a comfortable property, and was not Henry Stroud the cause of the difference? She had been richer than many of her neighbors, but she had often been anxious lest the end of the year might find her in debt; and the off-years of the apple orchard, and the drought that lessened her hay-crop, forced her to self-denials and economies most trying to her generous nature. Then the thought of the mans illness and failing health would haunt her, and she wished she had a chance to suggest some simple remedies that would be likely to make him more comfortable. His loneliness appealed to her sympathy, for she knew the hardships of it only too well, though the fact remained that nothing had ever tempted her to invite another solitary woman to share her home.

On the second day, while the note still lay untouched on the sitting-room table, and when she felt more shaken and tired than was usual with her, even at her busiest seasons, she stood late in the morning at the kitchen door. The day was uncommonly mild for the season, and the house had seemed a little lonely. For a wonder, none of the neighbors had been in; not even Jonas Phipps had strayed along; and she had not spoken to any one all the day before; indeed, since she had parted from Mr. Stroud himself. She leaned against the door, and looked up and down the road. She would really have liked to see somebody coming, with whom she could exchange greetings; but nobody was in sight, up the hill or down, and she gave a little sigh, and then bestowed her attention upon the bits of leaves and little sticks that the wind of the night before had swept off the grass to the flagstones, and had piled against the doorstep. She thought it looked untidy, and briskly went in again to get her broom with which to set the disorders to rights. It was time to take something out of the oven, and this made a little delay; and when she returned to the outer world she saw a wagon approaching, and saw also that its driver was Mr. Stroud.

Her first impulse was to dart back into the kitchen, but it was quite too late for that, and she returned the salutation with considerable friendliness. Mr. Stroud half checked his horse, and there was a moment of awkwardness, which Miss Dunn ended by speaking in flattering terms of the weather.

Wont you get out and come in? she asked, being possessed by a sense of great obligation; and added, Ive just taken a pan of gingerbread out of the oven; perhaps you would relish a piece. Its what my grandmother used to call betwixt hay and grass, as to dinner and breakfast.

Mr. Stroud seemed pleased by this unwonted show of hospitality, and turned his horse toward the hitching-post at once, while his hostess heart misgave her at the thought of her fireless sitting-room, and the litter of pans and dishes that possessed the kitchen table. But her guest appeared unconscious of any lack of dignity in his reception, and took the rocking-chair by the front window, and proceeded to eat two large pieces of the hot gingerbread, which must have seriously impaired his appetite for dinner. He looked entirely out of place in the kitchen, however, and made Miss Dunn somewhat uncomfortable; it would have suited her much better if she could have asked him into the sitting-room, but, contrary to her usual custom, she had kept the door shut all the morning.

They talked about nothing that was very interesting, with a good deal of earnestness. Miss Dunn had a little feeling of embarrassment, which was doubled when Mr. Stroud, after having declined further supplies of gingerbread, said in a pointed way, I have enjoyed thinking of my visit here the day before yesterday.

Im sure I was pleased to see you, untruthfully responded Miss Lydia.

I think you have a very pleasant home; it is a thing for which we cannot be too grateful to a kind Providence, and he sighed heavily.

Miss Dunn had been afraid that he would make some allusion to the note for six thousand dollars, and showed her gratitude at being spared that by saying, How is your health, Mr. Stroud? Seems to me you have picked up a little.

But Mr. Stroud sighed again, and shook his head sadly. I dont seem to have gained, he said.

I know of some excellent teas for your complaints, she suggested. Folks laugh nowadays at some o the old-fashioned remedies, but I must say I like em as well as any. I dont think theyve had their day yet.

I should be very grateful for help, said the guest, and I wish I could thank you for your sympathy; and he gave her a look that said so much that it set Miss Lydias heart into a great flutter; but the next minute she flushed, and was angry with herself for being such a fool, and the old feeling of dislike and distrust crept over her, surely and suddenly.

If Jonas Phipps had been the angel Gabriel, she could not have been more grateful to him for his friendship and assistance in paying her a morning visit at that particular moment, and she offered him the plate of gingerbread with a feeling of real affection.

Jonas selected the largest piece, and disappeared through the woodshed door, by which he had entered; and Mr. Stroud also took his departure, after making some further expressions of his gratitude. Miss Dunns brain was in a whirl, but she sought Jonas, and offered him rebuke after rebuke, until he left some long-neglected wood-splitting in self-defense, and went limping away with a piece of board and two stakes and the axe, to mend a broken place in the far corner of the orchard fence; and there he dwelt in unmolested safety until dinner-time.

That afternoon Miss Dunn went out on an errand of mercy to an invalid neighbor, who lived a mile or two away, and did not allow herself to think about her own affairs in peace until she sat down alone, after supper. Then there was nothing else to be done, and she began to feel very much upset. There was an unmistakable meaning and intention quite separate from any words that Mr. Stroud had said to her that morning, and she was both angry and pleased together. She could not fight down the certainty that she was no longer young, and that she was quite alone in the world; that it would be a blessed thing to have some one near her who loved her dearly and would take care of her. It would make life a great deal more interesting if she were doing her round of every-day work for somebody elses sake, as well as her own. It would be a great victory won from certain members of the parish, also single women, if she became the wife of Mr. Stroud; and she was not without ambition. But, on the other hand, though he was the greatest man in Walton, he was still a Stroud; and she smiled grimly as she thought that some of her own ancestors would be disturbed in their graves at the thought of her marrying one of that family. And it was a doubtful question whether she was wise in undertaking the care of a sick man; for, in spite of her skill in nursing, he might not be going to spend much more time in this world. At last she rose impatiently, and marched off to bed, and said to herself the last thing before she went to sleep, I guess Id better wait until Ive heard more about it, before I begin to worry myself; but he neednt think Im going to run after him the way some folks have.

She was almost ashamed when she found herself thinking about the new parishioner the first thing in the morning, and called herself an old fool; but there was, after all, satisfaction in the thought of his admiration of her gingerbread, and she recalled some ignominious failure that Mrs. West, his present hostess, had made in the cake line at a parish supper, not long before, and she wondered if the poor man were often treated to such cooking as that. She went into the front room and took up the bit of paper which he had given her, and smoothed it out, and looked at the clerkish, regular writing with interest. I dare say he would have to go to New York and round on business, she told herself, and then thought with awe and satisfaction of his wealth. I always did think I should like traveling, she said; and then was so angry with herself, that if Jonas had appeared at that moment it would have fared cruelly hard with him.

But a little later in the day the tide of her feeling turned, for Jonas came bravely in to offer his congratulations for her good fortune. Miss Dunn had not spoken of Mr. Strouds repayment of the old debt to any one. She had known that it would be right and just, and had been girding up her strength to the fray. Somebody else had been before her, and it must have been none other than her benefactor himself. It will easily be imagined how the story of this great piece of generosity flew from house to house, and Jonas said that everybody knew of it all over town, in answer to Miss Lydias startled inquiry. This spoiled everything, and the new growth of interest was crushed, and the world was seen to be the same world as before, only more in shadow than ever, while our friend hardly knew why she was so provoked and disappointed. She said to herself that it was no use to go against your nature, and she knew what sort of a man he was the first time she set eyes on him; if other folks didnt, the worst was their own. But she went about the house drearily, and Jonas, who was promptly dismissed, though he was sure she wished him to fill a certain water hogshead from the orchard spring, reported at the next neighbors that Miss Lyddy was taking her prosperity dreadful hard. For his part, he wondered whether she was kind of mortified, or whether she was scared to stay alone with so much money in the house.

It was a great relief on the next day, which was Sunday, that there was so deep a fall of snow that even so constant and devoted a church-goer as our heroine was obliged to stay at home. Though she was glad of this excuse from facing her accusing neighbors, they felt it to be a loss of entertainment; and perhaps it was for the satisfaction of these deferred hopes of seeing her come into church that the Wednesday evening meeting was uncommonly well attended. It was a clear, bright night, and the Sundays snow was trodden into capital sleighing, and as good walking as can ever be in country roads. It was a long while since the moon had had to light so many Walton people to the Wednesday meeting, and it was for anything but to say their prayers together.

The new parishioner sat in his accustomed seat near the pulpit, and Miss Dunn sat in her old family pew, which was on the side and faced the congregation. She would not have sat anywhere else for untold gold, and she made so much effort to look unconcerned that her cheeks were red with excitement, and her hands shook when she held the hymn-book. Mr. Peckham spoke with great feeling of his pleasure at meeting so large a congregation, and Mr. Stroud prayed, and two women made an ostentatious use of their pocket-handkerchiefs for several minutes afterward. The old deacons followed in their turn, the hymns were sung, and the meeting was possessed of a good deal more fervor than usual. Mr. Peckham had read a few verses from the book of the Revelation, and was explaining them earnestly. Miss Dunn had felt as if this meeting were to be in some way personal and condemnatory of herself; but as the hour went on she quite recovered her self-possession, and the horrors of her position as regarded Walton society became much less.

At the last of the evening, while Mr. Stroud himself was speaking, she heard the door of the church open, and looking around she saw two men come quickly in and seat themselves in the pew nearest the door. From her own pew at the side of the church she could look up and down the aisle, and she saw these strangers give a little nod at each other, and look amused as they listened to the speaker. She loitered in her pew for a few minutes after the meeting was over, as was her habit, and spoke to one and another of her friends as usual. She had a great anxiety not to do anything uncommon, and when she was half-way down the aisle she felt herself to have regained her equilibrium. Old Mrs. Bangs, who was waiting by the stove for the deacon to get his horse ready, and bring him round from the rail to the church door, caught at her sleeve as she went by, and after speaking about the meeting and some general matters added bluntly, Well Lyddy, you cant say anything against Mr. Stroud, now. Im sure he has done handsome by you.

Ive never meant to say anything against him, answered Miss Dunn; but I think he was foolish to do what he has. I tried to persuade him out of it, Im sure. And just at this moment Mr. Stroud and the minister came by, when Miss Dunn, who had for a few moments forgotten the two strangers, noticed with surprise that they were still in the pew next the door.

One of them stepped forward and spoke to Mr. Stroud, who looked disturbed and shocked. He leaned back against the wall, and acted as if he were much in despair. The two men watched him, and seemed to be waiting, and it was only a minute before he turned to Mr. Peckham, and said, Miss Dunn being so near that she heard every word, I find I must take a long, cold journey to-night. My presence is needed in New York, and I must go at once to catch the train at Walpole.

Mr. Peckham expressed his sorrow for this, his friend being so feeble and sensitive to cold. He said a good deal in trying to urge him to wait until morning; but after one look at the grim messengers, Mr. Stroud politely waived the arguments, and buttoned up his overcoat and went out into the moonlight night. One of the strangers got into the sleigh with him, and the other followed alone; and that was the last that was seen of the New Parishioner, and the last of his illustrious reign in Walton. 

My conscience! said Jonas Phipps, one day early in the spring, when he made his first appearance at Miss Dunns after a long illness. How come you to see through that cheat, when all the rest of us was so taken in? I dont know s Mr. Peckham is ever going to git over it. We all took him to be spending money by the fistful, and most of it was nothing but givin his note and saying Charge it to me, as if he was the great Lord Gull. Nobody had any kind of doubt but what his pockets was lined with money. Not but what it want a kind of dreadful thing that he should ha died all alone in his bed over there to Walpole. I spose t was that long ride in the cold and his being upset by the officers pouncing on to him so, right in the meeting-house. He did spend some honest money though: I can think o four or five hundred dollars he left in one place and another whilst he was here.

Miss Dunn said nothing, and after reflecting a while Jonas went on: -

He was gifted in prayer more than most, now, wasnt he? I think, being a sick man, and knowing it, after he defaulted down South there, he thought he would be as religious as he could while he had time. He must have felt as safe here as anywhere. They pronounced his name different down South, you know. Strude they called it; and somebody was telling me folks thought it was likely hed been going under another name, any way. Land! theres all that foundation stone for the vestry laying up there on the meetin house yard. I wonder when theyre going to raise. And the parishs got to pay for that new library he gave it for a Christmas present. Run an awful rig, didnt he? I was surprised when they told me his wife had left him, stead of her being dead, as we thought all along. Ive sometimes thought he was a little sprung. How he did strut about, and all the women made everything of him but you, said Jonas, trying to turn a pretty compliment to Miss Dunns discretion. I wonder who paid the bills for his funeral? Nobody seemed to know at the time.

It was just as well if they didnt, said Lydia Dunn, looking a little conscious. Now, Jonas Phipps, weve both got work to do, and lives to live, and that poor creatures gone to his last account; we havent any business with him, as I know of. He couldnt help being a Stroud, and the sins he could help hes had a chance to be ashamed of before this. For my part, I dont want to hear another thing about him. But I do thank my stars I never made a fool of myself, and I wish others, for their sakes, could say as much. I guess I had trouble o mind enough to last me one while. I dont know as some folks knows what honesty is: you might as well blame a black and white cat for not being a good mouser.

Hows that little gray cat turned out, you started to raise along in the winter? interrupted Jonas, earnestly; and Miss Dunn replied, not without a smile, that she seemed to be a likely kitten.

Any way, folks thinks a sight of your opinion, said Jonas again. And mother, she sticks to it you did me a sight more good than the doctor. She says I never should ha pulled through if it hadnt been for the time you spent a-watching of me, and them things you recommended. I guess everybody has to allow that in the long run youve done more good than Stroud, and grateful Mr. Phipps rubbed his eyes with his coat sleeve. I told the minister so last time he come to see me. Rising sixty year, says I, shes been doing of good works! But at this Miss Lydia looked displeased. Hes dreadful ashamed, now, about having took up with Stroud so. Talks cheap, says I to Mr. Peckham, and Stroud was great on talk.

Now, Jonas Phipps, said Miss Lydia, there was nobody who kept round Henry Stroud any closer than you did. You always were telling me how rich he was, and how much he gave away, and everything hed been doing, and what an addition he was to the place.

It did look like it for a time, said Jonas, humbly. Even you would ha liked him if you could, but your good judgment wouldnt allow. Seems dreadful dull since I got about again, not hearing anything about his goins-on. Asa Singer was telling of me, as I come up the hill, he called me in to get me to try a barl of cider theyd just tapped for spring use, he said there want an apple in it but what was sound, and it did go to the right spot, I tell ye, Asa was telling of me that a bill come from somewheres South only yesterday. I wonder what hed a done if he hadnt died; they all say he hadnt much money by him.

Miss Dunn felt a sense of nearness to the edge of a precipice. She often remembered, in these days, that she had taken at least one step in a most dangerous direction. She had called herself names all winter long, and felt like a hypocrite when people complimented her on her superior discretion. It is a most humiliating thing to lose ones self-respect, and she never could forget that for a few hours she had been in peril of defeat, and of being bought over, like the rest. She had allowed herself to glance at the temptation, and she could make no excuse for herself. The Lord had made her a woman, to be sure, but she need not have been a silly one.

Jonas went on with his reflections: I cant believe but what hed done better if hed had a longer chance. He was a great hand for a meeting, and he seemed to want to do well by everybody; but they say hed had to clear out from three or four places running, and some thinks he may have got the money he spent here by gambling.

Its no kind of use to make a man out worse than he is, said Miss Dunn, angrily, and for my part I am sick to death of hearing about Henry Stroud. I hoped it had blown over a little, but I suppose its natural you should want to take your turn at it. First, folks was all pecking at me because I wouldnt bow down and worship him, and now they want me to throw rocks at his tomb-stone. They go just like a pack of sheep over a stone wall; one gets her nose over, and all the rest think theyve got to die if they dont follow. Hes gone to his last account, and wed better let him alone.

It was easy enough to say this, but the subject continued to be an interesting one, and provoked frequent discussions for many months afterward, in that neighborhood. It was some time before the residents of surrounding towns could resist asking such Walton people as ventured to stray away from home what had become of the great man they used to have over there, or if they had moved into the new vestry yet.



As for the twig at the window, the outer blind got loose one windy winter night, and struck against it and set it free, and it was blown along the frozen snow far down the hill and out of sight; and in the morning Miss Dunn felt lighter-hearted, because she missed it from its place. It seemed to her that she was growing old and notional. She had felt as young as ever until that winter, for her girlhood had been a dutiful and quiet one. It was fortunate that she found so much to do inside her house and out, and everybody said that her front yard was the handsomest in Walton that summer; the flowers bloomed in great splendor, and her two best china vases from the parlor mantel-piece were filled for the adornment of the pulpit Sunday after Sunday. Even Jonas Phipps did not suspect, as he toiled in her company, that sad thoughts often assailed her, and could not be driven away either by a double diligence in her solitary housekeeping, or by her painstaking care that the garden pinks and lilies should be untroubled by weeds.


AN ONLY SON.
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IT WAS GROWING more and more uncomfortable in the room where Deacon Price had spent the greater part of a hot July morning. The sun did not shine in, for it was now directly overhead, but the glare of its reflection from the dusty village street and the white house opposite was blinding to the eyes. At least one of the three selectmen of Dalton, who were assembled in solemn conclave, looked up several times at the tops of the windows, and thought they had better see about getting some curtains.

There was more business than usual, but most of it belonged to the familiar detail of the office; there were bills to pay for the support of the towns-poor and the district schools, and afterward some discussion arose about a new piece of road which had been projected by a few citizens, who were as violently opposed by others. The selectmen were agreed upon this question, but they proposed to speak in private with the county commissioners, who were expected to view the region of the new highway the next week. This, however, had been well canvassed at their last meeting, and they had reached no new conclusions since; so presently the conversation flagged a little, and Deacon Price drummed upon the ink-spattered table with his long, brown fingers, and John Kendall, the grist-miller, rose impatiently and went to the small window, where he stood with blinking eyes looking down into the street. His well-rounded figure made a pleasant shadow in that part of the room, but it seemed to grow hotter every moment. Captain Abel Stone left his chair impatiently, and taking his hat went down the short flight of stairs that led to the street, knocking his thick, shuffling boots clumsily by the way. He reached the sidewalk, and looked up and down the street, but nobody was coming; so he turned to Asa Ball the shoemaker, who was standing in his shop-door.

Business isnt brisk, I take it? inquired the captain; and Mr. Ball replied that he didnt do much more than tend shop, nowadays. Folks would keep on buying cheap shoes, and thinking they saved more money on two pair a year for five dollars than when he used to make em one pair for four. But I make better pay than I used to working at my trade, and so I aint going to fret, said Asa shrewdly, with a significant glance at a modest pile of empty cloth-boot boxes; and the captain laughed a little, and took a nibble at a piece of tobacco which he had found with much difficulty in one of his deep coat pockets. He had followed the sea in his early life, but had returned to the small, stony farm which had been the home of his childhood, perhaps fifteen years before this story begins. He had taken as kindly to inland life as if he had never been even spattered with sea water, and had been instantly given the position in town affairs which his wealth and character merited. He still retained a good deal of his nautical way of looking at things. One would say that to judge by his appearance he had been well rubbed with tar and salt, and it was supposed by his neighbors that his old sea-chests were guardians of much money; he was overrated by some of them as being worth fifteen thousand dollars with the farm thrown in. He was considered very peculiar, because he liked to live in the somewhat dilapidated little farmhouse, and some of his attempts at cultivating the sterile soil were the occasion of much amusement. He had made a large scrap book, during his long sea-voyages, of all sorts of hints and suggestions for the tillage of the ground, gleaned from books and newspapers and almanacs, and nobody knows where else. He had pasted these in, or copied them in his stiff, careful handwriting, and had pleased himself by watching his collection grow while he was looking forward through the long, storm-tossed years to his quiet anchorage among the Dalton hills. He was a single man, and though a braver never had trod the quarter-deck, from motives of wisest policy he seldom opposed his will to that of Widow Martha Hawkes, who had consented to do him the great favor of keeping his house.

Havin a long session to-day, seems to me, observed the shoemaker, with little appearance of the curiosity which he really felt.

There was a good many pints to be looked over, answered Captain Stone, becoming aware that he had secrets to guard, and looking impenetrable and unconcerned. Its worked into a long drought, just as I said — I never took note of a drier sky; dont seem now as if we ever should get a sprinkle out of it, but I suppose we shall; and he turned with a sigh to the door, and disappeared again up the narrow stairway. The three horses which were tied to adjacent posts in the full blaze of the sun all hung their ancient heads wearily, and solaced their disappointment as best they might. They had felt certain, when the captain appeared, that the selectmens meeting was over. If they had been better acquainted with politics they might have wished that there could be a rising of the opposition, so that their masters would go out of office for as many years as they had come in.

The captains companions looked up at him eagerly, as if they were sure that he was the herald of the expected tax-collector, who was to pay a large sum of money to them, of which the town treasury was in need. It was close upon twelve oclock, and only a very great emergency would detain them beyond that time. They were growing very hungry, and when the captain, after a grave shake of his head, had settled into his chair again, they all felt more or less revengeful, though Deacon Price showed it by looking sad. One would have thought that he was waiting with reluctance to see some punishment descend upon the head of the delaying official.

Well, Mis Hawkes will be waiting for me, and she never likes that, said Captain Stone at last; and just at that minute was heard the sound of wheels.

Perhaps its my mare stepping about, — shes dreadful restive in fly-time, suggested Mr. Kendall, and at once put his head out of the window; but when he took it in again, it was to tell his fellow-officers that Jackson was coming, and then they all sat solemnly in their chairs, with as much dignity as the situation of things allowed. Their judicial and governmental authority was plainly depicted in their expression. On ordinary occasions they were not remarkable, except as excellent old-fashioned country men; but when they represented to the world the personality and character of the town of Dalton, they would not have looked out of place seated in that stately company which Carpaccio has painted in the Reception of the English Ambassadors. It was Dalton that gave audience that summer day, in the dusty, bare room, as Venice listens soberly in the picture.

They heard a man speak to his horse and leap to the ground heavily, and then listened eagerly to the clicks and fumbling which represented the tying of the halter, and then there were sounds of steps upon the stairway. The voice of Mr. Ball was heard, but it did not seem to have attracted much attention, and presently the long-waited-for messenger was in the room. He was dusty and sun-burnt, and looked good-naturedly at his hosts. They greeted him amiably enough, and after he had put his worn red handkerchief away he took a leather wallet from his pocket, and looking at a little roll of bills almost reluctantly, turned them over with lingering fingers and passed them to Mr. Kendall, who sat nearest him, saying that he believed it was just right.

There was little else said, and after the money had again been counted the meeting was over. There had indeed been a hurried arrangement as to who should guard the treasury, but when Deacon Price had acknowledged that he meant to go to South Dalton next morning, he was at once deputed to carry the remittance to the bank there, where the towns funds and many of its papers already reposed. The deacon said slowly that he didnt know as he cared about keeping so much money in the house, but he was not relieved by either of his colleagues, and so these honest men separated and returned to private life again. Their homes were at some distance from each other; but for a half mile or so Deacon Price followed Captain Stone, and a cloud of dust followed them both. Then the captain turned to the left, up toward the hills; but Deacon Price kept on for some distance through the level lands, and at last went down a long lane, unshaded except here and there where some ambitious fence stakes had succeeded in changing themselves into slender willow-trees. In the spring the sides of the lane had been wet, and were full of green things, growing as fast as they could; but now these had been for some time dried up. The lane was bordered with dusty mayweed, and three deep furrows were worn through the turf, where the wagon wheels and the horses patient feet had traveled back and forward so many years. The house stood at the end, looking toward the main road as if it wished it were there; it was a low-storied white house, with faded green blinds.

The deacon had tried to hurry his slow horse still more after he caught sight of another horse and wagon standing in the wide dooryard. He had entirely forgotten until that moment that his niece and housekeeper, Eliza Storrow, had made a final announcement in the morning that she was going to start early that afternoon for the next town to help celebrate a golden wedding. Poor Eliza had been somewhat irate because even this uncommon season of high festival failed to excite her uncles love for society. She had made him run the gauntlet, as usual on such occasions, by telling him successively that he took no interest in nobody and nothing, and that she was sure she shouldnt know what to say when people asked where he was; that it looked real unfeeling and cold-hearted, and he couldnt expect folks to show any interest in him. These arguments, with many others, had been brought forward on previous occasions until the deacon knew them all by heart, and he had listened to them impassively that morning, only observing cautiously to his son that Eliza must go through with just so much. But he had promised to come back early from the village, since Eliza and the cousin who was to call for her meant to start soon after twelve. It was a long drive, and they wished to be in good season for the gathering of the clans.

He left the horse standing in the yard and went into the house, feeling carefully at his inner coat pocket as he did so. Eliza had been watching for him, but the minute he came in sight she had left the window and begun to scurry about in the pantry. The deacon did not stop to speak to her, but went directly to his bedroom, and after a moments thought placed the precious wallet deep under the pillows. This act was followed by another moments reflection, and as the old man turned, his son stood before him in the doorway. Neither spoke; there was a feeling of embarrassment which was not uncommon between them; but presently the young man said, Elizas been waiting for you to have your dinner; shes in a great hurry to get off. Ill be in just as quick as I take care of the horse.

You let her be; Ill put her up myself, said the deacon, a little ungraciously. I guess Eliza ll be there soon enough. I shouldnt think shed want to start to ride way over there right in the middle of the day. At another time he would have been pleased with Warrens offer of aid, for that young mans bent was not in what we are pleased to call a practical direction. As he left the kitchen he noticed for the first time Mrs. Starbird, who sat by the farther window dressed in her best, and evidently brimming over with reproachful impatience. Deacon Price was a hospitable man, and stopped to shake hands with her kindly, and to explain that he had been delayed by some business that had come before the selectmen. He was politely assured that the delay was not of the least consequence, for Mrs. Starbird was going to drive the colt, and could make up the lost time on the road. As they stood talking, Elizas footsteps were heard behind them, and, without turning or deigning to enter into any conversation with his niece the deacon went out into the bright sunlight again.

Warren had preceded him after all, and was unfastening one of the traces, and his father unbuckled the other without a word. You go in and have your dinner, — why wont you, father? the young man said, looking up appealingly. You neednt be afraid but Ill do this all right.

I declare, I was grieved when I saw, as I came up the lane, that you hadnt mended up the fence there where I told you this forenoon. I had to be off, and theres the two calves right into the garden piece, and I dont know what works theyve been and done. It does seem too bad, Warren.

The son had worn a pleased and almost triumphant look, as if he had good news to tell, but now his face fell, and he turned crimson with shame and anger. I wouldnt have forgot that for anything! he stammered. Ive been hurrying as fast as I could with something Ive been doing — Im going off — but his father had already stepped inside the barn door with the hungry horse, and it was no use to say any more. Presently the deacon went into the house and ate his dinner, and after the few dishes had been washed, and Eliza had told him about the bread and a piece of cold boiled beef and a row of blueberry pies and the sheet of gingerbread which she had provided for the familys sustenance in her absence, she added that she might not be back until early Wednesday morning, and then she drove away in triumph with cousin Starbird. It was the first outing the good woman had had for more than a year, except for a half day or so, and the deacon wished her good-day with real affection and sympathy, having already asked if she had everything she wanted to carry over, and finally desired his respects to be given to the folks. He stood at the corner of the house and watched her all the way down the lane until she turned into the main road, and Eliza herself was much pleased as she caught sight of him. She waved her hand gallantly, to which he responded by an almost imperceptible inclination of the head and at once turned away. There aint a better man alive, said cousin Starbird, whipping the elderly colt; hes as set as anybody I ever see, in his own ways, but hes real good hearted. I dont know anybody Id look to quicker than him if I got into misfortune. Hes aged a good deal this last year, dont you think he has, Liza? Sometimes I feel sure that Warrens odd notions wears on him more than we think.

Course they do, said Eliza, throwing back the shawl which she had felt obliged to put on at first, out of respect to the occasion. His fathers mindful of Warren every hour in the day. He is getting more and more helpless and forgetful, and uncles growing feeble, and he aint able either to hire help or to do the farm work himself. Sometimes Warren takes holt real good, but it aint often; and there he sets, up in that room hes fixed over the wood-house, and tinkers all day long. Last winter he used to be there till late at night; he took out one o the window panes and set a funnel out through, and used to keep a fire going and a bright light up there till one or two oclock in the morning. His father never slept a wink, I dont believe. He looks like a man of hard on to eighty, and he want but sixty-seven his last birthday. I guess Warrens teased him out of about all the bank money he had long ago. There! I used to get interested myself in Warrens notions about his machines, but now I cant bear to hear him begin, and I go right into the pantry and rattle round as if I was drove to pieces.

I suppose his father has indulged him more, seeing that he was so much younger than all the rest of his children, and they being dead anyway. I declare, I never see such a beautiful creatur as Warrens mother was. I always thought she was kind of homesick here; t was a lonesome place to me, always, and I never counted on its being healthy. The deacons begun to look kind o mossy, and I dont think its all worry o mind. Its kind of low land and has always been called fevery. Cousin Starbird was apt to look on the dark side of things. You cant always see the marks o trouble, she went on. There was old John Stacy, that lost three children in one day with scarlet fever, the fall after his wife died; then his house got afire, and the bank failed where his property was. Job himself couldnt be no worse off; and he took on dreadful, as one thing after another come upon him, but there want a younger appearing man of his age anywhere at the time he died. He seemed to spring right up again, like a bent withe. I always thought it was a kind of a pity that the deacon didnt push Warren right off while he was young. He kept him to home trying to make a farm-boy of him till he was a grown man.

Warren used to beseech him dreadfully to let him go off, when I first come over to live, said Eliza Storrow. He had a great notion of working in some kind of a machine shop, and they said that there want so smart a workman there as he was; but he got a notion that he could improve on one of the machines, and he lost all his interest in workin his trade, and the end of it was that he spent a sight o money to get a patent, and found somebody had stepped in with another just the week before. It was an awful mean thing, too, for some thought it was his notion that had been stole from him. There was a fellow that boarded where he did, to Lowell, that left all of a sudden, and they thought he took the plan, — Warren being always free and pleasant with him, — and then let somebody else have part of it to get the patent through; anyway it wasnt called for in any name they knew; Warren was dreadful discouraged about it, and was set against folks knowing, so dont you never say nothing that I said about it. I think hes kind of crazed about machinery, and I dont believe he knows what hes about more than half the time. He never give me a misbeholden word, Ill say that for him, but its getting to be a melancholy habitation if ever I see one, said Eliza, mournfully; and after this the conversation turned to more hopeful themes relating to the golden wedding.

The deacon had sighed as he turned away. He wondered if they would make the twelve-mile journey in safety, and smiled in spite of himself as he remembered an old story. He wished he had reminded them of those two old women who were traveling from Dalton to Somerset, and forgot where they came from, and what their names were, and where they were going. After this hidden spring of humor had bubbled to the surface, a little too late for anybodys enjoyment but his own, he relapsed into his usual plaintive gravity, and, bringing a hammer and nails and some stakes from the woodhouse he went out to mend the broken fence. It had been patched and propped before, and now seemd hardly to be repaired. The boards and posts had rotted away, and the gamesome calves had forced a wide breach in so weak a wall. It was a half afternoons work, and the day was hot, but the tired old man set about it unflinchingly, and took no rest until he had given the topmost rail a shake and assured himself that it would last through his day. He had brought more tools and pieces of board, and he put these together to be replaced. Just as he had begun his work he had caught sight of his son walking quickly away, far beyond the house, across the pastures. The deacon had given a heavy sigh, and as he had hammered and sawed and built his fence again, there had been more than one sigh to follow it, for had not this only son grown more helpless and useless than ever? There seemed little to look forward to in life. 

The garden was being sadly treated and hindered by the drought; the beets and onions were only half grown, and the reliable old herb-bed seemed to have given up the fight altogether. In one place there had once been a flower-bed which belonged to Warrens mother, but it was almost wholly covered with grass. Eliza had no fondness for flowers, and the two men usually were unconscious that there were such things in the world. But this afternoon the deacon was glad to see a solitary sprig of London Pride, which stood out in bold relief against the gray post by the little garden gate. It sent a bright ray of encouragement into the shadow of his thoughts, and he went on his way cheerfully. He told himself that now he would attend to the wagon wheels, because he should need to start early in the morning, in order to get home before the heat of the day; it was a hot piece of road from here to the south village. He wondered idly where Warren had gone; he was glad he had not asked for money that day, but he had done questioning his son about his plans, or even the reason of his occasional absences.

The side door, which led into the kitchen, was shaded now, and a slight breeze seemed to be coming across the level fields, so the deacon sat down on the doorstep to rest. The old cat came out as if she wished for company, and rubbed against his arm and mewed without making any noticeable sound. She put her fore-feet on the old mans knee and looked eagerly in his face and mewed again inaudibly, and her master laughed and wondered what she wanted. I suppose the cellar door is locked and bolted, and you want to go down, said the deacon, thats it, aint it? I should ha thought Liza would have reclected about them kittens, shouldnt you? and pleasing himself with the creatures companionship, he rose and entered the house. The cat trotted alongside and disappeared quickly down the stairway, and, moved by some strange impulse, Deacon Price went into his bedroom to make sure that the wallet was safe under the pillow. He did not reach it at first, and he groped again, thinking that he had forgotten he pushed it so far under. But although he eagerly threw off the clothes and the pillows, and shook them twice over, and got down on his hands and knees and crept under the bed, and felt an odd singing noise grow louder and louder in his head, and at last became dizzy and dropped into the nearest chair, there was no wallet to be found.

At last he crept out into the empty kitchen, where the only sound was made by a fly that buzzed dismally in a spiders web. The air was close and hot in the house, and as the old man stood in the doorway it seemed as if there had some change come over his whole familiar world. He felt puzzled and weak, and at first started to go out to the wagon with the vain hope of finding the lost purse; it might be that he — But there was no use in imagining that he had done anything but put it carefully under the pillow, that his son had stood in the doorway as he lifted his head, and that the money was gone. It was no use to deceive himself, or to hunt through the house; he had always before his eyes the picture of the pasture slope with the well-known figure of his son following across it the path that led to the nearest railroad station, a mile or two away.

The daylight waned slowly, and the heat of the sun lingered late into the night. Poor John Price went through with his usual duties mechanically, but with perfect care, and he made the doing of his work last as long as he could. The pig and the chickens and the horse were fed; then there were the cows to bring in from pasture and to be milked; and at last the poor man even remembered the cat, and gave her a saucer of milk for her supper; but still it would not grow dark, and still the shame and sorrow weighed him down. In his restlessness he went through the lower rooms of the house, and opened the front door and shut it again, and looked into the stiff little best room, and felt as if he were following the country custom so familiar to him, of watching with the dead.

He did not get much sleep either, in the uncomfortable bed which he had tried to put into some sort of order before he lay down. Once he prayed aloud that the Lord would vouchsafe him a miracle, and that he might find his trust again, and what was still more precious, his confidence in his only son. For some reason he could not bear the sound of his own voice; and the thought of his time-honored office in the church pained him, for was it not disgraced and made a reproach?

Little by little the first sharpness of the shock wore away, and he tried to think what was to be done. The thought seized him that his son might have left some explanation of his going away, and he rose and took a candle and went to the little work-shop. There was less than the usual litter of cog-wheels and springs and screws, but somehow in the hot little room a feeling of reassurance and almost of hope took possession of him. It might be that Warrens hopes would not be disappointed, that he might be able to repay the stolen sum, that he had only secreted it, and would return later and give it back; for the poor deacon assured himself over and over that he would talk about the boys affairs with him, and try again to aid him and to put him into a likely way at last, even if he had to mortgage the farm.

But in the morning, if there was still no sign of the lad, what could be done? The money which Jerry Jackson had owed the town as tax-collector, and paid at last that very day, — that seven hundred dollars; the five hundred dollar bill, and the two that stood for a hundred each, and some smaller bills which were to pay the interest, — how should they be replaced? He had no ready money of any amount, nor would have until the pay came for some hay, or unless he could persuade a neighbor, whose payments were honest but slow, to take up a note given for a piece of outlying woodland sold the winter before.

All through that long summer night he worried and waited for the morning, and sometimes told himself that his only son had robbed him, and sometimes said that Warren would never serve him like that, and when he came home it would be all made right. The whippoorwills were singing about the house, and one even came to perch on the kitchen doorstep and make its accusing cry. The waning moon rose late, and made a solemn red light in the east, and shone straight in at the little bedroom window as if it were a distant bale-fire on the hills. A little dog kept up a fierce barking by the next farmhouse, far away across the fields, and at last the tired man was ready to think his miserable wakefulness was the fault of the cur. . . . Yes, he had given Warren all the money he could, he had meant well by the boy, and surely now, unless the poor fellow had gone mad, there would be some way out of all this trouble; at any rate he would not let other people have a chance to call his son a thief until there was no help for it.

The next morning, after a short, uneasy sleep, from which the deacon had a sad awaking, he hungrily ate some breakfast at the pantry shelves, and harnessed the old horse, and set out on a days journey of which he hardly knew the end. He shut the door of the house, and locked it, and gave a look of lingering affection at the old place, even stopping the horse for a minute in the lane that he might turn to survey it again most carefully. He felt as if he were going to do it wrong, and as if it were a conscious thing, the old weather-beaten dwelling that had sheltered him all his life, and those who had been dearest to him. It had no great attractions for a stranger. It was a representative house for that somewhat primitive farming region, though it had fallen out of repair, and wore a damaged and resourceless aspect. The appearance of a mans home is exactly characteristic of himself. Human nature is more powerful than its surroundings, and shapes them inevitably to itself.

It was still very early in the morning, and few persons were stirring. In fact, Deacon Price met nobody on the road except a sleepy boy following his cows to pasture, and he did not feel like looking him in the face, but gave a pull at the reins to hurry the horse and pass by without question. He took a cross road that was cool and shady at that hour, and while he journeyed slowly up the rough by-way he let the horse choose its own course without guidance. Some birds were crying and calling in the woods close by, as if it were altogether a day of ill omen and disaster. John Price felt more and more as if his world was coming to an end, and everything was going to pieces. He never had understood his son very well; there are some people who are like the moon, always with one side hidden and turned away, and Warren was only half familiar to his father. The old man had been at first inclined to treat his bright boy with a sort of respect and reverence, but in later years this had changed little by little to impatience and suspicion. It had been a great mortification that he had been obliged to maintain him, and once when somebody, perhaps Eliza Storrow, had been commenting upon a certain crop of wild oats which a neighboring lad had arranged for his harvesting, the deacon was heard to mutter, Better them than no crop at all! Yet he had never suffered his acquaintances to comment upon his sons behavior; his own treatment of him in public had insisted upon the rendering of respect from other people, but he had not acknowledged to himself, until this last sad night, that there was no practical result to be hoped for from Warrens gifts and graces. This might have been borne, and they might have struggled on together, somehow or other, but for this terrible blow of the theft of the towns money, which now left a debt and sorrow on the old mans shoulders almost too heavy to be borne.

In a short time the woods were passed and the road led out to a pleasant country of quite a different character from the lowland neighborhood left behind. There were gently sloping hills and long lines of elms, and the farms looked more prosperous. One farm only on this road was unproductive, and this was partly the fault of art, and partly of nature, for it was the homestead of Captain Stone, a better sailor than farmer. Its pastures were gathering-places for the ledges, and its fields had been made swampy by many springs. It seemed to be the waste corner of that region for all unused and undeveloped materials of farming land; but while there was every requisite, there was a chaotic and primitive arrangement or no-arrangement. Yet the captain had settled down here in blissful content as a tiller of the soil; and while he might have bought the best farm in the county, he congratulated himself upon his rare privileges here, and would have found more level and kindly acres as uninteresting as being becalmed in tropic seas. He worked his farm as he had sailed his ships, by using tact and discretion, and with true seamans philosophy he never fretted. He waited for the wind to change, or the tide of spring to flow, or of winter to ebb, for he had long ago learned there was no hurrying nature; and to hear him talk of one of his small plots of thin hay or slow-growing potatoes, you would have thought it an intelligent creature which existed mainly on his benevolent encouragement and tolerance. By some persons the captain was laughed at, and by others he was condemned. The trouble was that he had a shrewd insight into human nature, and was so impossible to deceive or to persuade against his will that he had made many enemies, who had hoped to grow rich by emptying the good old mans pockets.

It was to this lifelong friend that Deacon Price had turned in his extremity; but as he drew nearer that morning to the red house on the hilltop, his heart began to fail him, for what if he should be refused! There seemed no other resource, in such a case, but to make the sad occurrence known, or to go away in search of Warren himself. He could put the deeds of his farm, those worn deeds that had come down from father to son generation after generation, into the hands of the other selectmen, who would be sure to stand his friends and keep the secret for a time. Warren had looked discouraged, and pale, and desperate in the last month, and his father suddenly remembered this, and groaned aloud as he wished that the boy had come to him, and that he had made it possible, instead of coldly ignoring and disapproving him day after day; such a mixture of wrath and shame and compassion has seldom been in a fathers heart.

The captain was abroad early, and the deacon saw him first, sauntering about at the foot of the slope on which his house and buildings stood. He seemed to be examining the soil, and greeted his guest with a hearty satisfaction. The deacon slowly alighted, and leaving his trusty steed to gnaw the fence or browse among the bushes as she chose, went into the field. He walked feebly, and when he met the captain he could hardly find words to tell his errand. Men of his kind are apt to be made silent by any great occurrence; they have rarely anything but a limited power of expression, and their language only serves them for common use. Those who have lived close to nature understand each other without speech, as dogs or horses do, and the elder generations of New Englanders knew less of society and human companionship and association than we can comprehend.

The captain had watched his visitor as he came toward him, and when they met he gave one quick, final look, and then proceeded to make use of his usual forms of greeting, as if he had no idea that anything was the matter.

Ive taken a notion to set out some crambries hereabouts, another year, he announced. I never made a voyage to sea without crambries aboard, if I could help myself. They last well, and taste sprightly when other things is begun to lose savor. I dont cut any hay to speak of, in this piece. Ive been meaning to tackle it somehow, — see here, — pushing it with his great foot,— its all coming up brakes and sedge. I do knows you want to be standing about — it is master spongy for good grass land, and t would be a great expense to drain it off. I spose Im gettin too old to try any of these new notions, but they sort of divert me. Were having a bad spell o drought, aint we? T is all tops of rocks about here, and were singed pretty brown. The captain chattered more briskly than was his wont; it would have been impossible to mistake that he was a sailor, for indeed that business stamps its followers with an unmistakable brand.

They had ventured upon a wetter spot than usual, and when the deacon pulled up his foot from the mire underneath with a resounding plop, his host proposed that they should seek the higher ground.

Pretty smart at home? asked the captain presently, to end a season of strange silence, and the deacon replied, at first somewhat sorrowfully, that they were middling, but explained directly that Eliza was away for a couple o nights, and Warren too; it cost a great effort to speak the young mans name.

Oh yes, I reclect, growled the captain, amiably. You spoke about the golden weddin yisterday; I should thought youd ha gone too, along with Liza; such junkets aint to be had every day. I must say I wish something or other would happen to take Mis Hawkess attention off of me, dropping his voice cautiously, as they came nearer to the house. Shes had a dreadful grumpy time of it, this week past, and looked homely enough to stop a clock. I used to be concerned along in the first of it, when I come off the sea, but I found it didnt do no hurt, and so I let her work, and first thing you know the wind is veered round again handsome, and off we go.

The deacon tried to laugh at this; they had seated themselves on the off side of the woodpile, under the shade of a great choke-pear tree. They had mounted the chopping-block, which was a stout elm log, standing on six legs, so that it looked like some stupid, blunderheaded creature of not altogether harmless disposition. The two old men were quite at its mercy if it should canter away suddenly; but they talked for some minutes on ordinary subjects, and even left their position to go to inspect the pigs, and returned again, before the deacon arrived at an explanation of his errand.

It was a hard thing to do, and the captain turned and looked at him narrowly.

Ive got to use the money right away as soon as I can have it. I want to see to some business this forenoon; you know Ive been calclatin to go to the south village to-day anyway. I didnt know for certain I should have to see about this, or I wouldnt have given you such short notice — and here the deacon stopped again; it had come very near an untruth, this last sentence, and he would not cheat the man of whom he was asking so great a favor.

I didnt fetch the papers along because I didnt know how t would be with you, he explained; theyll make you safe. Austins folks was talking round, this spring, to see if I wanted to part with our north field; his youngest sons a smart fellow, and wants to set up for himself and have a truck farm. But Im only asking the loan for a time, ye know, neighbor, and the deacon looked anxiously at the old captain, and then leaned over, poking the chips about with the butt of his whip, which he had brought with him from the wagon.

You shall have it, said the captain at last. T aint everybody Id do such a thing to obleege, and I am only going to have my say about one thing, John: I never had no family of my own, and I suppose the feelins of a father are somethin I dont know nothing about, for or against; but I must say I hate to see ye an old man before your time, runnin all out and looking discouraged on account o favorin Warren. Youll come in astern o the lighter, and he too; and if hes been beseechin ye to get this money together to further his notions, Im doing ye both a wrong to let ye have it. But I cant deny ye, and Ive got more than what ye say ye want, right here in the house as it happens. I was going to buy into that new three-masted schooner the Otises have got on the stocks now; I dont know but I am getting along in years to take hold of anything new in navigation.

I aint intending to let Warren have none o this, said the deacon, humbly, and he longed to say more, and felt as if he never could hold up his head again among his fellows; and the time seemed very long and dreary before the captain came back from his house with the note ready to sign, and the eight hundred dollars ready to place in the deacons gray and shaking hand. His benefactor pondered long over this strange visit, longing to know what had happened, but he assured himself over and over that he couldnt help letting him have it, and if never a cent of it came back there was nobody he was gladder to oblige. And John Price took his weary way to the south village of Dalton and paid a sum of seven hundred and thirty-five dollars to the creditors of the town. It was not until early in the afternoon that old Abel Stone suddenly bethought himself that something might have happened about that payment of Jerry Jacksons. If he were not growing old and a fool at last! Why hadnt he asked the deacon if he had lost the money he had taken home from the selectmens office! And when Mrs. Hawkes afterward ventured to ask him a harmless question, he had grown red in the face and poured forth a torrent of nautical language which had nearly taken her breath away, without apparent reason or excuse. The captain, it must be confessed, was an uncommon swearer; he was one of the people who seem to serve as volcanoes or outlets for the concealed anger of poor human nature. It is difficult to explain why profanity seems so much more unlawful and shocking in some persons than in others, but there was something fairly amusing in the flurry and sputter of irreverent words which betokened excitement of any kind in the mind of Captain Stone. He even forgot himself so far as to swear a little occasionally in the course of earnest exhortations in the evening prayer-meetings. There was not a better man or a sincerer Christian in the town of Dalton, though he had become a church-member late in life; and knowing this, there was never anything but a compassionate smile when he grew red in the face with zeal, and recommended those poor wretched damned dogs of heathen to mercy. 

Nothing seemed to have changed outwardly at the south village. John Price did his errands and finished his business as quickly as possible, and avoided meeting his acquaintances, for he could not help fearing that he should be questioned about this miserable trouble. As he left the bank he could not help giving a sigh of relief, for that emergency was bridged over; and for a few minutes he kept himself by main force from looking at the future or asking himself What next?

But as he turned into his dust-powdered lane again at noon, the curious little faces of the mayweed blossoms seemed to stare up at him, and there was nobody to speak to him, and the house was like a tomb where all the years of his past were lying dead, and all the pleasantness of life existed only in remembrance.

He began to wish for Warren in a way he never had before; and as he looked about the house he saw everywhere some evidence of his mechanical skill. Had not Eliza Storrow left home without a fear because, as she always said, Warren was as handy as a woman? The remembrance of his patient diligence at his own chosen work, his quietness under reproof, his evident discomfort at having to be dependent upon his father, linked to a perfect faith in the ultimate success of his plans, — the thought of all these things flashed through the old mans mind. I wish I had waited till he told me what he had to say, yisterday, said Deacon Price to himself. T was strange about that fence too. Hes alays been willing to take holt and help whenever I spoke to him. He even came to believe that the boy had grown desperate, and in some emergency had gone in search of new materials for his machine. Hes so forgitful, said the father, he may have forgot to speak about the money, and t was but a small-looking roll of bills. Hell be back to-night, like s not, as concerned as can be when he finds out what t was he took. It was the way we only remember the good qualities of our friends who have died, and let the bad ones fade out of sight, and so know the angels that were growing in them all the while, and out of our sight at last have thrown off the disguise and hindrance of the human shape. 

Towards evening Jacob Austin, a neighbor, came into the yard on an errand, and was astonished to see how tired and old the deacon looked. He had left the oxen and their great load of coarse meadow hay standing at the end of the lane in the road, and he meant at first to shoulder the borrowed pitchfork and quickly rejoin them, but it was impossible. He asked if anything were the matter, and was answered that there was something trying about such a long spell of drought, which did not in the least satisfy his curiosity.

No, said the deacon, Im getting to be an old man, but I keep my health fairly. Eliza and Warren, theyre both off tending to their own concerns, but I make sure one or both of m ll be back toward sundown. And Jacob, after casting about in his mind for anything further to say, mentioned again that t was inconvenient to break a pitchfork right in the middle of loading a rack, and went away.

Looked to me as if he had had a stroke, he told his family that night at supper time; and the conduct of Warren and Eliza Storrow, in going off and leaving the old deacon to shift for himself, was more severely commented upon.

But all this time, the latter half of that Tuesday afternoon, Eliza and her cousin Starbird were jogging toward home over the Dalton and Somerset hills. The colt was in good trim, and glad to be nearing his own familiar stall again, and struck out at an uncommonly good pace, though none of the swiftest at that. It was hardly six oclock when the two tired-out and severely sunburnt women came into the yard. The deacon heard the high-pitched voice which he knew so well before he heard the sound of the wheels on the soft, dry turf, and went out to greet the new comers, half glad and half afraid. Eliza took it for granted that Warren was either in the workshop as usual, or, as she scornfully expressed it, roaming the hills, and did not ask for him. Cousin Starbird had accepted an invitation to tea, as her home was three miles farther on. They were both heavy women, and stiff from sitting still so long in the old wagon, and they grumbled a little as they walked toward the house.

Yes, t was a splendid occasion, Eliza answered the deacon, as he stood near, hitching the colt to a much gnawed post. It all went off beautifully. Everybody wanted to know where you was, an Warren. There, we talked till we was all about dead, and eat ourselves sick; you never saw a handsomer table in your life. The old folks stood it well, but I see theyd begun to kind o give out at dinner-time to-day, — last night was the celebration, you know, because lots could come in the evenin that was occupied by day. They wanted us to stop longer, but I see t was best to break it up, and Id rather go over again by an by, and spend the day in peace an quietness, and have a good visit. Weve been saying, as we rode along, that we shouldnt be surprised if the old folks kind o faded out after this, theyve been lookin forward to it so long. Well, its all over, like a hoss-race; and Eliza heaved a great sigh and went into the front room to open the blinds and make it less stuffy; then she removed her best bonnet in her own room, and presently came out to get tea, dressed in her familiar every-day calico gown.

The deacon was sitting by the open window, drumming on the sill; he had a trick of beating a slow tattoo with the ends of his queerly shaped fingers. They were long and dry, and somehow did not look as if they were useful, though John Price had been a hard-working man. Cousin Starbird had come down-stairs first, and had gone out to get a piece of the golden wedding cake that had been left in the wagon. Eliza was busy in the pantry, scolding a good deal at the state she found it in.

Whatever is this great thing in my pocket! she exclaimed, for something had struck the table-leg as she came by it to bring the last brace of blueberry pies; then quickly fumbling in the pockets depths she brought up in triumph the deacons great brown wallet, and presented it to its owner.

Good King Agrippy! said the amazed man, snatching it, and then holding it and looking at it as if he were afraid it would bite.

I aint give it a thought, from that minute to this, said Eliza, who was not a little frightened. I spose youve been thinking you lost it. I thought you looked dreadful wamblecropped when I first saw you. Why, you see, I didnt undertake to wash yesterday mornin, because I didnt want the clothes a-layin and mildewin, and I kind of thought perhaps Id put it off till next week, anyway, though it aint my principle to do fortnights washes. An I had so much to do, gettin ready to start, that Id gone in early and made up your bed and not put a clean sheet on; but you was busy takin out the hoss after you come home at noon, and had your dinner to eat, and I had the time to spare, so I just slipped in and stripped off the bedclothes then, and this come out from under the pillow. I meant to hand it to you when you come in from the barn, but I forgot it the next minute; you know we was belated about starting, and I was scatter-witted. I hope it aint caused you no great inconvenience; you aint wanted it for anything very special, have you? I spose t was foolish to go fussin about the bed, but I thought if you should be sick or anything — 

Well, Ive got it now, said the deacon, drawing a long breath. I own I felt some uneasy about it, and he went out to the yard, and beyond it to the garden, and beyond the garden to the family burying-lot in the field. He would have gone to his parish church to pray if he had been a devout Catholic; as it was, this was the nearest approach he could make to a solemn thanksgiving.

Some of the oldest stones lay flat on the ground, and a network of blackberry vines covered them in part. The leaves were burnt by the sun, and the crickets scrambled among them as the deacons foot-fall startled them. His first wife and his second wife both were buried there, their resting-places marked by a slate headstone and a marble one, and it was to this last that the old man went. His first wife had been a plain, hard-worked woman of sterling worth, and his fortunes had declined from the day she left him to guard them alone; but her successor had been a pale and delicate school-teacher, who had roused some unsuspected longing for beauty and romance in John Prices otherwise prosaic nature. She had seemed like a windflower growing beside a ledge; and her husband had been forced to confess that she was not fit for a farmers wife. If he could have had a combination of his two partners, he had once ventured to think, he would have been exactly suited. But it seemed to him, as he stood before the grave with his head bowed, the only way of making some sign of his sorrow, he had wrongfully accused an innocent man, his son and hers; and there he stayed, doing penance as best he could, until Elizas voice called him to the house, and to some sort of comfortable existence and lack of self-reproof.

Before they had finished supper Warren came in, looking flushed and tired; but he took his seat at the table after a pleasant greeting, and the deacon passed him every plate within reach, treating him with uncommon politeness. The father could not help noticing that his son kept stealing glances at him, and that he looked pleased and satisfied. It seemed to him as if Warren must have known of his suspicions and of their happy ending, but it was discovered presently that the long-toiled-over machine had been proved a success. Warren had taken it to his former employer at Lowell, who had promised, so great was his delight with it, to pay the expenses of getting a patent in exchange for a portion of the right. He said there would be no end to the sale of it, said the young man, looking eagerly at his fathers face. I wouldnt have run off so yesterday, but I was so full of it I couldnt bear to think of losing the cars, and I didnt want to say one word about this thing till I was sure.

I expect I have been slack, he continued with evident effort, while they leaned over the garden fence, and he looked at his father appealingly. But the fact is, I couldnt seem to think of other things; it took all there was of me to keep right after that. But now Im going to take right hold and be some help about the place. I dont seem to want to touch a tool again for a year. He looked pale and restless; the reaction from his long excitement had set in.

The deacon gave a shaky laugh, and struck his sons shoulder by way of a clumsy caress. Dont you go to frettin yourself now, he said. I aint felt so pleased as I do to-day since the day you come into the world. I sort of felt certain then that you was goin to be somebody, I do know why t was, — and he turned away suddenly toward the house. If you are as rich as you say you be, I shouldnt wonder if between us we hadnt better get them blinds painted, and smart up a little, another year. I declare, the old place has begun to look considerable gone to seed. 

That night a great thunder-shower broke the spell of the long drought, and afterward, until morning, the rain fell fast upon the thirsty ground. It was a good night to sleep, Eliza had said, as she wearily climbed the crooked backstairs at nine oclock, for there was already a coolness in the air. She never was told the whole of the story about the wallet, for when she heard part of it she only said it was just like a man, — they were generally the most helpless creaturs alive. He might have known she had put it away somewhere. Why didnt he come and ask her? He never seemed to mistrust that it was a direct pinting out of his duty to ride over to Somerset to the gathering, and just speak to the folks.

In the early morning, while it was cool and wet, the deacon drove up to the captains farm, and the two selectmen perched on the chopping log again, and the confession was made and listened to with great gravity. The captain swore roundly in his satisfaction, and said he was going to have a square talk with Warren, and advise with him a little, for fear that those landsharks down in Lowell should undertake to cheat him. He stowed away the repayment of the loan in one of his big pockets, as if it were of little consequence to him, but he announced with considerable satisfaction at the next selectmens meeting, that he owned a few planks of that three-masted schooner which the Otises were about ready to launch. And he winked at Deacon Price in a way that their brother Kendall was not able to understand.


MISS DEBBYS NEIGHBORS.
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THERE IS A class of elderly New England women which is fast dying out: — those good souls who have sprung from a soil full of the true New England instincts; who were used to the old-fashioned ways, and whose minds were stored with quaint country lore and tradition. The fashions of the newer generations do not reach them; they arc quite unconscious of the western spirit and enterprise, and belong to the old days, and to a fast-disappearing order of things.

But a shrewder person does not exist than the spokeswoman of the following reminiscences, whose simple history can be quickly told, since she spent her early life on a lonely farm, leaving it only once for any length of time, — one winter when she learned her trade of tailoress. She afterward sewed for her neighbors, and enjoyed a famous reputation for her skill; but year by year, as she grew older, there was less to do, and at last, to use her own expression, Everybody got into the way of buying cheap, ready-made-up clothes, just to save em a little trouble, and she found herself out of business, or nearly so. After her mothers death, and that of her favorite younger brother Jonas, she left the farm and came to a little house in the village, where she lived most comfortably the rest of her life, having a small property which she used most sensibly. She was always ready to render any special service with her needle, and was a most welcome guest in any household, and a most efficient helper. To be in the same room with her for a while was sure to be profitable, and as she grew older she was delighted to recall the people and events of her earlier life, always filling her descriptions with wise reflections and much quaint humor. She always insisted, not without truth, that the railroads were making everybody look and act of a piece, and that the young folks were more alike than people of her own day. It is impossible to give the delightfulness of her talk in any written words, as well as many of its peculiarities, for her way of going round Robin Hoods barn between the beginning of her story and its end can hardly be followed at all, and certainly not in her own dear loitering footsteps.

On an idle day her most devoted listener thought there was nothing better worth doing than to watch this good soul at work. A book was held open for the looks of the thing, but presently it was allowed to flutter its leaves and close, for Miss Debby began without any apparent provocation: — 

They may say whatever they have a mind to, but they cant persuade me that theres no such thing as special providences, and she twitched her strong linen thread so angrily through the carpet she was sewing, that it snapped and the big needle flew into the air. It had to be found before any further remarks could be made, and the listener also knelt down to search for it. After a while it was discovered clinging to Miss Debbys own dress, and after reharnessing it she went to work again at her long seam. It was always significant of a succession of Miss Debbys opinions when she quoted and berated certain imaginary persons whom she designated as They, who stood for the opposite side of the question, and who merited usually her deepest scorn and fullest antagonism. Her remarks to these offending parties were always prefaced with I tell em, and to the listeners mind they always stood rebuked, but not convinced, in spiritual form it may be, but most intense reality; a little group as solemn as Miss Debby herself. Once the listener ventured to ask who they were, in her early childhood, but she was only answered by a frown. Miss Debby knew as well as any one the difference between figurative language and a lie. Sometimes they said what was right and proper, and were treated accordingly; but very seldom, and on this occasion it seemed that they had ventured to trifle with sacred things.

I suppose youre too young to remember John Ashbys grandmother? A good woman she was, and she had a dreadful time with her family. They never could keep the peace, and there was always as many as two of them who didnt speak with each other. It seems to come down from generation to generation like a — curse! And Miss Debby spoke the last word as if she had meant it partly for her thread, which had again knotted and caught, and she snatched the offered scissors without a word, but said peaceably, after a minute or two, that the thread wasnt what it used to be. The next needleful proved more successful, and the listener asked if the Ashbys were getting on comfortably at present.

They always behave as if they thought they needed nothing, was the response. Not that I mean that they are any ways contented, but they never will give in that other folks holds a candle to em. Theres one kind of pride that I do hate, — when folks is satisfied with their selves and dont see no need of improvement. I believe in self-respect, but I believe in respecting other folkss rights as much as your own; but it takes an Ashby to ride right over you. I tell em its the spirit of the tyrants of old, and its the kind of pride that goes before a fall. John Ashbys grandmother was a clever little woman as ever stepped. She came from over Hardwick way, and I think she kep em kind of decent-behaved as long as she was round; but she got wore out a doin of it, an went down to her grave in a quick consumption. My mother set up with her the night she died. It was in May, towards the latter part, and an awful rainy night. It was the storm that always comes in apple-blossom time. I remember well that mother come crying home in the morning and told us Mis Ashby was dead. She brought Marilly with her, that was about my own age, and was taken away within six months afterwards. She pined herself to death for her mother, and when she caught the scarlet fever she went as quick as cherry-bloom when its just ready to fall and a wind strikes it. She want like the rest of em. She took after her mothers folks altogether.

You know our farm was right next to theirs, — the one Asa Hopper owns now, but hes let it all run out, — and so, as we lived some ways from the stores, we had to be neighborly, for we depended on each other for a good many things. Families in lonesome places get out of one supply and another, and have to borrow until they get a chance to send to the village; or sometimes in a busy season some of the folks would have to leave work and be gone half a day. Land, you dont know nothing about old times, and the life that used to go on about here. You cant step into a house anywheres now that there aint the county map and they dont fetch out the photograph book; and in every district youll find all the folks has got the same chromo picture hung up, and all sorts of luxuries and makeshifts o splendor that would have made the folks I was fetched up by stare their eyes out o their heads. It was all we could do to keep along then; and if anybody was called rich, it was only because he had a great sight of land, — and then it was drudge, drudge the harder to pay the taxes. There was hardly any ready money; and I recollect well that old Tommy Simms was reputed wealthy, and it was told over fifty times a year that hed got a solid four thousand dollars in the bank. He strutted round like a turkey-cock, and thought he ought to have his first say about everything that was going.

I was talking about the Ashbys, wasnt I? I do know s I ever told you about the fight they had after their father died about the old house. Joseph was married to a girl he met in camp-meeting time, who had a little property — two or three hundred dollars — from an old great uncle that shed been keeping house for; and I dont know what other plans she may have had for spending of her means, but she laid most of it out in a husband; for Joseph never cared any great about her that I could see, though he always treated her well enough. She was a poor ignorant sort of thing, seven years older than he was; but she had a pleasant kind of a face, and seemed like an overgrown girl of six or eight years old. I remember just after they was married Joseph was taken down with a quinsy sore throat, — being always subject to them, — and mother was over in the forenoon, and she was one that was always giving right hand and left, and she told Susan Ellen — that was his wife — to step over in the afternoon and she would give her some blackberry preserve for him; she had some that was nice and it was very healing. So along about half-past one oclock, just as we had got the kitchen cleared, and mother and I had got out the big wheels to spin a few rolls, — we always liked to spin together, and mother was always good company; — my brother Jonas — that was the youngest of us — looked out of the window, and says he: Here comes Joe Ashbys wife with a six-quart pail.

Mother she began to shake all over with a laugh she tried to swallow down, but I didnt know what it was all about, and in come poor Susan Ellen and lit on the edge of the first chair and set the pail down beside of her. We tried to make her feel welcome, and spoke about everything we could contrive, seein as it was the first time shed been over; and she seemed grateful and did the best she could, and lost her strangeness with mother right away, for mother was the best hand to make folks feel to home with her that I ever come across. There aint many like her now, nor never was, I tell em. But there want nothing said about the six-quart pail, and there it set on the floor, until Susan Ellen said she must be going and mentioned that there was something said about a remedy for Josephs throat. Oh, yes, says mother, and she brought out the little stone jar she kept the preserve in, and there want more than the half of it full. Susan Ellen took up the cover off the pail, and I walked off into the bedroom, for I thought I should laugh, certain. Mother put in a big spoonful, and another, and I heard em drop, and she went on with one or two more, and then she give up. Id give you the jar and welcome, she says, but I aint very well off for preserves, and I was kind of counting on this for tea in case my brothers folks are over. Susan Ellen thanked her, and said Joseph would be obliged, and back she went across the pasture. I can see that big tin pail now a-shining in the sun.

The old man was alive then, and he took a great spite against poor Susan Ellen, though he never would if he hadnt been set on by John; and whether he was mad because Joseph had stepped in to so much good money or what, I dont know, — but he twitted him about her, and at last he and the old man between em was too much to bear, and Joe fitted up a couple o rooms for himself in a building hed put up for a kind of work-shop. He used to carpenter by spells, and he clapboarded it and made it as comfortable as he could, and he ordered John out of it for good and all; but he and Susan Ellen both treated the old sir the best they knew how, and Joseph kept right on with his farm work same as ever, and meant to lay up a little more money to join with his wifes, and push off as soon as he could for the sake of peace, though if there was anybody set by the farm it was Joseph. He was to blame for some things, — I never saw an Ashby that wasnt, — and I dare say he was aggravating. They were clearing a piece of woodland that winter, and the old man was laid up in the house with the rheumatism, off: and on, and that made him fractious, and he and John connived together, till one day Joseph and Susan Ellen had taken the sleigh and gone to Freeport Four Corners to get some flour and one thing and another, and to have the horse shod beside, so they was likely to be gone two or three hours. John Jacobs was going by with his oxen, and John Ashby and the old man hailed him, and said theyd give him a dollar if hed help em, and they hitched the two yoke, his and theirn, to Josephs house. There want any foundation to speak of, the sills set right on the ground, and hed banked it up with a few old boards and some pine spills and sand and stuff, just to keep the cold out. There want but a little snow, and the roads was smooth and icy, and they slipped it along as if it had been a hand-sled, and got it down the road a half a mile or so to the fork of the roads, and left it settin there right on the heater-piece. Jacobs told afterward that he kind of disliked to do it, but he thought as long as their minds were set, he might as well have the dollar as anybody. He said when the house give a slew on a sideling piece in the road, he heard some of the crockery-ware smash down, and a branch of an oak they passed by caught hold of the stove-pipe that come out through one of the walls, and give that a wrench, but he guessed there want no great damage. Joseph may have given em some provocation before he went away in the morning, — I dont know but he did, and I dont know as he did, — but at any rate when he was coming home late in the afternoon he caught sight of his house (some of our folks was right behind, and they saw him), and he stood right up in the sleigh and shook his fist, he was so mad; but afterwards he bust out laughin. It did look kind of curis; it want bigger than a front entry, and it set up so pert right there on the heater-piece, as if he was calclatin to farm it. The folks said Susan Ellen covered up her face in her shawl and began to cry. I spose the pore thing was discouraged. Joseph was awful mad, — he was kind of laughing and cryin together. Our folks stopped and asked him if there was anything they could do, and he said no; but Susan Ellen went in to view how things were, and they made up a fire, and then Joe took the horse home, and I guess they had it hot and heavy. Nobody supposed theyd ever make up less there was a funeral in the family to bring em together, the fight had gone so far, — but long in the winter old Mr. Ashby, the boys father, was taken down with a spell o sickness, and there want anybody they could get to come and look after the house. The doctor hunted, and they all hunted, but there didnt seem to be anybody— t want so thick settled as now, and there was no spare help — so John had to eat humble pie, and go and ask Susan Ellen if she wouldnt come back and let by-gones be by-gones. She was as good-natured a creatur as ever stepped, and did the best she knew, and she spoke up as pleasant as could be, and said shed go right off that afternoon and help em through.

The old Ashby had been a hard drinker in his day and he was all broke down. Nobody ever saw him that he couldnt walk straight, but he got a crooked disposition out of it, if nothing else. I spose there never was a man loved sperit better. They said one year he was over to Cyrus Parkers to help with the haying, and there was a jug o New England rum over by the spring with some gingerbread and cheese and stuff; and he went over about every half an hour to take something, and along about half-past ten he got the jug middling low, so he went to fill it up with a little water, and lost holt of it and it sunk, and they said he drunk the spring dry three times!

Joe and Susan Ellen stayed there at the old place well into the summer, and then after planting they moved down to the Four Corners where they had bought a nice little place. Joe did well there, — he carried on the carpenter trade, and got smoothed down considerable, being amongst folks. John he married a Pecker girl, and got his match too; she was the only living soul he ever was afraid of. They lived on there a spell and — why, they must have lived there all of fifteen or twenty years, now I come to think of it, for the time they moved was after the railroad was built. T was along in the winter and his wife she got a notion to buy a place down to the Falls below the Corners after the mills got started and have John work in the spinning-room while she took boarders. She said t want no use staying on the farm, they couldnt make a living off from it now theyd cut the growth. Joes folks and she never could get along, and they said she was dreadfully riled up hearing how much Joe was getting in the machine shop.

They neednt tell me about special providences being all moonshine, said Miss Debby for the second time, if here want a plain one, Ill never say one word more about it. You see, that very time Joe Ashby got a splinter in his eye and they were afraid he was going to lose his sight, and he got a notion that he wanted to go back to farming. He always set everything by the old place, and he had a boy growing up that neither took to his book nor to mill work, and he wanted to farm it too. So Joe got hold of John one day when he come in with some wood, and asked him why he wouldnt take his place for a year or two, if he wanted to get to the village, and let him go out to the old place. My brother Jonas was standin right by and heard em and said he never heard nobody speak civiller. But John swore and said he want going to be caught in no such a trap as that. His father left him the place and he was going to do as hed a mind to. Thered ben trouble about the property, for old Mr. Ashby had given Joe some money he had in the bank. Joe had got to be well off, he could have bought most any farm about here, but he wanted the old place count of his attachment. He set everything by his mother, spite of her being dead so long. John hadnt done very well spite of his being so sharp, but he let out the best of the farm on shares, and bought a misable sham-built little house down close by the mills, — and then some idea or other got into his head to fit that up to let and move it to one side of the lot, and haul down the old house from the farm to live in themselves. There want no time to lose, else the snow would be gone; so he got a gang o men up there and put shoes underneath the sills, and then they assembled all the oxen they could call in, and started. Mother was living then, though shed got to be very feeble, and when they come for our yoke she wouldnt have Jonas let em go. She said the old house ought to stay in its place. Everybody had been telling John Ashby that the road was too hilly, and besides the house was too old to move, theyd rack it all to pieces dragging it so fur; but he wouldnt listen to no reason.

I never saw mother so stirred up as she was that day, and when she see the old thing a moving she burst right out crying. We could see one end of it looking over the slope of the hill in the pasture between it and our house. There was two windows that looked our way, and I know Mis Ashby used to hang a piece o something white out o one of em when she wanted mother to step over for anything. They set a good deal by each other, and Mis Ashby was a lame woman. I shouldnt ha thought John would had em haul the house right over the little gardin she thought so much of, and broke down the laylocks and flowering currant she set everything by. I remember when she died I wasnt more n seven or eight year old, it was all in full bloom and mother she broke off a branch and laid into the coffin. I do know as Ive ever seen any since or set in a room and had the sweetness of it blow in at the windows without remembering that day,— t was the first funeral I ever went to, and that may be some reason. Well, the old house started off and mother watched it as long as she could see it. She was sort o feeble herself then, as I said, and we went on with the work,— t was a Saturday, and we was baking and churning and getting things to rights generally. Jonas had been over in the swamp getting out some wood hed cut earlier in the winter — and along in the afternoon he come in and said he sposed I wouldnt want to ride down to the Corners so late, and I said I did feel just like it, so we started off. We went the Birch Ridge road, because he wanted to see somebody over that way, — and when we was going home by the straight road, Jonas laughed and said we hadnt seen anything of John Ashbys moving, and he guessed hed got stuck somewhere. He was glad he hadnt nothing to do with it. We drove along pretty quick, for we were some belated, and we didnt like to leave mother all alone after it come dark. All of a sudden Jonas stood up in the sleigh, and says he, I dont believe but the cars is off the track; and I looked and there did seem to be something the matter with em. They hadnt been running more than a couple o years then, and we was prepared for anything.

Jonas he whipped up the horse and we got there pretty quick, and Ill be bound if the Ashby house hadnt got stuck fast right on the track, and stir it one way or another they couldnt. Theyd been there since quarter-past one, pulling and hauling, — and the men was all hoarse with yelling, and the cars had come from both ways and met there, — one each side of the crossing, — and the passengers was walking about, scolding and swearing, — and somebodyd gone and lit up a gret bonfire. You never see such a sight in all your life! I happened to look up at the old house, and there were them two top windows that used to look over to our place, and they had caught the shine of the firelight, and made the poor old thing look as if it was scared to death. The men was banging at it with axes and crowbars, and it was dreadful distressing. You pitied it as if it was a live creatur. It come from such a quiet place, and always looked kind of comfortable, though so much war had gone on amongst the Ashbys. I tell you it was a judgment on John, for they got it shoved back after a while, and then wouldnt touch it again, — not one of the men, — nor let their oxen. The plastering was all stove, and the outside walls all wrenched apart, — and John never did anything more about it; but let it set there all summer, till it burnt down, and there was an end, one night in September. They supposed some traveling folks slept in it and set it afire, or else some boys did it for fun. I was glad it was out of the way. One day, I know, I was coming by with mother, and she said it made her feel bad to see the little strips of leather by the fore door, where Mis Ashby had nailed up a rosebush once. There! there aint an Ashby alive now of the old stock, except young John. Joes son went off to sea, and I believe he was lost somewhere in the China seas, or else he died of a fever; I seem to forget. He was called a smart boy, but he never could seem to settle down to anything. Sometimes I wonder folks is as good as they be, when I consider what comes to em from their folks before em, and how theyre misshaped by nature. Them Ashbys never was like other folks, and yet some good streak or other there was in every one of em. You cant expect much from such hindered creaturs, — its just like beratin a black and white cat for being a poor mouser. It aint her fault that the mice see her quicker than they can a gray one. If you get one of them masterful dispositions put with a good strong will towards the right, thats what makes the best of men; but all them Ashbys cared about was to grasp and get, and be capns. They liked to see other folks put down, just as if it was going to set them up. And they didnt know nothing. They make me think of some o them old marauders that used to hive up into their castles, in old times, and then go out a-over-setting and plundering. And I tell you that same sperit was in em. They was born a couple o hundred years too late. Kind of left-over folks, as it were. And Miss Debby indulged in a quiet chuckle as she bent over her work. John he got captured by his wife, — she carried too many guns for him. I believe he died very poor and her own son wouldnt support her, so she died over in Freeport poor-house. And Joe got along better; his wife was clever but rather slack, and it took her a good while to see through things. She married again pretty quick after he died. She had as much as seven or eight thousand dollars, and she was taken just as she stood by a roving preacher that was holding meetings here in the winter time. He sold out her place here, and they went up country somewheres that he come from. Her boy was lost before that, so there was nothing to hinder her. There, dont you think Im always a-fault-finding! When l get hold of the real thing in folks, I stick to em, — but theres an awful sight of poor material walking about that aint worth the ground it steps on. But when I look back a little ways, I cant blame some of em; though it does often seem as if people might do better if they only set to work and tried. I must say I always do feel pleased when I think how mad John was, — this Johns father, — when he couldnt do just as hed a mind to with the pore old house. I couldnt help thinking of Joes mansion, that he and his father hauled down to the heater piece in the fork of the roads. Sometimes I wonder where them Ashbys all went to. Theyd mistake one place for the other in the next world, for t would make heaven out o hell, because they could be disagreeing with somebody, and — well, I dont know, — Im sure they kep a good row going while they was in this world. Only with mother; — somehow she could get along with anybody, and not always give em their way either.


TOMS HUSBAND.
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I SHALL NOT dwell long upon the circumstances that led to the marriage of my hero and heroine; though their courtship was, to them, the only one that has ever noticeably approached the ideal, it had many aspects in which it was entirely commonplace in other peoples eyes. While the world in general smiles at lovers with kindly approval and sympathy it refuses to be aware of the unprecedented delight which is amazing to the lovers themselves.

But, as has been true in many other cases, when they were at last married, the most ideal of situations was found to have been changed to the most practical. Instead of having shared their original duties, and, as school-boys would say, going halves, they discovered that the cares of life had been doubled. This led to some distressing moments for both our friends; they understood suddenly that instead of dwelling in heaven they were still upon earth, and had made themselves slaves to new laws and limitations. Instead of being freer and happier than ever before, they had assumed new responsibilities; they had established a new household, and must fulfill in some way or another the obligations of it. They looked back with affection to their engagement; they had been longing to have each other to themselves apart from the world, but it seemed that they never felt so keenly that they were still units in modern society. Since Adam and Eve were in Paradise, before the devil joined them, nobody has had a chance to imitate that unlucky couple. In some respects they told the truth when, twenty times a day, they said that life had never been so pleasant before; but there were mental reservations on either side which might have subjected them to the accusation of lying. Somehow, there was a little feeling of disappointment, and they caught themselves wondering - though they would have died sooner than confess it - whether they were quite so happy as they had expected. The truth was, they were much happier than people usually are, for they had an uncommon capacity for enjoyment. For a little while they were like a sail-boat that is beating and has to drift a few minutes before it can catch the wind and start off on the other tack. And they had the same feeling, too, that any one is likely to have who has been long pursuing some object of his ambition or desire. Whether it is a coin, or a picture, or a stray volume of some old edition of Shakespeare, or whether it is an office under government or a lover, when fairly in ones grasp there is a loss of the eagerness that was felt in pursuit. Satisfaction, even after one has dined well, is not so interesting and eager a feeling as hunger.

My hero and heroine were reasonably well established to begin with: they each had some money, though Mr. Wilson had most. His father had at one time been a rich man, but with the decline, a few years before, of manufacturing interests, he had become, mostly through the fault of others, somewhat involved; and at the time of his death his affairs were in such a condition that it was still a question whether a very large sum or a moderately large one would represent his estate. Mrs. Wilson, Toms step-mother, was somewhat of an invalid; she suffered severely at times with asthma, but she was almost entirely relieved by living in another part of the country. While her husband lived, she had accepted her illness as inevitable, and rarely left home; but during the last few years she had lived in Philadelphia with her own people, making short and wheezing visits only from time to time, and had not undergone a voluntary period of suffering since the occasion of Toms marriage, which she had entirely approved. She had a sufficient property of her own, and she and Tom were independent of each other in that way. Her only other step-child was a daughter, who had married anavy officer, and had at this time gone out to spend three years (or less) with her husband, who had been ordered to Japan.

It is not unfrequently noticed that in many marriages one of the persons who choose each other as partners for life is said to have thrown himself or herself away, and the relatives and friends look on with dismal forebodings and ill-concealed submission. In this case it was the wife who might have done so much better, according to public opinion. She did not think so herself, luckily, either before marriage or afterward, and I do not think it occurred to her to picture to herself the sort of career which would have been her alternative. She had been an only child, and had usually taken her own way. Some one once said that it was a great pity that she had not been obliged to work for her living, for she had inherited a most uncommon business talent, and, without being disreputably keen at a bargain, her insight into the practical working of affairs was very clear and far-reaching. Her father, who had also been a manufacturer, like Toms, had often said it had been a mistake that she was a girl instead of a boy. Such executive ability as hers is often wasted in the more contracted sphere of women, and is apt to be more a disadvantage than a help. She was too independent and self-reliant for a wife; it would seem at first thought that she needed a wife herself more than she did a husband. Most men like best the women whose natures cling and appeal to theirs for protection. But Tom Wilson, while he did not wish to be protected himself, liked these very qualities in his wife which would have displeased some other men; to tell the truth, he was very much in love with his wife just as she was. He was a successful collector of almost everything but money, and during a great part of his life he had been an invalid, and he had grown, as he laughingly confessed, very old-womanish. He had been badly lamed, when a boy, by being caught in some machinery in his fathers mill, near which he was idling one afternoon, and though he had almost entirely outgrown the effect of his injury, it had not been until after many years. He had been in college, but his eyes had given out there, and he had been obliged to leave in the middle of his junior year, though he had kept up a pleasant intercourse with the members of his class, with whom he had been a great favorite. He was a good deal of an idler in the world. I do not think his ambition, except in the case of securing Mary Dunn for his wife, had ever been distinct; he seemed to make the most he could of each day as it came, without making all his days works tend toward some grand result, and go toward the upbuilding of some grand plan and purpose. He consequently gave no promise of being either distinguished or great. When his eyes would allow, he was an indefatigable reader; and although he would have said that he read only for amusement, yet he amused himself with books that were well worth the time he spent over them.

The house where he lived nominally belonged to his step-mother, but she had taken for granted that Tom would bring his wife home to it, and assured him that it should be to all intents and purposes his. Tom was deeply attached to the old place, which was altogether the pleasantest in town. He had kept bachelors hall there most of the time since his fathers death, and he had taken great pleasure, before his marriage, in refitting it to some extent, though it was already comfortable and furnished in remarkably good taste. People said of him that if it had not been for his illnesses, and if he had been a poor boy, he probably would have made something of himself. As it was, he was not very well known by the townspeople, being somewhat reserved, and not taking much interest in their every-day subjects of conversation. Nobody liked him so well as they liked his wife, yet there was no reason why he should be disliked enough to have much said about him.

After our friends had been married for some time, and had outlived the first strangeness of the new order of things, and had done their duty to their neighbors with so much apparent willingness and generosity that even Tom himself was liked a great deal better than he ever had been before, they were sitting together one stormy evening in the library, before the fire. Mrs. Wilson had been reading Tom the letters which had come to him by the nights mail. There was a long one from his sister in Nagasaki, which had been written with a good deal of ill-disguised reproach. She complained of the smallness of the income of her share in her fathers estate, and said that she had been assured by American friends that the smaller mills were starting up everywhere, and beginning to do well again. Since so much of their money was invested in the factory, she had been surprised and sorry to find by Toms last letters that he had seemed to have no idea of putting in a proper person as superintendent, and going to work again. Four per cent. on her other property, which she had been told she must soon expect instead of eight, would make a great difference to her. A navy captain in a foreign port was obliged to entertain a great deal, and Tom must know that it cost them much more to live than it did him, and ought to think of their interests. She hoped he would talk over what was best to be done with their mother (who had been made executor, with Tom, of his fathers will).

Tom laughed a little, but looked disturbed. His wife had said something to the same effect, and his mother had spoken once or twice in her letters of the prospect of starting the mill again. He was not a bit of a business man, and he did not feel certain, with the theories which he had arrived at of the state of the country, that it was safe yet to spend the money which would have to be spent in putting the mill in order. They think that the minute it is going we shall be making money hand over hand, just as father did when we were children, he said. It is going to cost us no end of money before we can make anything. Before father died he meant to put in a good deal of new machinery, I remember. I dont know anything about the business myself, and I would have sold out long ago if I had had an offer that came anywhere near the value. The larger mills are the only ones that are good for anything now, and we should have to bring a crowd of French Canadians here; the day is past for the people who live in this part of the country to go into the factory again. Even the Irish all go West when they come into the country, and dont come to places like this any more.

But there are a good many of the old work-people down in the village, said Mrs. Wilson. Jack Towne asked me the other day if you werent going to start up in the spring.

Tom moved uneasily in his chair. Ill put you in for superintendent, if you like, he said, half angrily, whereupon Mary threw the newspaper at him; but by the time he had thrown it back he was in good humor again.

Do you know, Tom, she said, with amazing seriousness, that I believe I should like nothing in the world so much as to be the head of a large business? I hate keeping house, I always did; and I never did so much of it in all my life put together as I have since I have been married. I suppose it isnt womanly to say so, but if I could escape from the whole thing I believe I should be perfectly happy. If you get rich when the mill is going again, I shall beg for a housekeeper, and shirk everything. I give you fair warning. I dont believe I keep this house half so well as you did before I came here.

Toms eyes twinkled. I am going to have that glory, I dont think you do, Polly; but you cant say that I have not been forbearing. I certainly have not told you more than twice how we used to have things cooked. Im not going to be your kitchen-colonel.

Of course it seemed the proper thing to do, said his wife, meditatively; but I think we should have been even happier than we have if I had been spared it. I have had some days of wretchedness that I shudder to think of. I never know what to have for breakfast; and I ought not to say it, but I dont mind the sight of dust. I look upon housekeeping as my lifes great discipline; and at this pathetic confession they both laughed heartily.

Ive a great mind to take it off your hands, said Tom. I always rather liked it, to tell the truth, and I ought to be a better housekeeper, I have been at it for five years; though housekeeping for one is different from what it is for two, and one of them a woman. You see you have brought a different element into my family. Luckily, the servants are pretty well drilled. I do think you upset them a good deal at first!

Mary Wilson smiled as if she only half heard what he was saying. She drummed with her foot on the floor and looked intently at the fire, and presently gave it a vigorous poking. Well? said Tom, after he had waited patiently as long as he could.

Tom! Im going to propose something to you. I wish you would really do as you said, and take all the home affairs under your care, and let me start the mill. I am certain I could manage it. Of course I should get people who understood the thing to teach me. I believe I was made for it; I should like it above all things. And this is what I will do: I will bear the cost of starting it, myself, I think I have money enough, or can get it; and if I have not put affairs in the right trim at the end of a year I will stop, and you may make some other arrangement. If I have, you and your mother and sister can pay me back.

So I am going to be the wife, and you the husband, said Tom, a little indignantly; at least, that is what people will say. Its a regular Darby and Joan affair, and you think you can do more work in a day than I can do in three. Do you know that you must go to town to buy cotton? And do you know there are a thousand things about it that you dont know?

And never will? said Mary, with perfect good humor. Why, Tom, I can learn as well as you, and a good deal better, for I like business, and you dont. You forget that I was always fathers right-hand man after I was a dozen years old, and that you have let me invest my money and some of your own, and I havent made a blunder yet.

Tom thought that his wife had never looked so handsome or so happy. I dont care, I should rather like the fun of knowing what people will say. It is a new departure, at any rate. Women think they can do everything better than men in these days, but Im the first man, apparently, who has wished he were a woman.

Of course people will laugh, said Mary, but they will say that its just like me, and think I am fortunate to have married a man who will let me do as I choose. I dont see why it is not sensible: you will be living exactly as you were before you married, as to home affairs; and since it was a good thing for you to know something about housekeeping then, I cant imagine why you shouldnt go on with it now, since it makes me miserable, and I am wasting a fine business talent while I do it. What do we care for peoples talking about it?

It seems to me that it is something like womens smoking: it isnt wicked, but it isnt the custom of the country. And I dont like the idea of your going among business men. Of course I should be above going with you, and having people think I must be an idiot; they would say that you married a manufacturing interest, and I was thrown in. I can foresee that my pride is going to be humbled to the dust in every way, Tom declared in mournful tones, and began to shake with laughter. It is one of your lovely castles in the air, dear Polly, but an old brick mill needs a better foundation than the clouds. No, Ill look around, and get an honest, experienced man for agent. I suppose its the best thing we can do, for the machinery ought not to lie still any longer; but I mean to sell the factory as soon as I can. I devoutly wish it would take fire, for the insurance would be the best price we are likely to get. That is a famous letter from Alice! I am afraid the captain has been growling over his pay, or they have been giving too many little dinners on board ship. If we were rid of the mill, you and I might go out there this winter. It would be capital fun.

Mary smiled again in an absent-minded way. Tom had an uneasy feeling that he had not heard the end of it yet, but nothing more was said for a day or two. When Mrs. Tom Wilson announced, with no apparent thought of being contradicted, that she had entirely made up her mind, and she meant to see those men who had been overseers of the different departments, who still lived in the village, and have the mill put in order at once, Tom looked disturbed, but made no opposition; and soon after breakfast his wife formally presented him with a handful of keys, and told him there was some lamb in the house for dinner; and presently he heard the wheels of her little phaeton rattling off down the road. I should be untruthful if I tried to persuade any one that he was not provoked; he thought she would at least have waited for his formal permission, and at first he meant to take another horse, and chase her, and bring her back in disgrace, and put a stop to the whole thing. But something assured him that she knew what she was about, and he determined to let her have her own way. If she failed, it might do no harm, and this was the only ungallant thought he gave her. He was sure that she would do nothing unladylike, or be unmindful of his dignity; and he believed it would be looked upon as one of her odd, independent freaks, which always had won respect in the end, however much they had been laughed at in the beginning. Susan, said he, as that estimable person went by the door with the dust-pan, you may tell Catherine to come to me for orders about the house, and you may do so yourself. I am going to take charge again, as I did before I was married. It is no trouble to me, and Mrs. Wilson dislikes it. Besides, she is going into business, and will have a great deal else to think of.

Yes, sir; very well, sir, said Susan, who was suddenly moved to ask so many questions that she was utterly silent. But her master looked very happy; there was evidently no disapproval of his wife; and she went on up the stairs, and began to sweep them down, knocking the dust-brush about excitedly, as if she were trying to kill a descending colony of insects.

Tom went out to the stable and mounted his horse, which had been waiting for him to take his customary after-breakfast ride to the post-office, and he galloped down the road in quest of the phaeton. He saw Mary talking with Jack Towne, who had been an overseer and a valued workman of his fathers. He was looking much surprised and pleased.

I wasnt caring so much about getting work, myself, he explained; Ive got what will carry me and my wife through; but itll be better for the young folks about here to work near home. Mynephews are wanting something to do; they were going to Lynn next week. I dont say but I should like to be to work in the old place again. Ive sort of missed it, since we shut down.

Im sorry I was so long in overtaking you, said Tom, politely, to his wife. Well, Jack, did Mrs. Wilson tell you shes going to start the mill? You must give her all the help you can.

Deed I will, said Mr. Towne, gallantly, without a bit of astonishment.

I dont know much about the business yet, said Mrs. Wilson, who had been a little overcome at Jack Townes lingo of the different rooms and machinery, and who felt an overpowering sense of having a great deal before her in the next few weeks. By the time the mill is ready, I will be ready, too, she said, taking heart a little; and Tom, who was quick to understand her moods, could not help laughing, as he rode alongside. We want a new barrel of flour, Tom, dear, she said, by way of punishment for his untimely mirth.

If she lost courage in the long delay, or was disheartened at the steady call for funds, she made no sign; and after a while the mill started up, and her cares were lightened, so that she told Tom that before next pay day she would like to go to Boston for a few days, and go to the theatre, and have a frolic and a rest. She really looked pale and thin, and she said she never worked so hard in all her life; but nobody knew how happy she was, and she was so glad she had married Tom, for some men would have laughed at it.

I laughed at it, said Tom, meekly. All is, if I dont cry by and by, because I am a beggar, I shall be lucky. But Mary looked fearlessly serene, and said that there was no danger at present.

It would have been ridiculous to expect a dividend the first year, though the Nagasaki people were pacified with difficulty. All the business letters came to Toms address, and everybody who was not directly concerned thought that he was the motive power of the reawakened enterprise. Sometimes business people came to the mill, and were amazed at having to confer with Mrs. Wilson, but they soon had to respect her talents and her success. She was helped by the old clerk, who had been promptly recalled and reinstated, and she certainly did capitally well. She was laughed at, as she had expected to be, and people said they should think Tom would be ashamed of himself; but it soon appeared that he was not to blame, and what reproach was offered was on the score of his wifes oddity. There was nothing about the mill that she did not understand before very long, and at the end of the second year she declared a small dividend with great pride and triumph. And she was congratulated on her success, and every one thought of her project in a different way from the way they had thought of it in the beginning. She had singularly good fortune: at the end of the third year she was making money for herself and her friends faster than most people were, and approving letters began to come from Nagasaki. The Ashtons had been ordered to stay in that region, and it was evident that they were continually being obliged to entertain more instead of less. Their children were growing fast, too, and constantly becoming more expensive. The captain and his wife had already begun to congratulate themselves secretly that their two sons would in all probability come into possession, one day, of their uncle Toms handsome property.

For a good while Tom enjoyed life, and went on his quiet way serenely. He was anxious at first, for he thought that Mary was going to make ducks and drakes of his money and her own. And then he did not exactly like the looks of the thing, either; he feared that his wife was growing successful as a business person at the risk of losing her womanliness. But as time went on, and he found there was no fear of that, he accepted the situation philosophically. He gave up his collection of engravings, having become more interested in one of coins and medals, which took up most of his leisure time. He often went to the city in pursuit of such treasures, and gained much renown in certain quarters as a numismatologist of great skill and experience. But at last his house (which had almost kept itself, and had given him little to do beside ordering the dinners, while faithful old Catherine and her niece Susan were his aids) suddenly became a great care to him. Catherine, who had been the main-stay of the family for many years, died after a short illness, and Susan must needs choose that time, of all others, for being married to one of the second hands in the mill. There followed a long and dismal season of experimenting, and for a time there was a procession of incapable creatures going in at one kitchen door and out of the other. His wife would not have liked to say so, but it seemed to her that Tom was growing fussy about the house affairs, and took more notice of those minor details than he used. She wished more than once when she was tired that he would not talk so much about the housekeeping; he seemed sometimes to have no other thought.

In the early days of Mrs. Wilsons business life, she had made it a rule to consult her husband on every subject of importance; but it had speedily proved to be a formality. Tom tried manfully to show a deep interest which he did not feel, and his wife gave up, little by little, telling him much about her affairs. She said that she liked to drop business when she came home in the evening; and at last she fell into the habit of taking a nap on the library sofa, while Tom, who could not use his eyes much by lamp-light, sat smoking or in utter idleness before the fire. When they were first married his wife had made it a rule that she should always read him the evening papers, and afterward they had always gone on with some book of history or philosophy, in which they were both interested. These evenings of their early married life had been charming to both of them, and from time to time one would say to the other that they ought to take up again the habit of reading together. Mary was so unaffectedly tired in the evening that Tom never liked to propose a walk; for, though he was not a man of peculiarly social nature, he had always been accustomed to pay an occasional evening visit to his neighbors in the village. And though he had little interest in the business world, and still less knowledge of it, after a while he wished that his wife would have more to say about what she was planning and doing, or how things were getting on. He thought that her chief aid, old Mr. Jackson, was far more in her thoughts than he. She was forever quoting Jacksons opinions. He did not like to find that she took it for granted that he was not interested in the welfare of his own property; it made him feel like a sort of pensioner and dependent, though, when they had guests at the house, which was by no means seldom, there was nothing in her manner that would imply that she thought herself in any way the head of the family. It was hard work to find fault with his wife in any way, though, to give him his due, he rarely tried. 

But, this being a wholly unnatural state of things, the reader must expect to hear of its change at last, and the first blow from the enemy was dealt by an old woman, who lived near by, and who called to Tom one morning, as he was driving down to the village in a great hurry (to post a letter, which ordered his agent to secure a long-wished-for ancient copper coin, at any price), to ask him if they had made yeast that week, and if she could borrow a cupful, as her own had met with some misfortune. Tom was instantly in a rage, and he mentally condemned her to some undeserved fate, but told her aloud to go and see the cook. This slight delay, besides being killing to his dignity, caused him to lose the mail, and in the end his much-desired copper coin. It was a hard day for him, altogether; it was Wednesday, and the first days of the week having been stormy the washing was very late. And Mary came home to dinner provokingly good-natured. She had met an old school-mate and her husband driving home from the mountains, and had first taken them over her factory, to their great amusement and delight, and then had brought them home to dinner. Tom greeted them cordially, and manifested his usual graceful hospitality; but the minute he saw his wife alone he said in a plaintive tone of rebuke, I should think you might have remembered that the servants are unusually busy to-day. I do wish you would take a little interest in things at home. The women have been washing, and I m sure I dont know what sort of a dinner we can give your friends. I wish you had thought to bring home some steak. I have been busy myself, and couldnt go down to the village. I thought we would only have a lunch.

Mary was hungry, but she said nothing, except that it would be all right, she didnt mind; and perhaps they could have some canned soup.

She often went to town to buy or look at cotton, or to see some improvement in machinery, and she brought home beautiful bits of furniture and new pictures for the house, and showed a touching thoughtfulness in remembering Toms fancies; but somehow he had an uneasy suspicion that she could get along pretty well without him when it came to the deeper wishes and hopes of her life, and that her most important concerns were all matters in which he had no share. He seemed to himself to have merged his life in his wifes; he lost his interest in things outside the house and grounds; he felt himself fast growing rusty and behind the times, and to have somehow missed a good deal in life; he had a suspicion that he was a failure. One day the thought rushed over him that his had been almost exactly the experience of most women, and he wondered if it really was any more disappointing and ignominious to him than it was to women themselves. Some of them may be contented with it, he said to himself, soberly. People think women are designed for such careers by nature, but I dont know why I ever made such a fool of myself.

Having once seen his situation in life from such a stand-point, he felt it day by day to be more degrading, and he wondered what he should do about it; and once, drawn by a new, strange sympathy, he went to the little family burying-ground. It was one of the mild, dim days that come sometimes in early November, when the pale sunlight is like the pathetic smile of a sad face, and he sat for a long time on the limp, frost-bitten grass beside his mothers grave.

But when he went home in the twilight his step-mother, who just then was making them a little visit, mentioned that she had been looking through some boxes of hers that had been packed long before and stowed away in the garret. Everything looks very nice up there, she said, in her wheezing voice (which, worse than usual that day, always made him nervous); and added, without any intentional slight to his feelings, I do think you have always been a most excellent housekeeper.

Im tired of such nonsense! he exclaimed, with surprising indignation. Mary, I wish you to arrange your affairs so that you can leave them for six months at least. I am going to spend this winter in Europe.

Why, Tom, dear! said his wife, appealingly. I couldnt leave my business any way in the -

But she caught sight of a look on his usually placid countenance that was something more than decision, and refrained from saying anything more.

And three weeks from that day they sailed.


THE CONFESSION OF A HOUSE-BREAKER.

[image: img69.jpg]

THIS CONFESSION DIFFERS from that of most criminals who are classed under the same head; for whereas house-breakers usually break into houses, I broke out. It was not a difficult exit, for there was no glass to be broken, nor any occasion for a burglars tool-box. The truth is that one night, lately, I could not sleep, and when the eastern sky began to show a tinge of light I seated myself by the window; and by the time the clocks and bells of the neighborhood struck three, I became possessed by a desire to go out-of-doors to watch the coming of the June morning, and to see the world before the sun himself did, and to hear the matins of the birds from beginning to end, because I had been at best an unpunctual worshiper at this service. An occasional early waking or late falling asleep had given me a fragment of the music; but it was much like the way a foreign tourist saunters idly in at the door of a cathedral while mass is being performed.

So after I had leaned out of my eastern window for a few minutes longer, and had heard one sleepy note from the top of an elm not far away, I dressed myself hurriedly, and took my boots in my hand, and prepared to escape. It was no easy matter, for I belong to a household of light sleepers, who are quick to hear an untimely footfall. I stole carefully by the open doors and down the stairs, remembering fearfully that one was apt to creak, and I hardly took a long breath until I found myself out in the garden.

It was startlingly dark under the trees, and the alarmed shadows appeared to be hovering there as if to discuss the next move, and to find shelter meanwhile. A bat went by me suddenly, and at that I stood still. I had not thought of bats, and of all creatures they seem most frightful and unearthly, like the flutter of a ghosts mantle, or even the wave and touch of its hand. A bat by daylight is a harmless, crumpled bit of stupidity; but by night it becomes a creature of mystery and horror, an attendant of the powers of darkness. The white light in the sky grew whiter still, and under the thin foliage of a great willow it seemed less solemn. A bright little waning moon looked down through the slender twigs and fine leaves, it might have been a new moon watching me through an olive-tree; but I caught the fragrance of the flowers, and hurried toward them. I went back and forth along the garden walks, and I can never tell any one how beautiful it was. The roses were all in bloom, and presently I could detect the different colors. They were wet with dew, and hung heavy with their weight of perfume; they appeared to be sound asleep yet, and turned their faces away after I had touched them.

Some of the flowers were wide awake, however. One never knows the grace and beauty of white petunias until they have been seen at night, or, like this, early in the morning. It is when the dew has fallen that this delicate flower and mignonette also give out their best fragrance; and if one is lucky enough to be able to add the old-fashioned honey-suckle his garden is odorous indeed. Roses need the sunshine to bring out their full beauties, though when I held my face close to the great wet clusters it seemed to me that I had taken all their store of perfume for the coming day in one long, delicious breath. The white flowers looked whiter still in the pale light, and the taller bushes were like draped figures; and suddenly I was reminded, nobody knows why, of a long walk with some friends through the damp avenues of Versailles, when the leaves were beginning to fall, and the garden of the Little Trianon was gay with blossoms. I remembered most vividly how warm the sunshine was upon the terraces; how empty and silent the pathetic holiday rooms; how we strained our eyes to catch sight of the ghosts who must be flitting before us, and trying to keep out of sight, lest one of us might be a seer of spirits, and might intrude upon their peaceful existence. If there were a little noise in the court-yard, I thought it was the merry servants of a hundred years ago, busy with their every-day duties. The scent of the petunias and geraniums and mignonette was filling all the air. We were only stealing in while the tenants of the house were sleeping, or were away in Paris; we had not even a fear or suspicion of their sorry end. It was a strange jumble of reminiscences, personal and historical, that flitted through my mind, as I went walking slowly up and down my own New England garden, among the roses, in the middle of the night.

I could not say it was the middle of the night, or still less the dead of night, and have any respect for myself as a truth-teller. It had suddenly become morning. I sat down on one of the garden benches, and watched and listened. A pewee began a prelude somewhat despairingly and without enthusiasm, and the song-sparrows tried to cheer him, or at least to make him hurry a little. The bobolinks tuned up, and the golden robins; and presently the solos were over, and the grand chorus began. One joyful robin, who had posted himself on the corner of a roof where I could see him, seemed to have constituted himself leader of the choir, and sang and sang, until I feared for his dear life; one would have thought he had reached bird-heaven before his time. It must have been the dawn of a long-looked-for day with him, at any rate, he was so glad to have it come at last. I remembered the young English soldier whom Howells saw at daybreak in Venice, and I hoped that I should know in another world how my robin liked the days pleasure, after all.

I became very neighborly with a sober-minded toad, that gave an eager scramble from among the flower-de-luces, and then sat still on the gravel walk, blinking and looking at me, as if he had made plans for sitting on the garden bench, and I was giving him great inconvenience. He was a philosopher, that fellow; he sat and thought about it, and made his theories about me and about the uncertainty of temporal things. I dare say he comes out every morning, and looks up at the bench, and considers his ambitions and the adverse powers that thwart them, in common with many of his fellow-creatures.

The colors of the world grew brighter and brighter. The outline of the trees, and of some distant fields even, became distinct; yet it was a strange, almost uncanny light, it was more like looking through clear water, and I still expected something out of the ordinary course to happen. I was not continuing my thoughts and plans of the day before, though suddenly I became conscious that one of my friends was awake, and an understanding between us sprang up quickly, like a flame on the altar to Friendship, in my heart. It was pleasant, after all, to have human companionship, and it was difficult to persuade myself that the mysterious telegraph between my friend and me measured so many miles. I thought of one and another remote acquaintance after this, but only the first was awake and watching at that strange hour; the rest slept soundly, and with something approaching clairvoyance I fancied that I could see their sleeping faces and their unconsciousness, as I looked into one shaded room after another. How wonderful the courage is which lets us lie down to sleep unquestioningly, night after night, and even wait and wish for it! We have a horror of the drugs that simulate its effect; we think we are violating and tampering with the laws of nature, and make the false sleep a last resource in illness or a sinful self-indulgence. But in the real sleep, what comes to us? What change and restoration and growth to the mind and soul matches the physical rest which does us good and makes us strong? He giveth to his beloved while sleeping, is the true rendering from the Psalms.

No wonder that in the early days a thousand follies and fables and legends were based on the dreams and mysteries of sleep. No wonder that we gain confidence to approach the last sleep of all, since we find ourselves alive again morning by morning. And as for the bewildered state into which some of us fall in our later years, is not that like a long darkness and drowsiness, from which the enfeebled mind and body cannot rouse themselves until the brightest of all mornings dawns?

The ranks of flowers in my garden took on a great splendor of bloom, as the light grew clearer. After having watched them fade in the grayness of many an evening twilight, it was most lovely to see how the veil was lifted again at daybreak. It seemed as if the quiet June morning ushered in some grand festival day, there were such preparations being made. After the roses, the London pride was most gorgeous to behold, with its brilliant red and its tall, straight stalks. It had a soldierly appearance, as if the flower were out early to keep guard. Twice as many birds as one ever sees in the day-time were scurrying fearlessly through the air, as though they were late to breakfast, at any rate, and had a crowd of duties to attend to afterward. The grand chorus was over with, though a number of songsters of various kinds kept on with their parts, as if they stayed to practice a while after service, though the rest of the choristers had thrown off their surplices and hurried away.

I had a desire to go out farther into the world, and I went some distance up the street, past my neighbors house; feeling a sense of guilt and secrecy that could hardly be matched. It had been one thing to walk about my own garden, and even to cross the field at the foot of it to say good-morning to a row of elm-trees and the robins in their tops, of which incident I forgot to speak in its proper place. But if any one had suddenly hailed me from a window I should have been inclined to run home as fast as my feet could carry me. In such fashion are we bound to the conventionalities of existence!

But it seemed most wonderful to be awake while everybody slept, and to have the machinery of life apparently set in motion for my benefit alone. The toad had been a comfort, and the thought of my friend even more, if one will believe it; and besides these, I had become very intimate with a poppy, which had made every arrangement to bloom as soon as the sun rose. As I walked farther and farther from home I felt more and more astray, and as if I were taking an unfair advantage of the rest of humanity. In one house I saw a lamp burning, the light of it paling gradually, and my glimpse of the room gave me a feeling of sadness. It was piteous that no one should know that the night was over, and it was day again. It was like the flicker of the lamp at a shrine, an undying flame that can lighten the darkness neither of death nor of life; a feeble protest against the inevitable night, and the shadows that no man can sweep away.

A little child cried drearily in a chamber where the blinds were shut, a tired wail, as if the night had been one of illness, and the morning brought no relief. A great dog lay sleeping soundly in the yard, as if he would not waken for three hours yet. I know him well, good fellow, and I had a temptation to speak to him, to see his surprise; and yet I had not a good excuse. He would simply wonder what made the day so long afterward; and I turned towards home again, lest some other house-breaker might go in where I had come out. A belated pewee, who appeared to have overslept himself, piped up his plaintive morning song, and the pigeons, who are famous sleepy-heads, began to coo and croon, as if they were trying to get themselves to sleep again. The cocks crowed again once or twice apiece all over town, and it was time to go home. The spell of the dawn was lifted; and though I could not resist leaping the front fence instead of opening the gate for myself, I was a little dismayed afterward at such singular conduct, and took pains to look up and down the street, to make sure there were no startled passers-by.

The house was still dark, and it seemed hot after the dew and freshness of the out-of-door air; but I locked the door carefully, and stole up-stairs. The east was gorgeous with yellow clouds; the belated pewee was trying to make up for lost time. I heard somebody in the next room give a long sigh, as if of great comfort, and I shut out the dazzling light of the sun, and went to bed again. Presently I heard the mill-bells up and down the river ring out their early call to the tired housekeepers, and I thought it was a reluctant rather than a merry peal; and then I said to myself something about to-morrow - no, it is to-day - yes - but this was daylight that was neither to-morrows nor yesterdays. And so I fell asleep, like all the rest of the world, to wake again some hours later, as much delighted and puzzled with my morning ramble as if it had been a dream.


A LITTLE TRAVELER.
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THE DAY I met this little friend of mine (whom I never shall forget) I had just left some other friends, and I was sorry that my pleasant visit to them was over. I had a long journey to take before I reached home, and I was to take it alone. I did not mind this, in one way, for I had grown used to traveling by myself. I was lucky in having a most comfortable section in the sleeping-car, and I was well provided with books and lunch and pleasant thoughts. So, after I had looked out of the window for half an hour, I began to settle myself comfortably for the day or two I must spend in the train. There were several passengers, but no one whom I had ever seen before, and it was some time before I lost the feeling that I was with a company of unknown people, and began to take an interest in my fellow travelers separately. There was the usual young couple in very new clothes who tried to make us believe that they had been married these ten years, and there were two comfortable elderly women who knew each other and were journeying together, loudly talking over parish and neighborhood matters by the way. Not far from me was a round, red-cheeked old lady in a somewhat fantastic dress, with a big bonnet all covered with ends of narrow ribbon and lustreless bugles. I am sure she had made it herself and was proud and conscious of it. She had a great deal of small luggage in the compartment with her, and I thought she must be changing her home, for she never could be taking away so many and such curious looking packages just for a visit. Beside these people there were four or five business men and a Catholic priest, and just opposite my own place was a little girl.

For some time I supposed she must belong to some one in the car, and had chosen to sit by herself for a while and look out of the window. Then I thought her father must have left her to go to some other part of the train where he had found some one to talk with. But two hours went by, and it was toward noon, and I watched the little thing grow sleepy and at last put her head down on the seat, and the doll she had held so carefully slid to the floor. I picked it up and put it on her arm again so she might find it when she waked. I had noticed that the conductor had spoken to her and I thought I would ask him about her when he next came by.

She did not sleep very long; the stopping of the train startled her, and when she opened her eyes I smiled at her and beckoned her to come to me. So she climbed the seat beside me, still holding the doll, and I asked her what its name was, and if she were all alone, and where she was going. She looked up gravely into my face and told me the dolls name and her own, and then she did not say anything more. She was younger than I had thought at first, and yet she was grave and sober and saddened. Isnt your papa with you? said I, but she only shook her head and looked up at me again as she sat beside me. I was strangely drawn to the little thing, she puzzled me, and she was so wistful. She seemed contented, and we both looked out of the window, and talked now and then about the things we saw. She sat in my lap so she could see better.

After some time she said to me, Mother is dead, in a half-questioning way, as if she expected me to say something; but what could I say, except that I was sorry? - though there was all that wonder in her face at having been brought in contact with so great a mystery. This new, undreamed-of, uncomfortable change was almost too much for her mind to recognize at all, but she had been shocked by it, and everything was different from what it used to be. She knew that at any rate.

She said she was going to die, the child told me, still watching me with her sad and curious eyes as if everybody knew the secret of it all and would not tell her.

You will know all about it when you are older, dear, and you will see her again by and by, I said; but she shook her head.

She isnt coming back any more, she answered, as if she were sure of that at any rate.

There seemed to be no one to look after her, so presently I gave her some of my own luncheon. She was very hungry, and I pitied her more than ever, for the fact of her friendlessness grew more and more plain. She had pretty manners; she evidently had been brought up carefully, and there was a quaint dignity and reserve about her; she did nothing in a hurry, as if she had never been with other children at all and had learned no childish or impatient ways. I noticed her clothes, which were beginning to look worn and outgrown, but were very clean and well kept. It was on the edge of winter, but she still wore what must have been her last summers hat, a little leghorn hat trimmed with white ribbon, and over her shoulders she had one of the very smallest of plaid shawls folded corner wise, and pinned over neatly. She had some mittens, but she had taken those off and put them together on the window ledge.

Presently the conductor came in, evidently in a hurry, and when he saw that we had been lunching together he looked as if a weight were taken off his mind.

Im very much obliged to you, he said to me; I meant to take her out and give her some dinner when we stopped, but I got a message that something had gone wrong up the road, and I had to fly round as fast s I could. I only got part of a cup o coffee myself.

Is she under your care? I asked.

The conductor moved the little girl to the seat facing mine, and bent over to tell me. Shes left all alone in the world. Father was a friend of mine, freight conductor on the road, and he was killed pretty near two years ago. Wife was a nice little woman, and the company helped her some, and she sewed and got along very well for a while, but she never had any health, and she died last Sunday of the pneumonia very sudden, buried day before yesterday. The folks in the house sent a dispatch to a sister in Boston theyd heard her speak of, and she answered right off shed take the child. They cant sell off what little stuff there is until they hear from her. My wife told me how things were and I spoke to the superintendent and said Id take her on free, I believed. Id a-taken her home myself and welcome, but long s shes got some folks of her own shed better go to em. I dont much believe in fetching up other folks children, but I told my wife last thing as I came out of the house that if I didnt like the looks of the woman that comes for her Im just going to fetch her back again. Shes the best little thing I ever saw; seems as if she knew what had happened and was trying to make the best of it. I found this Pullman wasnt full, and I thought she could move round in here more than in one of the other cars. There aint much travel at this time of year.

Ill take the best care I can of her, said I; Im going to Boston; and the conductor nodded and touched Nellys cheek and disappeared.

She seemed to look upon everybody as her friend. She walked with unsteady, short steps to the other end of the car, and the bride, who was a pleasant looking young woman, spoke to her kindly and gave her some candy; but I was sure that presently the child said, as she had said to me, that her mother was dead, for I saw the girl bend over her and flush a little, while her eyes filled with tears. I dare say she thought of her own mother whom she had so lately left, and she put her arm close round the child and kissed her, and afterwards seemed to be telling her a story at which Nelly smiled now and then.

I read for a while, but in the middle of the afternoon I fell asleep, and when I waked again the car lamps were lighted, and I looked for the little traveler, who was standing in the passage way of the car. She had taken off her hat and there was evidently something wrong with it, for she was looking at it anxiously and trying to fasten something which had broken. I tried to beckon her to me, but in the seat just beside her was the priest, a stout, unsympathetic looking old gentleman, and I was half amused and half touched to see her give the hat to him and show him where to fasten the strap of it. He was evidently much confused; he even blushed, but he did what she asked him with clumsy fingers and then put the hat on for her, as she stood before him and bent down her head as if he would have had to reach up to it. She was going away then, but he stopped her and gave her some bits of money from his pocket; she came a step or two nearer to him and held up her face to kiss him, and then he looked out of the window a minute and afterward turned and looked at his neighbors appealingly. It had been like a flower dropped into his prosaic life, I imagine; he was evidently quite surprised and pleased by so touching a confidence.

It must have been a long, dull day for a child to spend, but she was as good as possible, and did not give anybody the least trouble. We talked with each other about her, and felt as if she were under the care of every one of us. I could not help thinking how often we are at each others mercy as we go through this world, and how much better it would be if we were as trustful and unsuspicious as this little child, and only looked for kindness at our neighbors hands.

Just as it was growing dark she came to me and put her hand into mine and gave it a little pull.

Come and see the birds, said she, and I suddenly became aware of the chirping of a robin somewhere near us. It was a funny sound to hear in the winter twilight, with the rattling of the train and shriek of the whistles, for it was really the note of a robin who was going to sleep on his nest in an apple-tree, or high on an elm bough, some early summer evening. But Nelly led me toward the old lady with so many bundles, and I found one of her treasures was a bird cage, and there sure enough was the red-breast, a fat fellow with smooth feathers, who winked and blinked at us and stopped his chirping as we stood beside him.

She seems pleased with him, the little girl does, said the birds owner. Id like to have her see the rest of my birds. Twenty-three Ive got in all; thirteen of em s canaries. The woman in the other part of the house is taking care of em while Im gone. Im going on to Stockbridge to spend Thanksgiving with my niece. It was a great piece o work to get started and I didnt feel at first s if I could leave the birds, but I knew Marthas folks would feel hurt if I put em off again this year about coming. But I had to take the old robin along with me. Some folks said it might be the death of him, but hes never been one mite scared. His cage stands in a window at home where he sees a sight o passing. Hes the tamest thing you ever saw. Now Im so fur on my way Im glad I did make up my mind to start, though itll be bad getting there in the night. I think a change is good for anybody, and then Im so tied down most of the time with the birds that I dont get out much, and theres nobody to fetch in the news.

Why dont you bring up a few carrier pigeons with the rest of your family? said I, and this seemed to amuse her very much.

Sakes alive! I dont want no more, said she; but then Ive said that all along; all the folks that keeps canaries in our place comes to me if anything ails em. Then I take em to doctor and get so attached to em I cant let em go again. I was telling this little girl if Id known I was going to see her Id have brought along a nice little linnet for her; hell sing all day long, but him and the one I put him with is always fighting each other, and all my other cages is too full aready. I reckon youd be good to the little bird, wouldnt you now, dear? The little traveler smiled eagerly, while I suddenly thought of the two sparrows that are sold for a farthing of this worlds money.

I think we were all anxious to see what kind of woman the aunt would be, and I was half afraid she would look hard-hearted, and I knew in that case I should always be sorry when I thought of the little girl whose hand I was so sorry to let go. I had looked after her at night. I had waked a dozen times to look at her sweet little shadowed face as she slept, with the doll held fast in her arms.

At the station in the morning I found some one waiting to meet me, but I could not go until I saw the aunt. I waited with the conductor for a few minutes, and I was beginning to fear I must say good-by to my little traveler and never know her fortunes. Every one of the passengers had given her something, I believe - picture-papers and fruit and candy and I do not know what else - and I had seen even the old priest kiss her good-by most tenderly, and lay his hand on her head in what I am sure was a heart-felt blessing. I do not know whether it was some grand old Latin benediction, or a simple longing that God would be near to the lonely child and that His saints would defend her as she goes through the world.

I was glad when I saw just the woman I had wished and hoped for coming hurriedly toward us - there was no doubt that it was all right, she was sure of the child at a glance. I had fancied all the time that she must look like her mother.

My dear baby! the woman said with a sob, and caught her in her arms, while the little girl, with a quick, instinctive love, put out her short arms and they clung to each other without a word.

It was all right, as the conductor said again, half to himself and half to me. After a minute the woman said brokenly that she thanked him for his kindness. Poor Ellen! she never knew she was sick till the news came she was gone. He must tell the people out there that Nelly would have a good home. They stopped to talk longer and Nelly stood gravely by, but I had to hurry away, and after I was in the carriage I wished I could go back to kiss the little thing again.


A White Heron and Other Stories (1886)
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A White Heron and Other Stories was first published by Houghton, Mifflin and Company in 1886. While many of Jewetts previous works had been serialised in The Atlantic Monthly, the author admitted in a letter to her close friend and companion Annie Fields, that the short story A White Heron was not suitable for publication in a magazine. Annie Fields was an author and poet and the wife of publisher and editor, James Thomas Fields. At the start of Jewetts writing career in the late 1860s, Fields had been the owner and editor of The Atlantic Monthly. Jewett developed a friendship with the Fields and shortly after James died in 1881, she and Annie began living together. Their relationship was often described as a Boston Marriage; a late nineteenth century term used to describe two wealthy women who lived together, financially independent of a man. In some cases these relationships were romantic and sexual in nature, while in others they were platonic friendships.

This collection of short stories illustrates Jewetts proficiency and skill of the genre. She dedicated the work to her older sister, Mary Rice Jewett, with whom she shared a home for many years after their parents died. A White Heron and Other Stories was well-received by critics at the time, with the reviewer from The Literary World noting that in this work ...we recognize the fine instinct and touch of the artist. 

The title story concerns a young girl, Sylvia, who has moved from the city to live with her grandmother in the Maine countryside and has adjusted to her new life well. One day she meets a young attractive hunter, who wants to capture a white heron for his wildlife collection. He offers Sylvia money if she can locate the bird for him. She is initially tempted to assist him, but she soon becomes unsure of the endeavour. The story explores the relationship between humans and nature and the seductive and destructive allure of the stranger or outsider, while also contrasting a life of freedom and emancipation with the realm of domesticity.
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THE WOODS WERE already filled with shadows one June evening, just before eight oclock, though a bright sunset still glimmered faintly among the trunks of the trees. A little girl was driving home her cow, a plodding, dilatory, provoking creature in her behavior, but a valued companion for all that. They were going away from whatever light there was, and striking deep into the woods, but their feet were familiar with the path, and it was no matter whether their eyes could see it or not.

There was hardly a night the summer through when the old cow could be found waiting at the pasture bars; on the contrary, it was her greatest pleasure to hide herself away among the huckleberry bushes, and though she wore a loud bell she had made the discovery that if one stood perfectly still it would not ring. So Sylvia had to hunt for her until she found her, and call Co ! Co ! with never an answering Moo, until her childish patience was quite spent. If the creature had not given good milk and plenty of it, the case would have seemed very different to her owners. Besides, Sylvia had all the time there was, and very little use to make of it. Sometimes in pleasant weather it was a consolation to look upon the cows pranks as an intelligent attempt to play hide and seek, and as the child had no playmates she lent herself to this amusement with a good deal of zest. Though this chase had been so long that the wary animal herself had given an unusual signal of her whereabouts, Sylvia had only laughed when she came upon Mistress Moolly at the swamp-side, and urged her affectionately homeward with a twig of birch leaves. The old cow was not inclined to wander farther, she even turned in the right direction for once as they left the pasture, and stepped along the road at a good pace. She was quite ready to be milked now, and seldom stopped to browse. Sylvia wondered what her grandmother would say because they were so late. It was a great while since she had left home at half-past five oclock, but everybody knew the difficulty of making this errand a short one. Mrs. Tilley had chased the hornéd torment too many summer evenings herself to blame any one else for lingering, and was only thankful as she waited that she had Sylvia, nowadays, to give such valuable assistance. The good woman suspected that Sylvia loitered occasionally on her own account; there never was such a child for straying about out-of-doors since the world was made! Everybody said that it was a good change for a little maid who had tried to grow for eight years in a crowded manufacturing town, but, as for Sylvia herself, it seemed as if she never had been alive at all before she came to live at the farm. She thought often with wistful compassion of a wretched geranium that belonged to a town neighbor.

Afraid of folks, old Mrs. Tilley said to herself, with a smile, after she had made the unlikely choice of Sylvia from her daughters houseful of children, and was returning to the farm. Afraid of folks, they said! I guess she wont be troubled no great with em up to the old place! When they reached the door of the lonely house and stopped to unlock it, and the cat came to purr loudly, and rub against them, a deserted pussy, indeed, but fat with young robins, Sylvia whispered that this was a beautiful place to live in, and she never should wish to go home. 

The companions followed the shady wood-road, the cow taking slow steps and the child very fast ones. The cow stopped long at the brook to drink, as if the pasture were not half a swamp, and Sylvia stood still and waited, letting her bare feet cool themselves in the shoal water, while the great twilight moths struck softly against her. She waded on through the brook as the cow moved away, and listened to the thrushes with a heart that beat fast with pleasure. There was a stirring in the great boughs overhead. They were full of little birds and beasts that seemed to be wide awake, and going about their world, or else saying good-night to each other in sleepy twitters. Sylvia herself felt sleepy as she walked along. However, it was not much farther to the house, and the air was soft and sweet. She was not often in the woods so late as this, and it made her feel as if she were a part of the gray shadows and the moving leaves. She was just thinking how long it seemed since she first came to the farm a year ago, and wondering if everything went on in the noisy town just the same as when she was there, the thought of the great red-faced boy who used to chase and frighten her made her hurry along the path to escape from the shadow of the trees.

Suddenly this little woods-girl is horror-stricken to hear a clear whistle not very far away. Not a birds-whistle, which would have a sort of friendliness, but a boys whistle, determined, and somewhat aggressive. Sylvia left the cow to whatever sad fate might await her, and stepped discreetly aside into the bushes, but she was just too late. The enemy had discovered her, and called out in a very cheerful and persuasive tone, Halloa, little girl, how far is it to the road? and trembling Sylvia answered almost inaudibly, A good ways.

She did not dare to look boldly at the tall young man, who carried a gun over his shoulder, but she came out of her bush and again followed the cow, while he walked alongside.

I have been hunting for some birds, the stranger said kindly, and I have lost my way, and need a friend very much. Dont be afraid, he added gallantly. Speak up and tell me what your name is, and whether you think I can spend the night at your house, and go out gunning early in the morning.

Sylvia was more alarmed than before. Would not her grandmother consider her much to blame? But who could have foreseen such an accident as this? It did not seem to be her fault, and she hung her head as if the stem of it were broken, but managed to answer Sylvy, with much effort when her companion again asked her name.

Mrs. Tilley was standing in the doorway when the trio came into view. The cow gave a loud moo by way of explanation.

Yes, youd better speak up for yourself, you old trial! Whered she tucked herself away this time, Sylvy? But Sylvia kept an awed silence; she knew by instinct that her grandmother did not comprehend the gravity of the situation. She must be mistaking the stranger for one of the farmer-lads of the region.

The young man stood his gun beside the door, and dropped a lumpy game-bag beside it; then he bade Mrs. Tilley good-evening, and repeated his wayfarers story, and asked if he could have a nights lodging.

Put me anywhere you like, he said. I must be off early in the morning, before day; but I am very hungry, indeed. You can give me some milk at any rate, thats plain.

Dear sakes, yes, responded the hostess, whose long slumbering hospitality seemed to be easily awakened. You might fare better if you went out to the main road a mile or so, but youre welcome to what weve got. Ill milk right off, and you make yourself at home. You can sleep on husks or feathers, she proffered graciously. I raised them all myself. Theres good pasturing for geese just below here towards the mash. Now step round and set a plate for the gentleman, Sylvy! And Sylvia promptly stepped. She was glad to have something to do, and she was hungry herself.

It was a surprise to find so clean and comfortable a little dwelling in this New England wilderness. The young man had known the horrors of its most primitive housekeeping, and the dreary squalor of that level of society which does not rebel at the companionship of hens. This was the best thrift of an old-fashioned farmstead, though on such a small scale that it seemed like a hermitage. He listened eagerly to the old womans quaint talk, he watched Sylvias pale face and shining gray eyes with ever growing enthusiasm, and insisted that this was the best supper he had eaten for a month, and afterward the new-made friends sat down in the door-way together while the moon came up.

Soon it would be berry-time, and Sylvia was a great help at picking. The cow was a good milker, though a plaguy thing to keep track of, the hostess gossiped frankly, adding presently that she had buried four children, so Sylvias mother, and a son (who might be dead) in California were all the children she had left. Dan, my boy, was a great hand to go gunning, she explained sadly. I never wanted for patridges or gray squerls while he was to home. Hes been a great wandrer, I expect, and hes no hand to write letters. There, I dont blame him, Id ha seen the world myself if it had been so I could.

Sylvy takes after him, the grandmother continued affectionately, after a minutes pause. There aint a foot o ground she dont know her way over, and the wild creaturs counts her one o themselves. Squerls shell tame to come an feed right out o her hands, and all sorts o birds. Last winter she got the jay-birds to bangeing here, and I believe shed a scanted herself of her own meals to have plenty to throw out amongst em, if I hadnt kep watch. Anything but crows, I tell her, Im willin to help support — though Dan he had a tamed one o them that did seem to have reason same as folks. It was round here a good spell after he went away. Dan an his father they didnt hitch, — but he never held up his head agin after Dan had dared him an gone off.

The guest did not notice this hint of family sorrows in his eager interest in something else.

So Sylvy knows all about birds, does she? he exclaimed, as he looked round at the little girl who sat, very demure but increasingly sleepy, in the moonlight. I am making a collection of birds myself. I have been at it ever since I was a boy. (Mrs. Tilley smiled.) There are two or three very rare ones I have been hunting for these five years. I mean to get them on my own ground if they can be found.

Do you cage em up? asked Mrs. Tilley doubtfully, in response to this enthusiastic announcement.

Oh no, theyre stuffed and preserved, dozens and dozens of them, said the ornithologist, and I have shot or snared every one myself. I caught a glimpse of a white heron a few miles from here on Saturday, and I have followed it in this direction. They have never been found in this district at all. The little white heron, it is, and he turned again to look at Sylvia with the hope of discovering that the rare bird was one of her acquaintances.

But Sylvia was watching a hop-toad in the narrow footpath.

You would know the heron if you saw it, the stranger continued eagerly. A queer tall white bird with soft feathers and long thin legs. And it would have a nest perhaps in the top of a high tree, made of sticks, something like a hawks nest.

Sylvias heart gave a wild beat; she knew that strange white bird, and had once stolen softly near where it stood in some bright green swamp grass, away over at the other side of the woods. There was an open place where the sunshine always seemed strangely yellow and hot, where tall, nodding rushes grew, and her grandmother had warned her that she might sink in the soft black mud underneath and never be heard of more. Not far beyond were the salt marshes just this side the sea itself, which Sylvia wondered and dreamed much about, but never had seen, whose great voice could sometimes be heard above the noise of the woods on stormy nights.

I cant think of anything I should like so much as to find that herons nest, the handsome stranger was saying. I would give ten dollars to anybody who could show it to me, he added desperately, and I mean to spend my whole vacation hunting for it if need be. Perhaps it was only migrating, or had been chased out of its own region by some bird of prey.

Mrs. Tilley gave amazed attention to all this, but Sylvia still watched the toad, not divining, as she might have done at some calmer time, that the creature wished to get to its hole under the door-step, and was much hindered by the unusual spectators at that hour of the evening. No amount of thought, that night, could decide how many wished-for treasures the ten dollars, so lightly spoken of, would buy. 

The next day the young sportsman hovered about the woods, and Sylvia kept him company, having lost her first fear of the friendly lad, who proved to be most kind and sympathetic. He told her many things about the birds and what they knew and where they lived and what they did with themselves. And he gave her a jack-knife, which she thought as great a treasure as if she were a desert-islander. All day long he did not once make her troubled or afraid except when he brought down some unsuspecting singing creature from its bough. Sylvia would have liked him vastly better without his gun; she could not understand why he killed the very birds he seemed to like so much. But as the day waned, Sylvia still watched the young man with loving admiration. She had never seen anybody so charming and delightful; the womans heart, asleep in the child, was vaguely thrilled by a dream of love. Some premonition of that great power stirred and swayed these young creatures who traversed the solemn woodlands with soft-footed silent care. They stopped to listen to a birds song; they pressed forward again eagerly, parting the branches — speaking to each other rarely and in whispers; the young man going first and Sylvia following, fascinated, a few steps behind, with her gray eyes dark with excitement.

She grieved because the longed-for white heron was elusive, but she did not lead the guest, she only followed, and there was no such thing as speaking first. The sound of her own unquestioned voice would have terrified her — it was hard enough to answer yes or no when there was need of that. At last evening began to fall, and they drove the cow home together, and Sylvia smiled with pleasure when they came to the place where she heard the whistle and was afraid only the night before. 

II.

Half a mile from home, at the farther edge of the woods, where the land was highest, a great pine-tree stood, the last of its generation. Whether it was left for a boundary mark, or for what reason, no one could say; the woodchoppers who had felled its mates were dead and gone long ago, and a whole forest of sturdy trees, pines and oaks and maples, had grown again. But the stately head of this old pine towered above them all and made a landmark for sea and shore miles and miles away. Sylvia knew it well. She had always believed that whoever climbed to the top of it could see the ocean; and the little girl had often laid her hand on the great rough trunk and looked up wistfully at those dark boughs that the wind always stirred, no matter how hot and still the air might be below. Now she thought of the tree with a new excitement, for why, if one climbed it at break of day, could not one see all the world, and easily discover from whence the white heron flew, and mark the place, and find the hidden nest?

What a spirit of adventure, what wild ambition! What fancied triumph and delight and glory for the later morning when she could make known the secret! It was almost too real and too great for the childish heart to bear.

All night the door of the little house stood open and the whippoorwills came and sang upon the very step. The young sportsman and his old hostess were sound asleep, but Sylvias great design kept her broad awake and watching. She forgot to think of sleep. The short summer night seemed as long as the winter darkness, and at last when the whippoorwills ceased, and she was afraid the morning would after all come too soon, she stole out of the house and followed the pasture path through the woods, hastening toward the open ground beyond, listening with a sense of comfort and companionship to the drowsy twitter of a half-awakened bird, whose perch she had jarred in passing. Alas, if the great wave of human interest which flooded for the first time this dull little life should sweep away the satisfactions of an existence heart to heart with nature and the dumb life of the forest!

There was the huge tree asleep yet in the paling moonlight, and small and silly Sylvia began with utmost bravery to mount to the top of it, with tingling, eager blood coursing the channels of her whole frame, with her bare feet and fingers, that pinched and held like birds claws to the monstrous ladder reaching up, up, almost to the sky itself. First she must mount the white oak tree that grew alongside, where she was almost lost among the dark branches and the green leaves heavy and wet with dew; a bird fluttered off its nest, and a red squirrel ran to and fro and scolded pettishly at the harmless housebreaker. Sylvia felt her way easily. She had often climbed there, and knew that higher still one of the oaks upper branches chafed against the pine trunk, just where its lower boughs were set close together. There, when she made the dangerous pass from one tree to the other, the great enterprise would really begin.

She crept out along the swaying oak limb at last, and took the daring step across into the old pine-tree. The way was harder than she thought; she must reach far and hold fast, the sharp dry twigs caught and held her and scratched her like angry talons, the pitch made her thin little fingers clumsy and stiff as she went round and round the trees great stem, higher and higher upward. The sparrows and robins in the woods below were beginning to wake and twitter to the dawn, yet it seemed much lighter there aloft in the pine-tree, and the child knew she must hurry if her project were to be of any use.

The tree seemed to lengthen itself out as she went up, and to reach farther and farther upward. It was like a great main-mast to the voyaging earth; it must truly have been amazed that morning through all its ponderous frame as it felt this determined spark of human spirit wending its way from higher branch to branch. Who knows how steadily the least twigs held themselves to advantage this light, weak creature on her way! The old pine must have loved his new dependent. More than all the hawks, and bats, and moths, and even the sweet voiced thrushes, was the brave, beating heart of the solitary gray-eyed child. And the tree stood still and frowned away the winds that June morning while the dawn grew bright in the east.

Sylvias face was like a pale star, if one had seen it from the ground, when the last thorny bough was past, and she stood trembling and tired but wholly triumphant, high in the tree-top. Yes, there was the sea with the dawning sun making a golden dazzle over it, and toward that glorious east flew two hawks with slow-moving pinions. How low they looked in the air from that height when one had only seen them before far up, and dark against the blue sky. Their gray feathers were as soft as moths; they seemed only a little way from the tree, and Sylvia felt as if she too could go flying away among the clouds. Westward, the woodlands and farms reached miles and miles into the distance; here and there were church steeples, and white villages, truly it was a vast and awesome world

The birds sang louder and louder. At last the sun came up bewilderingly bright. Sylvia could see the white sails of ships out at sea, and the clouds that were purple and rose-colored and yellow at first began to fade away. Where was the white herons nest in the sea of green branches, and was this wonderful sight and pageant of the world the only reward for having climbed to such a giddy height? Now look down again, Sylvia, where the green marsh is set among the shining birches and dark hemlocks; there where you saw the white heron once you will see him again; look, look! a white spot of him like a single floating feather comes up from the dead hemlock and grows larger, and rises, and comes close at last, and goes by the landmark pine with steady sweep of wing and outstretched slender neck and crested head. And wait! wait! do not move a foot or a finger, little girl, do not send an arrow of light and consciousness from your two eager eyes, for the heron has perched on a pine bough not far beyond yours, and cries back to his mate on the nest and plumes his feathers for the new day!

The child gives a long sigh a minute later when a company of shouting cat-birds comes also to the tree, and vexed by their fluttering and lawlessness the solemn heron goes away. She knows his secret now, the wild, light, slender bird that floats and wavers, and goes back like an arrow presently to his home in the green world beneath. Then Sylvia, well satisfied, makes her perilous way down again, not daring to look far below the branch she stands on, ready to cry sometimes because her fingers ache and her lamed feet slip. Wondering over and over again what the stranger would say to her, and what he would think when she told him how to find his way straight to the herons nest. 

Sylvy, Sylvy! called the busy old grandmother again and again, but nobody answered, and the small husk bed was empty and Sylvia had disappeared.

The guest waked from a dream, and remembering his days pleasure hurried to dress himself that it might sooner begin. He was sure from the way the shy little girl looked once or twice yesterday that she had at least seen the white heron, and now she must really be made to tell. Here she comes now, paler than ever, and her worn old frock is torn and tattered, and smeared with pine pitch. The grandmother and the sportsman stand in the door together and question her, and the splendid moment has come to speak of the dead hemlock-tree by the green marsh.

But Sylvia does not speak after all, though the old grandmother fretfully rebukes her, and the young mans kind, appealing eyes are looking straight in her own. He can make them rich with money; he has promised it, and they are poor now. He is so well worth making happy, and he waits to hear the story she can tell.

No, she must keep silence! What is it that suddenly forbids her and makes her dumb? Has she been nine years growing and now, when the great world for the first time puts out a hand to her, must she thrust it aside for a birds sake? The murmur of the pines green branches is in her ears, she remembers how the white heron came flying through the golden air and how they watched the sea and the morning together, and Sylvia cannot speak; she cannot tell the herons secret and give its life away. 

Dear loyalty, that suffered a sharp pang as the guest went away disappointed later in the day, that could have served and followed him and loved him as a dog loves! Many a night Sylvia heard the echo of his whistle haunting the pasture path as she came home with the loitering cow. She forgot even her sorrow at the sharp report of his gun and the sight of thrushes and sparrows dropping silent to the ground, their songs hushed and their pretty feathers stained and wet with blood. Were the birds better friends than their hunter might have been, — who can tell? Whatever treasures were lost to her, woodlands and summer-time, remember! Bring your gifts and graces and tell your secrets to this lonely country child!


THE GRAY MAN
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HIGH ON THE southern slope of Agamenticus there may still be seen the remnant of an old farm. Frost-shaken stone walls surround a fast-narrowing expanse of smooth turf which the forest is overgrowing on every side. The cellar is nearly filled up, never having been either wide or deep, and the fruit of a few mossy apple-trees drops ungathered to the ground. Along one side of the forsaken garden is a thicket of seedling cherry-trees to which the shouting robins come year after year in busy flights; the caterpillars nests are unassailed and populous in this untended hedge. At night, perhaps, when summer twilights are late in drawing their brown curtain of dusk over the great rural scene, at night an owl may sit in the hemlocks near by and hoot and shriek until the far echoes answer back again. As for the few men and women who pass this deserted spot, most will be repulsed by such loneliness, will even grow impatient with those mistaken fellow-beings who choose to live in solitude, away from neighbors and from schools, yes, even from gossip and petty care of self or knowledge of the trivial fashions of a narrow life.

Now and then one looks out from this eyrie, across the wide-spread country, who turns to look at the sea or toward the shining foreheads of the mountains that guard the inland horizon, who will remember the place long afterward. A peaceful vision will come, full of rest and benediction into busy and troubled hours, to those who understand why some one came to live in this place so near the sky, so silent, so full of sweet air and woodland fragrance; so beaten and buffeted by winter storms and garlanded with summer greenery; where the birds are nearest neighbors and a clear spring the only wine-cellar, and trees of the forest a choir of singers who rejoice and sing aloud by day and night as the winds sweep over. Under the cherry thicket or at the edge of the woods you may find a strayaway blossom, some half-savage, slender grandchild of the old flower-plots, that you gather gladly to take away, and every year in June a red rose blooms toward which the wild pink roses and the pale sweet briars turn wondering faces as if a queen had shown her noble face suddenly at a peasants festival.

There is everywhere a token of remembrance, of silence and secrecy. Some stronger nature once ruled these neglected trees and this fallow ground. They will wait the return of their master as long as roots can creep through mould, and the mould make way for them. The stories of strange lives have been whispered to the earth, their thoughts have burned themselves into the cold rocks. As one looks from the lower country toward the long slope of the great hillside, this old abiding-place marks the dark covering of trees like a scar. There is nothing to hide either the sunrise or the sunset. The low lands reach out of sight into the west and the sea fills all the east.

The first owner of the farm was a seafaring man who had through freak or fancy come ashore and cast himself upon the bounty of nature for support in his later years, though tradition keeps a suspicion of buried treasure and of a dark history. He cleared his land and built his house, but save the fact that he was a Scotsman no one knew to whom he belonged, and when he died the state inherited the unclaimed property. The only piece of woodland that was worth anything was sold and added to another farm, and the dwelling-place was left to the sunshine and the rain, to the birds that built their nests in the chimney or under the eaves. Sometimes a strolling company of country boys would find themselves near the house on a holiday afternoon, but the more dilapidated the small structure became, the more they believed that some uncanny existence possessed the lonely place, and the path that led toward the clearing at last became almost impassable.

Once a number of officers and men in the employ of the Coast Survey were encamped at the top of the mountain, and they smoothed the rough track that led down to the spring that bubbled from under a sheltering edge. One day a laughing fellow, not content with peering in at the small windows of the house, put his shoulder against the rain-blackened door and broke the simple fastening. He hardly knew that he was afraid as he first stood within the single spacious room, so complete a curiosity took possession of him. The place was clean and bare, the empty cupboard doors stood open, and yet the sound of his companions voices outside seemed far away, and an awful sense that some unseen inhabitant followed his footsteps made him hurry out again pale and breathless to the fresh air and sunshine. Was this really a dwelling-place of spirits, as had been already hinted? The story grew more fearful, and spread quickly like a mist of terror among the lowland farms. For years the tale of the coast-surveyors adventure in the haunted house was slowly magnified and told to strangers or to wide-eyed children by the dim firelight. The former owner was supposed to linger still about his old home, and was held accountable for deep offense in choosing for the scene of his unsuccessful husbandry a place that escaped the properties and restraints of life upon lower levels. His grave was concealed by the new growth of oaks and beeches, and many a lad and full-grown man beside has taken to his heels at the flicker of light from across a swamp or under a decaying tree in that neighborhood. As the world in some respects grew wiser, the good people near the mountain understood less and less the causes of these simple effects, and as they became familiar with the visible world, grew more shy of the unseen and more sensitive to unexplained foreboding. 

One day a stranger was noticed in the town, as a stranger is sure to be who goes his way with quick, furtive steps straight through a small village or along a country road. This man was tall and had just passed middle age. He was well made and vigorous, but there was an unusual pallor in his face, a grayish look, as if he had been startled by bad news. His clothes were somewhat peculiar, as if they had been made in another country, yet they suited the chilly weather, being homespun of undyed wools, just the color of his hair, and only a little darker than his face or hands. Some one observed in one brief glance as he and this gray man met and passed each other, that his eyes had a strange faded look; they might, however, flash and be coal-black in a moment of rage. Two or three persons stepped forward to watch the wayfarer as he went along the road with long, even strides, like one taking a journey on foot, but he quickly reached a turn of the way and was out of sight. They wondered who he was; one recalled some recent advertisement of an escaped criminal, and another the appearance of a native of the town who was supposed to be long ago lost at sea, but one surmiser knew as little as the next. If they had followed fast enough they might have tracked the mysterious man straight across the country, threading the by-ways, the shorter paths that led across the fields where the road was roundabout and hindering. At last he disappeared in the leafless, trackless woods that skirted the mountain.

That night there was for the first time in many years a twinkling light in the window of the haunted house, high on the hills great shoulder; one farmers wife and another looked up curiously, while they wondered what daring human being had chosen that awesome spot of all others for his home or for even a transient shelter. The sky was already heavy with snow; he might be a fugitive from justice, and the startled people looked to the fastening of their doors unwontedly that night, and waked often from a troubled sleep.

An instinctive curiosity and alarm possessed the country men and women for a while, but soon faded out and disappeared. The newcomer was by no means a hermit; he tried to be friendly, and inclined toward a certain kindliness and familiarity. He bought a comfortable store of winter provisions from his new acquaintances, giving every one his price, and spoke more at length, as time went on, of current events, of politics and the weather, and the towns own news and concerns. There was a sober cheerfulness about the man, as if he had known trouble and perplexity, and was fulfilling some mission that gave him pain; yet he saw some gain and reward beyond; therefore he could be contented with his life and such strange surroundings. He was more and more eager to form brotherly relations with the farmers near his home. There was almost a pleading look in his kind face at times, as if he feared the later prejudice of his associates. Surely this was no common or uneducated person, for in every way he left the stamp of his character and influence upon men and things. His reasonable words of advice and warning are current as sterling coins in that region yet; to one man he taught a new rotation of crops, to another he gave some priceless cures for devastating diseases of cattle. The lonely women of those remote country homes learned of him how to achieve their household toil with less labor and drudgery, and here and there he singled out promising children and kept watch of their growth, giving freely a most affectionate companionship, and a fair start in the journey of life. He taught those who were guardians of such children to recognize and further the true directions and purposes of existence; and the easily warped natures grew strong and well-established under his thoughtful care. No wonder that some people were filled with amazement, and thought his wisdom supernatural, from so many proofs that his horizon was wider than their own.

Perhaps some envious soul, or one aggrieved by being caught in treachery or deception, was the first to find fault with the stranger. The prejudice against his dwelling-place, and the superstition which had become linked to him in consequence, may have led back to the first suspicious attitude of the community. The whisper of distrust soon started on an evil way. If he were not a criminal, his past was surely a hidden one, and shocking to his remembrance, but the true foundation of all dislike was the fact that the gray man who went to and fro, living his simple, harmless life among them, never was seen to smile. Persons who remember him speak of this with a shudder, for nothing is more evident than that his peculiarity became at length intolerable to those whose minds lent themselves readily to suspicion. At first, blinded by the gentle good fellowship of the stranger, the changeless expression of his face was scarcely observed, but as the winter wore away he was watched with renewed disbelief and dismay.

After the first few attempts at gayety nobody tried to tell a merry story in his presence. The most conspicuous of a jokers audience does a deep-rankling injustice if he sits with unconscious, unamused face at the receipt of raillery. What a chilling moment when the gray man softly opened the door of a farmhouse kitchen, and seated himself like a skeleton at the feast of walnuts and roasted apples beside the glowing fire! The children whom he treated so lovingly, to whom he ever gave his best, though they were won at first by his gentleness, when they began to prattle and play with him would raise their innocent eyes to his face and hush their voices and creep away out of his sight. Once only he was bidden to a wedding, but never afterward, for a gloom was quickly spread through the boisterous company; the man who never smiled had no place at such a festival. The wedding guests looked over their shoulders again and again in strange foreboding, while he was in the house, and were burdened with a sense of coming woe for the newly-married pair. As one caught sight of his, among the faces of the rural folk, the gray man was like a sombre mask, and at last the bridegroom flung open the door with a meaning gesture, and the stranger went out like a hunted creature, into the bitter coldness and silence of the winter night.

Through the long days of the next summer the outcast of the wedding, forbidden, at length, all the once-proffered hospitality, was hardly seen from one weeks end to anothers. He cultivated his poor estate with patient care, and the successive crops of his small garden, the fruits and berries of the wilderness, were food enough. He seemed unchangeable, and was always ready when he even guessed at a chance to be of use. If he were repulsed, he only turned away and went back to his solitary home. Those persons who by chance visited him there tell wonderful tales of the wild birds which had been tamed to come at his call and cluster about him, of the orderliness and delicacy of his simple life. The once-neglected house was covered with vines that he had brought from the woods, and planted about the splintering, decaying walls. There were three or four books in worn bindings on a shelf above the fire-place; one longs to know what volumes this mysterious exile had chosen to keep him company!

There may have been a deeper reason for the withdrawal of friendliness; there are vague rumors of the gray mans possession of strange powers. Some say that he was gifted with amazing strength, and once when some belated hunters found shelter at his fireside, they told eager listeners afterward that he did not sleep but sat by the fire reading gravely while they slumbered uneasily on his own bed of boughs. And in the dead of night an empty chair glided silently toward him across the floor as he softly turned his pages in the flickering light.

But such stories are too vague, and in that neighborhood too common to weigh against the true dignity and bravery of the man. At the beginning of the war of the rebellion he seemed strangely troubled and disturbed, and presently disappeared, leaving his house key with a neighbor as if for a few days absence. He was last seen striding rapidly through the village a few miles away, going back along the road by which he had come a year or two before. No, not last seen either; for in one of the first battles of the war, as the smoke suddenly lifted, a farmers boy, reared in the shadow of the mountain, opened his languid pain-dulled eyes as he lay among the wounded, and saw the gray man riding by on a tall horse. At that moment the poor lad thought in his faintness and fear that Death himself rode by in the gray mans likeness; unsmiling Death who tries to teach and serve mankind so that he may at the last win welcome as a faithful friend!


FARMER FINCH.
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IT WAS AS bleak and sad a day as one could well imagine. The time of year was early in December, and the daylight was already fading, though it was only a little past the middle of the afternoon. John Finch was driving toward his farm, which he had left early in the morning to go to town; but to judge from his face one might have been sure that his business had not been successful. He looked pinched and discouraged with something besides the cold, and he hardly noticed the faithful red horse which carefully made its way over the frozen ruts of the familiar road.

There had lately been a few days of mild weather, when the ground had had time to thaw, but with a sudden blast of cold this deep mud had become like iron, rough and ragged, and jarring the people and horses cruelly who tried to travel over it. The road lay through the bleak country side of the salt-marshes which stretched themselves away toward the sea, dotted here and there with hay-cocks, and crossed in wavering lines by the inlets and ditches, filled now with grayish ice, that was sinking and cracking as the tide ran out. The marsh-grass was wind-swept and beaten until it looked as soft and brown as fur; the wind had free course over it, and it looked like a deserted bit of the world; the battered and dingy flat-bottomed boats were fastened securely in their tiny harbors, or pulled far ashore as if their usefulness was over, not only for that season but for all time. In some late autumn weather one feels as if summer were over with forever, and as if no resurrection could follow such unmistakable and hopeless death.

Where the land was higher it looked rocky and rough, and behind the marshes there were some low hills looking as if they were solid stone to their cores, and sparingly overgrown with black and rigid cedars. These stood erect from the least to the greatest, a most unbending and heartless family, which meant to give neither shade in summer nor shelter in winter. No wind could overturn them, for their roots went down like wires into the ledges, and no drought could dry away the inmost channels of vigorous though scanty sap that ran soberly through their tough, unfruitful branches.

In one place the hills formed an amphitheatre open on the side toward the sea, and here on this bleak day it seemed as if some dismal ceremony were going forward. As one caught sight of the solemn audience of black and gloomy cedars that seemed to have come together to stand on the curving hillsides, one instinctively looked down at the level arena of marsh-land below, half fearing to see some awful sacrificial rite or silent combat. It might be an angry company of hamadryads who had taken the shape of cedar-trees on this day of revenge and terror. It was difficult to believe that one would ever see them again, and that the summer and winter days alike would find them looking down at the grave business which was invisible to the rest of the world. The little trees stood beside their elders in families, solemn and stern, and some miserable men may have heard the secret as they stumbled through the snow praying for shelter, lost and frozen on a winter night.

If you lie down along the rough grass in the slender shadow of a cedar and look off to sea, in a summer afternoon, you only hear a whisper like Hush! hush! as the wind comes through the stiff branches. The boughs reach straight upward; you cannot lie underneath and look through them at the sky; the tree all reaches away from the ground as if it had a horror of it, and shrank from even the breeze and the sunshine.

On this December day, as the blasts of wind struck them, they gave one stiff, unwilling bend, and then stood erect again. The road wound along between the sea-meadows and the hills, and poor John Finch seemed to be the only traveler. He was lost in thought, and the horse still went plodding on. The worn buffalo-robe was dragging from one side of the wagon, and had slipped down off the drivers knees. He hardly knew that he held the reins. He was in no hurry to get home, cold as it was, for he had only bad news to tell.

Polly Finch, his only daughter, was coming toward home from the opposite direction, and with her also things had gone wrong. She was a bright, good-natured girl of about twenty, but she looked old and care-worn that day. She was dressed in her best clothes, as if she had been away on some important affair, perhaps to a funeral, and she was shivering and wholly chilled in spite of the shawl which her mother had insisted upon her carrying. It had been a not uncomfortable morning for that time of year, and she had flouted the extra wrap at first, but now she hugged it close, and half buried her face in its folds. The sky was gray and heavy, except in the west, where it was a clear, cold shade of yellow. All the leafless bushes and fluffy brown tops of the dead asters and golden-rods stood out in exquisitely delicate silhouettes against the sky on the high road-sides, while some tattered bits of blackberry vine held still a dull glow of color. As Polly passed a barberry bush that grew above her she was forced to stop, for, gray and winterish as it had been on her approach, when she looked at it from the other side it seemed to be glowing with rubies. The sun was shining out pleasantly now that it had sunk below the clouds, and in these late golden rays the barberry bush had taken on a great splendor. It gave Polly a start, and it cheered her not a little, this sudden transformation, and she even went back along the road a little way to see it again as she had at first in its look of misery. The berries that still clung to its thorny branches looked dry and spoiled, but a few steps forward again made them shine out, and take on a beauty that neither summer nor autumn had given them, and Polly gave her head a little shake. There are two ways of looking at more things than barberry bushes, she said, aloud, and went off with brisker steps down the road.

At home in the farm-house Mrs. Finch had been waiting for her husband and daughter to come, until she had grown tired and hungry and almost frightened. Perhaps the day had been longer and harder to her than to any one else. She had thought of so many cautions and suggestions that she might have given them both, and though the fathers errand was a much more important one, still she had built much hope on the possibility of Pollys encounter with the school committee proving successful. Things had been growing very dark in Mr. Finchs business affairs, and they had all looked with great eagerness toward her securing a situation as teacher of one of the town schools. It was at no great distance, so that Polly could easily board at home, and many things seemed to depend upon it, even if the bank business turned out better than was feared. Our heroine had in her childhood been much praised for her good scholarship, and stood at the head of the district school, and it had been urged upon her father and mother by her teachers, and by other friends more or less wise, that she should have what they called an education. It had been a hard thing both for her father to find the money, and for her mother to get on without her help in the house-work, but they had both managed to get along, and Polly had acquitted herself nobly in the ranks of a neighboring academy, and for the last year had been a pupil in the normal school. She had been very happy in her school life, and very popular both with scholars and teachers. She was friendly and social by nature, and it had been very pleasant to her to be among so many young people. The routine and petty ceremony of her years of study did not fret her, for she was too strong and good-natured even to be worn upon or much tired with the unwholesome life she lived. It was easy enough for her to get her lessons, and so she went through with flying colors, and cried a little when the last day arrived; but she felt less regret than most of the girls who were turned out then upon the world, some of them claiming truthfully that they had finished their education, since they had not wit enough to learn anything more, either with school-books in their hands or without them.

It came to Pollys mind as she stood in a row with the rest of the girls, while the old minister who was chief of the trustees gave them their diplomas, and some very good advice besides: I wonder why we all made up our minds to be teachers? I wonder if we are going to be good ones, and if I shouldnt have liked something else a great deal better?

Certainly she had met with a disappointment at the beginning of her own career, for she had seen that it was necessary for her to be within reach of home, and it seemed as if every school of the better class had been provided with a teacher. She had been so confident of her powers and mindful of her high standing at the normal school that it seemed at first that a fine position ought to be hers for the asking. But one after another her plans had fallen to the ground, until this last one, which had just been decided against her also. It had never occurred to her at first as a possible thing that she should apply for the small town school in her own district; to tell the truth, it was a great downfall of pride to the family, but they had said to each other that it would be well for Polly to have the winter at home, and in spring she could suit herself exactly. But everybody had felt the impossibility of her remaining idle, and no wonder her heart sank as she went toward home, knowing that she must tell them that another had been chosen to fill the place.

Mrs. Finch looked at the fire, and looked out of the window down the road, and took up the stocking she was knitting and tried to work at it; but every half-hour that went by doubled her uneasiness, and she looked out of the window altogether at last, until the fire was almost burned out, and the knitting lay untouched in her lap. She was a tall, fine-looking woman, with a worn, well-featured face, and thinnish hair that had once been light brown, but was much faded and not a little gray in these later years. It had been thought a pity that she married John Finch, who had not half so much force as she, and with all her wisdom and affection and economy, every year had seemed to take away something from them, leaving few gifts and gains in exchange. At first her pride and ambition, which were reasonable enough, always clung to her husbands plans and purposes; but as she saw year after year that he stayed exactly in the same place, making little headway either in farming or anything else, she began to live more and more in her daughters life, and looked eagerly to see her win her way and gain an honorable place, first in her school life, and afterward as a teacher. She had never dreamed beforehand of the difficulties that had assailed Polly since she came home the head of her class in June. She had supposed that it would be an easy thing for her now to find a good situation in a high or private school, with a capital salary. She hated to think there was nothing for her but to hold sway over the few scholars in the little unpainted school-house half a mile down the road, even though the girl, who was the very delight of her heart, should be with her so much more than they had expected at first. She was a kind, simple-hearted, good woman, this elder Mary Finch, and she had borne her failing fortunes with perfect bravery; she had been the sunshine and inspiration of the somewhat melancholy house for many years.

At last she saw her husband coming along the road, and even that far-away first glimpse of him told her that she would hear no good news. He pulled up the fallen buffalo-robe over his lap, and sat erect, and tried to look unconcerned as he drove into the yard, but it was some time before he came into the house. He unharnessed the horse with stiff and shaking hands, and gave him his supper, and turned the old wagon and backed it into its place before he came in. Polly had come home also by that time, and was sitting by the window, and did not turn to speak to him. His wife looked old, and her face was grayish, and the lines of it were hard and drawn in strange angles.

You had better sit right down by the fire, John, she told him, and Ill get you and Polly a good hot supper right away. I think, like s not, you didnt get a mouthful of dinner.

Ive no need to tell you Ive got bad news, he said. The banks failed, and they wont pay more n ten cents on a dollar, if they make out to do that. Its worse than we ever thought it could be. The cashier got speculating, and hes made way with about everything.

It seemed to him as if he had known this for years, it was such an old, sad story already, and he almost wondered at the surprise and anger that his wife and Polly showed at once. It made him a little impatient that they would ask him so many eager questions. This was the worst piece of misfortune that had ever come to him. Although they had heard the day before that the bank would pass its dividend, and had been much concerned and troubled, and had listened incredulously to worse stories of the condition of the banks finances, they had looked for nothing like this.

There was little to be said, but everything to be thought and feared. They had put entire confidence in this banks security, and the money which had belonged to John Finchs father had always been left there to draw a good yearly interest. The farm was not very productive, and they had depended upon this dividend for a large part of their ready money. Much of their other property had dwindled away. If ever there had been a prospect of making much off the farm, something had interfered. One year a piece of woodland had been cleared at considerable expense, and on the day before its unlucky owner was to begin to haul the great stacks of fire-wood down to the little wharf in the marshes, from whence they could be carried away to market by schooners, the fire got in, and the flames of the fallen pines made a torch that lighted all that part of the country for more nights than one. There was no insurance and no remedy, and, as an old neighbor told the unhappy owner, the woods would not grow again in his time. John Finch was a cheerful man naturally, and very sure of the success of his plans; it was rare to see him so entirely down-hearted and discouraged, but lately he had seemed to his wife somebody to be protected and looked after even more than Polly. She sometimes felt the weight of the years she had lived, and as if she must be already very old, but he was the same boyish person to her as when she had married him; it often seemed possible that he should have his life still before him. She could not believe until very lately that it was too late for him to start out on any enterprise. Time had, indeed, touched him more lightly than it had herself, though he had the face and something of the manner and faults of an elderly and unsuccessful man.

They sat together in the kitchen, which had suddenly grown dark. Mary Finch was as cold as either of her companions, and was angry with herself for her shivering and want of courage. She was almost afraid to speak at last for fear of crying; she felt strangely unstrung and weak. The two women had told John of Pollys disappointment, that the agent for the district had given the school to his own niece, a young girl from Salem, who was to board at his house, and help his wife as much as she could with the house-work out of school-hours. Its all of a piece to-day, groaned the farmer. Im sorry for ye, Polly.

She may hear of something yet, said Mrs. Finch, making a great effort to speak cheerfully. You know they have her name at the normal school; people are always sending there for teachers, and oftentimes one fails at the last minute through sickness, and I shouldnt wonder if Polly found a good place yet in that way.

I declare I dont know how we shall get along, moaned Pollys father, to whom his daughters trouble seemed only a small part of the general misfortunes. Heres winter coming, and Im likely to be laid up any day with my rheumatics, and I dont see how we can afford even to take a boy to work for his board and clothes. Ive got a few trees I can cut, and one cow I can sell; but there are the taxes to pay, and the minister, and money to lay out on fences, come spring. The farm ran behind last year, too.

Polly rose impatiently and took down a lamp from the high chimney-shelf, knocking down the match-box as she did so, which was, after all, a good deal of relief. She put the light on the floor while she picked up the scattered matches, and her mother took a good look at her, and was somehow made to feel stronger at the sight of Pollys face.

I guess wed all better have some supper, said the girl. I never should feel so discouraged if I wasnt hungry. And now Im going to tell you what I mean to do. Im going to put right to and go to work out-doors and in, and Im going to help father same as if I were a boy. I believe I should like farming now twice as well as teaching, and make a good deal more money at it. I havent a gift for teaching, and I know it, but I dont mean that what I learned shall be thrown away. Now weve got hay for the stock, plenty of it, and weve got potatoes and apples and turnips and cider in the cellar, and a good pig to kill, and so theres no danger that we shall starve. Im just as strong as I can be, and I am going right to work, at any rate until I get a school with a first-rate salary thatll be worth more than my help will here.

Im sure I dont want you to throw away such a good education as youve had, for us, said Mrs. Finch, sorrowfully. I want you to be somebody, Polly, and take your right place in the world.

But Polly answered stoutly that she wasnt sure it was a good education until she saw whether it was any use to her. There were too many second-rate teachers already, and she hadnt any reason to suppose she would be a first-rate one. She believed that people had better learn to do the things they were sure to have to do. She would rather be a boy, and farm it, than teach any school she ever saw, and for this year, at any rate, she was going to see whether her book-learning wasnt going to be some help at home. I did the best I could at school, she said, and it was easy enough to get my lessons, but now Ive come against a dead-wall. I dont see but you both need me, and Im well and strong as anybody alive. Id a good deal rather work at home a while than be penned up with a lot of children, and none of us more than half know what were about. I want to think a good deal more about teaching school before I begin to try in earnest.

I shall be glad to have you help your mother, said John Finch, disconsolately, and well manage to get along somehow.

Dont be afraid, father, responded Polly, in really cheerful tones, as if she assumed her new situation formally at that moment. She went slowly down cellar with the lamp, leaving her parents in darkness; but by this time the tea-kettle had begun to sing, and a great glow of coals showed through the front slide of the stove.

Mr. Finch lifted himself out of his chair, and stumbled about to get the lantern and light it, and then went out to feed the cattle. He still looked chilled, and as if all happiness had forsaken him. It was some little time before he returned, and the table was already set, and supper was nearly cooked and ready to be eaten. Polly had made a pot of coffee, and drank her first cup with great satisfaction, and almost without taking breath; but her father tasted his and did not seem to care for it, eating only a little food with evident effort.

Now I thought you would relish a good cup of coffee, said his wife, with much concern; but the man answered sadly that he couldnt eat; he felt all broken down.

It was a perishing day for you to take that long ride. Its the bleakest road round here, that marsh road is, and you hardly ate a mouthful of breakfast. I wish you had got something to warm you up before you started to come back, said his wife, looking at him anxiously. I believe Ill get you something now, and she went to find a treasured bottle, long stored away to be used in case of chill or illness, for John Finch was a temperate man.

I declare I forgot to milk, he said, hopelessly. I dont know s such a thing ever happened to me before. I thought there was something else when I was out to the barn, and I sat down on the grin-stone frame and tried to think what it was, but I couldnt.

Ill milk, said Polly; and she whisked up-stairs and replaced her best dress, which had been already turned up and well aproned, by a worn old frock which she had used on days of cleaning, or washing, or other rough work, when she had lent a hand to help her mother. It was nothing new for her, a farmers daughter born and bred, to undertake this work, but she made a distinct change of direction that night, and as she sat milking in the cold barn by the dull light of the lantern a certain pleasure stole over her. She was not without her ambitions, but they had never flown with free wings up an imaginary career of school-teaching. I do believe mother and I can earn money enough to take care of us, she said to herself, and next spring Im going to set out as much land as father will let me have with strawberries. Her thoughts never were busier than that night. The two cows looked round at her with surprise, and seemed to value her good-natured words and hurried pats as she left them. She disturbed a sleepy row of hens perched on the rail of the hay cart, and thought it was a pity there was not a better place for them, and that they should be straying about. Im going to read up some of the oldnumbers of the Agriculturist, she said, and see what I can do about having eggs to sell. It more was evident that Polly was fired with a great enthusiasm, but she remembered suddenly another new great interest which was a secret as yet even from her mother. This remembrance gave her a little uneasiness.

It was still early when the supper table had been cleared away, and the milk strained and set aside in the pantry. John Finch had drawn his chair close to the stove, and when his wife and daughter sat down also, ready to begin the evening which showed so little promise of hilarity, they saw that he was crying.

Why, father! Polly exclaimed, half frightened, for this was something she did not remember ever seeing since she was a child. And his wife said nothing, but came and stood beside him and watched him as if the vague sense of coming trouble which had haunted her all day was going to explain itself by some terrible crisis.

Im all broken down, the poor man sobbed. I used to think I was going to be somebody, and get ahead, and nothing has gone as I wanted it to. Im in debt more than you think, and I dont know which way to look. The farm dont yield me as it used to, and I dont grudge what weve done for the girl, but its been all we could carry, and here shes failed of getting a place to teach. Everything seems to go against us.

This was really most sad and death-like; it truly seemed as if the wheels of existence had stopped; there seemed to be nothing to follow this unhappy day but disgrace and despair. But Polly was the first to speak, and her cheeks grew very red: Father, I dont think you have any right to speak so. If we cant make our living one way, we will another. Losing that money in the bank isnt the worst thing that could have happened to us, and now I am going to take hold with you right here at home, as I said before supper. You think there isnt much that a woman can do, but well see. How much do you owe?

But John Finch shook his head sadly, and at first refused to tell. It would have been nothing if I had had my bonds to help me out, he finally confessed, but now I dont see how I ever can pay three hundred dollars.

In a little while he rose wearily, though it was only a little past six, and said that he must go to bed, and his wife followed him to his room as if he were a child. This breaking down was truly a most painful and frightful thing, and Polly was not surprised to be wakened from her uneasy sleep a few hours later, for she had worried and lain awake in a way that rarely happened, fearing that her father would be ill, and wondering what plans it would be best to make for his assistance in the coming year. She believed that they could do much better with the farm, and she made up her mind to be son and daughter both.

Later Mrs. Finch called her, hurriedly coming half-way up the staircase with a light. Your father is sick, she said, anxiously. I dont know whether it is more than a chill, but hes in great pain, and I wish we could get the doctor. Cant you wrap up warm and go over to Mintons and see if they cant send somebody?

Theres nobody there, said Polly; the boys are both away. Ill go myself, and get back before you begin to miss me; and she was already dressing as fast as she could. In that quiet neighborhood she had no thought of fear; it was not like Polly to be afraid, at any rate; and after a few words to her father, and making a bright fire in the little fire-place of the bed-room, she put on her warm old hood and mittens, and her mothers great plaid shawl, and scurried away up the road. It was a mile and a half to the doctors house, and with every step she grew more eager to reach it. The clouds had broken away somewhat, and the stars bright rays came darting like glistening needles at ones eyes, so keen and piercing they were. The wind had gone down, and a heavy coldness had fallen upon the earth, as if the air, like water, had frozen and become denser. It seemed another world altogether, and the old dog, that had left his snug corner behind the kitchen stove to follow Polly, kept close at her side, as if he lacked his usual courage. On the ridges the cedar-trees stood up thinner and blacker than ever; the northern lights were making the sky white and strange with their mysterious light. Polly ran and walked by turns, feeling warmed and quickened by the exercise. She was not averse to the long walk at that time of night; she had a comfortable sense of the strong young life that was hers to use and command.

Suddenly she heard the sound of other footsteps besides her own on the frozen ground, and stopped, feeling for the first time anything like fear. Her first impulse was to hide, but the road was wide and unsheltered, and there was nothing to do but to go on. She thought next that it might be somebody whom she could send the rest of the way, and in another minute she heard a familiar whistle, and called out, not without relief, Is that you, Jerry?

The figure stopped, and answered nothing, and Polly hurried nearer, and spoke again.

For Heavens sake, what sends you out this time o night? asked the young man, almost impatiently; and Polly in her turn became a little angry with him, she could not have told why.

Im not out for pleasure, she answered, with some spirit. Father is taken very sick; we are afraid it is pneumonia; and Im going for the doctor. There was nobody to send.

I was coming up from Portsmouth to-day, said the young man, and I lost the last train, so I came on a freight train with some fellows I know, and I thought Id foot it over from the depot. We were delayed a good while or it wouldnt have been so late. There was a car off the track at Beverly.

He had turned, and was walking beside Polly, who wondered that he had not sense enough to offer to call the doctor for her. She did not like his gallantry, and was in no mood for friendliness. She noticed that he had been drinking, but he seemed perfectly sober; it was between Jerry Minton and herself that something almost like love-making had showed itself not long before, but somehow any tenderness she had suspected herself of cherishing for him had suddenly vanished from her heart and mind.

I was all knocked of a heap in Salem this morning to hear that the bank had failed. Our folks will lose something, but I suppose itll about ruin your father. Seems to affect him a good deal, dont it?

It hasnt quite ruined us, said Polly, angrily, and walked faster and faster.

Ive been turning it over in my mind to-day a good deal, said Jerry. I hope you will call on me for anything I can do, specially now your fathers going to be laid up.

Thank you, said Polly, stiffly; and presently she stopped in the road, and turned and looked at him in a sharp and not very admiring way.

You might as well go home, she told him, not unkindly. Ive got to the village now, and I shall ride home with the doctor; theres no need for you to come back out of your way. And Jerry, after a feeble remonstrance, obeyed.

The doctor was used to being summoned at such hours, and when he found it was Polly Finch he dressed hurriedly, and came down, brimful of kindness and sympathy, to let her in.

He listened almost in silence to what Polly had to say of the case, and then, taking a bottle here and there from his stores in the little room that served him as his office, he fastened his great-coat, and pulled down the fur cap that had been a valiant helmet against the blows of many winter storms, and they went out together to the stable. The doctor was an elderly man and lame, and he was delighted with the brisk way in which his young companion stepped forward and helped him. The lantern that hung in the warm little stable was not very bright, but she quickly found her way about, and the horse was soon harnessed. She found that the harness needed tightening, the doctor having used it that day for another carriage, and as he saw her try it and rebuckle it, he felt a warm glow of admiration, and said to himself that not one woman in a hundred would have done such a thing. They wrapped themselves in the heavy blankets and buffalo-skins, and set forth, the doctor saying that they could not go much faster than a walk.

He was still a little sleepy, and Polly did not have much to say at first, except in answer to one or two questions which he asked about her fathers condition; but at last she told him of her own accord of the troubles that had fallen upon them that day. It already seemed a week to her since the morning; she felt as if she had grown years older instead of hours.

Your father has a bad trouble about the heart, said the doctor, hesitatingly. I think it is just as well you should know it, and if this is pneumonia, it may go very hard with him. And if he pulls through, as I hope he will if we catch him in time, you must see to it that he is very careful all the rest of the winter, and doesnt expose himself in bad weather. He mustnt go into the woods chopping, or anything of that sort.

Im much obliged to you for telling me, said Polly, bravely. I have made up my mind to stay right at home. I was in hopes to get a school, but I couldnt do it, and now I can see it was meant that I shouldnt, for mother couldnt get along without me if fathers going to be sick. I keep wishing I had been a boy, - and she gave a shaky little laugh that had a very sad tone in it, for it seems as if father needed my help on the farm more than mother does in the house, and I dont see why he shouldnt have it, she confessed, filled with the courage of her new opinion. I believe that it is the only thing for me to do. I always had a great knack at making things grow, and I never should be so happy anywhere as working out-doors and handling a piece of land. Id rather work with a hoe than a ferule any day, and she gave the queer little laugh again. Nobody would have suspected she found it so hard to bear the doctors bad news.

But what is it you mean to do? asked the doctor, in a most respectful tone, though he was inwardly much amused.

Polly hesitated. I have been thinking that we might raise a good many more early vegetables, and ever so much more poultry. Some of our land is so sheltered that it is very early, you know, and its first-rate light loam. We always get peas and potatoes and beans long before the Mintons and the rest of the people down our way, and theres no trouble about a market.

But youll have to hire help, the doctor suggested.

And Polly answered that she had thought of that, but she knew she could manage somehow. Its a new thing, you see, doctor, she said, much encouraged by his evident interest, but I mean to work my way through it. Father has sold wood and sold hay, and if we had too much butter or too many eggs, and more early potatoes than we wanted, he would sell those; but it seemed as if the farm was there only to feed us, and now I believe I can make it feed a good many other people besides; and we must get money somehow. People let girls younger than I get married, and nobody thinks it is any risk to let them try housekeeping. Im going to try farmkeeping.

The old doctor laughed. Youve got a wise head for such a young one, he said, and now Ill help you every way I can. Im not a rich man, but Im comfortably off for a country doctor, and Ive got more money put away than I am likely to use; so, if you fall short at any time, you just come and tell me, and nobody shall know anything about it, and you can take your own time to pay it back. I know more about doctoring than I do about farming, or Id give you plenty of advice. But you go ahead, Polly.

Polly nestled down into the buffaloes, feeling already that she had become a business woman. The old wagon bumped and shook as they went along, and in the dim light Polly caught sight of the barberry bush - only a darker shadow on the high bank at the side of the road - and she thought of it affectionately as if it were a friend. Young Minton, whom they overtook at last, called out loudly some good wish that they might find Mr. Finch better, and the doctor asked sharply who he was, as they drove by. Polly told him, not without a feeling of embarrassment, which was very provoking to her.

I must say I never liked that tribe, said the doctor, hastily. I always hate to have them send for me.

When they reached the farm, Polly urged the doctor to go into the house at once. There was a bright light in the kitchen and in the bedroom that opened out of it, and the girl was almost afraid to go in after she had led the horse into the barn and covered him with the blanket. The old sorrel was within easy reach of the overhanging edge of the haymow, and she left him munching comfortably. As she opened the inner door of the kitchen she heard her fathers voice, weak and sharp, and the doctor speaking in assuring tones with hearty strength, but the contrast of the two voices sounded very sad to Polly. It seemed to her as if she had been gone a great while, and she feared to look at her father lest he might have changed sadly. As she came to the bedroom door, the sight of her rosy-cheeked and eager, sorry face seemed to please him, and his own face brightened.

Youre a good girl, Polly, said he. Im sorry you had such a bad time. He looked very ill already, and Polly could not say anything in answer. She rebuilt the fire, and then went to stand by the table, as she used when she was a little child, to see the doctor take out his doses of medicine.

Very early in the morning Jerry Mintons mother came knocking at the door, which Polly had locked after the doctor had gone away in the night. She had pushed the bolt with unwonted care, as if she wished to bar the entrance to any further trouble that might be lying in wait for them outside. Mrs. Minton was ready with her expressions of sympathy, but somehow Polly wished she would go away. She took a look at the sick man, who was sleeping after the suffering and wakefulness of the night, and shook her head ominously, for which Polly could have struck her. She was an unpleasant, croaking sort of woman, and carried in her whole manner a consciousness of the altered fortunes of the Finches; and she even condoled with Polly on her disappointment about the school.

Jerry spoke about meeting you going for the doctor, she said in conclusion. I told him I didnt know what you would think about catching him out so late at night; but he was to Portsmouth, and mistook the time of the train. Ive been joking him for some time past. Ive about made up my mind theres some attraction to Portsmouth. He was terrible took with that Miss Hallett who was stopping to the ministers in the summer.

This was more than Polly could bear, for it was only a short time since Mrs. Minton had been paying her great attention, and wishing that she and Jerry would make a match of it, as the farms joined, and the farm-work was growing too heavy for her as she became older.

If you mean Mary Hallett, she was married in September to a young man in Boston, partner in a commission firm, said Polly; and Mrs. Minton, for that time at any rate, was routed horse and foot.

I hate that woman! she said, angrily, as she shut the door, not very gently, after her.

It was a long, hard illness that followed, and the younger and the elder Mary Finch were both tired and worn out before it ended in a slow convalescence that in its dangers and troubles was almost as bad as the illness itself. The doctor was most kind and helpful in other ways than with his medicines. It was a most cheerful and kindly presence, and more than once Polly drove back to the village with him, or went with her own horse to bring him to the farm, and they became fast friends. The girl knew without being told that it would be a long time before her father would grow strong again, if that time ever came at all. They had got on very well without help, she and her mother. Some of the neighbors had offered their services in-doors and out, but these latter offers were only occasionally accepted.

The oxen had been hired by a man who was hauling salt hay to town, and Polly had taken care of the horse and the two cows. She had split the firewood and brought it in, and had done what little rough work had to be attended to in these weeks in spite of her mothers unwillingness. To tell the truth, she enjoyed it after the heat and stillness of the house, and when she could take the time to run out for a little while, it was always to take a look at some part of the farm, and though many of her projects proved to be castles in the air, she found almost her only pleasure in these sad winter days in building them and thinking them over.

Before her fathers illness she would have turned most naturally to Jerry Minton for help and sympathy, for he had made himself very kind and pleasant to her then. Polly had been thought a good match, since she was an only child, and it was everywhere known that John Finch and his wife had both inherited money. Besides, it gave the more dignity to her position that she had been so long away at school, and such good accounts of her standing there had reached her native place; and Polly was uncommonly good-looking, if the truth must be told, which Jerry Mintons eyes had been quick to notice. Though it was known at once through the town what a plight the Finches affairs were in, Jerry had come at first, apparently unconscious of his mothers withdrawal of his attentions, with great show of sympathy and friendliness, to offer to watch with the sick man by night, or to be of any use by day, and he had been much mortified and surprised at Pollys unmistakable repulse. Her quick instinct had detected an assumption of condescension and patronage on his part as well as his mothers, and the growing fondness which she had felt earlier in that season turned to a dislike that grew much faster in the winter days. Her mother noticed the change in her manner, and one night as they sat together in the kitchen Mrs. Finch whispered a gentle warning to her daughter. I thought one time that there might be something between you and Jerry, she said. I hope you wont let your duty to your father and me stand in the way of your settling yourself comfortably. I shouldnt like to think we were going to leave you alone. A womans better to have a home of her own.

Polly turned so red that her mother could see the color even in the dim light by which they watched.

Dont you worry about me, said the girl, This is my home, and I wouldnt marry Jerry Minton if he were the President.

That was a black and snowless winter until late in January. There, near the sea, such seasons are not so uncommon as they are farther inland; but the desolation of the landscape struck Polly Finch all the more forcibly since it was answered to by the anxiety and trouble that had fallen into her life. She had not been at home in midwinter for several years before, and in those earlier days she had never noticed the outward world as she had learned to do as she grew older. The farm was a pleasant group of fields in summer, lying among the low hills that kept away both the winds from the sea and the still keener and bitterer northwest wind. Yet the plain, warm, story-and-a-half house, with its square front yard, with lilac and rose bushes, and the open side yard with its close green turf, and the barns and outbuildings beyond, was only a little way from the marshes. From Pollys own upper window there was an outlook that way over a low slope of one of the pasture hills, and sometimes when she felt tired and dreary, and looked out there, it seemed to her as if the half-dozen black cedars were standing there watching the house, and waiting for a still greater sorrow and evil fortune to go in at the door. Our heroines life was not a little lonely, and it would have been much worse if she had not been so busy and so full of care. She missed the girls who had been her companions at school, and from having her duties marked out for her by her teachers, and nothing to do but to follow set tasks, and do certain things at certain hours, it was a great change to being her own mistress, charged with not only her own but other peoples welfare.

The women from the few neighboring houses who came in to pay friendly visits, or to help with the housework, said very good things about Polly afterward. It had been expected that she would put on at least a few fine airs, but she was so dutiful, and worked so hard and so sensibly, and with such manifest willingness and interest, that no one could help praising her. A very old neighbor, who was still mindful of the proprieties of life, though she had become too feeble to be of much practical use in the event of a friends illness, came one afternoon to pay a visit. She was terribly fatigued after the walk which had been so long for her, and Polly waited upon her kindly, and brought her some refreshments, all in the middle of one of her busiest afternoons. Poor old Mrs. Wall! she made her little call upon the sick man, who was almost too weak to even show his gratitude that she had made so great an effort to keep up the friendly custom, and after saying sadly that she used to be a great hand to tend the sick, but her day was over, she returned to the kitchen, when Polly drew the big rocking-chair to the warmest corner, and entertained her to the best of her power. The old womans eye fell upon a great pile of newspapers.

I suppose you are a great hand to read, after all your schooling? and Polly answered that she did like to read very much, and added: Those are old numbers of the Agriculturist. Father has taken it a good many years, and Ive taken to studying farming.

Mrs. Wall noticed the little blush that followed this announcement, and did not question its seriousness and truthfulness.

Im going to help father carry on the farm, said Polly, suddenly, fearing that her guest might think she meant to marry, and only take the in-door part of the farms business.

Well, two heads are better than one, said the old lady, after a minutes reflection; only an old horse and a young one dont always pull well together. But I can see, if my eyes arent what they used to be, that you are a good smart girl, with some snap to ye. I guess youve got power enough to turn most any kind of a mill. There was my own first cousin Serena Allen, her husband was killed in the last war, and she was left with two children when she wasnt a great deal older than you be, and she run the farm, and lived well, and laid up a handsome property. She was some years older than I, but she hasnt been dead a great many years. Shed plow a piece of ground as well as a man. They used to call her Farmer Allen. She was as nice a woman as I ever knew.

Polly laughed more heartily than she had for a good while, and it did her father good to hear her; but later, when the visitor had gone, in spite of Pollys offer to drive her home a little later when another neighbor returned the horse, our friend watched her go away with feeble steps, a bent, decrepit figure, almost worn out with spending so many years in a world of hard work. She might have stood for a picture of old age, and Polly felt it as she stood at the window. It had never come home to her thoroughly before, the inevitableness of growing old, and of the limitation of this present life; how soon the body loses its power, and the strength of the mind wanes with it. All that old Mrs. Wall could do in this world was done, and her account was virtually closed. Here I am just starting out, said unlucky John Finchs only daughter. I did think I might be going to have a great career sometimes when I was at school, and here I am settling down just like everybody else, and only one wave, after all, instead of being a whole tide. And it isnt going to be a great while before I have as hard work to get up that little hill as old Mrs. Wall. But Im going to beat even her cousin Serena Allen. I am going to be renowned as Farmer Finch.

Polly found it very hard to wait until it should be time to make her garden and plant it, and every day made her more impatient, while she plied her father with questions, and asked his opinion so many times as to the merits of different crops, that he was tired of the subject altogether. Through many seasons he had tried these same experiments, with not very great success, and he could not imagine the keen interest and enthusiasm with which Pollys soul was fired. She had never known such a late spring, and the scurries of snow in March and early April filled her with dismay, as if each had blighted and frost-bitten her whole harvest. The day the garden was plowed was warm and spring-like, and John Finch crept out slowly, with his stick held fast in a pale and withered-looking hand, to see the work go on. He groaned when he saw what a great piece of ground was marked out by the long first furrows, and felt a new sense of his defeated and weak condition. He began to protest angrily at what he believed to be his daughters imprudent nonsense, but the thought struck him that Polly might know what she was about better than he did, and he fell back contentedly upon his confidence in her, and leaned on the fence in the sun, feeling very grateful that somebody else had taken things in charge, he was so dull and unequal to making any effort. Pollys got power, he told himself several times that day, with great pride and satisfaction.

As the summer went on, and early potatoes from the Finch farm were first in the market, though everybody who saw them planted had believed they would freeze and never grow, and the other crops had sometimes failed, but for the most part flourished famously, Polly began to attract a good deal of attention, for she manifested uncommon shrewdness and business talent, and her enterprise, held in check by her fathers experience, wrought wonders in the garden and fields. Over and over John Finch said, admiringly, to his wife, How Polly does take hold of things! and while he was quick to see the objections to her plans, and had failed in his own life affairs because he was afraid to take risk, he was easily persuaded into thinking it was worth while to do the old work in new ways. It was lucky that Polly had a grand capital of strength to live upon, for she gave herself little rest all summer long; she was up early every morning and hard at work, and only wished that the days were twice as long. She minded neither heat nor rain, and having seen her way clear to employ a strong country boy whom the doctor had met in his rounds and recommended, she took care of the great garden with his help; and when she had occasion to do battle with the market-men who came foraging that way, she came off victorious in the matter of fair prices.

Now that so much has been said about the days and the thoughts that led to the carrying out of so bold a scheme, it is a pity there is not time enough to give a history of the struggles and successes of that first summer. There never was a young man just out of his time and rejoicing in his freedom, who went to work more diligently and eagerly than Polly Finch, and few have set their wits at work on a New England farm half so intelligently. She managed a great flock of poultry with admirable skill. Her geese walked in a stately procession all that summer to and from their pleasure-ground at the edge of the marsh, and not a hen that stole her nest but was tracked to earth like a fox and cooped triumphantly. She tinkered the rickety bee-hives that stood in a long and unremunerative row in the garden until the bees became good housekeepers and excellent providers for very shame. She gathered more than one of the swarms herself without a sting, and by infinite diligence she waged war successfully on the currant worms, with the result that she had a great crop of currants when everybody elses came to grief. She wondered why the butter that she and her mother made brought only a third-rate price, and bought a pound of the very best for a pattern, and afterward was sparing of salt, and careful to churn while the cream was sweet and fresh. She sold the oxen, and bought another horse instead for the lighter team, which would serve her purpose better, and every morning, after the crops began to yield, a wagon-load of something or other went from the farm to market.

She was as happy as a queen, and as well and strong as girls ought to be; and though some people laughed a good deal, and thought she ought to be ashamed to work on the farm like a man, they were forced to like her all the better when they saw her; and when she came into church on Sunday, nobody could have said that she had become unwomanly and rough. Her hands grew to need a larger pair of gloves than she was used to wearing, but that did not trouble her; and she liked a story-book, or a book with more lessons in it still, better than ever she had. Two girls who had been her best friends at school came in the course of the summer to visit her, and were asked out into the garden, after the early breakfast, because she must weed the beets, and after sitting still for a while on a garden bench, they began to help her, and both got headaches; but at the end of the week, having caught the spirit and something of the enjoyment of her life, they would have been glad to spend the rest of the summer with her. There is something delightful in keeping so close to growing things, and one gets a great sympathy with the life that is in nature, with the flourishing of some plants and the hindered life of others, with the fruitfulness and the ripening and the gathering-in that may be watched and tended and counted on one small piece of ground.

Everything seemed to grow that she touched, and it was as if the strength of her own nature was like a brook that made everything green where it went. She had her failures and disappointments, and she reaped little in some places where she had looked for great harvests. The hay was partly spoiled by some wet weather, but there was still enough for their own stock, and they sold the poultry for double the usual money. The old doctor was Pollys firm friend, and he grew as fond of her as if she were his own daughter, and could hardly force himself to take the money she brought back in payment of a loan she had been forced to ask of him, unknown even to her mother, once when things went hard against her enterprise late in the spring.

John Finch gained strength slowly all that summer, but his heart grew lighter day by day, and he and Polly made enthusiastic plans in the summer evenings for increased sheep-raising on their wide-spread pasture-land, and for a great poultry-yard, which was to bring them not a little wealth. And on Thanksgiving-day, when our farmer counted up her gains finally, she was out of debt, and more than satisfied and contented. She said over and over again that she never should be happier than she had been that summer. But more than one short-sighted towns-woman wondered that she should make nothing of herself when she had had a good education, and many spoke as if Polly would have been more admirable and respectable if she had succeeded in getting the little town school teachership. She said herself that she was thankful for everything she had learned at school that had helped her about her farming and gardening, but she was not meant for a teacher. Unless folks take a lesson from your example, said the doctor. Ive seen a good deal of human nature in my day, and I have found that people who look at things as they are, and not as they wish them to be, are the ones who succeed. And when you see that a thing ought to be done, either do it yourself or be sure you get it done. `Here Ive no school to teach, and father has lost his money and his health. Weve got the farm; but Im only a girl. The land wont support us if we let it on the halves. Thats what you might have said, and sat down and cried. But I liked the way you undertook things. The farm was going to be worked and made to pay; you were going to do it; and you did do it. I saw you mending up a bit of fence here and there, and I saw you busy when other folks were lazy. Youre a good girl, Polly Finch, and I wish there were more like you, the doctor concluded. You take hold of life in the right way. Theres plenty of luck for you in the world. And now Im going to let you have some capital this next spring, at a fair interest, or none, and you can put yourself in a way to make something handsome.

This is only a story of a girl whom fate and fortune seemed to baffle; a glimpse of the way in which she made the best of things, and conquered circumstances, instead of being what cowards call the victim of circumstances. Whether she will live and die as Farmer Finch, nobody can say, but it is not very likely. One thing is certain: her own character had made as good a summers growth as anything on her farm, and she was ashamed to remember that she had ever thought seriously of loving Jerry Minton. It will be a much better man than he whom she falls in love with next. And whatever may fall to her lot later, she will always be glad to think that in that sad emergency she had been able to save her father and mother from anxiety and despair, and that she had turned so eagerly and readily to the work that was useful and possible when her own plans had proved impossible, and her fathers strength had failed.

All that is left to be said of this chapter of her story is that one day when she was walking to the village on one of her rare and happy holidays she discovered that, in widening a bit of the highway, her friend the little barberry bush was to be uprooted and killed. And she took a spade that was lying idle, the workmen having gone down the road a short distance, and dug carefully around the roots, and put her treasure in a safe place by the wall. When she returned, later in the day, she shouldered it, thorns and all, and carried it home, and planted it in an excellent situation by the orchard fence; and there it still grows and flourishes. I suppose she will say to herself as long as she lives, when things look ugly and troublesome, Ill see if the other side is any better, like my barberry bush.


MARSH ROSEMARY.

I.
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ONE HOT AFTERNOON in August, a single moving figure might have been seen following a straight road that crossed the salt marshes of Walpole. Everybody else had either stayed at home or crept into such shade as could be found near at hand. The thermometer marked at least ninety degrees. There was hardly a fishing-boat to be seen on the glistening sea, only far away on the hazy horizon two or three coasting schooners looked like ghostly flying Dutchmen, becalmed for once and motionless.

Ashore, the flaring light of the sun brought out the fine, clear colors of the level landscape. The marsh grasses were a more vivid green than usual, the brown tops of those that were beginning to go to seed looked almost red, and the soil at the edges of the tide inlets seemed to be melting into a black, pitchy substance like the dark pigments on a painters palette. Where the land was higher the hot air flickered above it dizzily. This was not an afternoon that one would naturally choose for a long walk, yet Mr. Jerry Lane stepped briskly forward, and appeared to have more than usual energy. His big boots trod down the soft carpet of pussy-clover that bordered the dusty, whitish road. He struck at the stationary procession of thistles with a little stick as he went by. Flight after flight of yellow butterflies fluttered up as he passed, and then settled down again to their thistle flowers, while on the shiny cambric back of Jerrys Sunday waistcoat basked at least eight large green-headed flies in complete security.

It was difficult to decide why the Sunday waistcoat should have been put on that Saturday afternoon. Jerry had not thought it important to wear his best boots or best trousers, and had left his coat at home altogether. He smiled as he walked along, and once when he took off his hat, as a light breeze came that way, he waved it triumphantly before he put it on again. Evidently this was no common errand that led him due west, and made him forget the hot weather, and caused him to shade his eyes with his hand, as he looked eagerly at a clump of trees and the chimney of a small house a little way beyond the boundary of the marshes, where the higher ground began. 

Miss Ann Floyd sat by her favorite window, sewing, twitching her thread less decidedly than usual, and casting a wistful glance now and then down the road or at the bees in her gay little garden outside. There was a grim expression overshadowing her firmly-set, angular face, and the frown that always appeared on her forehead when she sewed or read the newspaper was deeper and straighter than usual. She did not look as if she were conscious of the heat, though she had dressed herself in an old-fashioned skirt of sprigged lawn and a loose jacket of thin white dimity with out-of-date flowing sleeves. Her sandy hair was smoothly brushed; one lock betrayed a slight crinkle at its edge, but it owed nothing to any encouragement of Nancy Floyds. A hard, honest, kindly face this was, of a woman whom everybody trusted, who might be expected to give of whatever she had to give, good measure, pressed down and running over. She was a lonely soul; she had no near relatives in the world. It seemed always as if nature had been mistaken in not planting her somewhere in a large and busy household.

The little square room, kitchen in winter and sitting-room in summer, was as clean and bare and thrifty as one would expect the dwelling-place of such a woman to be. She sat in a straight-backed, splint-bottomed kitchen chair, and always put back her spool with a click on the very same spot on the window-sill. You would think she had done with youth and with love affairs, yet you might as well expect the ancient cherry-tree in the corner of her yard to cease adventuring its white blossoms when the May sun shone! No woman in Walpole had more bravely and patiently borne the burden of loneliness and lack of love. Even now her outward behavior gave no hint of the new excitement and delight that filled her heart. 

Land sakes alive! she says to herself presently, there comes Jerry Lane. I expect, if he sees me settin to the winder, hell come in an dawdle round till supper time! But good Nancy Floyd smooths her hair hastily as she rises and drops her work, and steps back toward the middle of the room, watching the gate anxiously all the time. Now, Jerry, with a crestfallen look at the vacant window, makes believe that he is going by, and takes a loitering step or two onward, and then stops short; with a somewhat sheepish smile he leans over the neat picket fence and examines the blue and white and pink larkspur that covers most of the space in the little garden. He takes off his hat again to cool his forehead, and replaces it, without a grand gesture this time, and looks again at the window hopefully.

There is a pause. The woman knows that the man is sure she is there; a little blush colors her thin cheeks as she comes boldly to the wide-open front door.

What do you think of this kind of weather? asks Jerry Lane complacently, as he leans over the fence, and surrounds himself with an air of self-sacrifice.

I call it hot, responds the Juliet from her balcony, with deliberate assurance, but the corn needs sun, everybody says. I shouldnt have wanted to toil up from the shore under such a glare, if I had been you. Better come in and set awhile, and cool off, she added, without any apparent enthusiasm. Jerry was sure to come, any way. She would rather make the suggestion than have him.

Mr. Lane sauntered in, and seated himself opposite his hostess, beside the other small window, and watched her admiringly as she took up her sewing and worked at it with great spirit and purpose. He clasped his hands together and leaned forward a little. The shaded kitchen was very comfortable, after the glaring light outside, and the clean orderliness of the few chairs and the braided rugs and the table under the clock, with some larkspur and asparagus in a china vase for decoration, seemed to please him unexpectedly. Now just see what ways you women folks have of fixing things up smart! he ventured gallantly.

Nancys countenance did not forbid further compliment; she looked at the flowers herself, quickly, and explained that she had gathered them a while ago to send to the ministers sister, who kept house for him. I saw him going by, and expected hed be back this same road. Mis Eltons ben havin another o her dyin spells this noon, and the deacon went by after him hot foot. Id souse her well with stone-cold water. She never sent for me to set up with her; she knows better. Poor man, t was likely he was right into the middle of to-morrows sermon. T aint considerate of the deacon, and when he knows hes got a fool for a wife, he neednt go round persuading other folks shes so suffering as she makes out. They aint got no larkspur this year to the parsonage, and I was going to let the minister take this over to Amandy; but I see his wagon over on the other road, going towards the village, about an hour after he went by here.

It seemed to be a relief to tell somebody all these things after such a season of forced repression, and Jerry listened with gratifying interest. How you do see through folks! he exclaimed in a mild voice. Jerry could be very soft spoken if he thought best. Mis Eltons a die-away lookin creatur. I heard of her saying last Sunday, comin out o meetin, that she made an effort to git there once more, but she expected t would be the last time. Looks as if she eat well, dont she? he concluded in a meditative tone.

Eat! exclaimed the hostess, with snapping eyes. There aint no woman in town, sick or well, can lay aside the food that she does. T aint to the table afore folks, but she goes seeking round in the cupboards half a dozen times a day. An Ive heard her remark t was the last time she ever expected to visit the sanctuary as much as a dozen times within five years.

Some places Ive sailed to theyd have hit her over the head with a club long ago, said Jerry, with an utter lack of sympathy that was startling. Well, I must be gettin back again. Talkin of eatin makes us think o supper time. Must be past five, aint it? I thought Id just step up to see if there want anything I could lend a hand about, this hot day.

Sensible Ann Floyd folded her hands over her sewing, as it lay in her lap, and looked straight before her without seeing the pleading face of the guest. This moment was a great crisis in her life. She was conscious of it, and knew well enough that upon her next words would depend the course of future events. The man who waited to hear what she had to say was indeed many years younger than she, was shiftless and vacillating. He had drifted to Walpole from nobody knew where, and possessed many qualities which she had openly rebuked and despised in other men. True enough, he was good-looking, but that did not atone for the lacks of his character and reputation. Yet she knew herself to be the better man of the two, and since she had surmounted many obstacles already she was confident that, with a push here and a pull there to steady him, she could keep him in good trim. The winters were so long and lonely; her life was in many ways hungry and desolate in spite of its thrift and conformity. She had laughed scornfully when he stopped, one day the spring, and offered to help her weed her garden; she had even joked with one of the neighbors about it. Jerry had been growing more and more friendly and pleasant ever since. His ease-loving, careless nature was like a comfortable cushion for hers, with its angles, its melancholy anticipations and self-questionings. But Jerry liked her, and if she liked him and married him, and took him home, it was nobodys business; and in that moment of surrender to Jerrys cause she arrayed herself at his right hand against the rest of the world, ready for warfare with any and all of its opinions.

She was suddenly aware of the sunburnt face and light, curling hair of her undeclared lover, at the other end of the painted table with its folded leaf. She smiled at him vacantly across the larkspur; then she gave a little start, and was afraid that her thoughts had wandered longer than was seemly. The kitchen clock was ticking faster than usual, as if it were trying to attract attention.

I guess Ill be getting home, repeated the visitor ruefully, and rose from his chair, but hesitated again at an unfamiliar expression upon his companions face.

I dont know as Ive got anything extra for supper, but you stop, she said, an take what there is. I wouldnt go back across them marshes right in this heat.

Jerry Lane had a lively sense of humor, and a queer feeling of merriment stole over him now, as he watched the mistress of the house. She had risen, too; she looked so simple and so frankly sentimental, there was such an incongruous coyness added to her usually straightforward, angular appearance, that his instinctive laughter nearly got the better of him, and might have lost him the prize for which he had been waiting these many months. But Jerry behaved like a man: he stepped forward and kissed Ann Floyd; he held her fast with one arm as he stood beside her, and kissed her again and again. She was a dear good woman. She had a fresh young heart, in spite of the straight wrinkle in her forehead and her work-worn hands. She had waited all her days for this joy of having a lover. 

II.

Even Mrs. Elton revived for a day or two under the tonic of such a piece of news. That was what Jerry Lane had hung round for all summer, everybody knew at last. Now he would strike work and live at his ease, the men grumbled to each other; but all the women of Walpole deplored most the weaknesses and foolishness of the elderly bride. Ann Floyd was comfortably off, and had something laid by for a rainy day; she would have done vastly better to deny herself such an expensive and utterly worthless luxury as the kind of husband Jerry Lane would make. He had idled away his life. He earned a little money now and then in seafaring pursuits, but was too lazy, in the shore parlance, to tend lobster-pots. What was energetic Ann Floyd going to do with him? She was always at work, always equal to emergencies, and entirely opposed to dullness and idleness and even placidity. She liked people who had some snap to them, she often avowed scornfully, and now she had chosen for a husband the laziest man in Walpole. Dear sakes, one woman said to another, as they heard the news, theres no fool like an old fool!

The days went quickly by, while Miss Ann made her plain wedding clothes. If people expected her to put on airs of youth they were disappointed. Her wedding bonnet was the same sort of bonnet she had worn for a dozen years, and one disappointed critic deplored the fact that she had spruced up so little, and kept on dressing old enough to look like Jerry Lanes mother. As her acquaintances met her they looked at her with close scrutiny, expecting to see some outward trace of such a silly, uncharacteristic departure from good sense and discretion. But Miss Floyd, while she was still Miss Floyd, displayed no silliness and behaved with dignity, while on the Sunday after a quiet marriage at the parsonage she and Jerry Lane walked up the side aisle to their pew, the picture of middle-aged sobriety and respectability. Their fellow parishioners, having recovered from their first astonishment and amusement, settled down to the belief that the newly married pair understood their own business best, and that if anybody could make the best of Jerry and get any work out of him, it was his capable wife.

And if she undertakes to drive him too hard he can slip off to sea, and theyll be rid of each other, commented one of Jerrys longshore companions, as if it were only reasonable that some refuge should be afforded to those who make mistakes in matrimony. 

There did not seem to be any mistake at first, or for a good many months afterward. The husband liked the comfort that came from such good housekeeping, and enjoyed a deep sense of having made a good anchorage in a well-sheltered harbor, after many years of thriftless improvidence and drifting to and fro. There were some hindrances to perfect happiness: he had to forego long seasons of gossip with his particular friends, and the out-door work which was expected of him, though by no means heavy for a person of his strength, fettered his freedom not a little. To chop wood, and take care of a cow, and bring a pail of water now and then, did not weary him so much as it made him practically understand the truth of weakly Sister Eltons remark that life was a constant chore. And when poor Jerry, for lack of other interest, fancied that his health was giving way mysteriously, and brought home a bottle of strong liquor to be used in case of sickness, and placed it conveniently in the shed, Mrs. Lane locked it up in the small chimney cupboard where she kept her camphor bottle and her opodeldoc and the other family medicines. She was not harsh with her husband. She cherished him tenderly, and worked diligently at her trade of tailoress, singing her hymns gayly in summer weather; for she never had been so happy as now, when there was somebody to please beside herself, to cook for and sew for, and to live with and love. But Jerry complained more and more in his inmost heart that his wife expected too much of him. Presently he resumed an old habit of resorting to the least respected of the two country stores of that neighborhood, and sat in the row of loafers on the outer steps. Sakes alive, said a shrewd observer one day, the fools set there and talk and talk about what they went through when they follered the sea, till when the women-folks comes tradin they are obleeged to climb right over em.

But things grew worse and worse, until one day Jerry Lane came home a little late to dinner, and found his wife unusually grim-faced and impatient. He took his seat with an amiable smile, and showed in every way his determination not to lose his temper because somebody else had. It was one of the days when he looked almost boyish and entirely irresponsible. His hair was handsome and curly from the dampness of the east wind, and his wife was forced to remember how, in the days of their courtship, she used to wish that she could pull one of the curling locks straight, for the pleasure of seeing it fly back. She felt old and tired, and was hurt in her very soul by the contrast between herself and her husband. No wonder I am aging, having to lug everything on my shoulders, she thought. Jerry had forgotten to do whatever she had asked him for a day or two. He had started out that morning to go lobstering, but he had returned from the direction of the village.

Nancy, he said pleasantly, after he had begun his dinner, a silent and solitary meal, while his wife stitched busily by the window, and refused to look at him,— Nancy, Ive been thinking a good deal about a project.

I hope it aint going to cost so much and bring in so little as your other notions have, then, she responded quickly; though somehow a memory of the hot day when Jerry came and stood outside the fence, and kissed her when it was settled he should stay to supper, — a memory of that day would keep fading and brightening in her mind.

Yes, said Jerry, humbly, I aint done right, Nancy. I aint done my part for our livin. Ive let it sag right on to you, most ever since we was married. There was that spell when I was kind of weakly, and had a pain acrost me. I tell you what it is: I never was good for nothin ashore, but now Ive got my strength up Im going to show ye what I can do. Im promised to ship with Capn Lows brother, Skipper Nathan, that sails out o Eastport in the coasting trade, lumber and so on. I shall get good wages, and you shall keep the whole on t cept what I need for clothes.

You neednt be so plaintive, said Ann in a sharp voice. You can go if you want to. I have always been able to take care of myself, but when it comes to maintainin two, t aint so easy. When be you goin?

I expected you would be sorry, mourned Jerry, his face falling at this outbreak. Nancy, you neednt be so quick. T aint as if I hadnt always set everything by ye, if I be wuthless.

Nancys eyes flashed fire as she turned hastily away. Hardly knowing where she went, she passed through the open doorway, and crossed the clean green turf of the narrow side yard, and leaned over the garden fence. The young cabbages and cucumbers were nearly buried in weeds, and the currant bushes were fast being turned into skeletons by the ravaging worms. Jerry had forgotten to sprinkle them with hellebore, after all, though she had put the watering-pot into his very hand the evening before. She did not like to have the whole town laugh at her for hiring a man to do his work; she was busy from early morning until late night, but she could not do everything herself. She had been a fool to marry this man, she told herself at last, and a sullen discontent and rage that had been of slow but certain growth made her long to free herself from this unprofitable hindrance for a time, at any rate. Go to sea? Yes, that was the best thing that could happen. Perhaps when he had worked hard a while on schooner fare, he would come home and be good for something!

Jerry finished his dinner in the course of time, and then sought his wife. It was not like her to go away in this silent fashion. Of late her gift of speech had been proved sufficiently formidable, and yet she had never looked so resolutely angry as to-day.

Nancy, he began,— Nancy, girl! I aint goin off to leave you, if your hearts set against it. Ill spudge up and take right holt.

But the wife turned slowly from the fence and faced him. Her eyes looked as if she had been crying. You neednt stay on my account, she said. Ill go right to work an fit ye out. Im sick of your meechin talk, and I dont want to hear no more of it. Ef I was a man — 

Jerry Lane looked crestfallen for a minute or two; but when his stern partner in life had disappeared within the house, he slunk away among the apple-trees of the little orchard, and sat down on the grass in a shady spot. It was getting to be warm weather, but he would go round and hoe the old girls garden stuff by and by. There would be something going on aboard the schooner, and with delicious anticipation of future pleasure this delinquent Jerry struck his knee with his hand, as if he were clapping a crony on the shoulder. He also winked several times at the same fancied companion. Then, with a comfortable chuckle, he laid himself down, and pulled his old hat over his eyes, and went to sleep, while the weeds grew at their own sweet will, and the currant worms went looping and devouring from twig to twig.

III.

Summer went by, and winter began, and Mr. Jerry Lane did not reappear. He had promised to return in September, when he parted from his wife early in June, for Nancy had relented a little at the last, and sorrowed at the prospect of so long a separation. She had already learned the vacillations and uncertainties of her husbands character; but though she accepted the truth that her marriage had been in every way a piece of foolishness, she still clung affectionately to his assumed fondness for her. She could not believe that his marriage was only one of his makeshifts, and that as soon as he grew tired of the constraint he was ready to throw the benefits of respectable home life to the four winds. A little sentimental speech-making and a few kisses the morning he went away, and the gratitude he might well have shown for her generous care-taking and provision for his voyage won her soft heart back again, and made poor, elderly, simple-hearted Nancy watch him cross the marshes with tears and foreboding. If she could have called him back that day, she would have done so and been thankful. And all summer and winter, whenever the wind blew and thrashed the drooping elm boughs against the low roof over her head, she was as full of fears and anxieties as if Jerry were her only son and making his first voyage at sea. The neighbors pitied her for her disappointment. They liked Nancy; but they could not help saying, I told you so. It would have been impossible not to respect the brave way in which she met the worlds eye, and carried herself with innocent unconsciousness of having committed so laughable and unrewarding a folly. The loafers on the store steps had been unwontedly diverted one day, when Jerry, who was their chief wit and spokesman, rose slowly from his place, and said in pious tones, Boys, I must go this minute. Grandma will keep dinner waiting. Mrs. Ann Lane did not show in her aging face how young her heart was, and after the schooner Susan Barnes had departed she seemed to pass swiftly from middle life and an almost youthful vigor to early age and a look of spent strength and dissatisfaction. I suppose he did find it dull, she assured herself, with wistful yearning for his rough words of praise, when she sat down alone to her dinner, or looked up sadly from her work, and missed the amusing though unedifying conversation he was wont to offer occasionally on stormy winter nights. How much of his adventuring was true she never cared to ask. He had come and gone, and she forgave him his shortcomings, and longed for his society with a heavy heart.

One spring day there was news in the Boston paper of the loss of the schooner Susan Barnes with all on board, and Nancy Lanes best friends shook their sage heads, and declared that as far as regarded Jerry Lane, that idle vagabond, it was all for the best. Nobody was interested in any other member of the crew, so the misfortune of the Susan Barnes seemed of but slight consequence in Walpole, she having passed out of her former owners hands the autumn before. Jerry had stuck by the ship; at least, so he had sent word then to his wife by Skipper Nathan Low. The Susan Barnes was to sail regularly between Shediac and Newfoundland, and Jerry sent five dollars to Nancy, and promised to pay her a visit soon. Tell her Im layin up somethin handsome, he told the skipper with a grin, and Ive got some folks in Newfoundland Ill visit with on this voyage, and then Ill come ashore for good and farm it.

Mrs. Lane took the five dollars from the skipper as proudly as if Jerry had done the same thing so many times before that she hardly noticed it. The skipper gave the messages from Jerry, and felt that he had done the proper thing. When the news came long afterward that the schooner was lost, that was the next thing that Nancy knew about her wandering mate; and after the minister had come solemnly to inform her of her bereavement, and had gone away again, and she sat down and looked her widowhood in the face, there was not a sadder nor a lonelier woman in the town of Walpole.

All the neighbors came to condole with our heroine, and, though nobody was aware of it, from that time she was really happier and better satisfied with life than she had ever been before. Now she had an ideal Jerry Lane to mourn over and think about, to cherish and admire; she was day by day slowly forgetting the trouble he had been and the bitter shame of him, and exalting his memory to something near saintliness. He meant well, she told herself again and again. She thought nobody could tell so good a story; she felt that with her own bustling, capable ways he had no chance to do much that he might have done. She had been too quick with him, and alas, alas! how much better she would know how to treat him if she only could see him again! A sense of relief at his absence made her continually assure herself of her great loss, and, false even to herself, she mourned her sometime lover diligently, and tried to think herself a broken-hearted woman. It was thought among those who knew Nancy Lane best that she would recover her spirits in time, but Jerrys wildest anticipations of a proper respect to his memory were more than realized in the first two years after the schooner Susan Barnes went to the bottom of the sea. She mourned for the man he ought to have been, not for the real Jerry, but she had loved him in the beginning enough to make her own love a precious possession for all time to come. It did not matter much, after all, what manner of man he was; she had found in him something on which to spend her hoarded affection. 

IV.

Nancy Lane was a peaceable woman and a good neighbor, but she never had been able to get on with one fellow townswoman, and that was Mrs. Deacon Elton. They managed to keep each other provoked and teased from one years end to the other, and each good soul felt herself under a moral microscope, and understood that she was judged by a not very lenient criticism and discussion. Mrs. Lane clad herself in simple black after the news came of her husbands timely death, and Mrs. Elton made one of her farewell pilgrimages to church to see the new-made widow walk up the aisle.

She neednt tell me she lays that affliction so much to heart, the deacons wife sniffed faintly, after her exhaustion had been met by proper treatment of camphor and a glass of currant wine, at the parsonage, where she rested a while after service. Nancy Floyd knows shes well over with such a piece of nonsense. If I had had my health, I should have spoken with her and urged her not to take the step in the first place. She hasnt spoken six beholden words to me since that vagabond come to Walpole. I dare say she may have heard something I said at the time she married. I declare for t, I never was so outdone as I was when the deacon came home and told me Nancy Floyd was going to be married. She let herself down too low to ever hold the place again that she used to have in folks minds. And its my opinion, said the sharp-eyed little woman, she aint got through with her pay yet.

But Mrs. Elton did not half know with what unconscious prophecy her words were freighted. 

The months passed by: summer and winter came and went, and even those few persons who were misled by Nancy Lanes stern visage and forbidding exterior into forgetting her kind heart were at last won over to friendliness by her renewed devotion to the sick and old people of the rural community. She was so tender to little children that they all loved her dearly. She was ready to go to any household that needed help, and in spite of her ceaseless industry with her needle she found many a chance to do good, and help her neighbors to lift and carry the burdens of their lives. She blossomed out suddenly into a lovely, painstaking eagerness to be of use; it seemed as if her affectionate heart, once made generous, must go on spending its wealth wherever it could find an excuse. Even Mrs. Elton herself was touched by her old enemys evident wish to be friends, and said nothing more about poor Nancys looking as savage as a hawk. The only thing to admit was the truth that her affliction had proved a blessing to her. And it was in a truly kind and compassionate spirit that, after hearing a piece of news, the deacons hysterical wife forbore to spread it far and wide through the town first, and went down to the Widow Lanes one September afternoon. Nancy was stitching busily upon the deacons new coat, and looked up with a friendly smile as her guest came in, in spite of an instinctive shrug as she had seen her coming up the yard. The dislike of the poor souls for each other was deeper than their philosophy could reach.

Mrs. Elton spent some minutes in the unnecessary endeavor to regain her breath, and to her surprise found she must make a real effort before she could tell her unwelcome news. She had been so full of it all the way from home that she had rehearsed the whole interview; now she hardly knew how to begin. Nancy looked serener than usual, but there was something wistful about her face as she glanced across the room, presently, as if to understand the reason of the long pause. The clock ticked loudly; the kitten clattered a spool against the table-leg, and had begun to snarl the thread around her busy paws, and Nancy looked down and saw her; then the instant consciousness of there being some unhappy reason for Mrs. Eltons call made her forget the creatures mischief, and anxiously lay down her work to listen.

Skipper Nathan Low was to our house to dinner, the guest began. Hes bargaining with the deacon about some hay. Hes got a new schooner, Skipper Nathan has, and is going to build up a regular business of freighting hay to Boston by sea. Theres no market to speak of about here, unless you haul it way over to Downer, and you cant make but one turn a day.

T would be a good thing, replied Nancy, trying to think that this was all, and perhaps the deacon wanted to hire her own field another year. He had underpaid her once, and they had not been on particularly good terms ever since. She would make her own bargains with Skipper Nathan, she thanked him and his wife!

Hes been down to the provinces these two or three years back, you know, the whining voice went on, and straightforward Ann Lane felt the old animosity rising within her. At dinner time I wasnt able to eat much of anything, and so I was talking with Capn Nathan, and asking him some questions about them parts; and I spoke something about the mercy t was his life should ha been spared when that schooner, the Susan Barnes, was lost so quick after he sold out his part of her. And I put in a word, bein s we were neighbors, about how edifyin your course had ben under affliction. I noticed then hed looked sort o queer whilst I was talkin, but there was all the folks to the table, and you know hes a very cautious man, so he spoke of somethin else. T want half an hour after dinner, I was comin in with some plates and cups, tryin to help what my strenth would let me, and says he, Step out a little ways into the piece with me, Mis Elton. I want to have a word with ye. I went, too, spite o my neuralgy, for I saw hed got somethin on his mind. Look here, says he, I gathered from the way you spoke that Jerry Lanes wife expects hes dead. Certain, says I, his name was in the list o the Susan Barness crew, and we read it in the paper. No, says he to me, he ran away the day they sailed; he wasnt aboard, and hes livin with another woman down to Shediac. Them was his very words.

Nancy Lane sank back in her chair, and covered her horror-stricken eyes with her hands. T aint pleasant news to have to tell, Sister Elton went on mildly, yet with evident relish and full command of the occasion. He said he seen Jerry the morning he came away. I thought you ought to know it. Ill tell you one thing, Nancy: I told the skipper to keep still about it, and now Ive told you, I wont spread it no further to set folks a-talking. Ill keep it secret till you say the word. There aint much trafficking betwixt here and there, and hes dead to you, certain, as much as if he laid up here in the burying-ground.

Nancy had bowed her head upon the table; the thin sandy hair was streaked with gray. She did not answer one word; this was the hardest blow of all.

Im much obliged to you for being so friendly, she said after a few minutes, looking straight before her now in a dazed sort of way, and lifting the new coat from the floor, where it had fallen. Yes, hes dead to me, — worse than dead, a good deal, and her lip quivered. I cant seem to bring my thoughts to bear. Ive got so used to thinkin — No, dont you say nothin to the folks, yet. Id do as much for you. And Mrs. Elton knew that the smitten fellow-creature before her spoke the truth, and forebore. 

Two or three days came and went, and with every hour the quiet, simple-hearted woman felt more grieved and unsteady in mind and body. Such a shattering thunderbolt of news rarely falls into a human life. She could not sleep; she wandered to and fro in the little house, and cried until she could cry no longer. Then a great rage spurred and excited her. She would go to Shediac, and call Jerry Lane to account. She would accuse him face to face; and the woman whom he was deceiving, as perhaps he had deceived her, should know the baseness and cowardice of this miserable man. So, dressed in her respectable Sunday clothes, in the gray bonnet and shawl that never had known any journeys except to meeting, or to a country funeral or quiet holiday-making, Nancy Lane trusted herself for the first time to the bewildering railway, to the temptations and dangers of the wide world outside the bounds of Walpole.

Two or three days later still, the quaint, thin figure familiar in Walpole highways flitted down the street of a provincial town. In the most primitive region of China this woman could hardly have felt a greater sense of foreign life and strangeness. At another time her native good sense and shrewd observation would have delighted in the experiences of this first week of travel, but she was too sternly angry and aggrieved, too deeply plunged in a survey of her own calamity, to take much notice of what was going on about her. Later she condemned the unworthy folly of the whole errand, but in these days the impulse to seek the culprit and confront him was irresistible.

The innkeepers wife, a kindly creature, urged this puzzling guest to wait and rest and eat some supper, but Nancy refused, and without asking her way left the brightly lighted, flaring little public room, where curious eyes already offended her, and went out into the damp twilight. The voices of the street boys sounded outlandish, and she felt more and more lonely. She longed for Jerry to appear for protections sake; she forgot why she sought him, and was eager to shelter herself behind the flimsy bulwark of his manhood. She rebuked herself presently with terrible bitterness for a womanish wonder whether he would say, Why, Nancy, girl! and be glad to see her. Poor woman, it was a work-laden, serious girlhood that had been hers, at any rate. The power of giving her whole self in unselfish, enthusiastic, patient devotion had not belonged to her youth only; it had sprung fresh and blossoming in her heart as every new year came and went.

One might have seen her stealing through the shadows, skirting the edge of a lumber-yard, stepping among the refuse of the harbor side, asking a question timidly now and then of some passer-by. Yes, they knew Jerry Lane, — his house was only a little way off; and one curious and compassionate Scotchman, divining by some inner sense the exciting nature of the errand, turned back, and offered fruitlessly to go with the stranger. You know the man? he asked. He is his own enemy, but doing better now that he is married. He minds his work, I know that well; but hes taken a good wife. Nancys heart beat faster with honest pride for a moment, until the shadow of the ugly truth and reality made it sink back to heaviness, and the fire of her smoldering rage was again kindled. She would speak to Jerry face to face before she slept, and a horrible contempt and scorn were ready for him, as with a glance either way along the road she entered the narrow yard, and went noiselessly toward the window of a low, poor-looking house, from whence a bright light was shining out into the night.

Yes, there was Jerry, and it seemed as if she must faint and fall at the sight of him. How young he looked still! The thought smote her like a blow. They never were mates for each other, Jerry and she. Her own life was waning; she was an old woman.

He never had been so thrifty and respectable before; the other woman ought to know the savage truth about him, for all that! But at that moment the other woman stooped beside the supper table, and lifted a baby from its cradle, and put the dear, live little thing into its fathers arms. The baby was wide awake, and laughed at Jerry, who laughed back again, and it reached up to catch at a handful of the curly hair which had been poor Nancys delight.

The other woman stood there looking at them, full of pride and love. She was young, and trig, and neat. She looked a brisk, efficient little creature. Perhaps Jerry would make something of himself now; he always had it in him. The tears were running down Nancys cheeks; the rain, too, had begun to fall. She stood there watching the little household sit down to supper, and noticed with eager envy how well cooked the food was, and how hungrily the master of the house ate what was put before him. All thoughts of ending the new wifes sin and folly vanished away. She could not enter in and break another heart; hers was broken already, and it would not matter. And Nancy Lane, a widow indeed, crept away again, as silently as she had come, to think what was best to be done, to find alternate woe and comfort in the memory of the sight she had seen. 

The little house at the edge of the Walpole marshes seemed full of blessed shelter and comfort the evening that its forsaken mistress came back to it. Her strength was spent; she felt much more desolate now that she had seen with her own eyes that Jerry Lane was alive than when he was counted among the dead. An uncharacteristic disregard of the laws of the land filled this good womans mind. Jerry had his life to live, and she wished him no harm. She wondered often how the baby grew. She fancied sometime the changes and conditions of the far-away household. Alas! she knew only too well the weakness of the man, and once, in a grim outburst of impatience, she exclaimed, Id rather others should have to cope with him than me!

But that evening, when she came back from Shediac, and sat in the dark for a long time, lest Mrs. Elton should see the light and risk her life in the evening air to bring unwelcome sympathy, — that evening, I say, came the hardest moment of all, when the Ann Floyd, tailoress, of so many virtuous, self-respecting years, whose idol had turned to clay, who was shamed, disgraced, and wronged, sat down alone to supper in the little kitchen.

She had put one cup and saucer on the table; she looked at them through bitter tears. Somehow a consciousness of her solitary age, her uncompanioned future, rushed through her mind; this failure of her best earthly hope was enough to break a stronger womans heart.

Who can laugh at my Marsh Rosemary, or who can cry, for that matter? The gray primness of the plant is made up of a hundred colors if you look close enough to find them. This same Marsh Rosemary stands in her own place, and holds her dry leaves and tiny blossoms steadily toward the same sun that the pink lotus blooms for, and the white rose.


THE DULHAM LADIES.
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To be leaders of society in the town of Dulham was as satisfactory to Miss Dobin and Miss Lucinda Dobin as if Dulham were London itself. Of late years, though they would not allow themselves to suspect such treason, the most ill-bred of the younger people in the village made fun of them behind their backs, and laughed at their treasured summer mantillas their mincing steps, and the shape of their parasols.

They were always conscious of the fact that they were the daughters of a once eminent Dulham minister; but beside this unanswerable claim to the respect of the First Parish, they were aware that their mothers social position was one of superior altitude. Madam Dobins grandmother was a Greenaple, of Boston. In her younger days she had often visited her relatives, the Greenaples and Hightrees, and in seasons of festivity she could relate to a select and properly excited audience her delightful experiences of town life. Nothing could be finer than her account of having taken tea at Governor Clovenfoots on Beacon Street in company with an English lord, who was indulging himself in a brief vacation from his arduous duties at the Court of St. James.

He exclaimed that he had seldom seen in England so beautiful and intelligent a company of ladies, Madam Dobin would always say in conclusion. He was decorated with the blue ribbon of the Knights of the Garter. Miss Dobin and Miss Lucinda thought for many years that this famous blue ribbon was tied about the noble gentlemans leg. One day they even discussed the question openly; Miss Dobin placing the decoration at his knee, and Miss Lucinda locating it much lower down, according to the length of the short gray socks with which she was familiar.

You have no imagination, Lucinda, the elder sister replied impatiently. Of course, those were the days of small-clothes and long silk stockings! — whereat Miss Lucinda was rebuked, but not persuaded.

I wish that my dear girls could have the outlook upon society which fell to my portion, Madam Dobin sighed, after she had set these ignorant minds to rights, and enriched them by communicating the final truth about the blue ribbon. I must not chide you for the absence of opportunities, but if our cousin Harriet Greenaple were only living, you would not lack enjoyment or social education. 

Madam Dobin had now been dead a great many years. She seemed an elderly woman to her daughters some time before she left them; later they thought that she had really died comparatively young, since their own years had come to equal the record of hers. When they visited her tall white tombstone in the orderly Dulham burying-ground, it was a strange thought to both the daughters that they were older women than their mother had been when she died. To be sure, it was the fashion to appear older in her day, — they could remember the sober effect of really youthful married persons in cap and frisette; but, whether they owed it to the changed times or to their own qualities, they felt no older themselves than ever they had. Beside upholding the ministerial dignity of their father, they were obliged to give a lenient sanction to the ways of the world for their mothers sake; and they combined the two duties with reverence and impartiality.

Madam Dobin was, in her prime, a walking example of refinements and courtesies. If she erred in any way, it was by keeping too strict watch and rule over her small kingdom. She acted with great dignity in all matters of social administration and etiquette, but, while it must be owned that the parishioners felt a sense of freedom for a time after her death, in their later years they praised and valued her more and more, and often lamented her generously and sincerely.

Several of her distinguished relatives attended Madam Dobins funeral, which was long considered the most dignified and elegant pageant of that sort which had ever taken place in Dulham. It seemed to mark the close of a famous epoch in Dulham history, and it was increasingly difficult forever afterward to keep the tone of society up to the old standard. Somehow, the distinguished relatives had one by one disappeared, though they all had excellent reasons for the discontinuance of their visits. A few had left this world altogether, and the family circle of the Greenaples and Hightrees was greatly reduced in circumference. Sometimes, in summer, a stray connection drifted Dulham-ward, and was displayed to the townspeople (not to say paraded) by the gratified hostesses. It was a disappointment if the guest could not be persuaded to remain over Sunday and appear at church. When household antiquities became fashionable, the ladies remarked a surprising interest in their corner cupboard and best chairs, and some distant relatives revived their almost forgotten custom of paying a summer visit to Dulham. They were not long in finding out with what desperate affection Miss Dobin and Miss Lucinda clung to their mothers wedding china and other inheritances, and were allowed to depart without a single teacup. One graceless descendant of the Hightrees prowled from garret to cellar, and admired the household belongings diligently, but she was not asked to accept even the dislocated cherry-wood footstool that she had discovered in the far corner of the parsonage pew.

Some of the Dulham friends had long suspected that Madam Dobin made a social misstep when she chose the Reverend Edward Dobin for her husband. She was no longer young when she married, and though she had gone through the wood and picked up a crooked stick at last, it made a great difference that her stick possessed an ecclesiastical bark. The Reverend Edward was, moreover, a respectable graduate of Harvard College, and to a woman of her standards a clergyman was by no means insignificant. It was impossible not to respect his office, at any rate, and she must have treated him with proper veneration for the sake of that, if for no other reason, though his early advantages had been insufficient, and he was quite insensible to the claims of the Greenaple pedigree, and preferred an Indian pudding to pie crust that was, withoutexaggeration, half a quarter high. The delicacy of Madam Dobins touch and preference in everything, from hymns to cookery, was quite lost upon this respected preacher, yet he was not without pride or complete confidence in his own decisions.

The Reverend Mr. Dobin was never very enlightening in his discourses, and was providentially stopped short by a stroke of paralysis in the middle of his clerical career. He lived on and on through many dreary years, but his children never accepted the fact that he was a tyrant, and served him humbly and patiently. He fell at last into a condition of great incapacity and chronic trembling, but was able for nearly a quarter of a century to be carried to the meeting-house from time to time to pronounce farewell discourses. On high days of the church he was always placed in the pulpit, and held up his shaking hands when the benediction was pronounced, as if the divine gift were exclusively his own, and the other minister did but say empty words. Afterward, he was usually tired and displeased and hard to cope with, but there was always a proper notice taken of these too often recurring events. For old times and for pitys sake and from natural goodness of heart, the elder parishioners rallied manfully about the Reverend Mr. Dobin; and whoever his successor or colleague might be, the Dobins were always called the ministers folks, while the active laborer in that vineyard was only Mr. Smith or Mr. Jones, as the case might be. At last the poor old man died, to everybodys relief and astonishment; and after he was properly preached about and lamented, his daughters, Miss Dobin and Miss Lucinda, took a good look at life from a new standpoint, and decided that now they were no longer constrained by home duties they must make themselves a great deal more used to the town.

Sometimes there is such a household as this (which has been perhaps too minutely described), where the parents linger until their children are far past middle age, and always keep them in a too childish and unworthy state of subjection. The Misses Dobins characters were much influenced by such an unnatural prolongation of the filial relationship, and they were amazingly slow to suspect that they were not so young as they used to be. There was nothing to measure themselves by but Dulham people and things. The elm-trees were growing yet, and many of the ladies of the First Parish were older than they, and called them, with pleasant familiarity, the Dobin girls. These elderly persons seemed really to be growing old, and Miss Lucinda frequently lamented the change in society; she thought it a freak of nature and too sudden blighting of earthly hopes that several charming old friends of her mothers were no longer living. They were advanced in age when Miss Lucinda was a young girl, though time and space are but relative, after all.

Their influence upon society would have made a great difference in many ways. Certainly, the new parishioners, who had often enough been instructed to pronounce their pastors name as if it were spelled with one b, would not have boldly returned again and again to their obnoxious habit of saying Dobbin. Miss Lucinda might carefully speak to the neighbor and new-comers of my sister, Miss Do-bin; only the select company of intimates followed her lead, and at last there was something humiliating about it, even though many persons spoke of them only as the ladies.

The name was originally DAubigne, we think, Miss Lucinda would say coldly and patiently, as if she had already explained this foolish mistake a thousand times too often. It was like the sorrows in many a provincial château in the Reign of Terror. The ladies looked on with increasing dismay at the retrogression in society. They felt as if they were a feeble garrison, to whose lot it had fallen to repulse a noisy, irreverent mob, an increasing band of marauders who would overthrow all land-marks of the past, all etiquette and social rank. The new minister himself was a round-faced, unspiritual-looking young man, whom they would have instinctively ignored if he had not been a minister. The new people who came to Dulham were not like the older residents, and they had no desire to be taught better. Little they cared about the Greenaples or the Hightrees; and once, when Miss Dobin essayed to speak of some detail of her mothers brilliant opportunities in Boston high life, she was interrupted, and the new-comer who sat next her at the parish sewing society began to talk about something else. We cannot believe that it could have been the tea-party at Governor Clovenfoots which the rude creature so disrespectfully ignored, but some persons are capable of showing any lack of good taste.

The ladies had an unusual and most painful sense of failure, as they went home together that evening. I have always made it my object to improve and interest the people at such times; it would seem so possible to elevate their thoughts and direct them into higher channels, said Miss Dobin sadly. But as for that Woolden woman, there is no use in casting pearls before swine!

Miss Lucinda murmured an indignant assent. She had a secret suspicion that the Woolden woman had heard the story in question oftener than had pleased her. She was but an ignorant creature; though she had lived in Dulham twelve or thirteen years, she was no better than when she came. The mistake was in treating sister Harriet as if she were on a level with the rest of the company. Miss Lucinda had observed more than once, lately, that her sister sometimes repeated herself, unconsciously, a little oftener than was agreeable. Perhaps they were getting a trifle dull; toward spring it might be well to pass a few days with some of their friends, and have a change.

If I have tried to do anything, said Miss Dobin in an icy tone, it has been to stand firm in my lot and place, and to hold the standard of cultivated mind and elegant manners as high as possible. You would think it had been a hundred years since our mothers death, so completely has the effect of her good breeding and exquisite hospitality been lost sight of, here in Dulham. I could wish that our father had chosen to settle in a larger and more appreciative place. They would like to put us on the shelf, too. I can see that plainly.

I am sure we have our friends, said Miss Lucinda anxiously, but with a choking voice. We must not let them think we do not mean to keep up with the times, as we always have. I do feel as if perhaps — our hair — 

And the sad secret was out at last. Each of the sisters drew a long breath of relief at this beginning of a confession.

It was certain that they must take some steps to retrieve their lost ascendency. Public attention had that evening been called to their fast-disappearing locks, poor ladies; and Miss Lucinda felt the discomfort most, for she had been the inheritor of the Hightree hair, long and curly, and chestnut in color. There used to be a waviness about it, and sometimes pretty escaping curls, but these were gone long ago. Miss Dobin resembled her father, and her hair had not been luxuriant, so that she was less changed by its absence than one might suppose. The straightness and thinness had increased so gradually that neither sister had quite accepted the thought that other persons would particularly notice their altered appearance.

They had shrunk, with the reticence born of close family association, from speaking of the cause even to each other, when they made themselves pretty little lace and dotted muslin caps. Breakfast caps, they called them, and explained that these were universally worn in town; the young Princess of Wales originated them, or at any rate adopted them. The ladies offered no apology for keeping the breakfast caps on until bedtime, and in spite of them a forward child had just spoken, loud and shrill, an untimely question in the ears of the for once silent sewing society. Do Miss Dobbinses wear them great caps because their bare heads is cold? the little beast had said; and everybody was startled and dismayed.

Miss Dobin had never shown better her good breeding and valor, the younger sister thought.

No, little girl, replied the stately Harriet, with a chilly smile. I believe that our headdresses are quite in the fashion for ladies of all ages. And you must remember that it is never polite to make such personal remarks. It was after this that Miss Dobin had been reminded of Madam Somebodys unusual headgear at the evening entertainment in Boston. Nobody but the Woolden woman could have interrupted her under such trying circumstances.

Miss Lucinda, however, was certain that the time had come for making some effort to replace her lost adornment. The child had told an unwelcome truth, but had paved the way for further action, and now was the time to suggest something that had slowly been taking shape in Miss Lucindas mind. A young grand-nephew of their mother and his bride had passed a few days with them, two or three summers before, and the sisters had been quite shocked to find that the pretty young woman wore a row of frizzes, not originally her own, over her smooth forehead. At the time, Miss Dobin and Miss Lucinda had spoken severely with each other of such bad taste, but now it made a great difference that the wearer of the frizzes was not only a relative by marriage and used to good society, but also that she came from town, and might be supposed to know what was proper in the way of toilet.

I really think, sister, that we had better see about having some — arrangements, next time we go anywhere, Miss Dobin said unexpectedly, with a slight tremble in her voice, just as they reached their own door. There seems to be quite a fashion for them nowadays. For the parishs sake we ought to recognize — and Miss Lucinda responded with instant satisfaction. She did not like to complain, but she had been troubled with neuralgic pains in her forehead on suddenly meeting the cold air. The sisters felt a new bond of sympathy in keeping this secret with and for each other; they took pains to say to several acquaintances that they were thinking of going to the next large town to do a few errands for Christmas.

A bright, sunny morning seemed to wish the ladies good-fortune. Old Hetty Downs, their faithful maid-servant and protector, looked after them in affectionate foreboding. Dear sakes, what devils wiles may be played on them blessed innocents afore theyre safe home again! she murmured, as they vanished round the corner of the street that led to the railway station.

Miss Dobin and Miss Lucinda paced discreetly side by side down the main street of Westbury. It was nothing like Boston, of course, but the noise was slightly confusing, and the passers-by sometimes roughly pushed against them. Westbury was a consequential manufacturing town, but a great convenience at times like this. The trifling Christmas gifts for their old neighbors and Sunday-school scholars were purchased and stowed away in their neat Fayal basket before the serious commission of the day was attended to. Here and there, in the shops, disreputable frizzes were displayed in unblushing effrontery, but no such vulgar shopkeeper merited the patronage of the Misses Dobin. They pretended not to observe the unattractive goods, and went their way to a low, one-storied building on a side street, where an old tradesman lived. He had been useful to the minister while he still remained upon the earth and had need of a wig, sandy in hue and increasingly sprinkled with gray, as if it kept pace with other changes of existence. But old Paleys shutters were up, and a bar of rough wood was nailed firmly across the one that had lost its fastening and would rack its feeble hinges in the wind. Old Paley had always been polite and bland; they really had looked forward to a little chat with him; they had heard a year or two before of his wifes death, and meant to offer sympathy. His business of hair-dressing had been carried on with that of parasol and umbrella mending, and the condemned umbrella which was his sign cracked and swung in the rising wind, a tattered skeleton before the closed door. The ladies sighed and turned away; they were beginning to feel tired; the day was long, and they had not met with any pleasures yet. We might walk up the street a little farther, suggested Miss Lucinda; that is, if you are not tired, as they stood hesitating on the corner after they had finished a short discussion of Mr. Paleys disappearance. Happily it was only a few minutes before they came to a stop together in front of a new, shining shop, where smirking waxen heads all in a row were decked with the latest fashions of wigs and frizzes. One smiling fragment of a gentleman stared so straight at Miss Lucinda with his black eyes that she felt quite coy and embarrassed, and was obliged to feign not to be conscious of his admiration. But Miss Dobin, after a brief delay, boldly opened the door and entered; it was better to be sheltered in the shop than exposed to public remark as they gazed in at the windows. Miss Lucinda felt her heart beat and her courage give out; she, coward like, left the transaction of their business to her sister, and turned to contemplate the back of the handsome model. It was a slight shock to find that he was not so attractive from this point of view. The wig he wore was well made all round, but his shoulders were roughly finished in a substance that looked like plain plaster of Paris.

What can I have ze pleasure of showing you, young ladees? asked a person who advanced; and Miss Lucinda faced about to discover a smiling, middle-aged Frenchman, who rubbed his hands together and looked at his customers, first one and then the other, with delightful deference. He seemed a very civil, nice person, the young ladies thought.

My sister and I were thinking of buying some little arrangements to wear above the forehead. Miss Dobin explained, with pathetic dignity; but the Frenchman spared her any further words. He looked with eager interest at the bonnets, as if no lack had attracted his notice before. Ah, yes. Je comprends; ze high foreheads are not now ze mode. Je prefer them, moi, yes, yes, but ze ladies must accept ze fashion; zay must now cover ze forehead with ze frizzes, ze bangs, you say. As you wis, as you wis! and the tactful little man, with many shrugs and merry gestures at such girlish fancies, pulled down one box after another.

It was a great relief to find that this was no worse, to say the least, than any other shopping, though the solemnity and secrecy of the occasion were infringed upon by the great supply of arrangements and the loud discussion of the color of some crimps a noisy girl was buying from a young saleswoman the other side of the shop.

Miss Dobin waved aside the wares which were being displayed for her approval. Something — more simple, if you please, — she did not like to say older.

But these are très simple, protested the Frenchman. We have nothing younger; and Miss Dobin and Miss Lucinda blushed, and said no more. The Frenchman had his own way; he persuaded them that nothing was so suitable as some conspicuous forelocks that matched their hair as it used to be. They would have given anything rather than leave their breakfast caps at home, if they had known that their proper winter bonnets must come off. They hardly listened to the wig merchants glib voice as Miss Dobin stood revealed before the merciless mirror at the back of the shop.

He made everything as easy as possible, the friendly creature, and the ladies were grateful to him. Beside, now that the bonnet was on again there was a great improvement in Miss Dobins appearance. She turned to Miss Lucinda, and saw a gleam of delight in her eager countenance. It really is very becoming. I like the way it parts over your forehead, said the younger sister, but if it were long enough to go behind the ears— Non, non, entreated the Frenchman. To make her the old woman at once would be cruelty! And Lucinda who was wondering how well she would look in her turn, succumbed promptly to such protestations. Yes, there was no use in being old before their time. Dulham was not quite keeping pace with the rest of the world in these days, but they need not drag behind everybody else, just because they lived there.

The price of the little arrangements was much less than the sisters expected, and the uncomfortable expense of their reverend fathers wigs had been, it was proved, a thing of the past. Miss Dobin treated her polite Frenchman with great courtesy; indeed, Miss Lucinda had more than once whispered to her to talk French, and as they were bowed out of the shop the gracious Bong-sure of the elder lady seemed to act like the string of a showerbath, and bring down an awesome torrent of foreign words upon the two guileless heads. It was impossible to reply; the ladies bowed again, however, and Miss Lucinda caught a last smile from the handsome wax countenance in the window. He appeared to regard her with fresh approval, and she departed down the street with mincing steps.

I feel as if anybody might look at me now, sister, said gentle Miss Lucinda. I confess, I have really suffered sometimes, since I knew I looked so distressed.

Yours is lighter than I thought it was in the shop, remarked Miss Dobin, doubtfully, but she quickly added that perhaps it would change a little. She was so perfectly satisfied with her own appearance that she could not bear to dim the pleasure of any one else. The truth remained that she never would have let Lucinda choose that particular arrangement if she had seen it first in a good light. And Lucinda was thinking exactly the same of her companion.

I am sure we shall have no more neuralgia, said Miss Dobin. I am sorry we waited so long, dear, and they tripped down the main street of Westbury, confident that nobody would suspect them of being over thirty. Indeed, they felt quite girlish, and unconsciously looked sideways as they went along, to see their satisfying reflections in the windows. The great panes made excellent mirrors, with not too clear or lasting pictures of these comforted passers-by.

The Frenchman in the shop was making merry with his assistants. The two great frisettes had long been out of fashion; he had been lying in wait with them for two unsuspecting country ladies, who could be cajoled into such a purchase.

Sister, Miss Lucinda was saying, you know there is still an hour to wait before our train goes. Suppose we take a little longer walk down the other side of the way; and they strolled slowly back again. In fact, they nearly missed the train, naughty girls! Hetty would have been so worried, they assured each other, but they reached the station just in time.

Lutie, said Miss Dobin, put up your hand and part it from your forehead; it seems to be getting out of place a little; and Miss Lucinda, who had just got breath enough to speak, returned the information that Miss Dobins was almost covering her eyebrows. They might have to trim them a little shorter; of course it could be done. The darkness was falling; they had taken an early dinner before they started, and now they were tired and hungry after the exertion of the afternoon, but the spirit of youth flamed afresh in their hearts, and they were very happy. If ones heart remains young, it is a sore trial to have the outward appearance entirely at variance. It was the ladies nature to be girlish, and they found it impossible not to be grateful to the flimsy, ineffectual disguise which seemed to set them right with the world. The old conductor, who had known them for many years, looked hard at them as he took their tickets, and, being a man of humor and compassion, affected not to notice anything remarkable in their appearance. You ladies never mean to grow old, like the rest of us, he said gallantly, and the sisters fairly quaked with joy.

Bless us! the obnoxious Mrs. Woolden was saying, at the other end of the car. Theres the old maid Dobbinses, and theyve bought em some bangs. I expect they wanted to get thatched in a little before real cold weather; but dont they look just like a pair o poodle dogs.

The little ladies descended wearily from the train. Somehow they did not enjoy a days shopping as much as they used. They were certainly much obliged to Hetty for sending her nieces boy to meet them, with a lantern; also for having a good warm supper ready when they came in. Hetty took a quick look at her mistresses, and returned to the kitchen. I knew somebody would be foolin of em, she assured herself angrily, but she had to laugh. Their dear, kind faces were wrinkled and pale, and the great frizzes had lost their pretty curliness, and were hanging down, almost straight and very ugly, into the ladies eyes. They could not tuck them up under their caps, as they were sure might be done.

Then came a succession of rainy days, and nobody visited the rejuvenated household. The frisettes looked very bright chestnut by the light of day, and it must be confessed that Miss Dobin took the scissors and shortened Miss Lucindas half an inch, and Miss Lucinda returned the compliment quite secretly, because each thought her sisters forehead lower than her own. Their dear gray eyebrows were honestly displayed, as if it were the fashion not to have them match with wigs. Hetty at last spoke out, and begged her mistresses, as they sat at breakfast, to let her take the frizzes back and change them. Her sisters daughter worked in that very shop, and, though in the work-room, would be able to oblige them, Hetty was sure.

But the ladies looked at each other in pleased assurance, and then turned together to look at Hetty, who stood already a little apprehensive near the table, where she had just put down a plateful of smoking drop-cakes. The good creature really began to look old.

They are worn very much in town, said Miss Dobin. We think it was quite fortunate that the fashion came in just as our hair was growing a trifle thin. I dare say we may choose those that are a shade duller in color when these are a little past. Oh, we shall not want tea this evening, you remember, Hetty. I am glad there is likely to be such a good night for the sewing circle. And Miss Dobin and Miss Lucinda nodded and smiled.

Oh, my sakes alive! the troubled handmaiden groaned. Going to the circle, be they, to be snickered at! Well, the Dobbin girls they was born, and the Dobbin girls they will remain till they die; but if they aint innocent Christian babes to those that knows em well, mark me down for an idjit myself! They believe them front-pieces has set the clock back forty year or more, but if theyre pleased to think so, let em!

Away paced the Dulham ladies, late in the afternoon, to grace the parish occasion, and face the amused scrutiny of their neighbors. I think we owe it to society to observe the fashions of the day, said Miss Lucinda. A lady cannot afford to be unattractive. I feel now as if we were prepared for anything!


A BUSINESS MAN.

I.
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If a man chooses a profession it is, or ought to be, with other desires than that of growing rich. He may wish to be skillful and learned as a means of self-development and helping his fellow-men, and if he is successful nobody has a right to sneer at him because he does not make a fortune. But when most men enter a mercantile life it is with the acknowledged purpose of making money. The world has a right, too, to look on with interest to find what they do with their money afterward. Dollars are of primary consideration to the standing of a business man, and are only secondary to a clergyman or a doctor - that is, when one judges by public rather than private conditions and indications of success. Yet the money-getter may win great wealth, and fail completely of reaching his highest value, and reward, and satisfaction as a human being.

People often said that there was something in the blood of the Cravens (their true name shall be a secret) which hungered for possession and was always seeking to gratify its love of acquisition. John Craven, the proud inheritor of a name already well known in business circles, certainly loved the thought of his thousands and hundred thousands. He felt a vast pleasure in letting his eyes glance down the columns of figures in his private account-book - a gratified sense of security and abundance which none of the fruits of his wealth had power to bestow. The fine house in which he lived, his handsome young children, all failed to be so completely rewarding to his eye and heart as the special page or two where the chief items of his property were represented by straight-stemmed fours and ones and delicately-curved threes and sixes and nines. He was a man who never directly wronged any one, but who was determined to succeed and to make money. He thought little of his personal relation to society, and still less of his relation to the next world. All his mind was bent upon making a splendid financial success, and though early in life this end was gained, he still went on planning great gains and glories, and looked upon himself as one of the younger business men of his city, until long after he was a grandfather.

Then the tide of satisfaction seemed at last to turn. One thing after another forced him to waver and to hesitate in these great manipulations of his capital. Mr. Craven was keen and quick to grasp his business opportunities, but little things annoyed him, and he became sensitive where once he had been indifferent. He was just transferring his chief office and warehouse to a noble new building, when for the first time in his life he became seriously ill, and from necessity his eldest son was promoted temporarily to the head of the business.

It was a strange surprise when the family physician told him that he could no longer bear what he could once; that a man of his years must favor himself; and finally advised that a few months in Europe would do him the much needed good. John Craven was startled and angry at first; he had always looked forward to such a holiday, and had already enjoyed foreign sights by proxy, since his family had crossed the ocean repeatedly, like other families of their social station. But this seemed to mean only that the girls wished to go again, and at first he emphatically refused to be made the victim of such a conspiracy.

When he visited his place of business, however, after his illness, he was made somewhat low spirited. The new warehouse was occupied now, and it was fatiguingly large and noisy. Young John was getting on very well; he might be all the more use by and by if he had the chance of trying his hand now. He could not do much mischief, the elder man thought, as he sank into his great cushioned chair with a little sigh. He had meant to give orders that his familiar desk and wooden armchair should be brought from the old counting-room, but it was too late now, and to be sure they would be quite out of place in all this magnificence of plate glass and mahogany. Yes, Jack was right; this new office was in keeping with the position of the firm, and the senior partner looked into his new safe with pride and approval, and complimented his son upon the way he had managed things. The old grandfather who had trained him used to sit on a high stool, and wear a green baize jacket, in the first dingy counting-room. He started us - he started us, said John Craven to himself; then he felt a little shaky and sat down again, saying that he would not go through the house until next day, perhaps. He had hardly got back his strength, but Jack might bring the statements. There were a number of new clerks even in the inner office, and one had a crafty, small face. I dont like that fellows looks, he muttered. Who got him here, I should like to know! But Jack responded, with wounded pride, that this was the smartest book-keeper in New York; he had been trying to get him into their employ for a year.

Somehow, for the first time John Craven was conscious that he was getting to be old. He grumbled something about the boys pulling and hauling him and his affairs, and wishing him out of their way. The pomp of the new counting-room, the self-sufficiency of Jack, dazzled and angered him not a little. He had thought it indispensable to the welfare of this great business that he should not miss a day at his desk, all through the busiest times of the year. But here was the establishment running along on its manifold and ponderous track, just as well as if he had been at the post of guidance. Well, not every man had given his affairs such a good momentum; he had only followed out the founders principles, too, and he thought again of the sturdy grandfather in the baize jacket. After all, it was good for the son and successor; he would stand well in the row of John Cravens. Jack was married and settled. He had as handsome a house as his fathers,. a block higher up the avenue. The rascal had even grown a little patronizing of late, but John Craven, the elder, had no intention of being called an old man yet.

There were some questions to ask about the real estate investments that day, but Jack could not answer for these. Walter had been looking after that part of the property, and Walter was out of town. So they had divided the responsibility between them, had they? the father grumbled; but Jack brought a great handful of cheques and papers to be signed, and the two men lunched and joked together. The firm was already larger than the senior partner approved. It was no use to talk about adding another member. But Jack took advantage of his fathers smiles to suggest the admission of a brother-in-law, the husband of the youngest daughter. Ill think it over, replied the chief, turning to look for his penholder. No, his capital is no inducement. Were carrying sail enough for the present, unless times change for the better.

Jack went back to his own desk a little annoyed. He did not like to give up his authority. Was it only a month since the old gentleman had been away? It seemed like a year.

II.

John Craven took the doctors advice, after all, and went to Europe. He had felt strangely weak and unequal to much effort ever since his illness, and he grasped at the promised renewal of his health. There was great satisfaction at meeting some of his old correspondents on the other side; he wholly enjoyed his journeyings, and was satisfied with the careful reports from home. He was proud, too, of some new outlooks and connections which he succeeded in forming. In a business way, he was fond of saying to his wife, the time had been well spent. But Mrs. Craven lost no chance of urging her husband to give up the business to the boys. He had overworked himself, she pleaded over and over again, it was no use to break down his health altogether. He knew very well now that he could not bear what he could once. The truth was, the ways of doing business were changing - these submarine telegraphs were doing as much harm as good. The time had gone by when a man could get private advices of a rise in values, and quickly increase his stock to control the market. Now, what one knew the rest knew, and it was simply a question of who could sell cheapest. John Craven talked it over again and again with idling merchants like himself.

Not long after their return the great sorrow of his life came to him in his wifes death. It was harder to bear the loss then than it ever could have been before. They had loved each other with a sober, undemonstrative affection, which was as permanent and unquestioned as the air they breathed. In the earlier years, while he was immersed, as he often said, in business cares, and the good woman was careful and troubled about many things, her growing children, her household, and her social relations, they had gone their separate ways without much reference to each other, satisfied with a mutual confidence and inspiration. For the first time in these later months they had sometimes spent all the hours of the days together, and had been more lover-like and affectionate than ever before. They sometimes talked in the long twilights of the English lakes or the soft sunshine of Italy about what they would do together when they reached home; and John Craven felt less annoyance at the thought of his boys business capacity. He would have more time at home than ever before; he even grew interested in his wifes small charitable enterprises, and lent a willing ear to her confidences, and knew at last what good his generous cheques had done in public and private needs. He had never found time to think much of these things. But alas, good Mrs. Craven died after a short illness, within a week or two of their arrival home, and the great house with its unpacked treasures, which they had chosen together, was left desolate.

It was harder than ever for this business man to assure himself that a man need not be old at his age; but somehow he had let go his active oversight of affairs, while he could summon no interest to fill the place of that to which he had given all his time and thought. He cared nothing for books or for art, or, saddest of all, his fashionable daughter thought, for society. He had given away much money because others expected it, but he had never given himself with his dollars. He was sometimes angry with the boys, and sometimes thankful to give up his responsibility, but he wished such relinquishment to be voluntary; it should not be taken for granted. His daughters were eager to have their share of his favor; they came to him with stories of the boys assumption of authority and precedence. They were all dependent upon him in one way or another, and John Craven told himself more than once that he should like to see one of the crowd who had made his own way in the world. They were all respectful and affectionate. The girls told him again and again that they were so glad that their husbands were able to relieve him of care, and were men he could trust. Yes, he surely had a great deal to be thankful for; it seemed to be nobodys fault that he was laid on the shelf. Jack was sometimes overbearing and self-confident about the business. It was amazing that he himself, who had been counted one of the most daring, far-sighted, and enterprising men of his day, should be constantly made to feel that he was an old fogy and fast drifting astern of the times. Who should understand the times if not a man of his experience? As the long months went by, the days when he did not go to his office were of more and more frequent occurrence. The chief value of his presence seemed to be for the subscription lists, which by no means passed him by, and one day there was a vehement outbreak of anger against young Jack, who had ventured to suggest the propriety of a smaller sum than his father had seen fit to bestow. You may be making money, but whose money are you making it with, the old man demanded, while Jack spoke soothingly and glanced round at the other desks. He did not look as if he would like to knock his father down, as he used in case of differences when they both were younger, and the senior partner was injured by this slighting of their present equality. You treat me as if I were an old woman, he said, and went away. Jack was such an insufferable prig, and there was Jacks boy, who ought to be at a desk, already parading about the park with his dog cart and saddle-horses — a good-for-nothing dandy. Times had changed indeed!

III.

When Mr. Craven did not go down town in the morning he sometimes took his stick and walked eastward along the street that made a right angle with the avenue nearest his house. He did not like to meet his acquaintances, even ladies, in business hours, but he found it amusing to watch the progress of some buildings not a great distance away. The contrast between this district and the region of his own home was very striking, though he found himself by no means in the most squalid portion of his native city. On the contrary, there was even a sort of thriftiness. John Craven had more than once complimented the good landlord, whoever he might be, of one long row of small brick houses. The occupants were evidently people of small means, but most respectable and orderly, and at the end of the block was a shop or two - a druggists, and a gay little place which held out inducements to womankind, of thread and needles, neckties, and even letter-paper and calico prints. Good thing, good thing, the rich ex-merchant would say approvingly, if only the women dont waste their time, and travel way down to Stewarts for every spool of cotton.

It happened that John Craven walked slowly by one morning just as the owner of this place of business was opening his shutters. He was a bright-faced young man of two or three and twenty, and the elderly gentleman hesitated, then stopped and said good-morning.

The young man looked around cheerfully. Good-day, sir, he answered; can I do anything for you in my line? And Mr. Craven smiled benignantly, without committing himself to any definite reply. You are on time, I see, he said presently, tapping the pavement with his cane as the proprietor fastened the shutter back with a sufficient snap. There was only one window to the little store, but its contents were most alluringly arranged. Yes, sir, times money, answered the admiring owner of the trifling wares. I should be glad to have you step inside, and with a glance along the street toward the avenue, Mr. Craven accepted the invitation. It was still early in the morning, he had not been sleeping well of late, and his luxurious household was hardly astir. His eldest daughter had come home with her family to keep the house for him after her mothers death. Her husband was the least prosperous of the sons or sons-in-law, and to tell the truth John Craven was not at all fond of him, and never had been.

There was something delightfully cordial and sincere in the younger merchants hospitality. At any rate it was stronger than his guests reasons for not accepting it, and Mr. Craven bowed gravely and went in at the door. He took no notice of anything in particular. The cheap goods did not invite his attention in detail, but he seated himself on one of the two light stools which were provided for the comfort of possible customers, and asked, looking about him in an interested way, how long the business had been established.

Only a month or two, answered the young man, and a boyish color spread quickly over his face. I hope theres a good chance here! I dont see why I shouldnt do well. I seem to have the good-will of the neighborhood, so far. There are some dressmakers near by who do a pile of work: one of them does stitching and finishing for Madame Blanc, and has all she can carry. I fill any orders, you know, for goods I dont carry in stock. I hope I shall do well here, and I dont mind saying I shall sell out the business when it gets to be worth anything, and strike for something better. I wish I was a little nearer the avenue. I know a fellow who keeps a first-rate class of goods up in Thirtieth Street thats getting rich. You see the seamstresses in some of the big houses give him all their trade, and about keep him going.

Mr. Craven returned the hopeful smile of his entertainer, and slowly unfastened his overcoat. He felt a little tired and lonely that morning, and did not wear the look of a prosperous man. The coat itself was a comfortable old one he had insisted upon keeping when his daughter had suggested the presentation of it to a deserving German mother to make over for her children. Somehow Mr. Craven liked to wear it in these morning walks away from the avenue. The buttons were loose, and one of them actually came off at this moment and rolled behind some boxes that were piled at the end of the counter. William Chellis the shopkeeper looked after it, but some instinct that he could hardly explain led him to ignore the trivial accident. The old gentleman looked as if he had seen better days. The button-holes of the coat were frayed, and a bit of the lining was hanging. Chellis had often seen the old fellow go by about this time in the morning, stopping once in a while to speak to some children, or to exchange greetings with the bricklayers who were tending the great mortar-box in front of the new block.

They talked together for a few minutes in a friendly way. Chellis was arranging his wares, and when the visitor rose to go he darted forward to open the door for him. I should be pleased to have you drop in any time, sir, he said, with pleasant deference. I hope youll remember to mention the store if you have any ladies at home. My goods are mostly in their line.

Do you keep pins? asked Mr. Craven, turning back with evident pleasure, to make an investment in four papers. He could find somebody to give them to, and there was a satisfaction in putting the little package in his pocket. He was used to writing cheques for his purchases, and was a little uncertain, as he took some change from his waistcoat pocket, about the state of his present finances.

There never is much doing this time in the morning, explained the proprietor. My customers either come toward night, or run over here at noon time. I ought to have somebody to help me, for I shut up now when I go down town to fill my orders. I want to get on as cheap as I can, though, for the present. All great things must have a beginning, he added as he opened the door the second time. There was something delightfully fresh and energetic about the young man. John Craven sighed to remember that there was a time when his own future lay all before him. The winter wind had risen and was whirling the dust and bits of paper along the bare pavement, and as he went away toward the avenue, he had to stop more than once and turn his back to the unwholesome gale. He happened to be just opposite a window at one time, where a sweet-faced young girl sat sewing busily. There were some half-finished garments on the table beside her; a very pretty girl she was, and she looked frankly up at the elderly man, and even gave him a bright smile of unconscious sympathy and friendliness.

The whole day afterward, while the wind blew and the weather was cold, and a few flakes of snow clicked against the windows, John Craven sat by the library fire trying to read newspapers and dozing and meditating by turns. He tried once or twice to allure his younger grandchildren down to keep him company, but they were needed up-stairs to practice for a famous fancy ball in aid of some childrens hospital. They were to have fine costumes and be prominent in the dances, and could only chatter to him of these things if they stayed. Their mother had rebuked him for staying out of doors so long on a chilly morning. He was late to breakfast, and she reproached him for making her uneasy. He might have a fall any day, or be knocked over by the passing carts.

I should like to have my liberty, the old man answered, with more severity than was usual with him. He did not feel so old as other people seemed to consider him - life was nor very amusing of late. But certainly he was much interested in his new acquaintance of the side street. Ill watch that lad, Mr. Craven assured himself, and by and by, if he does well, Ill let him have some capital. While, with rare sentiment, he also wondered if the nice girl who sewed by the window and the brisk young merchant were aware of each others existence.

The question was answered no later than the next morning but one. Between the two interviews a serious trial came to our hero. He had been vastly punctual at the fortnightly meetings of a certain notable company, of which he had been chief originator, and had clung more and more of late to this one of the last of his active business duties. He felt unusually clear and capable as he entered the directors room, but being early he was adroitly tendered a suggestion that he should resign his place on the board in favor of his son Jack. H could find no fault with the delicate manner in which this suggestion was made. There was a troublesome, decrepit old fellow, who had been in the way for half a dozen years, and it was proposed that the two senior directors should be put on a sort of retired list. The friend who spoke alluded to the annoyance Mr. Craven must receive from his feeling of obligation to attend the meetings now that he had shaken off so entirely the cares of business. He held so large an interest in the property that it would not have done to remove him from a part in its active control, except through his own agency, and John Craven, who was a proud man, told himself with a flash of anger that this was some of Jacks doings, and quietly acquiesced. They knock the old folks on the head in the South Sea Islands, he grumbled next day, when he saw a too prompt series of resolutions on his retirement included in the financial report of his company. He wondered if his wife knew how lonely he was, and counted up with surprise the months since she had been taken away from him.

The morning afterward was clear and spring-like, and he went out earlier than usual. The pleasant weather was in itself a comfort, and he found himself taking quicker steps than usual toward the little store. It was already open, and there was a customer who turned a not unfamiliar face toward the door as Mr. Craven opened it. The two young people were talking eagerly, and both blushed a little in a pretty, conscious way, and said good-morning, as if the new-comer were an old friend. This is a pleasanter day than when I had to come to a halt next your window, said the old gentleman, gallantly. He had been hurrying, and was glad to accept the seat which the younger man pushed toward him.

There were a few little things I thought they could make use of at the house, said Mr. Craven presently, to explain his appearance - hut he did not look about for the necessary goods. How are you getting on? he asked, in a benevolent and paternal fashion, and they turned to acquaint this friendly stranger with an assurance of their excellent prospects. Evidently the young people had a very particular interest in each other, and Mr. Craven became sure that their marriage depended upon young Chelliss future income. There was a debt of a few hundred dollars on the stock; it had been a tremendous venture for the fellow, and the wise old business man shook his head, as he was made to understand the position of affairs. If you could only pay off those accounts now, he said soberly, so that you could be handling for yourself the money that is coming in. And young Chellis looked wistful and determined as he nodded his head in assent.

There was a painful silence of a moment or two which Chellis himself broke. You lost a button off your coat when you were in day before yesterday morning, sir. I found it afterward and laid it by. Miss Brooks has got a needle with her now, I dare say, and shell sew it on for you if you will let her; and John Craven looked from one face to the other with pleased surprise. He would have been amused if he had known that they had talked about him several times, and had made up their minds that he was a bachelor who boarded somewhere in that region - a man who had seen better days, and was now poor and friendless. Miss Brooks had ventured to wish that he might have a little money which he would like to put into such a thriving and rising business venture as her lovers. But the lover had replied with deeper wisdom that the elderly stranger did not wear the look of a prosperous man. Poor John Craven, with his houses and lands, his blocks of buildings, and his interest in a line of steamers, his manufactories, and his mortgages, and bank stocks, and railroad stocks, and his luxurious children, whom he had housed in palaces! He felt poorer, after all, than these young creatures, who still had their fortunes to make, and whose best capital was their love for each other.

But in the last few dragging years nothing had given him such a hearty pleasure as his new interest in this little enterprise of the fancy goods store on East Number Street. His cautious business instinct made him very careful to know his ground. Then one day, to young Chelliss great delight, when he was beginning to fear his creditors and look older and more troubled than usual, the kindly guest counted out a sum of money as if it were all he had in the world, and begged to go into partnership, waiving all formalities. The two men sat down together as if they were alike twenty-two, and embarked upon courageous plans for future gains. Sometimes of late, Mr. Craven - who let himself be called Mr. Brown, though his honest heart revolted from the deception - postponed his visit until after the late breakfast and spent as much of the day as he chose with his new friend. What sagacity of advice the old merchant imparted to the new one time would fail for describing. Chellis had long ago made up his mind that his benefactor must have had an unusual business career and been wrecked in some great financial crisis.

The situation was not without its dangers. Even the walk along East Number Street was beset with fears, and John Craven varied his line of approach from day to day. Once he beheld with dismay the entrance of one of his own housemaids upon his new place of business, as he stood behind the high desk casting up a column of figures. Luckily there was an inner room, to which he stealthily retreated with beating heart, and listened there to the loud, unmannerly tones of the woman who was at home a most soft-spoken and servile creature. But this accident did not happen again, and he felt more and more secure in the companionship of his young partner. It was surprising how his youthful zest and ambition seemed, for a time, to return; how pleased he was when an uncommonly good days trade was reported. He shook his head when the young folks asked him to come to their wedding, but he slipped as large a bill as he dared into the brides work-roughened little hand and stole away toward his own house. It had made him desolate to see the rooms the lovers were to live in. They had asked their benefactor to visit their new home in such a way that he could not refuse, and they told him they never could have got on so well without his help. Little Miss Brooks was not going to give up her sewing at present. She would take care of their tiny housekeeping and earn all she could in the spare time, just as she had always done. They did not seem like city people at all; they had the simple ways of country folks. And John Craven thought of them with deep affection as he sat at the head of his glittering dinner-table that night, and lifted a glass of his best wine in a shaking hand to drink secretly to Mr. and Mrs. William Chelliss health and prosperity.

At last there came a time, late one spring, when the old business man seemed much feebler than he had ever before. He hardly ever went down to the great office now, and was even glad when the rare expedition was safely over with. Once or twice he took his seat at some assembly, but he was an inefficient figure-head, and was more annoyed than otherwise with the empty show of deference from his inferiors in office. Every day when it was possible, however, he paid an early visit to his young friends in East Number Street, and on many a morning when there were a few customers coming in, he gave the ambitious proprietor warnings and suggestions. There was a young boy added to the force of this mercantile experiment, a lad from Vermont, whose bright face seemed to please the old gentleman, and on one of the last visits Chellis sent him home with Mr. Craven. It caused a good deal of curiosity and interest when the adventure was recounted, for he had helped the infirm guest up the high steps of one of the best avenue houses. But the morning calls were nearly done. Mr. Craven only appeared once more, and then when the owner of the little shop had gone down town. He and his young wife talked a great deal that night about their benefactor. Hes been the making of me, said Chellis to himself, sadly, as the days went by after that and his friend did not come again.

For a long time Mr. Cravens daughter had said proudly that her father was able to take an hour or twos walk early every morning; in these late spring days she had complained fretfully that he used up all his strength in doing so much, and that he was fit for nothing all the rest of the day. At length John Craven was taken away to his country place, and before the summer was over he died. The poor rich man had almost ceased to care anything for even the dolls shopkeeping, as he had often fondly called it, though he was still grateful for the pleasure that came to him as he dreamed of and planned for the future fortune of the happy young people in East Number Street.

His will was made some months before, and was as just to his own family and to public needs as all his dealing had been. There was one codicil which surprised his family entirely, he left five thousand dollars to one William Chellis, in East Number Street, and among the latest of his private papers was a note to this legatee written in a trembling hand, which contrasted strangely with his former clear signatures. 

I have left something for you as a remembrance, Mr. Craven said. I have no doubt that you will make your way in the world by its help and your own exertions, and I owe you something for you kindness and respect to an old man. Remember that getting money may make you poor as it has me, and can leave you at last a beggar for a little friendliness, and sympathy, and occupation. There are other things which a man needs beside wealth to make him happy. I am your grateful friend,

John Craven. 

The young mans eyes were strangely dimmed as he read. Good heavens! he said, awed and astonished. I used to think sometimes that he wasnt the broken-down old fellow we took him for at first; but there he was all the time, one of the richest men in the city! How pleased he used to be some days to help behind the counter when two or three customers came in together. So that was old John Craven!

Perhaps our place made him think of old times, when he was just beginning, himself, hopefully answered the little wife. I remember the first time I saw him, one windy morning when the dust blew in his face and he turned round and looked right in at the window. He made me feel real bad, he looked so lonesome and wishful. I never thought he was going to give us such a lot of money.

Hes given me something better than that, too, said young Chellis, solemnly; and when the woman beside him looked up to ask what he meant, he only kissed her and went away. There were truly many gains to be had in the world beside money, even if ones heart was set upon being, first of all, A Business Man.


MARY AND MARTHA.
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THE TWO SISTERS — the old Miss Deans, as people had begun to call them — had always lived together, and what had happened to one happened to the other. They often said that what one knew the other knew; and since they had spent their years very quietly, the things that each sister thought best worth saying had been said many times over. For all this, they were as different as they could be. Mary was Mary-like — a little too easy and loving-hearted; and Martha was Martha-like — a little too impatient with foolish folks, and forgetting to be affectionate while she tried to be what she called just. Sometimes she thought her younger sister visionary and sentimental; for Martha was, before all things, practical and straightforward, and there lurked a little pride in her heart because she did not see how Mary could get on without her own forethought and provision for their needs.

The two sisters were very much respected in the village where they lived. They sewed for their living; they were tailoresses by trade, and though they did not make so many suits of clothes since their neighbors found the ready-made clothing shops so cheap and convenient, they made little boys first suits and stray jackets and trousers whenever they could. They mended them, too, for one or two busy neighbors who could afford to pay them. You might hear it said twenty times a year, How should we ever get along without Mary and Martha Dean! And more than once it had been questioned who could take their places if anything happened to the good women. Martha was usually strong and vigorous, short and thick-set in appearance, and a little given to bustling if anything particular were going on. She was an excellent hand to make over a carpet; she was an extremely judicious and sensible person. It was Martha who had been called upon to go and keep house for her townspeople when they went away. But more than one neighbor had dearly liked to have Mary Dean in the sick-room, she was so gentle and quiet, and did not insist upon doing something when there was nothing to do, as her good, anxious, willing sister did once in a while. Yet everybody called Martha a splendid nurse; she was so capable, they said; and most people liked to hear her talk to the sick, and tell them they were nervous and notional, and there wasnt anything great the matter with them, and she had seen folks twice as bad off. There was no gainsaying the fact that this treatment occasionally did good; for one thing, many friends had as much confidence in Martha Dean as in the doctor, and it was good for them that she rallied their hopes; where theres a will theres a way being as often true about getting well as it is about getting rich. But when tall, thin Mary, with her pleased, absentminded look, stole into a bedroom on a dreary day and said nothing but How do you do? or I thought perhaps youd like to have company, and laid on the counterpane a very small tea-rose which was known to have bloomed on a little bush that had been tended like a baby, and brought through the winter only by the greatest care — when Mary Dean did this, it might be thought that she was too wistful and unreviving for a sick-room. Yet many a patient wished more than ever to get well again, if only to do something for this kind nurse in return. They were both useful in their way. It must be confessed that Martha made a great deal the best gruel; but sometimes you wanted one and sometimes the other, and meant no disrespect to the slighted sister.

They lived together on a hilltop just outside the village. The faded yellow story-and-a-half house looked as if it had strayed away a little to be by itself. Perhaps somebody was influenced to build it there so that it would be all ready for Mary Dean, who loved quiet more and more as she grew older. Martha often fretted, and wished that she were in the village. She thought the half a mile a longish walk in bad weather, and was sure they would get more to do if they were right among folks. You would do twenty-five cents worth yourself many a time rather than rig all up in a rainstorm to lug it up a long hill! If there had been more land with the little house, Martha was sure they could sell it to advantage; but whenever she talked about that, as she would sometimes, in a most fierce way, her sister provoked her a little by not consenting to see the advantage. Mary would only say, Perhaps you know best, or, Do you think we could find just the right house? but she always looked utterly miserable, and brightened up when, after a season of gloomy silence, her more energetic sister would speak about something else. Mary loved every blade of grass on their fifth part of an acre; she loved even the great ledge that took up part of their small domain, and made the rest scorched and dry in midsummer. It seemed to her, if she had to leave the house, that she must give up, not only seeing the sunsets, but the memory of all the sunsets she could remember. The good women were growing old. Martha was rheumatic in cold weather, and it was Martha who went oftenest to the village and upon whom most of the inconvenience came. I expect to live and die here, she said, one day, to a new customer, who asked them if they had always lived in the old house; that is, provided I dont die on the road goin and comin.

One day, about the middle of November, the sisters were both at home, and sat each by her chosen window, stitching busily. Sometimes Mary would stop for a minute or two, and look out across the country, as if she really took pleasure in seeing the leafless trees against the gray sky, and the band of pale yellow in the southwest, the soft pale brown of the fields and pastures, and a bronzed oak here and there against the blackish-green pine woods. Martha thought it a very bleak, miserable sort of day; her window overlooked the road to the village, and hardly anybody had gone by all the afternoon.

I believe the only thing that would make it worth while to live way out here, she said, energetically, would be a sewing-machine. I could take regular work then from Torbys shop, as some of the folks are goin to do, and then we could have something to depend upon. You aint able to go out all weathers, and never was, and t was all I could do to get through last winter. One time — dont you reclect? — we was shut up here four days, and couldnt have got to the village, to save us, in that big storm. It makes a great difference about the passing since they cut that new cross-road. And I should like to live where I could be reasonably certain of meetin privileges; it did seem good to go to Friday evenin meetin last week when I was to the Elliss. I cant feel right to go away and leave you alone, and folks aint likely to want us both to once, as they used to a good deal.

Mary sighed a little. She knew all these arguments well; she knew that what they wanted was steady work at home in winter. They had only a little money in the bank, for, thrifty as they were, they were unfortunate too, and had lost by a railroad failure a few years ago almost all their lifetimes savings. They could not go out to work much longer, Mary knew that well. Martha need not say it over so many times; and she looked up at Martha, and was surprised, as if it were the first time she had ever noticed it, to see that she was almost an old woman. Never quite that! The brisk, red-cheeked girl who had been her childish pride and admiration could never be anything else, in spite of the disguises and changes with which time had masked her faded countenance. Martha had a lover, too, in the days of the red cheeks; sometimes Mary wondered at her bravery in being so cheerful and happy; for the elder sister had taken her life as it came, with such resignation and uncomplainingness. Perhaps Mary felt the loss of the lover more than Martha herself, who had suffered at first, but the grief had grown vague years ago. They had not been engaged very long, and she had hardly grown used to her new relationship before his sudden death came. She had often told herself that it was all for the best, and in spite of that liked to have people know that she was not exactly like other unmarried women who never had been urged to change their situation. But when Martha had been sitting in silence, lost in thought, and Marys tender sympathies had woven many happy dreams for her, she was apt to shatter the dreams at last by some very unsentimental remark about the jacket they were making, or the price of tea. No doubt she often had her own sad thoughts, for all that.

There was just such a silence in this November afternoon, and Mary, as usual, humbly wondered if her sister were lonely and troubled, and if she herself were half so good and tender as she ought to be to one so dear and kind. At last Martha said, in a business-like way: Next week we shall be getting ready for Thanksgiving. I dont expect we shall do so much as usual: I dont see where the moneys comin from. We had better get along without a chicken, anyways; theyre goin to bring a high price, and ours must pay for the wood as far as theyll go.

Im thankful as I can be every day, said Mary, softly. I dont know what I should do without you, sister. I hope the Lord wont part us; and her lip quivered as she spoke. You thought we never should pull through this year, she resumed, in a more commonplace tone; but here we are, after all, and weve done well, and been fed, and kept warm.

The next year we ought to shingle the house and set the fences into some kind of shape. I wish we could sew up things outdoors well s we can in; and Martha smiled grimly.

We do, dont we? and the younger sister laughed outright. I wish we did have a sewing-machine. I dare say by and by theyll get cheaper. I declare it doesnt seem five years since the war was over.

Theres John Whitefield, said Martha, angrily; and Mary looked frightened. She was always so sorry when this topic was started. He never gives a thought to what our folks did for him. I shouldnt know him if I was to see him, and we are all the own cousins hes got on his fathers side. It does seem as if he might take some interest in us now were all growing old together. He must have read our names in the list of those that lost in the railroad, and have read our names in the list of those that lost in the railroad, and have knownt was all wed got.

Perhaps he thinks we dont take any interest in him, ventured Mary, timidly. I have sometimes thought about him, and wondered if he supposed we were set against him. There was so much hard feelin between the families when we were all young, and we wouldnt speak to him when we were girls. A young man would be cut by that as much as anything — 

I wouldnt speak to him now, either, and Marthas voice and her linen thread snapped together. Everybody said they treated our folks outrageously. You neednt expect me to go meechin after such thankless and unprincipled creaturs.

Mary hardly knew what gave her such courage. I dont want to vex you, Im sure, she said, simply. If he didnt answer or didnt treat us well any way, I should think as you do; but I should like to ask him to come and spend Thanksgiving Day with us, and show him a forgivin spirit. He aint so well off that he need think weve got low motives; and — taking courage— you know thisll be the first Thanksgiving since his wife died — if t was his wife we saw mentioned in the paper.

I must say you are consistent with our havin nothin for dinner, smiled Miss Martha, grimly, clicketing together her big needle and her steel thimble without any top. I wont lend myself to any such notions, and theres an end to it.

She rose and disappeared angrily into the pantry, and began to assail the pots and pans as if she had to begin the preparations for Thanksgiving at that very moment. But Miss Mary Dean, whom everybody thought a little flighty and unpractical, went on sewing as long as the pale daylight lasted. She did not know why she was so disappointed about not inviting their unknown cousin. She had not thought of him very often; but she had always been a little ashamed and sorry about the family quarrel that had made everybody so bitter and unforgiving when she was a girl. Her father thought that this cousins father cheated him of his rights in the old home farm. 

At least three days afterward Sister Martha was discovered to be very silent and unreasonable; and, in spite of previous experiences, Miss Mary was entirely surprised to be told late in the evening, just as they were going to bed, that a letter had been sent that day to Cousin John asking him to come to spend Thanksgiving with them on the hilltop. Youd never have been satisfied without it, I suppose, the good woman said, grudgingly, as she went hurrying about the room; and gentle Mary was filled with fear. She knew that it would be a trouble to her sister, and an unwelcome one; but at last she felt very glad, and was aggravatingly grateful as she thanked the head of the family for this generous deed. I dont know why my heart was so set on it, she announced later, with great humility, and Martha sniffed unmistakably from under the patchwork counterpane. I hope he wont stop long, she observed, quite cheerfully. And so peace was restored, and Miss Martha Dean thought about the dinner and talked over her frugal plans, while Mary listened with pleased content, and looked out through the little bedroom window from her pillow to see the white, twinkling, winter-like stars.

Goodness me! exclaimed Martha on Thanksgiving morning; there he comes, and he looks as old as Methusaleh! The sisters stood together and watched their guest climbing the long hill, and made characteristic comments. He does look real lonesome, said Mary, but Martha bustled off to look at the chicken which had just been put into the oven. He looks as if he were hungry, she growled on the way, and took a complacent look into the kettles after she had seen that the oven continued to be in a proper state of warmth. There was enough for her to do to look after the dinner. Mary could attend to the company: but, after all, it was good to have company, especially some one who seemed to be glad to be with them. He had grown to look like her own dear, honest-hearted father in these latter years; he could not be a bad man, and it seemed a great while since they had seen one of their own folks at the table.

So Martha put her whole heart into making her little dinner just as good as it could be. She sat down in the front room once or twice and tried to talk over old times, but she was not very successful; they were constantly running against unpleasant subjects; it seemed as if the mistaken household that had been divided against itself had no traditions of anything but warfare.

But the guest was pathetically glad to come; he could talk to his cousin Mary about the pleasure Marthas note had given him. He did not say that it was not very affectionate, but he told the truth about having often wished since he had grown older that they could talk over the old times and have a kinder feeling toward each other. And I was so broken up this year, he added, plaintively. I miss my wife worse and worse. She was some years younger than I, and always seemed so pleasant and sprightly — well, if one of you girls is left without the other, youll know something about it, thats all I can say, and a sudden pang shot through the listeners heart. And Mary Dean looked so sorry and so kind that she had to listen to a great many things about the wife who had died. Cousin John Whitefield moved her sympathy more and more, and by the time dinner was ready they were warm friends. Then there was the dinner, and the two elderly women and their guest enjoyed it very much. Miss Martha had put on the best table-cloth and the best dishes. She had done all she could to make the little festival a success, and presently even she was filled with the spirit of the day, and did not let the least shadow of disapproval show itself in her face when Mary said: Sister, Im sure we ought to be very thankful to-day for all these good things and for Cousin Johns company. I dont feel as if we ever should make out to be enemies again; and the cousin shook his head more than once, while something like a tear glistened in the eyes that were turned toward Mary Dean. They talked of old times; they said to each other that they would let bygones be bygones. Some of the sisters friends had been very kind; one had given them a present of cranberries, which Martha liked very much, but had denied herself, since they were so dear that year.

Cousin John had evidently dressed himself with great care, but he looked untended, and the sisters shrewd eyes saw where a stitch or two was needed and a button had been lost. It seemed more friendly than ever when he stood before Martha to have his coat mended; it only took a minute. And her eyes were the best, Mary said, proudly.

Girls, said the old man, suddenly; girls, I want to know if, with all your sewing trade, you havent got any sewing-machine? And the girls looked at each other wistfully, and answered No.

Now, I know what Ill do for you, and the withered face brightened. Im going to send you over Marias. She set everything by it; t was one her brother gave her — Josiah, thats so well off in New York. She says t was one of the best; and there it has stood. Ive been thinking I should have to sell it. Ill send it over right away. And he looked from one delighted face to the other. You wont refuse, now? he asked; as if there had been any danger of that! And the sisters confessed how puzzled they had been about their winters work; they had not acknowledged so fully even to each other that some of their old customers had died, that it hardly paid to do hand-sewing, and hardly anybody needed tailors work, somehow; and they were not able to be out in all weather, or to be of as much service to their neighbors as they used. But they were sure to do well now if they had a machine. Mr. Torby, at the shop, paid excellent prices for the best work.

Cousin John stayed until the next day, and they watched him go down the hill with many feelings of gratitude and respect. It takes two to make a quarrel, but only one to end it, said Martha, turning suddenly to Mary. They both felt younger than they had for a great while, and they pitied their cousins aged looks and slow steps. T was all owing to you, she went on, in a tone that was not usual with her. Mary, I believe youve chosen the better part, and youve listened to the Lords words while Ive been cumbered with much serving. But Mary would have it that only Martha could have made Cousin John so comfortable, and got him the good Thanksgiving dinner.

The dinners the least part of it, said Martha, this time in her every-day, short fashion of speech. There! its beginning to snow. I wish, if theres a good fall of it, we could just put this house on runners and slide down hill! But she looked very good-natured, and Mary laughed softly.

You say that every year, dont you, Martha? said she. Just think how long weve been wishing for a sewing-machine, and now were really going to have one. I suppose youll know just how to use it before it has been here a day. 


THE NEWS FROM PETERSHAM
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MRS. PEAK HAD been to Petersham herself, to spend Thanksgiving with her niece, and brought the first account of old Mr. Johnsons illness. Mrs. Jesse Johnson, his daughter-in-law, had come in for a few minutes Thursday afternoon, and had said it was the first time since she could remember that the old gentleman had not been in his seat in church on Thanksgiving Day. And they all felt as if it were a great break.

He would insist upon setting at the table, said Mrs. Jesse, but he looked too feeble to be out of his bed. These bad colds take hold of a man of his years.

After the visitor had gone Mrs. Peak and her niece Martha talked a good deal about the changes in the family which would be sure to come when Mr. Johnson died.

I know that Jesses folks are depending upon getting a lift, said Martha. Mis Jesse has hinted as much to me more than once, for she says Jesses got more than he can carry in his business, and everything would be easy if he only had a little more capital. Truth is, I have an idea that hes teased a good share away from his father now, and the old gentleman isnt so ready as he used to be to further his projects. And theres William, his other son, I know it to be a fact that he is intending to go out West when his fathers taken away. He has had a notion of it for a good while; his wifes sisters folks are all out there and doing well.

Theyll be very much missed as a family, said Mrs. Peak; how Petersham has changed from what it was when I was a girl!

When she went home the next day she was quite downhearted, and told Asa Fales, who happened to be at the depot when the train came in and offered to carry her home, that old Mr. Daniel Johnson was breaking up — at least, so his family seemed to think. Asa Fales was deeply concerned; the two villages were only a few miles apart, and he had been a Petersham boy. It was old Mr. Johnson to whom he owed his rise in the world, and he remembered that he might never have owned his flourishing country store if it had not been for this kind friends assistance. Besides, he had been confident of Mr. Johnsons support if he should make up his mind to buy a large tract of woodland which would pay well for being cleared that very next winter. He was already indebted to him, however, and it would be a very different thing if he were the debtor of the eager heirs. So with all this in his mind he questioned Mrs. Peak anxiously, and they concluded that Mr. Johnsons end was not far distant.

Of course he made a great effort to get to the table on account of its being Thanksgiving, said Asa, sorrowfully, but Im afraid hell give right up now. Id ride right over to see him to-morrow, but I cant get away. Its right in my busy time; Im buying up a great deal of wood this fall, and some of em are bringing it in now on wheels instead of waiting for snow.

The snow does keep off late this year, said Mrs. Peak. Here its the first o December, and theres only been one flurry that was hardly more than a hoar-frost.

They reached the little gray house behind the lilac-bushes, where Mrs. Peak lived alone, and as she unlocked its side-door and went in, it seemed strangely cold and lonely. I must look about for a likely kitten, she said to herself; theyre a sight of company, and what trouble it gave would be no harm. I declare it makes me feel lonesome; all the folks I have always been used to knowing are a-dying off. I always set a good deal by Daniel Johnson.

Two neighbors looked up the road a little later than this from their kitchen windows, and seeing a light in Mrs. Peaks kitchen also, said to themselves that she might be lonely that evening without anybody to speak to, and they would step over and hear the news. They met at the door, each with a shawl over her head and her knitting-work in her hands, — and were welcomed most heartily. Mrs. West, who was very fond of talking, began at once to describe her experiences Thanksgiving morning, when she found that the cats had stolen into the pantry during the night, and mangled the turkey so that it was only fit to be thrown away. It was too late to get another, except a rack of bones fit only for a lantern, that had been left at Faless store.

I didnt know what in the world I should do. There was all the folks coming; his sister and all the childn, and my brother and his wife, and we three at home are middlin hearty — but there; we made out with the chicken-pie and a spare-rib I put right in. It so happened I had one that was thawed. An I took those cats and soused em well in a tub o water, after Id give em as good a beating as I knew how. And after a while they stole in half froze, and set by the stove meek as Moses with their paws tucked underneath em, and when Id look at em theyd mew at me both together thout making a sound. For all I was so worked up, I had to laugh.

They all laughed again at the cats, while Mrs. Peak acknowledged that she had just been thinking of getting a kitten, but such accounts as this were discouraging, — and Mrs. West promptly offered her own virtuous pussies, which amused the little company very much.

You havent told us yet whether you heard anything over at Petersham, said Mrs. Rogers, the other guest, at which Mrs. Peaks face grew long.

I had a beautiful visit with Martha, she answered, but Ive been feeling anxious to hear again from old Mr. Daniel Johnson. Jesses wife came in and said he seemed very feeble. He didnt make no effort to get out to meetin Thanksgivin Day, and Martha said shed noticed he looked pale and kind o wizened up two or three weeks ago.

I suppose the cold weather pinched him, suggested Mrs. West. Well, hell be a great loss.

I heard from him direct this morning, continued Mrs. Peak, mournfully. I called to Jesses oldest boy as he went by, and he said his grandther wasnt any better. I asked if he was abed, and he said, No. Hes got a sight o resolution; I shouldnt wonder if he didnt take his bed at all.

I dont see how theyll pay their minister the salary they give him now, when they lose Mr. Johnson, said Mrs. Rogers. Hes always ready to give, and he does what he can for his folks. I shouldnt wonder if he hadnt but a little property left, after all hes had to do, and being out o business for some years now.

Hes kept his money a-movin, observed Mrs. West. There aint no such business man about here, but theres been plenty o hands reached out to take what they could get. Well, tis all over now; he wont last a great while if hes as feeble as you say. His father went just the same way, only kept the house a week, and his bed the last day.

I should have gone right over to see him myself yesterday, said the hostess, but it kept raining steady all day, same as it did here, I suppose.

Theyll be likely to have his funeral from the meeting-house, wont they? asked Mrs. Rogers, solemnly; but nobody could answer her question.

Next day being Sunday, and most of the congregation coming from the scattered farms, there was the usual exchange of greetings and inquiries for news. And in this way the sad story of Mr. Johnsons last illness was spread far and wide before night. And in passing from one to another, the report became every hour more serious. At last some one ventured to say that, judging from what she had just heard, the poor man could not now be living. And the listener felt justified in announcing that Mrs. Smith thought there was no doubt that he was dead.

Late on Sunday night Mrs. West brought the news to Mrs. Peak.

He heard it from some one who stopped at Asa Faless, but there wasnt no particulars; and Mrs. Peak said nobody had any idea Mr. Johnson would go so soon. It was a great shock to her; as much as if she had not known of his illness.

Death is always sudden at the last, said Mrs. West. I suppose you will go over to the funeral? — it seems a pity you should have come home Saturday, dont it?

I shall get ready to go by the first train, answered the old lady, crying a little. I declare I wish Id gone to the house before I come away. It aint that I think of the expense of going to Petersham twice, for thats nothing at such a time as this, but I cant feel reconciled to not seeing him again. He was a most amiable Christian man, — there wont be many dry eyes in Petersham the day hes buried. Ive known him ever since Ive known anybody.

So by the earliest train next day Mrs. Peak went back to Petersham. Her countenance wore a solemn expression. She felt herself to be one of the chief mourners, though her place in the procession would probably be not far from the least afflicted end. As she stepped down from the car, she pulled a very long face, and was surprised to see no signs of the calamity which had befallen the village. She meditated upon the way the world moves on though its best men die, and took her way, to save time, through the back streets to her niece Marthas.

Well, Martha, she said, sadly, Im sure I didnt think I should be back again so soon when I left you. When do they bury?

Who? asked Martha, much amazed. She was busy washing, and was not in the least prepared for her aunts appearance. She was used to making careful arrangements when she expected guests — being, as her friends said, very set in her ways — and if there was anything she disliked it was a lack of ceremony, even from her nearest relatives.

I havent heard of any death, she assured her aunt, who was apparently much perplexed.

Somebody told the Wests last night that Mr. Danel Johnson had passed away, and Mis West came right out to tell me, Mrs. Peak explained at last.

Martha began to laugh. He was out to meeting last night as sure as the world, she said. Hes had a bad cold, — you know hes always been subject to fall colds, — but hes about again. I heard Jesses wife fussin at him about doin up his throat when we were comin out o the meetin-house last night.

She was dreadful down-hearted about him, Im sure, when she come in Thanksgiving night, ventured Mrs. Peak in self-defense.

Now, Aunt Peak, said Martha, havent you seen enough of Lydia Johnson by this time to know that she always thinks everything and everybody is going to rack and ruin? She was cheerful about the old gentleman to what she is sometimes. To be sure we all know hes getting along in years.

Seems to me I do reclect she is apt to look on the dark side, reflected Mrs. Peak. But now, Marthy, dont speak to any one of what my errand was in coming over. Ive got a little shopping any way that I forgot last week, and folks will think were dreadful hungry for news over our way.

It does look like it, chuckled Martha. But do stop to dinner, aunt, now youre over; its coming winter and you may not get started again. Tis a pity there aint something else for you to go to. I spose youve heard that story about the old ladies that set out for a funeral and found theyd missed the day, and asked the folks if they didnt know of a funeral they could go to?

Marthy, said her Aunt Peak, I should think you had no feelins. It wasnt my fault as I know of that the story got about. I did speak of it to one or two that his sons wife appeared concerned, and when word come that he was gone I only thought she had good reason to be anxious; and he was an old friend, and a leader in church interests, and I thought, natural enough, Id come right over.

Dont take it hard of me, joking with you, said Martha, but it is kind of amusing when you come to look at it and see how stories get made up and set going out of nothing. Every one of em thinks they tell the truth, and first thing you know theres a lie traveling about fast as lightning, and she turned to her neglected washing, as if no time must be lost.

I cant get back before two. Im sorry I happened to trouble you on an inconvenient day, Im sure, said Mrs. Peak, humbly. Ill step down the street for a while and do a few errands, and you mustnt let me put you out. Just a cup of tea and a taste of bread and butterll be all I ask for, and Martha nodded and told her aunt not to worry, and to have as good a time as she could.

The old ladys pride had met with a sad downfall — she did not know how to face the people at home. But luckily she was saved the first acknowledgment, as Asa Fales had reached Petersham before her and had found Mr. Daniel Johnson briskly at work by the garden trellis covering his grape-vines.

He had prudently avoided any reference to the next world, and, indeed, had learned the falseness of the story from a Petersham man whom he had met on the road. So he entered at once upon the project of buying the pine woods between Gaytown and Hollis, and found to his great satisfaction that his old friend would be glad to join him if the affair could be well arranged.

Mrs. Peak herself met Mr. Johnson, and could hardly look him in the face when she asked for his health. And when the neighbors came in one after another that evening after she was again comfortably established at home, she said, You may laugh at me all you have a mind to, but I dont mean to need another lesson like this. I think its a good deal better to mind what weve got to do instead of livin on what folks have got to say; but its hard to teach an old dog new tricks, and I suppose I shall always like to hear what news there is a-goin.


THE TWO BROWNS.

I.
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BROWN LEFT HIS chair by the fire somewhat impatiently, and dropped his newspaper on the rug; he crossed the dining-room to the bay-window, and stood with his back to his wife, looking out at the weather. Women were such persistent geese! He had a vague idea that she might take some notice of the disagreeable sleet and wind, and relent a little about hinting that he had better be at his office. She had already asked him to renew her subscription to the church newspaper (he would have to leave the stage and walk a block and a half), and had said that he must look in at her brother Bobs counting-room some time during the day to ask for his wifes health. She had furthermore given him two letters to post, and had reminded him three times that he must not forget them.

I believe that I will not go to the office to-day, Brown announced presently, with considerable dignity and even sternness, as if he would not brook the idea of being contradicted in any shape. His wife said nothing to this, which was a great disappointment; and after growing more and more disturbed for a minute or two he turned and offered his explanations. Mrs. Brown was devoting herself to the baby, while the nursery-maid was busy up-stairs in the babys luxurious quarters. Brown was usually neither too proud nor too much occupied to devote himself to his daughter, also, but now he walked stiffly back to the big chair by the fire, and took no notice of the little hands that were put out to him. The babys mother flushed suddenly with something like anger, very unusual in her gentle face.

It is such an abominable day, said Brown. I dont feel very energetic. There wont be a soul inside the office door, unless its a book agent. I am going to make myself comfortable at home, and see something of you and — yes, you little pink!

He had come so near to neglecting the baby that his better nature could submit no longer, and he caught the smiling child, and went prancing round the breakfast table until she shrieked with delight, and family harmony was restored. Mrs. Brown smiled, too, they were a happy household; but she looked serious again directly, and returned to the charge.

Ben, dear, she said, I dont like to have you neglect your profession.

Brown stopped his capering, and the cups and plates gave a final jingle. When you know perfectly well how it neglects me! he responded solemnly, with a twinkling eye.

Even in the presence of the baby Mrs. Brown did not like to have such confessions made, and she looked up reproachfully. She kept up with great care the fiction of her husbands having already a fair law practice for a young man of his age, and a very promising outlook. Brown had no imagination; he made no complaint; he knew plenty of fellows in the same box, and was not going to shoulder the whole shame of paying rent for a clientless office. He had begun to get tired of spending his days there altogether, even with the resource of taking all the time he liked for an elaborate and social luncheon. His wife had been growing a trifle anxious lately because it was so difficult to tempt his appetite at dinner-time, and Gales, the wit of the luncheon club, had said in his affected little drawling voice only the day before, Shall have to cut this sort of thing, you know; getting too stout, and always hated eating my dinner in the middle of the day. Could do it with one client, but to-morrow Im expecting another. Brown suddenly remembered this, and smiled, because he had a quick, amusing fear lest the bad weather might keep Galess client at home. Then he gave a sigh, and gently deposited the baby in her mothers lap. I will go, you hard-hearted monsters, he said, kissing them both, but why I ever let myself be coaxed into studying law is the puzzle of my life. If I had something to do I would work like a beaver. Ive got it in me, fast enough, but I hate this make-believe business. So would you.

I do feel sorry about it; you know I do, answered Lucy, with great tenderness and sympathy. I should be perfectly unhappy. But you have your studies, Ben, dear.

I begin to hate those old yellow books, said Ben. Now, if my father had let me study engineering, as I wished, I should have been in the middle of things by this time.

You never would have broken the chain? asked Lucy, with unfeigned anxiety roused by such treason. She had been so proud of Browns being the fourth lawyer of his line and of his precocious scholarship. He was only twenty-eight years and two months old at that moment, beside, and it was much too soon to lose all hope about his future.

Brown went manfully out into the sleet a few minutes later, and his wife and the baby watched him from the window. He was a handsome, good-natured young man, and it was impossible not to be proud of him, or to feel sorry at his temporary discomfort as he slipped and plodded along the incumbered sidewalk. When he had paused for a moment at the corner to throw a last kiss to the baby and wave his hand, old Mr. Grandison, who stood at his own window opposite, nodded his head in sage approval. Good fellow, he grumbled, with his chin plunged deep in his old-fashioned black silk stock. Comes of a good family, and is sharp after his business. The damp air blew in at the window, and the spectator of Browns departure was obliged to turn away and seek his fireside again. He would have been perfectly thankful to change places with the young man, and go down town to do a stiff days work, as he used twenty years ago.

Lucy Brown had turned aside from her window, also, and begun an eager mornings work. She had been dreadfully afraid that Ben would insist upon staying at home, and she felt hard-hearted in very truth. But when she had waked up that morning to find it snowing, she had resolved to have the books in the library thoroughly cleaned. Nobody would come in, and she would muster the household force, and of course attend to Bens private desk and papers herself. She was still excited by her narrow escape from complete disappointment, but she hoped she had not seemed anything but kind and affectionate in urging her husband that day of all others to go to his office. 

Mr. John Benedict Brown had an uneventful journey to his place of business. He liked the bad weather, on the whole, he had so few things ordinarily to match his youthful energy against, and he met two or three companions in misery, if one had any right to call these briefless barristers by such a hard name. Each carried his green bag, but Browns friend Gales unconsciously held his in such a way that the shape of a box of cigars was displayed unmistakably as its only contents. Galess office was farther down the street, and Brown remembered his promise about the subscription just in time not to pass the office of the paper. He would have sent a note to the publisher, to do his errand, but Lucy was very strenuous upon his settling the matter in person. She had paid for a year in advance, and the bill had been rendered again. She was most dependent upon this particular publication, and seemed absurdly anxious to stand well in the publishers estimation. There was only one other man in the office beside the clerk, when Brown entered. This other man stood with his back to the door, looking over a file of newspapers, and until the small matter was settled, in a general and impersonal fashion that would have wounded Mrs. Brown, he gave no sign of consciousness of Browns presence.

Then he laid down the newspapers and approached our friend. Snooks, old boy, how are you? he inquired affectionately, and a little timidly too, as if not quite certain of his reception.

The very name of Snooks was sufficient; it had been Browns nickname at the school where he had fitted for college. Anybody who called him Snooks had a right to favor after the space of at least a dozen years since those happy days when he had heard it often. This schoolmate had not followed the class to college, but he had been a good crony in his day, and a lad of some cleverness and an erratic habit of mind. Only a few days before, Gales, who had also been at the school, had asked our hero what had become of Checkley. Old Shekels they used to call him, for the inconsequent reason that he never had two cents in his pocket. He was kept at his studies by some kind and charitable friend, who forgot to an aggravating extent to supply the minor comforts of life. Checkley had developed an amazing gift for maintaining himself by an ingenious system of barter, like those savages who have not got so far in civilization as any sort of exchequer or strictly financial arrangements.

The old brotherliness of the past quickly filled Browns heart. Checkley looked hungry, as usual, but he would take him to the office and make him a welcome companion that dull morning, and by and by they would have a bit of luncheon together. After all, the day promised well; he had feared a very special lack of entertainment.

Come round to my office, said Brown, warmly. Ive nothing in the world to do this morning. Tell me what you have been about all this time. Ill send for Gales presently; he was asking for you a day or two ago. Were both in the law; lots of time to call our own, too, he added, with a cheerful honesty which his wife would have inwardly lamented and tried to explain.

Checkley was out that day protected by a melancholy fall overcoat and no umbrella, but he took Browns umbrella, and carried it over both their heads with careful impartiality, as if it were his own. He looked as if he were growing old, which seemed premature in a man of thirty. Brown could not help a suspicion that Checkley had made himself up for some secret purpose. He always used to say that he meant to be a detective, and had been considered immensely clever in some boyish plays and pantomimes. However, another stolen glance made Brown feel certain that this appearance was Checkley as Himself, An Unsuccessful Man, and that the gray hairs which sprinkled his thin, straight, brownish hair were quite genuine. The thinness and lankness of his boyhood had never fulfilled their promise of a robust frame, but appeared to have suffered from exposure and neglect, like an unfinished building which has had time to let its timbers get rain-blackened and look poor.

But the same spirit and shrewd determination twinkled from Checkleys eyes, and he kept step manfully with his well-clothed and well-fed acquaintance. This was a most fortunate meeting. Nothing had ever played better into his hands. Snooks Brown was always a good fellow, and luck was sure to turn.

You arent in the Parishioners War-Cry office as a permanent thing, I imagine? asked Brown, with friendly desire to keep up the conversation, just as they stepped into the elevator. Odd that we should have happened to find each other there. I never was inside that place before.

No, said Checkley. Truth is, it looked quiet and secluded, and I put into harbor there to dry off a little and get my wits together. Temporary asylum. I was paying that clerk the compliment of looking over his newspapers, but I think he was just beginning to suspect that I held them upside down. I had a kind of revenge on him when you came in. It looked as if we had an appointment, you know, and you were always so thundering respectable.

Brown laughed with unaffected pleasure. He was not so far from boyhood as a stranger might imagine. There was something delightful about Checkleys turning up that wet February morning, and telling the most mortifying facts about himself with honest sincerity. He took the wet, thin overcoat and put it away with his own, and would have insisted upon his guests occupying the best chair in the office, if he had not promptly taken it without any invitation. There was an open wood fire, and Checkley stretched out a pair of very shabby shoes to dry with an air of comfort and satisfaction. He was a schemer, a dreamer, a curious plotter of insignificant things, but he never had been a toady or a beggar, and there was a golden thread of good humor and unselfishness through his unprofitable character.

Brown had taken up a not very ponderous mail that lay on his desk, two or three bills, as many circulars, and an invitation to make further subscription to the Art Club. He gravely looked these over, and put them in an orderly heap at the further edge of the blotter. Old Shekelss shoes were beginning to steam at the toes, and his host noticed that they looked about the size of his own shoes. At any rate, there was an extra pair of arctics in the office closet that could be offered before they went out to luncheon. Brown felt a glow of kind-heartedness spread itself over him, as he resolved to dress Checkley in comfortable fashion before they parted again. You look just as you did when we used to stay up after hours, and sit before the fire and tell stories, he said, jovially, to his guest. I dare say you could spin as good a midnight yarn as ever.

You rich fellows see the world from a different angle, responded Checkley, who grew more luxurious every moment. Now it really makes no difference how long you have to wait for practice; its sure to come, if only when you begin to settle up the family estates. There are half a dozen good round ones; and they never would like to choose any one else, all those good old aunties of yours. If you had been out of school when your father died, you would have gone on with at least a third of his business, and that was enough for you to handle. It is only a question of time, and youre rich any way. I dont like to see all your first-rate abilities rusting out, nevertheless. I always said there was more good stuff in you than in any of the fellows, more hold on and push too, if you had anything to push, and got your energy well roused. I should just like to see you in a Western railroad office, making things spin. Now a poor dog like me, thrown out neck and heels into the water to get to land as best I can by myself, why, its a good thing to meet a floating plank to rest a paw on now and then; and he turned to look Brown full in the eyes with a plaintive, doglike appeal, as if he unconsciously identified himself with his figure of speech.

What have you been doing, old boy? Cant I lend you a hand, somehow? asked the sympathetic host. He began to feel that the minus Shekels was driving at something definite, and he did not believe that he should make a fool of himself; but this was the first time that one of his boyhood friends had turned up, looking as if the world had used him badly. There ought to be something done about it.

Look here, said Checkley, with an air of secrecy; and he held out a sheaf of papers, which were produced from his breast-pocket as if the hand knew its way to them. I dare say, the owner remarked proudly, that you wouldnt believe that there is an enormous fortune in that small space?

Brown tried to look interested, but his doubtfulness showed through.

It is the surest thing alive, continued Checkley. Have you got ten thousand dollars you could put your hand on?

The listener nodded slowly; to tell the truth, he had a little more than that lying idle in the bank, because he really did not know how to reinvest it. The bulk of his property was in the hands of trustees to whom his father had consigned it, but this was some money that had been left him by an old relative, long ago, in his own right. He had a vague idea of putting it into a country place, some day or other. He had a sentiment about keeping it by itself, and he wanted a nice old-fashioned farm by and by. For the present he and his wife spent their summers with Lucys mother, who would else have been alone in her great house at Newport. He could say neither yes nor no to such a question, or rather such a questioner, as this; yet a curiosity took possession of him to hear more, and Checkley saw his advantage.

Now, my boy, he said, pulling his big chair close to Browns side at the desk, I helped work this out, and I twisted things round so that I have the right in my own hands. I simply havent a cent, and I dont know where I can get it, unless you give it to me, to carry out the thing one step more. I need capital, he ended persuasively, and gave another doglike look at Brown.

The situation was growing commonplace. Brown felt for the first time a little bored, and began to wonder how he should get out of it. He also noticed that Old Shekels had singed those confounded old shoes of his. It was becoming doubtful if the arctic overshoes and the luncheon even would be considered a handsome conclusion to their renewed acquaintance.

Now look here, said Shekels, with a cheerful smile. You are thinking how you can ever get rid of me, and that you have heard this sort of story before. Ill tell you the rest of it in fifteen minutes, and then you can say that your business claims your time, and Ill disappear like the jugglers rabbit in the hat.

In the shoes, Brown mentally corrected him, and tried to look resigned, and even pleased; but he played impatiently with his paper-knife. He felt provokingly young and helpless in Checkleys hands.

Browns legal ancestry and the traditions of his education had not prevented the love of his profession from being largely an acquired taste. He was equal to being a good lawyer by and by, but his head was naturally fitted for affairs; and if there was one thing that he understood more easily than another, it was mechanical intricacies. Checkley did not use his whole fifteen minutes in making sure of this ally.

I do see it. Do you take me for a blind man? exclaimed the listener, springing to his feet, and marching across to the window, where he stood with his back to Checkley, just as he had looked out at the storm once before that day. It is a great temptation, but I cant throw up my law prospects. My career is cut out for me already. But Ill give you a lift, Old Shekels, hang me if I dont!

Checkley grew calm as his friend became excited. Nonsense, said he. I dont want much of your time; its your money Im after. You can keep your law business going, all the better for you. We are likely to have suits, but nobody can touch us. I dont ask you to decide now. Think it over, and think me over. Ive no security to give you but my plan itself.

Do you smoke? inquired Brown, amicably, and Checkley answered that he did.

As the story of this day cannot be suffered to grow any longer, the reader must be content to know that these former schoolmates passed a most agreeable morning, that they had a capital luncheon together, early, lest Checkley might not have breakfasted well, and that Checkley accepted the overshoes and all other favors with generous lack of protest or false shame. 

II.

A year from the time when he met his old playfellow, Brown was inclined to repent his whole indulgence in affectionate civilities to a roving schemer. He assured himself that it had been an expensive lesson, but one that he probably needed. A year later Brown was triumphant, and began to flatter himself that he knew a man and likewise a promising enterprise when he saw them. He was doing very well in his law business. The family reputation for clearness of legal vision and successful pleading was gaining new laurels, and young J. Benedict Brown was everywhere spoken of as the most promising man of his age at the New York bar. Detractors hinted that there were dozens of brighter men, but that nobody could help picking up some crumbs of business with such a father and grandfathers behind him. Mrs. Brown led the company of her husbands admirers, and already indulged in dreams of his appearance in the gloomy but noble garb of a chief justice. He was very busy in these days; long ago he had been obliged to take his breakfast at eight oclock instead of half-past nine, and he was rarely at home until after six oclock at night, while it was not uncommon that their seven oclock dinner was considerably delayed. Lucy watched him with increasing anxiety, for fear that he would break himself down with overwork, but he never had seemed in such good health and spirits. The year before he had been so gloomy and despondent for a few weeks that she was always fearing a return, but at present there was no sign of any. To outward view the Benedict Browns were the most prosperous young people in the city. Fortune, position, everything that the social heart desired, seemed to be heaped upon them. A few croaking voices had begun to figure Browns probable expenses, and to insinuate that he must be living a good way beyond his income. Brown did not look like a debtor, however; he had an older and more determined appearance, as if he had weighty affairs on his mind and a high principle of conduct in regard to them.

One morning early in March the hero of this tale hurried away from his breakfast table, with a quick kiss on the top of his three-year-old daughters curly warm little head. They had been breakfasting alone together in a delightfully social way, and before Brown put on his overcoat he ran up-stairs, two steps at a time, to give another kiss to his wife and a young son some three weeks of age. Mrs. Brown already spoke of the unconscious morsel of humanity with proud respect as Benedict, but Brown himself was provokingly fond of calling him Johnny. He appeared to have a secret satisfaction and deep sense of pride and amusement in denying his son the family name. Who knew whether this might not be the most illustrious of all the five Benedict Browns? At present he was a very important and welcome person indeed in his own family.

I am in an uncommon hurry this morning, said the father, turning back for one word more as he went out. I have a business meeting to go to at nine.

Lucy was one of those delightful women who rarely demand particular explanations and are contented with general assurances, and she kindly advised Brown not to get too tired, and to be sure to come home by half-past five if he could; she missed him so much more now that she was not busy herself and had to spend the whole day up-stairs. She had a vague desire to know about her husbands business, it seemed to interest him so much; but she did not like to expose her total ignorance of affairs, and had a theory, besides, that it was better for Ben to shake off his cares when he was at home.

As Ben went down-stairs again, he was attacked by a sense of guilt more uncomfortable than usual, and said to himself that he must really tell Lucy all about the Planter Company. There was no fear of any catastrophe, it was far beyond the realm of experiments, and she was sure to hear of it from somebody else, and to feel hurt at his silence. The wonder was that he had hidden his head in the sand of his first name so long. 

The office of J. Benedict Brown, counselor at law, was unvisited, except by its faithful clerk and copyist, until some three hours later in the day. When the young lawyer reached a certain point on Broadway, he turned quickly to the right and went down a side street, as if he were well accustomed to such a course, and knew the shortest cut toward a dingy brick building which bore a clamorous sort of sign, The Farmers Right-Hand Man: The Electric Automatic Potato Planter. Brown & Checkley, Manufacturers. The doorway was blockaded with large packing-cases, and, early as it still was for the business world, there were several men in the counting-room toward which Brown went at once. The workmen near by gave our friend a cheerful morning greeting, and Mr. Checkley, who sat behind his desk, rose soberly, and presented the new-comer to the counting-room audience as Our head of the firm, gentlemen, Mr. John B. Brown; and now we will proceed to business at once. Brown established himself at another desk, well stocked with papers, and began to hunt for something in a lower drawer, the key of which he had taken from his own pocket. This was evidently not an occasional thing, this business interview; he took on, even to the most indifferent observers eye, an air of relationship to the place.

The only thing that seems to be imperative this morning, Mr. Brown, said Checkley, placidly, in a voice directed to the other listeners, is a decision on our part in regard to the increase of our circular, almanac, and agent departments. We came to no conclusion yesterday. You have the figures before you on that sheet of blue paper. I think the least increase that we can manage is to quadruple the number of circulars and almanacs over that of last year.

Checkley was in the habit of trying to give casual strangers as large an idea as possible of the magnitude of the Planter Companys business, so Brown listened respectfully, and waited for further information.

These gentlemen, continued Mr. Checkley, are ready with an offer to make an extensive additional contract for the wood-work of the machines, and we will listen to them. In our liability to meet extraordinary orders at short notice, we are of course obliged to defend ourselves against any possible inability of theirs to furnish supplies. We find that the business grows with such rapidity that it is most difficult to make provision against surprise. You can easily understand (addressing the small audience) that an article like ours is invaluable to every man who cultivates over three acres of land. Indispensable, I may say, since it saves the hiring of labor, saves time, and saves strength. Such an article is one no farmer will be without when he once sees it work.

Checkley was unusually fluent of speech this morning, and the interview went on prosperously. Somehow, the familiar place and familiar arguments struck Brown with a fresh vividness and air of reality. His thoughts wandered away to his law business for a few minutes, and then he found himself again listening to another account of the electric automatic potato planter which Checkley was giving to a new-comer, a Western man, who was evidently a large dealer in agricultural supplies. There was a row of clerks behind a screen, and their pens were scratching diligently. Brown could see the high stacks of almanacs through the dusty glass walls that fenced the counting-room, bright red almanacs, which combined a good selection of family reading with meteorological statistics and the praises of the potato planter judiciously arranged on every page. It looked as if there were almanacs enough already for every man, woman, and child in America, but Checkley knew what he was about. Brown had thought that almanacs were a step too low; he was conscious of a shameful wish now and then that he had embarked on any sort of business rather than a patent potato planter. The pride of the J. Benedict Browns, judges and famous pleaders at the bar, had revolted more than once in the beginning against such a sordid enterprise. But as for John B. Brown, this enterprising manufacturer and distributer of an article that no farmer could do without, he felt an increasing pride in his success. He had merely made use of a little capital that was lying idle, and his own superfluous and unemployed energy. He believed that his legal affairs had been helped rather than hindered by this side issue of his, and he and Checkley had fought some amazing fights with the world in the course of their short but successful alliance. Brown lazily opened a directory near at hand, and looked among the Bs. It was a new copy, and he nearly laughed aloud at the discovery that he figured twice on the page: Brown, J. Benedict lawyer, Broadway; h. 38th St., and Brown, John B., B. & Checkley machinists, 9th Ave; h. Jersey City. Here was a general masquerade! Checkley lived in Jersey City, and one of the clerks must have given wrong information, or else the directory agent had confused what was told him. Nobody knew where he lived, very likely. They called him The Boss, in the establishment, because he dressed well and had a less brotherly and companionable manner than Checkley. It was surprising, the way a man could hide himself in such a huge city as this. Yes, he must certainly tell Lucy that very night. They would have a capital laugh over it, and he could tease her about making Johnny a partner instead of the fifth at the bar. Lucy was very fond of a joke, and she had no idea how rich they were going to be if affairs went on at this pace. Brown had felt very dishonest for a long time whenever he saw their advertisements in the papers, and had been nearly ready to confess and be forgiven once the summer before, when he and Lucy took a little journey together up the Connecticut River, and Lucy had writhed in contemptuous agony over Checkleys desecration of natural scenery. Use Brown & Checkleys Electric Automatic Potato Planter, and Save Ten Years of Life, was displayed on rocks and fences everywhere. Checkley himself had used his short summer holiday in leading a gang of letterers into the rural districts, and this was the result. Could a man of ordinary courage confess at such a moment that the name of Brown was in reality her own property, and that she was unconsciously responsible for such vandalism?

Checkley was rushing things this morning; he eagerly assured his guests that they had made the planter pay her own bills after the first six months, and had advertised only as fast as they gained the means. It was the first application of electricity to farming. Brown and I had little capital to start with, but we knew we had hold of a sure thing. I am not sure that there is anything that corresponds to it in the world of inventions, Checkley continued proudly. I have been an inventor all my life. Here you have a light-wheeled vehicle that one horse can drag all day and an intelligent child can control. You only need to plow and harrow and manure your ground: then the planter is driven to and fro; it stops itself at proper distances, a revolving harrow loosens the ground within a space twelve inches in diameter, this harrow is drawn up, the shovel throws the earth out at one side, the hopper lets fall sufficient seed, a second shovel arrangement covers it in, and a weight falls twice and banks it down, the horse steps on between the furrows. My dear sir, in the time I have consumed in telling you, four hills of potatoes are planted as well as if you had done each one separately with your own hoe; the average time is only three fifths of a minute. A horse soon learns the trick, for the brake is self-acting and stops him in the proper place. The only thing that troubled us in the beginning was the complaint of patrons that the horses gave trouble, and the hills went zigzagging all over the field. This new improvement makes a field as regular as a checker-board. With the brake that stops the planter instantly, the horse learns to anticipate, and makes his four steps forward and stops of his own accord. It is less fatiguing for the horse than a plow or harrow, and a treadmill is barbarous beside it. Then think of the heat of planting time and the waste of human energy! We are now perfecting a re-hoer and digger, but our present enterprise is more than we can handle with ease. You have, no doubt, read our testimonials. Hear this: a ten-acre field planted in a half a day, with some help from a neighbor, read for yourself, sir!

You need to be very careful of the gauges and setting your brakes properly, Checkley confided honestly. Electricity is a terrible force; there has been one bad accident through such carelessness. The shovel arrangement was not set as it should be, and the machine went on digging straight down, and would have carried the horse with it, if the harness hadnt been so old that he freed himself, and scrambled out of the pit. My dear sir, this will show you the power of that machine; it went down forty feet, right through gravel, rotten rock, and everything, until it struck a solid ledge, and that stopped it at last. The whole neighborhood collected, and they got alarmed, thought she might be boring for a volcano or something; and they rolled a big bowlder out of a pasture near by, and let it drop right down on the planter; but that only damaged the wood-work and partly disabled the running-work, for she kept tossing up splinters for a day or two. The man hadnt a word to say, for it was a springy field, and the planter had struck water somewhere and made him a first-rate well. He had been intending to dig one thereabouts for a good while.

I want to know! exclaimed the wide-eyed listener. Brown heard this flow of Checkleys eloquence, and was amused at the response. It seemed that the listener, a worthy, well-to-do Connecticut farmer, had an idea of introducing the automatic potato planter to his neighborhood, and was trying to obtain one on trial at reduced price, with a promise of wide influence in its behalf and cordial recommendation. Checkley believed in favoring the farmers, and the affair was presently concluded. Brown was amazed to hear his companion say that he, Brown, had been thinking that he should like to pay a visit to that neighborhood at country-fair time, and speak to the folks on agricultural topics. Checkley liked his jokes, and Brown smiled, but he turned a little cold, and wondered if they were not going a trifle too fast. There might not be enough of him for two Browns, at this rate! But it was something to find himself a busy, prosperous man instead of an idle, overgrown boy, and among the new firms of its class none stood better than Brown & Checkley.

There was little time left for serious business conference, but Checkley had great executive ability, and so had Mr. John B. Brown of Jersey City, for that matter. Checkley was thin yet and not very well dressed, but he had a buoyant, confident air. How well he knows human nature, and what a good fellow he is! thought Brown as they parted. Snooks is more of a man than the dandy I met in that newspaper office, reflected Checkley. I never have lost a cent for him, either, but hang me if we havent had some narrow escapes. I got him in pretty deep once, when he had the worst doubts of me he ever had. Snooks looked solemn, but he never flung at me, or did anything but shoulder half the blame and the worry, like a man.

In the neighborhood of the companys office Brown met several business acquaintances, who gave him a friendly good-morning. He had gathered a whole new circle of associates, in his character of senior partner of Brown & Checkley. He had indulged in bad lunches with these friends, and already figured largely in the agricultural-implement world; he would have been deeply gratified if he had heard somebody say, as he went by, Thats Brown, of the Planter Company. Those fellows are sweeping everything before them this spring. Theyve got hold of as big a thing as the McCormick reaper.

It was ten or fifteen minutes walk between the two offices, and when J. Benedict Brown, Esq., seated himself at his desk he was still thinking about his other business, which he usually insisted upon putting out of his mind. He never had looked at it so entirely from the outside. He was at heart a most conservative person. He was more fettered than he knew by his family pride and traditions, and he had become persuaded of his ability to follow the law in a way that he never used to expect. He felt it in him to make his influence recognized at the bar, and to handle heavy pieces of business. Now that Checkley was so well established he could slip out, and hold only a silent partnership, if he pleased. Yet an opposing judgment in his own mind at the moment prevented him from cordially accepting such an idea. There were some things, and he knew it, that Checkley could not have planned nor have carried without him, and the concern might easily fall to pieces even now. There was his own boy, however, who must inherit as fair a name from him as he had from his father. There had never yet been a dishonored man of his name. Checkley had counted upon the value of the family reputation at first; he insisted that they were throwing away a great advantage by not adding the prefix of J. Benedict to the plain Brown & Checkley. J. Benedict Brown was a name of historical renown. Checkley did not begin to understand yet that John B. Brown was as utterly unknown to the friends of the J. Benedict Browns as if he and his potato planter had never existed. He simply knew that Snooks was old-maidishly eager to keep his two occupations apart, and that only from half-past eight to ten and from three oclock until dinner-time he was the steady shaft-horse of Brown & Checkley.

Brown sat in the Broadway office, busy at his work, having finished his reflections without coming to any new decisions. He was working up a law case that he took great pride in. All his inherited cleverness and a new love for such a puzzle delighted him; he never had felt a keener sense of his own power, and the planter was utterly forgotten.

Some one entered the office, and gave a chair one aggressive pull across the polished wood floor. It sounded as if the caster had left a damaging scratch, and Brown looked round with not a little annoyance. He felt a strange suspicion that one of his Planter Company associates had at last hunted him down. There was an inner room for purposes of private consultation, and Brown signified, after a proper interval, that the stranger might go there. It was a darkish place, where he had once tried to have his own desk; but it was much too gloomy, especially in the days when there was nothing to do. Except when he was at court, or at his other business, he was very faithful to his post, and the stranger need not have been so unreasonably glad to find him at his office.

I see that youre your fathers own son, the client began, in an asthmatic voice. He looked like a cross old fellow, and Brown had an instant sense of relief because the first words had not been suggestive of the other place of business. I knew your father and grandfather before you, said Mr. Grandison, and Ive been out of lawyers hands these twenty years, more or less; but Ive got some fight left, and when I got my blood up yesterday about some infringements, I thought over to whom I could give the case, and I decided that I would come round and look you over, to see if I could trust you with such a piece of work. I dont know whether youre not too young now, but itll be a feather for you if you can handle it. Im ready to pay what the works worth, Ill tell you that to begin with.

The word infringements had an unpleasant sound, but Brown waited patiently. He had some knowledge of this man, for whom hs father had gained a famous case. Grandison was an inventor. On the whole, he could recall the case perfectly; he had tried to make himself familiar with it, for future use; but there was no possibility of those questions being reopened.

My factories go on like clock-work, and have these thirty years, said the old man. Brown began to feel a personal dislike. I thought I had disposed of all opponents and rivals long ago. Jenks and Rowley are our regular lawyers, but now theyre getting old, and they dont own me, any way. You see there are a couple of jackasses, over on Ninth Avenue, who have started up an electric potato planter, a capital good thing it is, too, that runs so close to that cog-wheel arrangement in the steam harrow we make that Im going to stop them short, if I can; or, if I cant do that, Ill buy em out, if it costs a million to do it. You cant afford to let such a business as mine scatter itself, and I mean to hold it together as long as I am here to do it.

Brown felt a dampness gather on his forehead; then his manhood arose triumphant, and his courage declared itself equal to this emergency. He was not caught stealing, neither had he done anything dishonorable. There was no real incongruity in a Benedict Browns being interested in a potato planter; it had all been a fair, above-board business. He was ready to stand up for it.

Ive been living in Thirty-Eighth Street, said the client, and I have often watched you come and go. I like to see a lad diligent and right after his business, as you are, and ready to go down town an hour or two earlier in the morning than the fashion is. Ive had my eye on you for a year or two. I started in life a poor boy, and never had the backing up that was ready for you; but I keep the run of my affairs, I can tell you. I dont get down town every day, by any means, but a thing like this that I want to consult you about fires me all up.

Will you give me an idea of the case, Mr. Grandison? asked Brown, politely. He was afraid he might be taking an unfair advantage, but the words were out, and the old manufacturer, with much detail, laid the grievance before him.

Theyre smart young men, he ended. I dont know their match. I hear they had a small capital, and laid it out mostly in advertising. One of them got hold of a half-worked-out notion and completed it, and bought out the owners right; and there was a small manufactory over in Jersey that had been swamped, and they got that for a song, too; and the minute the machine was on the market it went like wildfire. In spite of constant extensions, they have been able to meet their obligations right along. I dont want to harm em if theyll treat me fairly. Ill give em a handsome sum down to sell out quietly, or Ill fight em all to pieces.

Perhaps they can stand a fight, and can prove that their machine is no infringement on anybodys, suggested the lawyer, with a good deal of spirit.

Mr. Grandison gave him a shrewd glance. This Brown is no relation to you, I hope? he said, doubtfully; but Brown flushed quickly, and made a little joke about the names not being at all uncommon. The client thought he was not pleased at being associated with a firm of machinists, and was sorry he had spoken. The boy felt older than he looked, no doubt.

When the interview was ended, Brown, who had been very inexpressive of his opinions all the way through, assured his visitor that there were some reasons why he would not give any answer then about undertaking the case, and would ask his leave to defer a direct reply until the next day. I shall be very glad to stop as I go up town in the afternoon, said our friend. The elder man thanked him, and said he should count it a great favor, if the weather were no better than at present, and went limping away. Poor old soul! it was late for him to be taking pleasure in quarrels with his fellow-men.

Checkley was going over to the works that afternoon, and there was no hope of seeing him until the next morning, so Brown gave all his mind that he possibly could to being J. Benedict, the rising lawyer. He had some perplexing business upon which he tried hard to fix his attention, but the affairs of John B. Brown and the potato planter kept rising before him in an uneasy, ghostlike way that was most disagreeable. He had put more of his thoughts into those side interests than he had been aware. The two years had gone by like a dream, but they had left a good many permanent evidences of their presence. There was one of the teamsters, who had broken his leg early in the winter, and whom Brown had visited in the hospital, besides looking after the patients family. He had built up his own business reputation, and had grown ambitious about the success of the firm. He had determined at first to say nothing, even to his wife, until he knew whether he had made a fool of himself or not, but he was perfectly aware now that he had not made a fool of himself. He was evolving plans for giving all their workmen some share in the business, and was increasingly glad that he had a chance to work out some experiments in the puzzling social questions of the day. He was ready now to be something of a statesman. He was willing to believe that he had got hold of the right thread of the snarled skein that linked labor with capital. His wife knew that he had some business interests apart from his law reports and his practice, and none of his friends would be surprised that he had been speculating a little. Gales would have got at the whole story, and told it, too; but he had gone abroad months before, and relinquished his profession altogether, for the time being. Perhaps the time had come to choose between the two Browns; it would be hard to play both characters, if the cares of either should double, for instance, and he was, perhaps, fated to be J. Benedict, after all. This was a melancholy thought, and the old wish returned that his other enterprise had concerned anything but an automatic potato planter. It might give him a nickname, and he never would be able to live the silly story down. Checkley was sure to project something new, and yet he was truly proud of the firm of Brown & Checkley, and would not see it cheated.

Next day, Checkley happened to be alone in the office, and his partner beckoned him out into an empty corner of their place of business, where they were well removed from the clerks and their scratching pens. Checkley laughed and shouted, and was at first unable to give any answer. Wants you to bring a suit of infringement against yourself, does he? he gasped at length. Go ahead, my boy; nobodyll know the difference. It will advertise us enormously. I have told you a dozen times that nothing would do us so much good as a rousing lawsuit. Now dont put on your best J. Benedict manners, but listen to me. Im not going to work myself to death. We have laid by something handsome already; if the old fellow will add to it, I am perfectly willing to sell out, if you are, just to make his last days happy. Ive got my head full of new electric notions, and I want to go to France and experiment. You tell him the whole story; he will be glad to get hold of the planter, and I shall be glad to let it go. I meant to go roving this summer. Ill let it all drop. We have had a run of luck, and luck is apt to turn. Were young yet, you know, J. Benedict Brown, so I put this business into you hands. Youre lawyer for the firm.

Brown turned away mournfully; he was convinced more entirely than ever before of the erratic nature of his partner: yesterday with his whole soul bent on furthering the success of the planter; to-day ready to throw it aside, and to wander away and spend all the money he had earned. Brown mentally resolved that it really was not safe to risk his good name any longer in such keeping, but that he should insist upon being made trustee of a share of his partners funds, so that Checkley might never come to the ground again.

Checkley called him back in great excitement, when he was leaving the office, a little later. Look here, said he. I was going to put this picture into our next almanac as your portrait. I was in the patent-medicine business once, and this was old Dr. Parkins, who made the Spring Bitters. I was going to start him again as John B. Brown, the Pennsylvania farmer and inventor.

I think it would have been beneath our dignity, responded Brown, severely. What became of your patent-medicine business? I never heard of that.

Because it fell through, said Old Shekels, cheerfully. This was the only thing that never did. Youre spoiling a first-class business man for a doubtful lawyer. But Brown laughed, and straightened himself proudly as he went toward Broadway and his other office, which bore the shining brass door-plate with his honored name of J. Benedict Brown.

That evening he confessed all to his wife. It was great shock, but she bore it bravely. She knew little about business, but she believed with all her heart in respecting the traditions of ones family. Though, after all, one Brown had kindly made money for the other.
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THE KING OF FOLLY ISLAND.

I.
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THE SEPTEMBER AFTERNOON was nearly spent, and the sun was already veiled in a thin cloud of haze that hinted at coming drought and dustiness rather than rain. Nobody could help feeling sure of just such another golden day on the morrow; this was as good weather as heart could wish. There on the Maine coast, where it was hard to distinguish the islands from the irregular outline of the main-land, where the summer greenness was just beginning to change into all manner of yellow and russet and scarlet tints, the year seemed to have done its work and begun its holidays.

Along one of the broad highways of the bay, in the Johns Island postmasters boat, came a stranger — a man of forty-two or forty-three years, not unprosperous but hardly satisfied, and ever on the quest for entertainment, though he called his pleasure by the hard name of work, and liked himself the better for such a wrong translation. Fate had made him a business man of good success and reputation; inclination, at least so he thought, would have led him another way, but his business ventures pleased him more than the best of his holidays. Somehow life was more interesting if one took it by contraries; he persuaded himself that he had been looking forward to this solitary ramble for many months, but the truth remained that he had found it provokingly hard to break away from his city office, his clerks, and his accounts. He had grown much richer in this last twelve-month, and as he leaned back in the stern of the boat with his arm over the rudder, he was pondering with great perplexity the troublesome question what he ought to do with so much money, and why he should have had it put into his careless hands at all. The bulk of it must be only a sort of reservoir for the sake of a later need and ownership. He thought with scorn of some liberal gifts for which he had been aggravatingly thanked and praised, and made such an impatient gesture with his shoulder that the boat gave a surprised flounce out of its straight course, and the old skipper, who was carefully inspecting the meagre contents of the mail-bag, nearly lost his big silver spectacles overboard. It would have been a strange and awesome calamity. There were no new ones to be bought within seven miles.

Did a flaw strike her? asked Jabez Pennell, who looked curiously at the sky and sea and then at his passenger. Ive known of a porpus histing a boat, or mought be you kind o shifted the rudder?

Whereupon they both laughed; the passenger with a brilliant smile and indescribably merry sound, and the old postmaster with a mechanical grimace of the face and a rusty chuckle; then he turned to his letters again, and adjusted the rescued spectacles to his weather-beaten nose. He thought the stranger, though a silent young man, was a friendly sort of chap, boiling over with fun, as it were; whereas he was really a little morose — so much for Jabezs knowledge of human nature. Feels kind o strange, t is likely thats better than one o your forrard kind, mused Jabez, who took the visitor for one of the rare specimens of commercial travelers who sometimes visited Johns Island — to little purpose it must be confessed. The postmaster cunningly concealed the fact that he kept the only store on Johns Island; he might as well get his pay for setting the stranger across the bay, and it was nobodys business to pry into what he wanted when he got there. So Jabez gave another chuckle, and could not help looking again at the canvas-covered gun case with its neat straps, and the well-packed portmanteau that lay alongside it in the bows.

I suppose I can find some place to stay in overnight? asked the stranger, presently.

Do know s you can, Im sure, replied Mr. Pennell. There aint no reglar boarding places onto Johns Island. Folks keep to theirselves pretty much.

I suppose money is of some object? gently inquired the passenger.

Waal, yes, answered Jabez, without much apparent certainty. Yes, Johns Island folks aint above nippin an squeezin to get the best of a bargain. Theyre pretty much like the rest o the human race, an want money, whether theyve got any use for it or not. Take it in cold weather, when youve got pork enough and potatoes and them things in your sullar, an it blows an freezes so t aint wuth while to go out, most all that moneys good for is to set an look at. Now I need to have more means than most on em, continued the speaker, plaintively, as if to excuse himself for any rumor of his grasping ways which might have reached his companion. Keeping store as I do, I have to handle — But here he stopped short, conscious of having taken a wrong step. However, they were more than half across now, and the mail was overdue; he would not be forced into going back when it was ascertained that he refused to even look at any samples.

But the passenger took no notice of the news that he was sailing with the chief and only merchant of Johns Island, and even turned slowly to look back at the shore they had left, far away now, and fast growing dim on the horizon. Johns Island was, on the contrary, growing more distinct, and there were some smaller fragments of land near it; on one he could already distinguish a flock of sheep that moved slowly down a barren slope. It was amazing that they found food enough all summer in that narrow pasture. The suggestion of winter in this remote corner of the world gave Frankfort a feeling of deep pity for the sheep, as well as for all the other inhabitants. Yet it was worth a cheerless year to come occasionally to such weather as this; and he filled his lungs again and again with the delicious air blown to him from the inland country of bayberry and fir balsams across the sparkling salt-water. The fresh northwest wind carried them straight on their course, and the postmasters passenger could not have told himself why he was going to Johns Island, except that when he had apparently come to the end of everything on an outreaching point of the main-land, he had found that there was still a settlement beyond — Johns Island, twelve miles distant, and communication would be that day afforded. Sheep farmers and fishermen — a real old-fashioned crowd, he had been told. It was odd to go with the postmaster: perhaps he was addressed by fate to some human being who expected him. Yes, he would find out what could be done for the Johns-Islanders; then a wave of defeat seemed to chill his desire. It was better to let them work toward what they needed and wanted; besides, the gift without the giver were dumb. Though after all it would be a kind of satisfaction to take a poor little neighborhood under ones wing, and make it presents of books and various enlightenments. It wouldnt be a bad thing to send it a Punch and Judy show, or a panorama.

May I ask your business? interrupted Jabez Pennell, to whom the long silence was a little oppressive.

I am a sportsman, responded John Frankfort, the partner in a flourishing private bank, and the merchant-postmasters face drooped with disappointment. No bargains, then, but perhaps a lucrative boarder for a week or two; and Jabez instantly resolved that for not a cent less than a dollar a day should this man share the privileges and advantages of his own food and lodging. Two dollars a week being the current rate among Johns-Islanders, it will be easily seen that Mr. Pennell was a man of far-seeing business enterprise. 

II.

On shore, public attention was beginning to centre upon the small white sail that was crossing the bay. At the landing there was at first no human being to be seen, unless one had sharp eyes enough to detect the sallow, unhappy countenance of the postmasters wife. She sat at the front kitchen window of the low-storied farm-house that was perched nearly at the top of a long green slope. The store, of which the post-office department was a small fraction, stood nearer the water, at the head of the little harbor. It was a high, narrow, smartly painted little building, and looked as if it had strayed from some pretentious inland village, but the tumble-down shed near by had evidently been standing for many years, and was well acquainted with the fish business. The landing-place looked still more weather-beaten; its few timbers were barnacled and overgrown with sea-weeds below high-water mark, and the stone-work was rudely put together. There was a litter of drift-wood, of dilapidated boats and empty barrels and broken lobster pots, and a little higher on the shore stood a tar kettle, and, more prominent still, a melancholy pair of high chaise wheels, with their thoroughbraces drawn uncomfortably tight by exposure to many seasonings of relentless weather.

The tide was high, and on this sheltered side of the island the low waves broke with a quick, fresh sound, and moved the pebbles gently on the narrow beach. The sun looked more and more golden red, and all the shore was glowing with color. The faint reddening tinge of some small oaks among the hemlocks farther up the island shore, the pale green and primrose of a group of birches, were all glorified with the brilliant contrast of the sea and the shining of the autumn sky. Even the green pastures and browner fields looked as if their covering had been changed to some richer material, like velvet, so soft and splendid they looked. High on a barren pasture ridge that sheltered the landing on its seaward side the huckleberry bushes had been brightened with a touch of carmine. Coming towards Johns Island one might be reminded of some dull old picture that had been cleansed and wet, all its colors were suddenly grown so clear and gay.

Almost at the same moment two men appeared from different quarters of the shore, and without apparently taking any notice of each other, even by way of greeting, they seated themselves side by side on a worm-eaten piece of ship timber near the tar pot. In a few minutes a third resident of the island joined them, coming over the high pasture slope, and looking for one moment giant-like against the sky.

Jabez neednt grumble to-day on account o no head-wind, said one of the first comers. I was mendin a piece o wall that was overset, an I see him all of a sudden, most inshore. My woman has been expecting a letter from her brothers folks in Castine. I spose yeve heard? They was all down with the throat distemper last we knew about em, an she was dreadful put about because she got no word by the last mail. Lor, now want it just like Jabes contrairiness to go over in that fussin old dory o his with no sail to speak of?

Wouldnt have took him half the time in his cat-boat, grumbled the elder man of the three. Thinks he can do as hes a mind to, an weve got to make the best ont. Ef I was postmaster I should look out, fust thing, for an abler boat nor any hes got. Hes gittin nearer every year, Jabe is.

T aint far to the citizens, said the first speaker. Dont git no mail but twice a week anyhow, an then he liters round long s hes a mind to, dickerin an spoutin politics over to the Foreside. Folks may be layin dyin, an theres all kinds o urgent letters that ought to be in owners hands direct. Jabe neednt think we mean to put up with him frever; and the irate islander, who never had any letters at all from one years end to anothers looked at both his companions for their assent.

Dont ye git riled so, Danel, softly responded the last-comer, a grizzled little fisherman-farmer, who looked like a pirate, and was really the most amiable man on Johns Island— dont ye git riled. I don know as, come to the scratch, ary one of us would want to make two trips back an forard every week the year round for a hunderd an twenty dollars. Take it in them high December seas, now, an long in Jenoary an March. Course he accommodates himself, an it comes in the way o his business, an he gits a passenger now an then. Well, it all counts up, I spose.

Theres somebody or nother aboard now, said the opponent. They may have sent over for our folks from Castine. They was headin on to be dangerous, three o the childn and Washnton himself. I may have to go up to-night. Dare say theyve sent a letter we aint got. Darn that Jabe! Ive heard before now of his looking over everything in the bag comin over — sortin he calls it, to save time — but t wouldnt be no wonder ef a letter blowed out o his fingers now an again.

Theres King George a-layin off, aint he? asked the peace-maker, who was whittling a piece of dry kelp stalk that he had picked up from the pebbles, and all three men took a long look at the gray sail beyond the moorings.

What a curis critter that is! exclaimed one of the group. I suppose, now, nothins goin to tempt him to set foot on Johns Island long s he lives — do you? but nobody answered.

Don know who hes spitin but himself, said the peace-maker. I was underrunning my trawl last week, an he come by with his fare o fish, an hove to to see what I was gittin. Me and King Georges alas kind o fellowshiped a little by spells. I was off to the Banks, you know, that time he had the gran flare up an took himself off, an so he aint counted me one o his enemies.

I always give my vote that he want in his right mind; t want all ugliness, now. I went to school with him, an he was a clever boy as there was, said the elder man, who had hardly spoken before. I never more n half blamed him, however t was, an it kind o rankled me that he should ha been drove off an outlawed hisself this way. T was Jabe Pennell; he thought George was stanin in his light bout the postmastership, an he worked folks up, an set em agin him. Georges mothers folks did have a kind of a punky spot somewhere in their heads, but he never give no sign o anything till Jabe Pennell begun to hunt him an dare him.

Well, hes done a good thing sence he bought Folly Island. I hear say King George is gittin rich, said the peaceful pirate. T was a hard thing for his folks, his wife an the girl. I think hes been more scattery sence his wife died, anyway. Darn! how lonesome they must be in winter! I should think theyd be afeared a sea would break right over em. Poltics be hanged, I say, thatll drive a man to do such things as them — never step foot on any land but his own agin! I tell ye weve each on us got rights.

This was unusual eloquence and excitement on the speakers part, and his neighbors stole a furtive look at him and then at each other. He was an own cousin to King George Quint, the recluse owner of Folly Island — an isolated bit of land several miles farther seaward — and one of the listeners reflected that this relationship must be the cause of his bravery.

The post-boat was nearly in now, and the three men rose and went down to the waters edge. The sail was furled, and the old dory slipped about uneasily on the low waves. The postmaster was greeted by friendly shouts from his late maligners, but he was unnecessarily busy with his sail and with his packages amidships, and took his time, as at least one spectator grumbled, about coming in. King George had also lowered his sail and taken to his oars, but just as he would have been alongside, the postmaster caught up his own oars, and pulled smartly toward the landing. This proceeding stimulated his pursuer to a stern-chase, and presently the boats were together, but Pennell pushed straight on through the low waves to the strand, and his pursuer lingered just outside, took in his oars, and dropped his killock over the bow. He knew perfectly well that the representative of the government would go ashore and take all the time he could to sort the contents of the mail-bag in his place of business. It would even be good luck if he did not go home to supper first, and keep everybody waiting all the while. Sometimes his constituents had hailed him from their fishing-boats on the high seas, and taken their weekly newspaper over the boats side, but it was only in moments of great amiability or forgetfulness that the King of Folly Island was so kindly served. This was tyranny pure and simple. But what could be done? So was winter cold, and so did the dog-fish spoil the trawls. Even the Johns-Islanders needed a fearless patriot to lead them to liberty.

The three men on the strand and King George from the harbor were all watching with curious eyes the stranger who had crossed in Jabez Pennells boat. He was deeply interested in them also; but at that moment such a dazzling glow of sunlight broke from the cloud in the west that Frankfort turned away to look at the strange, remote landscape that surrounded him. He felt as if he had taken a step backward into an earlier age — these men had the look of pioneers or of colonists — yet the little country-side showed marks of long occupancy. He had really got to the outer boundary of civilization.

Now its too bad o you, Jabez, to keep George Quint a-waitin, deprecated the peace-maker. Hes got a good ways to go way over to Folly Island, an like s not he means to underrun his trawl too. We all expected ye sooner with this fair wind. At which the postmaster gave an unintelligible growl.

This ere passenger was comin over, calclatin to stop a spell, an wants to be accommodated, he announced presently.

But one of the group on the strand interrupted him. He was considered the wag of that neighborhood. Ever ben to Folly Island, stranger? he asked, with great civility. Theres the King of it, layin off in his boat. George! he called lustily, I want to know ef you cant put up a travler that wants to view these parts o the airth?

Frankfort somehow caught the spirit of the occasion, and understood that there was a joke underlying this request. Folly Island had an enticing sound, and he listened eagerly for the answer. It was well known by everybody except himself that Jabez Pennell monopolized the entertainment of the traveling public, and King George roared back, delightedly, that he would do the best he could on short notice, and pulled his boat farther in. Frankfort made ready to transfer his luggage, and laughed again with the men on the shore. He was not sorry to have a longer voyage in that lovely sunset light, and the hospitality of Johns Island, already represented by these specimens of householders, was not especially alluring. Jabez Pennell was grumbling to himself, and turned to go to the store. King George reminded him innocently of some groceries which he had promised to have ready, and always fearful of losing one of his few customers, he nodded and went his way. It seemed to be a strange combination of dependence and animosity between the men. The King followed his purveyor with a blasting glance of hatred, and turned his boat, and held it so that Frankfort could step in and reach back afterward for his possessions.

In a few minutes Mr. Pennell returned with some packages and a handful of newspapers.

Have ye put in the cough drops? asked the fisherman, gruffly, and was answered by a nod of the merchants head.

Bring them haddick before Thusday, he commanded the island potentate, who was already setting his small sail.

The wind had freshened. They slid out of the bay, and presently the figures on the shore grew indistinct, and Frankfort found himself outward bound on a new tack toward a low island several miles away. It seemed to be at considerable distance from any other land; the light of the sun was full upon it. Now he certainly was as far away as he could get from city life and the busy haunts of men. He wondered at the curious chain of circumstances that he had followed that day. This man looked like a hermit, and really lived in the outermost island of all.

Frankfort grew more and more amused with the novel experiences of the day. He had wished for a long time to see these Maine islands for himself. A week at Mount Desert had served to make him very impatient of the imported society of that renowned watering-place, so incongruous with the native simplicity and quiet. There was a serious look to the dark forests and bleak rocks that seemed to have been broken into fragments by some convulsion of nature, and scattered in islands and reefs along the coast. A strange population clung to these isolated bits of the world, and it was rewarding to Frankforts sincere interest in such individualized existence that he should now be brought face to face with it.

The boat sailed steadily. A colder air, like the very breath of the great sea, met the voyagers presently. Two or three lighthouse lamps flashed out their first pale rays like stars, and evening had begun. Yet there was still a soft glow of color over the low seaboard. The western sky was slow to fade, and the islands looked soft and mirage-like in the growing gloom. Frankfort found himself drifting away into dreams as if he were listening to music; there was something lulling in the motion of the boat. As for the King, he took no notice of his passenger, but steered with an oar and tended the sheet and hummed a few notes occasionally of some quaint minor tune, which must have been singing itself more plainly to his own consciousness. The stranger waked from his reverie before very long, and observed with delight that the man before him had a most interesting face, a nobly moulded forehead, and brave, commanding eyes. There was truly an air of distinction and dignity about this King of Folly Island, an uncommon directness and independence. He was the son and heir of the old Vikings who had sailed that stormy coast and discovered its harborage and its vines five hundred years before Columbus was born in Italy, or was beggar to the surly lords and gentlemen of Spain.

The silence was growing strange, and provoking curiosity between the new-made host and guest, and Frankfort asked civilly some question about the distance. The King turned to look at him with surprise, as if he had forgotten his companionship. The discovery seemed to give him pleasure, and he answered, in a good clear voice, with a true fishermans twang and brogue: Were more n half there. Be you cold? And Frankfort confessed to a stray shiver now and then, which seemed to inspire a more friendly relationship in the boats crew. Quick as thought, the King pulled off his own rough coat and wrapped it about the shoulders of the paler city man. Then he stepped forward along the boat, after handing the oar to his companion, and busied himself ostentatiously with a rope, with the packages that he had bought from Pennell. One would have thought he had freed himself from his coat merely as a matter of convenience; and Frankfort, who was not a little touched by the kindness, paid his new sovereign complete deference. George Quint was evidently a man whom one must be very careful about thanking, however, and there was another time of silence.

I hope my coming will not make any trouble in your family, ventured the stranger, after a little while.

Bless ye, no! replied the host. Theres only Phebe, my daughter, and nothing would please her better than somebody extra to do for. Shes dreadful folksy for a girl thats hed to live alone on a far island, Phebe is. T aint every one Id pick to carry home, though, said the King magnificently. T has been my plan to keep clear o humans much as could be. I had my fill o the Johns-Islanders a good while ago.

Hard to get on with? asked the listener, humoring the new tone which his ears had caught.

I could get on with em ef t was anyways wuth while, responded the island chieftain. I didnt see why there was any need o being badgered and nagged all my days by a pack o curs like them Johns-Islanders. Theyd hunt ye to death if ye was anyways their master; and I got me a piece o land as far off from em as I could buy, and here I be. I aint stepped foot on any mans land but my own these twenty-six years. Ef anybody wants to deal with me, he must come to the waters edge.

The speakers voice trembled with excitement, and Frankfort was conscious of a strange sympathy and exhilaration.

But why didnt you go ashore and live on the main-land, out of the way of such neighbors altogether? he asked, and was met by a wondering look.

I didnt belong there, replied the King, as if the idea had never occurred to him before. I had my living to get. It took me more than twelve years to finish paying for my island, besides what hard money I laid down. Some years the fish is mighty shy. I always had an eye to the island sence I was a boy; and weve been better off here, as I view it. I was some sorry my woman should be so fur from her folks when she was down with her last sickness.

The sail was lowered suddenly, and the boat rose and fell on the long waves near the floats of a trawl, which Quint pulled over the bows, slipping the long line by with its empty hooks until he came to a small haddock, which he threw behind him to flop and beat itself about at Frankforts feet as if imploring him not to eat it for his supper. Then the sprit-sail was hoisted again, and they voyaged toward Folly Island slowly with a failing breeze. The King stamped his feet, and even struck his arms together as if they were chilled, but took no notice of the coat which his guest had taken off again a few minutes before. To Frankfort the evening was growing mild, and his blood rushed through his veins with a delicious thrill. The island loomed high and black, as if it were covered with thick woods; but there was a light ashore in the window of a small house, and presently the pilgrim found himself safe on land, quite stiff in his legs, but very serene in temper. A brisk little dog leaped about him with clamorous barks, a large gray cat also appeared belligerent and curious; then a voice came from the doorway: Late, aint you, father?

Without a word of reply, the King of that isle led the way to his castle, haddock in hand. Frankfort and the dog and cat followed after. Before they reached the open door, the light shone out upon a little wilderness of bright flowers, yellow and red and white. The King stepped carefully up the narrow pathway, and waited on the step for his already loyal subject to enter.

Phebe, he said, jokingly, Ive brought ye some company — a gentleman from Lord knows where, who couldnt seem to content himself without seeing Folly Island.

Phebe stepped forward with great shyness, but perfect appreciation of the right thing to be done. I give you welcome, she said, quietly, and offered a thin affectionate hand. She was very plain in her looks, with a hard-worked, New England plainness, but as Frankfort stood in the little kitchen he was immediately conscious of a peculiar delicacy and refinement in his surroundings. There was an atmosphere in this out-of-the-way corner of civilization that he missed in all but a few of the best houses he had ever known.

The ways of the Folly Island housekeeping were too well established to be thrown out of their course by even so uncommon an event as the coming of a stranger. The simple supper was eaten, and Frankfort was ready for his share of it. He was touched at the eagerness of his hostess to serve him, at her wistful questioning of her father to learn whom he had seen and what he had heard that day. There was no actual exile in the fishermans lot after all; he met his old acquaintances almost daily on the fishing grounds, and it was upon the women of the household that an unmistakable burden of isolation had fallen. Sometimes a man lived with them for a time to help cultivate the small farm, but Phebe was skilled in out-door handicrafts. She could use tools better than her father, the guest was told proudly, and that day she had been digging potatoes — a great pleasure evidently, as anything would have been that kept one out-of-doors in the sunshiny field.

When the supper was over, the father helped his daughter to clear away the table as simply and fondly as could be, and as if it were as much his duty as hers. It was very evident that the cough drops were for actual need; the poor girl coughed now and then with a sad insistence and hollowness. She looked ill already, so narrow-chested and bent-shouldered, while a bright spot of color flickered in her thin cheeks. She had seemed even elderly to Frankfort when he first saw her, but he discovered from something that was said that her age was much less than his own. What a dreary lifetime! he thought, and then reproached himself, for he had never seen a happier smile than poor Phebe gave her father at that moment. The father was evidently very anxious about the cough; he started uneasily at every repetition of it, with a glance at his guests face to see if he also were alarmed by the foreboding. The wind had risen again, and whined in the chimney. The pine-trees near the house and the wind and sea united in a solemn, deep sound which affected the new-comer strangely. Above this undertone was the lesser, sharper noise of waves striking the pebbly beach and retreating. There was a loneliness, a remoteness, a feeling of being an infinitesimal point in such a great expanse of sea and stormy sky, that was almost too heavy to be borne. Phebe knitted steadily, with an occasional smile at her own thoughts. The tea-kettle sang and whistled away; its cover clicked now and then as if with hardly suppressed cheerfulness, and the King of Folly Island read his newspaper diligently, and doled out bits of information to his companions. Frankfort was surprised at the tenor of these. The reader was evidently a man of uncommon depth of thought and unusual common-sense. It was both less and more surprising that he should have chosen to live alone; one would imagine that his instinct would have led him among people of his own sort. It was no wonder that he had grown impatient of such society as the postmasters; but at this point of his meditation the travelers eyes began to feel strangely heavy, and he fell asleep in his high-backed rocking-chair. What peacefulness had circled him in! the rush and clamor of his business life had fallen away as if he had begun another existence, without the fretful troubles of this present world.

Hes a pretty man, whispered Phebe to her father, and the old fisherman nodded a grave assent, and folded his hands upon the county newspaper while he took a long honest look at the stranger within his gates. 

The next morning Frankfort made his appearance in the kitchen at a nobly early hour, to find that the master of the house had been out in his boat since four oclock, and would not be in for some time yet. Phebe was waiting to give him his breakfast, and soon after he saw her going to the potato field, and joined her. The sun was bright, and the island was gay with color; the asters were in their best pale lavender and royal purple tints; the bay was flecked with sails of fishing-boats, because the mackerel had again struck in; and outside the island, at no great distance, was the highway of the coasting vessels to and from the eastern part of the state and the more distant provinces. There were near two hundred craft in sight, great and small, and John Frankfort dug his potatoes with intermittent industry as he looked off east and west at such a lovely scene. They might have been an abbé gallant and a dignified marquise, he and Phebe — it did not matter what work they toyed with. They were each filled with a charming devotion to the other, a grave reverence and humoring of the mutual desire for quiet and meditation. Toward noon the fishing-boat which Phebe had known constantly and watched with affectionate interest was seen returning deep laden, and she hastened to the little landing. Frankfort had already expressed his disdain of a noonday meal, and throwing down his hoe, betook himself to the highest point of the island. Here was a small company of hemlocks, twisted and bent by the northeast winds, and on the soft brown carpet of their short pins, our pilgrim to the outer boundaries spent the middle of the day. A strange drowsiness, such as he had often felt before in such bracing air, seemed to take possession of him, and to a man who had been perplexing himself with hard business problems and erratic ventures in financiering, potato-digging on a warm September day was not exciting.

The hemlocks stood alone on the summit of the island, and must have been a landmark for the King to steer home by. Before Frankfort stretched a half-cleared pasture, where now and then, as he lazily opened his eyes, he could see a moving sheeps back among the small birches and fern and juniper. Behind him were the cleared fields and the house, and a fringe of forest trees stood all round the rocky shore of the domain. From the water one could not see that there was such a well-arranged farm on Folly Island behind this barrier of cedars, but the inhabitants of that region thriftily counted upon the natural stockade to keep the winter winds away.

The sun had changed its direction altogether when he finally waked, and shone broadly down upon him from a point much nearer the western horizon. At that moment the owner of the island made his appearance, looking somewhat solicitous.

We didnt know what had become of ye, young man, he said, in a fatherly way. T aint nateral for ye to go without your dinner, as I view it. Well soon hearten ye up, Phebe an me; though she dont eat no more than a chippin-sparrer, Phebe dont, and his face returned to its sadder lines.

No, said Frankfort; she looks very delicate. Dont you think it might be better to take her inland, or to some more sheltered place, this winter?

The question was asked with hesitation, but the speakers kind-heartedness was in all his words. The father turned away and snapped a dry hemlock twig with impatient fingers.

She wouldnt go withouten me, he answered, in a choked voice, an my vow is my vow. I shall never set foot on another mans land while Im alive.

The day had been so uneventful, and Folly Island had appeared to be such a calm, not to say prosaic place, that its visitor was already forgetting the thrill of interest with which he had first heard its name. Here again, however, was the unmistakable tragic element in the life of the inhabitants; this man, who should be armed and defended by his common-sense, was yet made weak by some prejudice or superstition. What could have warped him in this strange way? for, indeed, the people of most unenlightened communities were prone to herd together, to follow each others lead, to need a dictator, no matter how much they might rebel at his example or demands. This city gentleman was moved by a deep curiosity to know for himself the laws and charts of his new-found acquaintances existence; he had never felt a keener interest in a first days acquaintance with any human being.

Society would be at a stand-still, he said, with apparent lightness, if each of us who found his neighbors unsatisfactory should strike out for himself as you have done.

The King of Folly Island gave a long shrewd look at his companion, who was still watching the mackerel fleet; then he blushed like a girl through all the sea-changed color of his cheeks.

Look out for number one, or else number twos got to look out for you, he said, with some uncertainty in the tone of his voice.

Yes, answered Frankfort, smiling. I have repeated that to myself a great many times. The truth is, I dont belong to my neighbors any more than you do.

I expect that you have got a better chance nor me; ef I had only been started amonst Christians, now! exclaimed Quint, with gathering fury at the thought of his Johns-Islanders.

Human nature is the same the world over, said the guest, quietly, as if more to himself than his listener. I dare say that the fault is apt to be our own; but there was no response to this audacious opinion.

Frankfort had risen from the couch of hemlock pins, and the two men walked toward the house together. The cares of modern life could not weigh too heavily on such a day. The shining sea, the white sails, gleaming or gray-shadowed, and the dark green of the nearer islands made a brilliant picture, and the younger man was impatient with himself for thinking the armada of small craft a parallel to the financial ventures which were made day after day in city life. What a question of chance it was, after all, for either herring or dollars — some of these boats were sure to go home disappointed, or worse, at night; but at this point he shrugged his shoulders angrily because he could not forget some still undecided ventures of his own. How degraded a man became who chose to be only a moneymaker! The zest of the chase for wealth and the power of it suddenly seemed a very trivial and foolish thing to Frankfort, who confessed anew that he had no purpose in making his gains.

You aint a married man; live a bachelor life, dont ye? asked the King, as if in recognition of these thoughts, and Frankfort, a little startled, nodded assent.

Makes it a sight easier, was the unexpected response. You dont feel as if you might be wronging other folks when you do what suits you best. Now my woman was wuth her weight in gold, an she lays there in the little yard over in the corner of the field — she never fought me, nor argued the pint again after she found I was sot, but, it aged her, fetchin of her away from all her folks, an out of where she was wonted. I didnt foresee it at the time.

There was something martyr-like and heroic in the exiles appearance as he spoke, and his listener had almost an admiration for such heroism, until he reminded himself that this withdrawal from society had been willful, and, so far as he knew, quite selfish. It could not be said that Quint had stood in his lot and place as a brave man should, unless he had left Johns Island as the Pilgrim Fathers left England, for conscientious scruples and a necessary freedom. How many pilgrims since those have falsely made the same plea for undeserved liberty!

What was your object in coming here? the stranger asked, quietly, as if he had heard no reason yet that satisfied him.

I wanted to be by myself; and the King rallied his powers of eloquence to make excuses. I want one that could stand them folks that overlooked an harried me, an was too mean to live. They could go their way, an I mine; I wouldnt harm em, but I wanted none of em. Here, you see, I get my own livin. I raise my own hog, an the women-folks have more hens than they want, an I keep a few sheep a-runnin over the other side o the place. The fish o the sea is had for the catchin, an I owe no man anything. I should ha ben beholden if Id stopped where we come from; and he turned with an air of triumph to look at Frankfort, who glanced at him in return with an air of interest.

I see that you depend upon the larger islands for some supplies — cough drops, for instance? said the stranger, with needless clearness. I cannot help feeling that you would have done better to choose a less exposed island — one nearer the main-land, you know, in a place better sheltered from the winds.

They do cut us most in two, said the King, meekly, and his face fell. Frankfort felt quite ashamed of himself, but he was conscious already of an antagonistic feeling. Indeed, this was an island of folly; this man, who felt himself to be better than his neighbors, was the sacrificer of his familys comfort; he was heaping up riches, and who would gather them? Not the poor pale daughter, that was certain. In this moment they passed the corner of the house, and discovered Phebe herself standing on the doorstep, watching some distant point of the sea or sky with a heavy, much battered spy-glass.

She looked pleased as she lowered the glass for a moment, and greeted Frankfort with a silent welcome.

Oh, so t is; now I forgot t was this afternoon, said Quint. Shes a-watchin the funeral; aint you, daughter? Old Mis Danforth, over onto Wall Island, that has been layin sick all summer — a cousin o my mothers, he confessed, in a lower tone, and turned away with feigned unconcern as Frankfort took the spy-glass which Phebe offered. He was sure that his hostess had been wishing that she could share in the family gathering. Was it possible that Quint was a tyrant, and had never let this grown woman leave his chosen isle? Freedom, indeed!

He forgot the affairs of Folly Island the next moment, as he caught sight of the strange procession. He could see the coffin with its black pall in a boat rowed by four men, who had pushed out a little way from shore, and other boats near it. From the low gray house near the water came a little group of women stepping down across the rough beach and getting into their boats; then all fell into a rude sort of orderliness, the hearse-boat going first, and the procession went away across the wide bay toward the main-land. He lowered the glass for an instant, and Phebe reached for it eagerly.

They were just bringing out the coffin before you came, she said, with a little sigh; and Frankfort, who had seen many pageants and ceremonials, rebuked himself for having stolen so much of this rare pleasure from his hostess. He could still see the floating funeral. Though it was only a far-away line of boats, there was a strange awe and fascination in watching them follow their single, steady course.

Danforths folks bury over to the Foreside, explained the King of Folly Island; but his guest had taken a little book from his pocket, and seated himself on a rock that made one boundary of the gay, disorderly garden. It was very shady and pleasant at this side of the house, and he was too warm after his walk across the unshaded pastures. It was very hot sunshine for that time of the year, and his holiday began to grow dull. Was he, after all, good for nothing but money-making? The thought fairly haunted him; he had lost his power of enjoyment, and there might be no remedy.

The fisherman had disappeared; the funeral was a dim speck off there where the sun glittered on the water, yet he saw it still, and his book closed over his listless fingers. Phebe sat on the door-step knitting now, with the old glass laid by her side ready for use. Frankfort looked at her presently with a smile.

Will you let me see your book? she asked, with a childs eagerness; and he gave it to her.

It is an old copy of Wordsworths shorter poems, he said. It belonged to my mother. Her name was the same as yours.

She spelled it with the o, said Phebe, radiant with interest in this discovery, and closely examining the flyleaf. What a pretty hand she wrote! Is it a book you like?

I like it best because it was hers, I am afraid, replied Frankfort, honestly. Yes, it does one good to read such poems; but I find it hard to read anything in these days; my business fills my mind. You know so little, here on your island, of the way the great world beyond pushes and fights and wrangles.

I suppose there are some pleasant folks, said Phebe, simply. I used to like to read, but I found it made me lonesome. I used to wish I could go ashore and do all the things that folks in books did. But I dont care now; I wouldnt go away from the island for anything.

No, said Frankfort, kindly; I wouldnt if I were you. Go on dreaming about the world; that is better. And it does people good to come here and see you so comfortable and contented, he added, with a tenderness in his voice that was quite foreign to it of late years. But Phebe gave one quick look at the far horizon, her thin cheeks grew very rosy, and she looked down again at her knitting.

Presently she went into the house. At tea-time that evening the guest was surprised to find the little table decked out for a festival, with some flowered china, and a straight-backed old mahogany chair from the best room in his own place of honor. Phebe looked gay and excited, and Frankfort wondered at the feast, as well as the master of the house, when they came to take their places.

You see, you found me unawares last night, coming so unexpected, said the poor pale mistress. I didnt want you to think that we had forgotten how to treat folks.

And somehow the man whose face was usually so cold and unchanging could hardly keep back his tears while, after the supper was cleared away, he was shown a little model of a meeting-house, steeple and all, which Phebe had made from card-board and covered with small shells a winter or two before. She brought it to him with a splendid sense of its art, and Frankfort said everything that could be said except that it was beautiful. He even begged to be told exactly how it was done, and they sat by the light together and discussed the poor toy, while the King of Folly Island dozed and waked again with renewed pleasure as he contemplated his daughters enjoyment. But she coughed very often, poor Phebe, and the guest wondered if the postmasters supply of drugs were equal to this pitiful illness. Poor Phebe! and winter would be here soon!

Day after day, in the bright weather, Frankfort lingered with his new friends, spending a morning now and then in fishing with his host, and coming into closer contact with the inhabitants of that part of the world.

Before the short visit was over, the guest was aware that he had been very tired and out of sorts when he had yielded to the desire to hide away from civilization, and had drifted, under some pilotage that was beyond himself, into this quiet haven. He felt stronger and in much better spirits, and remembered afterward that he had been as merry as a boy on Folly Island in the long evenings when Phebe was busy with her knitting-work, and her father told long and spirited stories of his early experiences along the coast and among the fisherman. But business cares began to fret this holiday-maker, and as suddenly as he had come he went away again on a misty morning that promised rain. He was very sorry when he said good-by to Phebe; she was crying as he left the house, and a great wave of compassion poured itself over Frankforts heart. He never should see her again, that was certain; he wished that he could spirit her away to some gentler climate, and half spoke his thought as he stood hesitating that last minute on the little beach. The next moment he was fairly in the boat and pushing out from shore. George Quint looked as hardy and ruddy and weather-beaten as his daughter was pale and faded, like some frost-bitten flower that tries to lift itself when morning comes and it feels the warmth of the sun. The tough fisherman, with his pet doctrines and angry aversions, could have no idea of the loneliness of his wife and daughter all these unvarying years on his Folly Island. And yet how much they had been saved of useless rivalries and jealousies, of petty tyranny from narrow souls! Frankfort had a bitter sense of all that, as he leaned back against the side of the boat, and sailed slowly out into the bay, while Folly Island seemed to retreat into the gathering fog and slowly disappear. His thoughts flew before him to his office, to his clerks and accounts; he thought of his wealth which was buying him nothing, of his friends who were no friends at all, for he had pushed away some who might have been near, strangely impatient of familiarity, and on the defense against either mockery or rivalry. He was the true King of Folly Island, not this work-worn fisherman; he had been a lonelier and a more selfish man these many years.

George Quint was watching Frankfort eagerly, as if he had been waiting for this chance to speak to him alone.

You seem to be a kind of solitary creatur, he suggested, with his customary frankness. I expect it never crossed your thought that t would be nateral to git married?

Yes, I thought about it once, some years ago, answered Frankfort, seriously.

Disappinted, was you? Well, t was better soon nor late, if it had to be, said the sage. My mind has been dwellin on Phebes case. She was a master pooty gal arlier on, an I was dreadful set against lettin of her go, though I call to mind there was a likely chap as found her out, an made bold to land an try to court her. I drove him, I tell you, an ducked him under when I caught him afterward out a-fishin, an he took the hint. Phebe didnt know what was to pay, though I dare say she liked to have him follerin about.

Frankfort made no answer, — he was very apt to be silent when you expected him to speak, — and presently the King resumed his suggestions.

Ive been thinking that Phebe ought to have some sort o brightenin up. She pines for her mother: they was a sight o company for each other. Now I spose you couldnt take no sort o fancy for her in course o time? Ive got more hard cash stowed away than folks expects, an you should have everything your own way. I could git a cousin o mine, a widow woman, to keep the house winters, an you an the gal neednt only summer here. I take it youve got some means?

Frankfort found himself smiling at this pathetic appeal, and was ashamed of himself directly, and turned to look seaward. Im afraid I couldnt think of it, he answered. You dont suppose — 

Lor no, said George Quint, sadly, shifting his sail. She aint give no sign, except that I never see her take to no stranger as she has to you. I thought you might kind of have a feelin for her, an I knowed you thought the island was a sightly place; t would do no harm to speak, leastways.

They were on their way to Johns Island, where Frankfort was to take the postmasters boat to the main-land. Quint found his fog-bound way by some mysterious instinct, and at their journeys end the friends parted with little show of sentiment or emotion. Yet there was much expression in Quints grasp of his hand, Frankfort thought, and both men turned more than once as the boats separated, to give a kindly glance backward. People are not brought together in this world for nothing, and poor Quint had no idea of the confusion that his theories and his manner of life had brought into the well-regulated affairs of John Frankfort. Jabez Pennell was brimful of curiosity about the visit, but he received little satisfaction. Phebe Quint was the pootiest gal on these islands some ten years ago, he proclaimed, an a born lady. Her mothers folks was ministers over to Castine. 

The winter was nearly gone when Frankfort received a letter in a yellow envelope, unbusiness-like in its appearance. The King of Folly Island wrote to say that Phebe had been hoping to get strength enough to thank him for the generous Christmas-box which Frankfort had sent. He had taxed both his imagination and memory to supply the minor wants and fancies of the islanders.

But Phebe was steadily failing in health, and the elderly cousin had already been summoned to take care of her and to manage the house-keeping. The King wrote a crabbed hand, as if he had used a fish-hook instead of a pen, and he told the truth about his sad affairs with simple, unlamenting bravery. Phebe only sent a message of thanks, and an assurance that she liked to think of Frankforts being there in the fall. She would soon send him a small keepsake.

One morning Frankfort opened a much-crushed bundle which lay upon his desk, and found this keepsake, the shell meeting-house, which looked sadly trivial and astray. He was entirely confused by its unexpected appearance; he did not dare to meet the eyes of an office-boy who stood near; there was an uncomfortable feeling in his throat, but he bravely unfastened a letter from the battered steeple, and read it slowly, without a very clear understanding of the words: — 

Dear Friend (said poor Phebe),— I was very thankful for all that you sent in the box — I take such pleasure in the things. I find it hard to write, but I think about you every day. Father sends his best respects. We have had rough weather, and he stays right here with me. You must keep your promise, and come back to the island; he will be lonesome, and you are one that takes father just right. It seems as if I hadnt been any use in the world, but it rests me, laying here, to think what a sight of use you must be. And so good-by. 

A sudden vision of the poor girl came before his eyes as he saw her stand on the door-step the day they watched the boat funeral. She had worn a dress with a quaint pattern, like gray and yellowish willow leaves as one sees them fallen by the country roadsides. A vision of her thin, stooping shoulders and her simple, pleasant look touched him with real sorrow. Much use in the world! Alas! alas! how had her affection made her fancy such a thing!

The day was stormy, and Frankfort turned anxiously to look out of the window beside him, as he thought how the wind must blow across the distant bay. He felt a strange desire to sweep away everything that might vex poor Phebe or make her less comfortable. Yet she must die, at any rate, before the summer came. The King of Folly Island would reign only over his sheep pastures and the hemlock-trees and pines. Much use in the world! The words stung him more and more.

The office-boy still stood waiting, and now Frankfort became unhappily conscious of his presence. I used to see one o them shell-works where I come from, up in the country, the boy said, with unexpected forbearance and sympathy; but Frankfort dismissed him with a needless question about the price of certain railroad bonds, and dropped the embarrassing gift, the poor little meeting-house, into a deep lower drawer of his desk. He had hardly thought of the lad before except as a willing, half mechanical errand-runner; now he was suddenly conscious of the hopeful, bright young face. At that moment a whole new future of human interests spread out before his eyes, from which a veil had suddenly been withdrawn, and Frankfort felt like another man, or as if there had been a revivifying of his old, uninterested, self-occupied nature. Was there really such a thing as taking part in the heavenly warfare against ignorance and selfishness? Had Phebe given him in some mysterious way a legacy of all her unsatisfied hopes and dreams?


THE COURTING OF SISTER WISBY.
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ALL THE MORNING there had been an increasing temptation to take an out-door holiday, and early in the afternoon the temptation outgrew my power of resistance. A far-away pasture on the long southwestern slope of a high hill was persistently present to my mind, yet there seemed to be no particular reason why I should think of it. I was not sure that I wanted anything from the pasture, and there was no sign, except the temptation, that the pasture wanted anything of me. But I was on the farther side of as many as three fences before I stopped to think again where I was going, and why.

There is no use in trying to tell another person about that afternoon unless he distinctly remembers weather exactly like it. No number of details concerning an Arctic ice-blockade will give a single shiver to a child of the tropics. This was one of those perfect New England days in late summer, when the spirit of autumn takes a first stealthy flight, like a spy, through the ripening country-side, and, with feigned sympathy for those who droop with August heat, puts her cool cloak of bracing air about leaf and flower and human shoulders. Every living thing grows suddenly cheerful and strong; it is only when you catch sight of a horror-stricken little maple in swampy soil, — a little maple that has second sight and foreknowledge of coming disaster to her race, — only then does a distrust of autumns friendliness dim your joyful satisfaction.

In midwinter there is always a day when one has the first foretaste of spring; in late August there is a morning when the air is for the first time autumn like. Perhaps it is a hint to the squirrels to get in their first supplies for the winter hoards, or a reminder that summer will soon end, and everybody had better make the most of it. We are always looking forward to the passing and ending of winter, but when summer is here it seems as if summer must always last. As I went across the fields that day, I found myself half lamenting that the world must fade again, even that the best of her budding and bloom was only a preparation for another spring-time, for an awakening beyond the coming winters sleep.

The sun was slightly veiled; there was a chattering group of birds, which had gathered for a conference about their early migration. Yet, oddly enough, I heard the voice of a belated bobolink, and presently saw him rise from the grass and hover leisurely, while he sang a brief tune. He was much behind time if he were still a housekeeper; but as for the other birds, who listened, they cared only for their own notes. An old crow went sagging by, and gave a croak at his despised neighbor, just as a black reviewer croaked at Keats: so hard it is to be just to ones contemporaries. The bobolink was indeed singing out of season, and it was impossible to say whether he really belonged most to this summer or to the next. He might have been delayed on his northward journey; at any rate, he had a light heart now, to judge from his song, and I wished that I could ask him a few questions, — how he liked being the last man among the bobolinks, and where he had taken singing lessons in the South.

Presently I left the lower fields, and took a path that led higher, where I could look beyond the village to the northern country mountainward. Here the sweet fern grew, thick and fragrant, and I also found myself heedlessly treading on pennyroyal. Near by, in a field corner, I long ago made a most comfortable seat by putting a stray piece of board and bit of rail across the angle of the fences. I have spent many a delightful hour there, in the shade and shelter of a young pitch-pine and a wild-cherry tree, with a lovely outlook toward the village, just far enough away beyond the green slopes and tall elms of the lower meadows. But that day I still had the feeling of being outward bound, and did not turn aside nor linger. The high pasture land grew more and more enticing.

I stopped to pick some blackberries that twinkled at me like beads among their dry vines, and two or three yellow-birds fluttered up from the leaves of a thistle, and then came back again, as if they had complacently discovered that I was only an overgrown yellow-bird, in strange disguise but perfectly harmless. They made me feel as if I were an intruder, though they did not offer to peck at me, and we parted company very soon. It was good to stand at last on the great shoulder of the hill. The wind was coming in from the sea, there was a fine fragrance from the pines, and the air grew sweeter every moment. I took new pleasure in the thought that in a piece of wild pasture land like this one may get closest to Nature, and subsist upon what she gives of her own free will. There have been no drudging, heavy-shod ploughmen to overturn the soil, and vex it into yielding artificial crops. Here one has to take just what Nature is pleased to give, whether one is a yellow-bird or a human being. It is very good entertainment for a summer wayfarer, and I am asking my reader now to share the winter provision which I harvested that day. Let us hope that the small birds are also faring well after their fashion, but I give them an anxious thought while the snow goes hurrying in long waves across the buried fields, this windy winter night.

I next went farther down the hill, and got a drink of fresh cool water from the brook, and pulled a tender sheaf of sweet flag beside it. The mossy old fence just beyond was the last barrier between me and the pasture which had sent an invisible messenger earlier in the day, but I saw that somebody else had come first to the rendezvous: there was a brown gingham cape-bonnet and a sprigged shoulder-shawl bobbing up and down, a little way off among the junipers. I had taken such uncommon pleasure in being alone that I instantly felt a sense of disappointment; then a warm glow of pleasant satisfaction rebuked my selfishness. This could be no one but dear old Mrs. Goodsoe, the friend of my childhood and fond dependence of my maturer years. I had not seen her for many weeks, but here she was, out on one of her famous campaigns for herbs, or perhaps just returning from a blueberrying expedition. I approached with care, so as not to startle the gingham bonnet; but she heard the rustle of the bushes against my dress, and looked up quickly, as she knelt, bending over the turf. In that position she was hardly taller than the luxuriant junipers themselves.

Im a-gittin in my mulleins, she said briskly, an Ive been thinking o you these twenty times since I come out o the house. I begun to believe you must ha forgot me at last.

I have been away from home, I explained. Why dont you get in your pennyroyal too? Theres a great plantation of it beyond the next fence but one.

Pennyryal! repeated the dear little old woman, with an air of compassion for inferior knowledge; t aint the right time, darlin. Pennyryals too rank now. But for mulleins this day is prime. Ive got a dreadful graspin fit for em this year; seems if I must be goin to need em extry. I feel like the squirrels must when they know a hard winters comin. And Mrs. Goodsoe bent over her work again, while I stood by and watched her carefully cut the best full-grown leaves with a clumsy pair of scissors, which might have served through at least half a century of herb-gathering. They were fastened to her apron-strings by a long piece of list.

Im going to take my jack-knife and help you, I suggested, with some fear of refusal. I just passed a flourishing family of six or seven heads that must have been growing on purpose for you.

Now be keerful, dear heart, was the anxious response; choose em well. Theres odds in mulleins same s there is in angels. Take a plant thats all run up to stalk, and there aint but little goodness in the leaves. This one Im at now must ha been stepped on by some creatur and blighted of its bloom, and the leaves is hansome! When I was small I used to have a notion that Adam an Eve must a took mulleins fer their winter wear. Aint they just like flannel, for all the world? Ive had experience, and I know theres plenty of sickness might be saved to folks if theyd quit horse-radish and such fiery, exasperating things, and use mullein drarves in proper season. Now I shall spread these an dry em nice on my spare floor in the garrit, an come to steam em for use along in the winter therell be the vally of the whole summers goodness in em, sartin. And she snipped away with the dull scissors, while I listened respectfully, and took great pains to have my part of the harvest present a good appearance.

This is most too dry a head, she added presently, a little out of breath. There! I can tell you theres winrows o young doctors, bilin over with book-larnin, that is truly ignorant of what to do for the sick, or how to pint out those paths that well people foller toward sickness. Book-fools I call em, them young men, an some on em neverll live to know much better, if they git to be Methuselahs. In my time every middle-aged woman, who had brought up a family, had some proper ideas o dealin with complaints. I wont say but there was some fools amongst them, but Id rather take my chances, unless theyd forsook herbs and gone to dealin with patent stuff. Now my mother really did sense the use of herbs and roots. I never see anybody that come up to her. She was a meek-looking woman, but very understandin, mother was.

Then thats where you learned so much yourself, Mrs. Goodsoe, I ventured to say.

Bless your heart, I dont hold a candle to her; t is but little I can recall of what she used to say. No, her larnin died with her, said my friend, in a self-deprecating tone. Why, there was as many as twenty kinds of roots alone that she used to keep by her, that I forget the use of; an Im sure I shouldnt know where to find the most of em, any. There was an herb — airb, she called it— an herb called masterwort, that she used to get way from Pennsylvany; and she used to think everything of noble-liverwort, but I never could seem to get the right effects from it as she could. Though I dont know as she ever really did use masterwort where somethin else wouldnt a served. She had a cousin married out in Pennsylvany that used to take pains to get it to her every year or two, and so she felt t was important to have it. Some set more by such things as come from a distance, but I reclect mother always used to maintain that folks was meant to be doctored with the stuff that grew right about em; t was sufficient, an so ordered. That was before the whole population took to livin on wheels, the way they do now. T was never my idee that we was meant to know whats goin on all over the world to once. Theres goin to be some sort of a set-back one o these days, with these telegraphs an things, an letters comin every hands turn, and folks leavin their proper work to answer em. I may not live to see it. T was allowed to be difficult for folks to git about in old times, or to git word across the country, and they stood in their lot an place, and werent all just alike, either, same as pine-spills.

We were kneeling side by side now, as if in penitence for the march of progress, but we laughed as we turned to look at each other.

Do you think it did much good when everybody brewed a cracked quart mug of herb-tea? I asked, walking away on my knees to a new mullein.

Ive always lifted my voice against the practice, far s I could, declared Mrs. Goodsoe; an I wont deal out none o the herbs I save for no such nonsense. There was three houses along our road, — I call no names, — where you couldnt go into the livin room without findin a mess o herb-tea drorin on the stove or side o the fireplace, winter or summer, sick or well. One was thoroughwut, one would be camomile, and the other, like as not, yellow dock; but they all used to put in a little new rum to git out the goodness, or keep it from spilin. (Mrs. Goodsoe favored me with a knowing smile.) Land, how mother used to laugh! But, poor creaturs, they had to work hard, and I guess it never done em a mite o harm; they was all good herbs. I wish you could hear the quawkin there used to be when they was indulged with a real case o sickness. Everybody would collect from far an near; youd see em coming along the road and across the pastures then; everybody clamorin that nothin wouldnt do no kind o good but her choice o teas or drarves to the feet. I wonder there was a babe lived to grow up in the whole lower part o the town; an if nothin else peared to ail em, word was passed about that t was likely Mis So-and-Sos last young one was goin to be foolish. Land, how theyd gather! I know one day the doctor come to Widder Pecks and the house was crammed so t he could scercely git inside the door; and he says, just as polite, Do send for some of the neighbors! as if there want a soul to turn to, right or left. Youd ought to seen em begin to scatter.

But dont you think the cars and telegraphs have given people more to interest them, Mrs. Goodsoe? Dont you believe peoples lives were narrower then, and more taken up with little things? I asked, unwisely, being a product of modern times.

Not one mite, dear, said my companion stoutly. There was as big thoughts then as there is now; these times was born o them. The difference is in folks themselves; but now, instead o doin their own housekeepin and watchin their own neighbors, — though that was carried to excess, — they git word that a nieces child is ailin the other side o Massachusetts, and they drop everything and git on their best clothes, and off they jiggit in the cars. T is a bad sign when folks wears out their best clothes faster n they do their every-day ones. The other side o Massachusetts has got to look after itself by rights. An besides that, Sunday-keepin s all gone out o fashion. Some lays it to one thing an some another, but some o them old ministers that folks are all a-sighin for did preach a lot o stuff that want nothin but chaff; t want the word o God out o either Old Testament or New. But everybody went to meetin and heard it, and come home, and was set to fightin with their next door neighbor over it. Now Im a believer, and I try to live a Christian life, but Id as soon hear a surveyors book read out, figgers an all, as try to get any simple truth out o most sermons. Its them as is most to blame.

What was the matter that day at Widow Pecks? I hastened to ask, for I knew by experience that the good, clear-minded soul beside me was apt to grow unduly vexed and distressed when she contemplated the state of religious teaching.

Why, there want nothin the matter, only a gal o Miss Pecks had met with a dispintment and had gone into screechin fits. T was a rovin creatur that had come along hayin time, and hed gone off an forsook her betwixt two days; nobody ever knew what become of him. Them Pecks was Good Lord, anybody! kind o gals, and took up with whoever they could get. One of em married Heron, the Irishman; they lived in that little house that was burnt this summer, over on the edge o the plains. He was a good-hearted creatur, with a laughin eye and a clever word for everybody. He was the first Irishman that ever came this way, and we was all for gettin a look at him, when he first used to go by. Mothers folks was what they call Scotch-Irish, though; there was an old race of em settled about here. They could foretell events, some on em, and had the second sight. I know folks used to say mothers grandmother had them gifts, but mother was never free to speak about it to us. She remembered her well, too.

I suppose that you mean old Jim Heron, who was such a famous fiddler? I asked with great interest, for I am always delighted to know more about that rustic hero, parochial Orpheus that he must have been!

Now, dear heart, I suppose you dont remember him, do you? replied Mrs. Goodsoe, earnestly. Fiddle! Hed about break your heart with them tunes of his, or else set your heels flying up the floor in a jig, though you was minister o the First Parish and all wound up for a funeral prayer. I tell ye there aint no tunes sounds like them used to. It used to seem to me summer nights when I was comin along the plains road, and he set by the window playin, as if there was a bewitched human creatur in that old red fiddle o his. He could make it sound just like a womans voice tellin somethin over and over, as if folks could help her out o her sorrows if she could only make em understand. Ive set by the stone-wall and cried as if my heart was broke, and dear knows it want in them days. How he would twirl off them jigs and dance tunes! He used to make somethin hansome out of em in fall an winter, playin at huskins and dancin parties; but he was unstiddy by spells, as he got along in years, and never knew what it was to be forehanded. Everybody felt bad when he died; you couldnt help likin the creatur. Hed got the gift — thats all you could say about it.

There was a Mis Jerry Foss, that lived over by the brook bridge, on the plains road, that had lost her husband early, and was left with three childn. She set the world by em, and was a real pleasant, ambitious little woman, and was workin on as best she could with that little farm, when there come a rage o scarlet fever, and her boy and two girls was swept off and laid dead within the same week. Every one o the neighbors did what they could, but shed had no sleep since they was taken sick, and after the funeral she set there just like a piece o marble, and would only shake her head when you spoke to her. They all thought her reason would go; and t would certain, if she couldnt have shed tears. An one o the neighbors— t was like mothers sense, but it might have been somebody else — spoke o Jim Heron. Mother an one or two o the women that knew her best was in the house with her. T was right in the edge o the woods and some of us younger ones was over by the wall on the other side of the road where there was a couple of old willows, — I remember just how the brook damp felt; and we kept quiet s we could, and some other folks come along down the road, and stood waitin on the little bridge, hopin somebodyd come out, I suppose, and theyd git news. Everybody was wrought up, and felt a good deal for her, you know. By an by Jim Heron come stealin right out o the shadows an set down on the doorstep, an t was a good while before we heard a sound; then, oh, dear me! t was what the whole neighborhood felt for that mother all spoke in the notes, an they told me afterwards that Mis Fosss face changed in a minute, and she come right over an got into my mothers lap, — she was a little woman, — an laid her head down, and there she cried herself into a blessed sleep. After awhile one o the other women stole out an told the folks, and we all went home. He only played that one tune.

But there! resumed Mrs. Goodsoe, after a silence, during which my eyes were filled with tears. His wife always complained that the fiddle made her nervous. She never peared to think nothin o poor Heron after shed once got him.

Thats often the way, said I, with harsh cynicism, though I had no guilty person in my mind at the moment; and we went straying off, not very far apart, up through the pasture. Mrs. Goodsoe cautioned me that we must not get so far off that we could not get back the same day. The sunshine began to feel very hot on our backs, and we both turned toward the shade. We had already collected a large bundle of mullein leaves, which were carefully laid into a clean, calico apron, held together by the four corners, and proudly carried by me, though my companion regarded them with anxious eyes. We sat down together at the edge of the pine woods, and Mrs. Goodsoe proceeded to fan herself with her limp cape-bonnet.

I declare, how hot it is! The east winds all gone again, she said. It felt so cool this forenoon that I overburdened myself with as thick a petticoat as any Ive got. Im desprit afeared of having a chill, now that I aint so young as once. I hate to be housed up.

Its only August, after all, I assured her unnecessarily, confirming my statement by taking two peaches out of my pocket, and laying them side by side on the brown pine needles between us.

Dear sakes alive! exclaimed the old lady, with evident pleasure. Where did you get them, now? Doesnt anything taste twice better out-o-doors? I aint had such a peach for years. Do les keep the stones, an Ill plant em; it only takes four year for a peach pit to come to bearing, an I guess Im good for four year, thout I meet with some accident.

I could not help agreeing, or taking a fond look at the thin little figure, and her wrinkled brown face and kind, twinkling eyes. She looked as if she had properly dried herself, by mistake, with some of her mullein leaves, and was likely to keep her goodness, and to last the longer in consequence. There never was a truer, simple-hearted soul made out of the old-fashioned country dust than Mrs. Goodsoe. I thought, as I looked away from her across the wide country, that nobody was left in any of the farm-houses so original, so full of rural wisdom and reminiscence, so really able and dependable, as she. And nobody had made better use of her time in a world foolish enough to sometimes under-value medicinal herbs.

When we had eaten our peaches we still sat under the pines, and I was not without pride when I had poked about in the ground with a little twig, and displayed to my crony a long fine root, bright yellow to the eye, and a wholesome bitter to the taste.

Yis, dear, goldthread, she assented indulgently. Seems to me theres more of it than anything except grass an hardhack. Good for canker, but no better than two or three other things I can call to mind; but I always lay in a good wisp of it, for old times sake. Now, I want to know why you should a bit it, and took away all the taste o your nice peach? I was just thinkin what a hansome entertainment weve had. Ive got so I sociate certain things with certain folks, and goldthread was somethin Lizy Wisby couldnt keep house without, no ways whatever. I believe she took so much it kind o puckered her disposition.

Lizy Wisby? I repeated inquiringly.

You knew her, if ever, by the name of Mis Deacon Brimblecom, answered my friend, as if this were only a brief preface to further information, so I waited with respectful expectation. Mrs. Goodsoe had grown tired out in the sun, and a good story would be an excuse for sufficient rest. It was a most lovely place where we sat, halfway up the long hillside; for my part, I was perfectly contented and happy. Youve often heard of Deacon Brimblecom? she asked, as if a great deal depended upon his being properly introduced.

I remember him, said I. They called him Deacon Brimfull, you know, and he used to go about with a witch-hazel branch to show people where to dig wells.

Thats the one, said Mrs. Goodsoe, laughing. I didnt know s you could go so far back. Im always divided between whether you can remember everything I can, or are only a babe in arms.

I have a dim recollection of there being something strange about their marriage, I suggested, after a pause, which began to appear dangerous. I was so much afraid the subject would be changed.

I can tell you all about it, I was quickly answered. Deacon Brimblecom was very pious accordin to his lights in his early years. He lived way back in the country then, and there come a rovin preacher along, and set everybody up that way all by the ears. Ive heard the old folks talk it over, but I forget most of his doctrine, except some of his followers was persuaded they could dwell among the angels while yet on airth, and this Deacon Brimfull, as you call him, felt sure he was called by the voice of a spirit bride. So he left a good, deservin wife he had, an four children, and built him a new house over to the other side of the land hed had from his father. They didnt take much pains with the buildin, because they expected to be translated before long, and then the spirit brides and them folks was goin to appear and divide up the airth amongst em, and the worlds folks and onbelievers was goin to serve em or be sent to torments. They had meetins about in the school-houses, an all sorts o goins on; some on em went crazy, but the deacon held on to what wits he had, an by an by the spirit bride didnt turn out to be much of a housekeeper, an he had always been used to good livin, so he sneaked home agin. One o mothers sisters married up to Ash Hill, where it all took place; thats how I come to have the particulars.

Then how did he come to find his Eliza Wisby? I inquired. Do tell me the whole story; youve got mullein leaves enough.

Theres all yisterdays at home, if I havent, replied Mrs. Goodsoe. The way he come a-courtin o Sister Wisby was this: she went a-courtin o him.

There was a spell he lived to home, and then his poor wife died, and he had a spirit bride in good earnest, an the childn was placed about with his folks and hers, for they was both out o good families; and I dont know what come over him, but he had another pious fit that looked for all the world like the real thing. He hadnt no family cares, and he lived with his brothers folks, and turned his land in with theirs. He used to travel to every meetin an conference that was within reach of his old sorrel hosss feeble legs; he jined the Christian Baptists that was just in their early prime, and he was a great exhorter, and got to be called deacon, though I guess he want deacon, less it was for a spare hand when deacon timber was scercer n usual. An one time there was a four days protracted meetin to the church in the lower part of the town. T was a real solemn time; something more n usual was goin forward, an they collected from the whole country round. Women folks liked it, an the men too; it give em a change, an they was quartered round free, same as conference folks now. Some on em, for a joke, sent Silas Brimblecom up to Lizy Wisbys, though shed give out she couldnt accommodate nobody, because of expectin her cousins folks. Everybody knew t was a lie; she was amazin close considerin she had plenty to do with. There was a streak that want just right somewheres in Lizys wits, I always thought. She was very kind in case o sickness, Ill say that for her.

You know where the house is, over there on what they call Windy Hill? There the deacon went, all unsuspectin, and stead o Lizys resentin of him she put in her own hoss, and they come back together to evenin meetin. She was prominent among the sect herself, an he bawled and talked, and she bawled and talked, an took up more n the time allotted in the exercises, just as if they was showin off to each other what they was able to do at expoundin. Everybody was laughin at em after the meetin broke up, and that next day an the next, an all through, they was constant, and seemed to be havin a beautiful occasion. Lizy had always give out she scorned the men, but when she got a chance at a particular one t was altogether different, and the deacon seemed to please her somehow or nother, and — There! you dont want to listen to this old stuff thats past an gone?

Oh yes, I do, said I.

I run on like a clock thats onset her striking hand, said Mrs. Goodsoe mildly. Sometimes my kitchen timepiece goes on half the forenoon, and I says to myself the day before yisterday I would let it be a warnin, and keep it in mind for a check on my own speech. The next news that was heard was that the deacon an Lizy — well, opinions differed which of em had spoke first, but them fools settled it before the protracted meetin was over, and give away their hearts before he started for home. They considered t would be wise, though, considerin their short acquaintance, to take one another on trial a spell; t was Lizys notion, and she asked him why he wouldnt come over and stop with her till spring, and then, if they both continued to like, they could git married any time t was convenient. Lizy, she come and talked it over with mother, and mother disliked to offend her, but she spoke pretty plain; and Lizy felt hurt, an thought they was showin excellent judgment, so much harm come from hasty unions and folks comin to a realizin sense of each others failins when t was too late.

So one day our folks saw Deacon Brimfull a-ridin by with a gret coopful of hens in the back o his wagon, and bundles o stuff tied on top and hitched to the exes underneath; and he riz a hymn just as he passed the house, and was speedin the old sorrel with a willer switch. T was most Thanksgivin time, an sooner n she expected him. New Years was the time she set; but he thought hed better come while the roads was fit for wheels. They was out to meetin together Thanksgivin Day, an that used to be a gret season for marryin; so the young folks nudged each other, and some on em ventured to speak to the couple as they come down the aisle. Lizy carried it off real well; she want afraid o what nobody said or thought, and so home they went. Theyd got out her yaller sleigh and her hoss; she never would ride after the deacons poor old creatur, and I believe it died long o the winter from stiffenin up.

Yes, said Mrs. Goodsoe emphatically, after we had silently considered the situation for a short space of time,— yes, there was considerble talk, now I tell you! The raskil boys pestered em just about to death for a while. They used to collect up there an rap on the winders, and theyd turn out all the deacons hens long at nine oclock o night, and chase em all over the dingle; an one night they even lugged the pig right out o the sty, and shoved it into the back entry, an run for their lives. Theyd stuffed its mouth full o somethin, so it couldnt squeal till it got there. There want a sign o nobody to be seen when Lizy hasted out with the light, and she an the deacon had to persuade the creatur back as best they could; t was a cold night, and they said it took em till towards mornin. You see the deacon was just the kind of a man that a hog wouldnt budge for; it takes a masterful man to deal with a hog. Well, there was no end to the works nor the talk, but Lizy left em pretty much alone. She did pear kind of dignified about it, I must say!

And then, were they married in the spring?

I was tryin to remember whether it was just before Fast Day or just after, responded my friend, with a careful look at the sun, which was nearer the west than either of us had noticed. I think likely t was along in the last o April, any way some of us looked out o the window one Monday mornin early, and says, For goodness sake! Lizys sent the deacon home again! His old sorrel havin passed away, he was ridin in Ezry Welshs hoss-cart, with his hen-coop and more bundles than he had when he come, and he looked as meechin as ever you see. Ezry was drivin, and he let a glance fly swiftly round to see if any of us was lookin out; an then I declare if he didnt have the malice to turn right in towards the barn, where he see my oldest brother, Joshuay, an says he real natural, Joshuay, just step out with your wrench. I believe I hear my kingbolt rattlin kind o loose. Brother, he went out an took in the sitooation, an the deacon bowed kind of stiff. Joshuay was so full o laugh, and Ezry Welsh, that they couldnt look one another in the face. There want nothing ailed the kingbolt, you know, an when Josh riz up he says, Goin up country for a spell, Mr. Brimblecom?

I be, says the deacon, lookin dreadful mortified and cast down.

Aint things turned out well with you an Sister Wisby? says Joshuay. You had ought to remember that the woman is the weaker vessel.

Hang her, let her carry less sail, then! the deacon bust out, and he stood right up an shook his fist there by the hen-coop, he was so mad; an Ezrys hoss was a young creatur, an started up an set the deacon right over backwards into the chips. We didnt know but hed broke his neck; but when he see the women folks runnin out, he jumped up quick as a cat, an clim into the cart, an off they went. Ezry said he told him that he couldnt git along with Lizy, she was so fractious in thundery weather; if there was a rumble in the daytime she must go right to bed an screech, and if t was night she must git right up an go an call him out of a sound sleep. But everybody knew hed never a gone home unless shed sent him.

Somehow they made it up agin right away, him an Lizy, and she had him back. Shed been countin all along on not havin to hire nobody to work about the gardin an so on, an she said she want goin to let him have a whole winters board for nothin. So the old hens was moved back, and they was married right off fair an square, an I dont know but they got along well as most folks. He brought his youngest girl down to live with em after a while, an she was a real treasure to Lizy; everybody spoke well o Phebe Brimblecom. The deacon got over his pious fit, and there was considerble work in him if you kept right after him. He was an amazin cider-drinker, and he airnt the name you know him by in his latter days. Lizy never trusted him with nothin, but she kep him well. She left everything she owned to Phebe, when she died, cept somethin to satisfy the law. There, theyre all gone now: seems to me sometimes, when I get thinkin, as if Id lived a thousand years!

I laughed, but I found that Mrs. Goodsoes thoughts had taken a serious turn.

There, I come by some old graves down here in the lower edge of the pasture, she said as we rose to go. I couldnt help thinking how I should like to be laid right out in the pasture ground, when my time comes; it looked sort o comfortable, and I have ranged these slopes so many summers. Seems as if I could see right up through the turf and tell when the weather was pleasant, and get the goodness o the sweet fern. Now, dear, just hand me my apernful o mulleins out o the shade. I hope you wont come to need none this winter, but Ill dry some special for you.

Im going home by the road, said I, or else by the path across the meadows, so I will walk as far as the house with you. Arent you pleased with my company? for she demurred at my going the least bit out of the way.

So we strolled toward the little gray house, with our plunder of mullein leaves slung on a stick which we carried between us. Of course I went in to make a call, as if I had not seen my hostess before; she is the last maker of muster-gingerbread, and before I came away I was kindly measured for a pair of mittens.

Youll be sure to come an see them two peach-trees after I get em well growin? Mrs Goodsoe called after me when I had said good-by, and was almost out of hearing down the road. 


THE LANDSCAPE CHAMBER.

I.
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I WAS TIRED of ordinary journeys, which involved either the loneliness and discomfort of fashionable hotels, or the responsibilities of a guest in busy houses. One is always doing the same things over and over; I now promised myself that I would go in search of new people and new scenes, until I was again ready to turn with delight to my familiar occupations. So I mounted my horse one morning, without any definite plan of my journey, and rode eastward, with a business-like haversack strapped behind the saddle. I only wished that the first days well-known length of road had been already put behind me. One drawback to a womans enjoyment of an excursion of this sort is the fact that when she is out of the saddle she is uncomfortably dressed. But I compromised matters as nearly as possible by wearing a short corduroy habit, light both in color and weight, and putting a linen blouse and belt into my pack, to replace the stiff habit-waist. The wallet on the saddle held a flat drinking-cup, a bit of chocolate, and a few hard biscuit, for provision against improbable famine. Autumn would be the best time for such a journey, if the evenings need not be so often spent in stuffy rooms, with kerosene lamps for company. This was early summer, and I had long days in which to amuse myself. For a book I took a much-beloved small copy of The Sentimental Journey.

After I left my own neighborhood I was looked at with curious eyes. I was now and then recognized with surprise, but oftener viewed with suspicion, as if I were a criminal escaping from justice. The keepers of the two country taverns at which I rested questioned me outright, until I gave a reassuring account of myself. Through the middle of the day I let the horse stand unsaddled in the shade, by the roadside, while I sat near, leaning against the broad trunk of a tree, and ate a bit of luncheon, or slept, or read my book, or strolled away up the shore of a brook or to the top of a hill. On the third or fourth day I left my faithful companion so long that he grew restless, and at last fearful, as petted horses will. The silence and strangeness of the place and my disappearance frightened him. When I returned, I found that the poor creature had twisted a forward shoe so badly that I could neither pull it off altogether, nor mount again. There was nothing to do but to lead him slowly to some farm-house, where I could get assistance; so on went the saddle, and away we plodded together sadly along the dusty road. The horse looked at me with anxious eyes, and was made fretful by the difficulty of the projecting shoe. I should have provided myself with some pincers, he seemed to tell me; the foot was aching from the blows I had given it with a rough-edge stone in trying to draw the tenacious nails. It was all my fault, having left him in such a desolate place, fastened to a tree that grew against a creviced ledge of rock. We were both a little sulky at this mischance so early in the careless expedition.

The sea was near, and the salt-marshes penetrated deep into the country, like abandoned beds of rivers winding inland among the pine woods and upland pastures. The higher land separated these marshes, like a succession of low promontories trending seaward, and the road climbed and crossed over from one low valley to another. There had been no houses for some distance behind us. I knew that there was a village with a good tavern a few miles ahead; so far, indeed, that I had planned to reach it at sundown. I began to feel very tired, and the horse tossed his head more and more impatiently, resenting my anxious, dragging hold upon the rein close at his mouth. There was nobody to be seen; the hills became steeper, the unshaded strips of marshland seemed hotter, and I determined at last to wait until some traveler appeared who could give us assistance. Perhaps the blacksmith himself might be out adventuring that afternoon.

We halted by some pasture bars in the shade of an old cider-apple tree, and I threw the bridle over a leaning post in the unsteady fence; and there the horse and I waited, and looked at each other reproachfully. It was some time before I discovered a large rusty nail lying in the short grass, within reach of my hand. My pocket-knife was already broken, because I had tried to use it for a lever, and this was just what I needed. I quickly caught up the disabled hoof again, and with careful prying the tough nails loosed their hold at last, and the bent shoe dropped with a clink. The horse gave a whinny of evident relief, and seemed to respect me again, and I was ready to mount at once; in an instant life lost its depressing aspect. Keep your feet out of clefts now! I said joyfully, with a friendly stroke of the good creatures neck and tangled mane, and a moment afterward we were back in the stony road. Alas, the foot had been strained, and our long halt had only stiffened it. I was mounted on three feet, not four. Nothing was to be done but to go forward, step by step, to the far-away village, or to any friendly shelter this side of it.

The afternoon was waning: sometimes I rode, sometimes I walked; those three miles of marsh and hill seemed interminable. At last I saw the chimneys of a house; the horse raised his head high, and whinnied loud and long.

These chimneys were most reassuring; being high and square, they evidently belonged to a comfortable house of the last century, and my spirits rose again. The country was still abandoned by human beings. I had seen no one since noon, but the road was little used, and was undoubtedly no longer the main highway of that region. I wondered what impression I should make in such a migratory guise. The saddle and its well-stuffed haversack and my own dustiness amused me unexpectedly, and I understood for the first time that the rest and change of this solitary excursion had done me much good. I was no longer listless and uninterested, but ready for adventure of any sort. It had been a most sensible thing to go wandering alone through the country. But now the horses ankle was swollen. I grew anxious again, and looked at the chimneys with relief. Presently I came in sight of the house.

It was disappointing, for the first view gave an impression of dreariness and neglect. The barn and straggling row of out-buildings were leaning this way and that, mossy and warped; the blinds of the once handsome house were broken; and everything gave evidence of unhindered decline from thrift and competence to poverty and ruin. A good colonial mansion, I thought, abandoned by its former owners, and tenanted now by some shiftless outcasts of society, who ask but meagre comfort, and are indifferent to the decencies of life. Full of uncertainty, I went along the approach to the barn, noticing, however, with surprise that the front yard had been carefully tended; there were some dark crimson roses in bloom, andbroken lines of box which had been carefully clipped at no remote period. Nobody was in sight. I went to the side door, and gave a knock with my whip at arms length, for the horse was eager to reach the uninviting, hungry-looking stable. Some time elapsed before my repeated summonses were answered; then the door slowly opened, and a woman just this side of middle age stood before me, waiting to hear my errand. She had a pathetic look, as if she were forced by circumstances to deny all requests, however her own impulses might lead her toward generosity. I was instantly drawn toward her, in warm sympathy: the blooming garden was hers; she was very poor. I would plead my real fatigue, and ask for a nights lodging, and perhaps my holiday might also give her pleasure. But a curious hardness drew her face into forbidding angles, even as her sweet and womanly eyes watched me with surprised curiosity.

I should be very sorry to take the horse any farther to-day, said I, after stating my appealing case. I will give you as little trouble as possible. At this moment the haggard face of an elderly man peered at me over her shoulder.

We dont keep tavern, young lady, he announced, in an unexpectedly musical, low voice, but since your horse is -

I am ready to pay any price you ask, I interrupted, impatiently; and he gave me an eager look and then came to the outer step, ignoring both his daughter and me, as he touched the horse with real kindliness. T is a pretty creature! he said, admiringly, and at once stooped stiffly down to examine the lifted foot. I explained the accident in detail, grateful for such intelligent sympathy, while he stroked the lamed ankle.

Theres no damage done, he assured me presently, looking up with transient self-forgetfulness. A common liniment will do; theres a bottle in the house, but t will cost you something, and his face clouded again.

I turned to the daughter, who gave me a strange, appealing look. Her eyes begged me entreatingly, Give him his own way; her firm-set mouth signified her assent to the idea that I had no right to demand favors.

Do what you think best, I said, at your own price. I shall be very grateful to you; and having come to this understanding, the father and I unbuckled the saddle-girths, while the daughter stood watching us. The old man led the limping horse across the green dooryard to a weather-beaten stable, talking to him in a low tone. The creature responded by unusual docility. I even saw him, though usually so suspicious and fretful with strangers, put his head close to his leaders shoulder with most affectionate impulse. I gathered up my belongings, my needments, as somebody had called them, after Spensers fashion, in the morning, and entered the door. 

II.

Along the by-ways and in the elder villages of New England stand many houses like this, from which life and vigor have long been ebbing, until all instincts of self-preservation seem to have departed. The commonplace, thrifty fears of increasing damage from cracks, or leaks, or falling plaster no longer give alarm; as age creeps through the human frame, pilfering the pleasures of enthusiasm and activity one by one, so it is with a decaying house. The old mans shrewd eyes alone seemed unrelated to his surroundings. What sorrow or misfortune had made him accept them? I wondered, as I stared about the once elegant room. Nothing new had been brought to it for years; the leather-bound books in the carved secretary might have belonged to his grandfather. The floor was carpetless and deeply worn; the faded paper on the walls and the very paint looked as old as he. The pinch of poverty could nowhere be much sharper than here, but the exquisite cleanness and order of the place made one ignore the thought of poverty in its common aspect, for all its offensive and repulsive qualities were absent. I sat down in a straight-backed mahogany chair, feeling much relieved, and not without gratitude for this unexpected episode. The hostess left me alone. I was glad enough to have the long day shortened a little, and to find myself in this lonely, mysterious house. I was pleased by the thought that the price of my food and lodging would be very welcome, and I grew more and more eager to know the history of my new friends. I have never been conscious of a more intense desire to make myself harmonious, or to win some degree of confidence. And when the silence of the old sitting-room grew tiresome I went out to the stable, whence my host had not returned, and was quite reconciled at finding that I was looked upon by him, at least, merely as an appendage to my four-footed companion.

The old man regarded me with indifference, and went on patiently rubbing the horses foot. I was silent after having offered to take his place and being contemptuously refused. His clothes were curiously old and worn, patched bravely, and an embroidery of careful darns. The color of them was not unlike the dusty gray of long-neglected cobwebs. There was unusual delicacy and refinement in his hands and feet, and I was sure, from the first glance at my new friends and the first sound of their voices, that they had inherited gentle blood, though such an inheritance had evidently come through more than one generation to whom had been sternly denied any approach to luxury or social advantage. I have often noticed in country villages the descendants of those clergymen who once ruled New England sternly and well, and while they may be men and women of undeveloped minds, without authority and even of humble circumstances, they yet bear the mark of authority and dignified behavior, like silver and copper coins with a guinea stamp.

I was more and more oppressed by the haunting sense of poverty, for I saw proofs everywhere that the inhabitants of the old house made no practical protest against its slow decay. The womans share of work was performed best, as one might see by their mended clothes; but the masters domain was hopelessly untended, not only as to the rickety buildings, but in the land itself, which was growing wild bushes at its own sweet will, except for a rough patch near the house, which had been dug and planted that year. Was this brooding, sad old man discouraged by life? Did he say to himself, Let things be; they will last my time? I found myself watching his face with intense interest, but I did not dare to ask questions, and only stood and watched him. The sad mouth of the man might have been a den from which stinging wild words could assail a curious stranger. I was afraid of what he might say to me, yet I longed to hear him speak.

The summer day was at its close. I moved a step forward to get away from the level sunbeams which dazzled my eyes, and ventured to give some news about myself and the lonely journey that had hitherto brought me such pleasure. The listener looked up with sincere attention, which made me grow enthusiastic at once, and I described my various experiences, and especially the amusing comments which I had heard upon my mode of traveling about the country. It amazed me to think that I was within sixty miles of home and yet a foreigner. At last I asked a trivial question about some portion of the scenery, which was pleasantly answered. The old mans voice was singularly sweet and varied in tone, the exact reverse of a New Englanders voice of the usual rural quality. I was half startled at seeing my horse quickly turn his head to look at the speaker, as if with human curiosity equal to my own. I felt a thrill of vague apprehension. I was unwise enough for a moment to dread taking up my residence in this dilapidated mansion; a creeping horror, such as one feels at hearing footsteps behind one in a dark, strange place, made me foolishly uneasy, and I stood looking off across the level country through the golden light of closing day, beyond the marshes and beyond the sand dunes to the sea. What had happened to this uncanny father and daughter, that they were contented to let the chances of life slip by untouched, while their ancestral dwelling gradually made itself ready to tumble about their ears?

I could see that the horses foot was much better already, and I watched with great sympathy the way that the compassionate, patient fingers touched and soothed the bruised joint. But I saw no sign of any other horse in the stable, save a few stiffened, dusty bits of harness hung on a high peg in the wall; and as I looked at these, and renewed my wonder that such a person should have no horse of his own, especially at such a distance from any town, the old man spoke again.

Look up at that bit of dry skin over the harnesses, said he. That was the pretty ear of the best mare that ever trod these roads. She leaped the stable-yard gate one day, caught her foot in a rope, and broke her neck. She was like those swallows one minute, and the next she was a heap of worthless flesh, a heavy thing to be dragged away and hidden in the earth. His voice failed him suddenly, poor old fellow; it told me that he had suffered cruel sorrows that made this loss of a pleasure almost unbearable. So far life had often brought me successes, and I had gained a habit of expecting my own enterprises to be lucky. I stood appalled before this glimpse of a defeated life and its long procession of griefs.

Presently the master of the place went into the house, and returned with a worn wooden trencher of bits of hard bread and some meal. The hungry creature in the stall whinnied eagerly, and nestled about, while our host ascended the broken stairway to the stable loft; and after waiting for some time, I heard the rustle of an armful of hay which came down into the crib. I looked that way, and was not surprised, when I noticed the faded, dusty dryness of it, to see my dainty beast sniff at it with disappointment, and look round at me inquiringly. The old man joined me, and I protested hastily against such treatment of my favorite.

Cannot we get somebody to bring some better hay, and oats enough for a day or two, if you are unprovided? I asked.

The creature must not be overfed, he said, grudgingly, with a new harsh tone. You will heat the foot, and we must keep the beast quiet. Anything will serve to-night; to-morrow he can graze all day, and keep the foot moving gently; next day, he can be shod.

But there is danger in giving him green grass, I suggested. This is too rich pasturage about the house; surely you know enough of horses to have learned that. He will not be fit to ride, either. If I meant to give him a month of pasture, it would be another thing. No; send somebody for at least an armful of decent hay. I will go myself. Are there houses near?

The old man had gone into the stall, and was feeding the hungry horse from the trencher. I was startled to see him snatch back two or three bits of the bread and put them into his pocket, as if, with all his fondness for the horse and a sincere desire to make him comfortable, he nevertheless grudged the food. I became convinced that the poor soul was a miser. He certainly played the character exactly, and yet there was an appealing look in his eyes, which, joined with the tones of his voice, made me sure that he fought against his tyrannous inclinations. I wondered irreverently if I should be killed that night, after the fashion of traditional tavern robberies, for the sake of what might be found in my pocket, and sauntered toward the house. It remained to be proved whether the daughter was the victim or the upholder of her fathers traits.

I had the satisfaction of finding that the daughter was just arranging a table for supper. As I passed the wide-open door of a closet, I was tempted to look in by the faint ancient odor of plum cakes and Madeira wine which escaped; but I never saw a barer closet than that, or one that looked hungrier in spite of the lingering fragrance of hospitality. It gave me a strange feeling as if there were a still subtler link with the past, and some invisible presence would have me contrast the houses former opulence with its present meagreness. When we sat at table I was not surprised to find, on a cloth that was half covered with darns and patches, some pieces of superb old English silver and delicate china. The fare was less than frugal, but was nobly eked out with a dish of field strawberries, as if kind Nature had come to the rescue. Cream there was none, nor sugar, nor even tea or butter. I had an aching sense of the poverty of the family, and curiously questioned in my own mind how far they found it possible to live without money. There was some thin, crisp corn bread, which had been baked in the morning, or whenever there had last been a fire. It was very good. Perhaps my entertainers even gathered their own salt from the tide-pools to flavor the native corn. Look where I would, I could see nothing for which money had been lately spent; here was a thing to be wondered at in this lavish America, and I pushed back my chair at last, while I was still half hungry, from a dread that there would be nothing for breakfast unless I saved it then.

The father and daughter were very agreeable, I must confess; they talked with me about my journey now, and my plans, as if they were my personal friends, and the strange meal was full of pleasure, after all. What had brought a lady and gentleman to such a pass?

After supper the daughter disappeared for a time, busy with her household cares; a little later the father went out of the stable and across the fields, before I could call to him or offer my company. He walked with a light, quick step, like an Indian, as if he were used to taking journeys on foot. I found myself uncommonly tired; the half illness which had fettered me seemed to have returned, after the unusual anxiety and weariness of the afternoon, and I longed to go to bed and to sleep. I had been interested in much that my entertainers had said of the early history of that part of the country, and while we sat at the table I had begun to look forward to a later evening talk, but almost before daylight faded I was forced to go to bed.

My hostess led me through a handsome empty hall, of the wide and stately colonial type, to a comfortable upper room, furnished with a gloomy-looking curtained bedstead and heavy mahogany furniture of the best old fashion. It seemed as if the room had been long unused, and also as if the lower part of the house were in a much worse state of disrepair and threadbareness than this. But the two large windows stood open to the fading sky and sweet country air, and I bade my hostess good-night cheerfully. She lingered to see if I were comfortable; it was the first time I had been alone with her. You can see that we are not used to entertaining company, she whispered, reddening with sensitiveness, and smiling apologetically. Father has kept everybody away for so many years that I rarely have any one to speak to, or anything to do but to keep the poor old house clean. Father means to be kind, but he - and she turned away, much embarrassed by my questioning look - he has a monomania; he inherits it from my grandfather. He fears want, yet seems to have no power to provide against it. We are poor, God knows, yet we have resources; or had them once, she added, sorrowfully. It was the horse that made him willing to let you in. He loves horses, yet he has long denied himself even that useful pleasure.

But surely he ought to be controlled, I urged. You must have suffered.

I know all that you are eager to say, she replied; but I promised my dear mother to be patient with him. It will not be long now; he is very feeble. I have a horror that this habit of parsimony has rooted itself too deeply in my own life to be shaken off. You will hear mockery enough of us among the farmers.

You surely have friends?

Only at a distance, said she, sadly. I fear that they are no longer friends. I have you, she added, turning to me quickly, in a pathetic way that made me wish to put my arms about her. I have been longing for a friendly face. Yes, it is very hard, and she drearily went out of the door, and left me alone with the dim light of the sky outside, the gloomy shadows of the room within. I tried to fancy some clew to the weird misery of this poverty-stricken household, as I lay down; but I fell asleep very soon, and slept all night, without even a dream. 

III.

Daylight brought a new eagerness and a less anxious curiosity about my strange entertainers. I opened my eyes in broad sunlight. I was puzzled by the unfamiliar India-cotton hangings of the great bedstead; then I caught sight of my dusty habit and my riding-cap and whip, near by. I instantly resolved that even if I found my horse in the restored condition there was every reason to expect, I would make this house my headquarters for as long time as its owners would keep me, or I could content myself. I would try to show some sisterly affection to the fast-aging woman who was so enslaved by her fathers delusions. I had come out in search of adventure; it would be a difficult task to match my present surroundings.

I listened for the sound of footsteps or voices from below, but it was still very early, and I looked about the long-untenanted room with deliberate interest and scrutiny. As I changed my position a little, I caught sight of a curious old painting on the large oval panel above the empty fireplace. The colors were dull, the drawing was quaintly conventional, and I recognized the subject, though not immediately. The artist had pleased himself by making a study of the old house itself, and later, as I dressed, I examined it in detail.

From the costume of the figures I saw that it must have been painted more than a hundred years before. In astonishing contrast to the present condition, it appeared like a satirical show of the houses possibilities. Servants held capering steeds for gay gentlemen to mount, and ladies walked together in fine attire down the garden alleys of the picture. Once a hospitable family had kept open house behind the row of elms, and once the follies of the world and the fashions of brilliant, luxurious life had belonged to this decayed and withering household. I wondered if the miserly old man, to whose strangely sweet and compelling voice I had listened the evening before, could bear to look at this picture, and acknowledge his unlikeness to his prosperous ancestors. 

It was well for me that the keeping of hens is comparatively inexpensive, for I breakfasted comfortably, and was never so heartily rejoiced at the vicinity of a chicken-coop. My proposal to stay with my new friends for a few days met with no opposition from either host or hostess; and again, as I looked in their pinched and hopeless faces, I planned some secret excuses for making a feast of my own, or a happy holiday. The fields and hills of the old picture were still unchanged, but what ebb and flow of purpose, of comfort, of social condition, had enriched and impoverished the household!

Where did she sleep? asked the master of the house, suddenly, with a strange, suspicious glance at his daughter.

In the landscape chamber, the pale woman said, without lifting her eyes to his, though she grew whiter and thinner as she spoke.

I looked at him instinctively to see his eyes blaze with anger, and expected a torrent of abuse, because he was manifestly so much displeased. Nothing was said, but with a feeling of uneasiness we left the table, and I went out to the kitchen with my new friend.

There is no reason why I should not have put you into the landscape chamber, she told me instantly. It is a fancy of my fathers. I had aired that room thoroughly in the morning, but the front guest-chambers have been closed for some time.

Who painted the strange old picture? I asked. Some member of the family? But I was answered that it was the work of a Frenchman, who was captured in war-time, and paroled under the charge of her great-grandfather.

He must have had a gay visit, I suggested, if he has left a faithful picture of the house as he saw it.

The house used to be like that always, was the faint response, and the speaker hesitated, as if she considered whether we did right in discussing her family history; then she turned quickly away. I believe we are under some miserable doom. Father will be sure to tell you so, at any rate, she added, with an effort at gayety. He believes that he fights against it, but I always say that he was cowardly, and accepted it, and she sighed wearily.

I looked at her with fresh surprise and conjecture. I forgot for the time this great, busy, prosaic world of which we were both a part, and I felt as if I had lost a score of years for each days journey, and had gone backward into the past. New England holds many strange households within its borders, but there could not be another which approached this. The very air of the house oppressed me, and I strayed out into the beautiful wide fields, and found my spirits rising again at once. I turned at last to look back at the group of gray buildings in the great level landscape. They were such a small excrescence upon the fruitful earth, those roofs which covered awful stagnation and hindrance of the processes of spiritual life and growth. What power could burst the bonds, and liberate the man and woman I had left, from a mysterious tyranny?

I was bareheaded and the morning grew very hot. I went toward a group of oaks, to shelter myself in the shade, and found the ancient burying-place of the family. There were numerous graves, but none were marked except the oldest. There was a group of rude but stately stones, with fine inscriptions, yet curiously enough the latest of them bore a date soon after the beginning of the century; all the more recent graves were low and unmarked in any way. The family fortunes had waned long ago, perhaps; I might be wronging the present master of the house, though I remembered what had been said to me of some mysterious doom. I could not help thinking of my new acquaintances most intently, and was startled at the sound of footsteps. I saw the old man, muttering and bending his head until he could see nothing but the ground at his feet. He only picked up some dead branches that had fallen from the oaks, and went away toward the house again; always looking at the ground, as if he expected to find something. It came to my mind with greater distinctness that he was a miser, poor only by his own choice; and I indignantly resolved to urge the daughter to break her allegiance to him for a time, to claim her own and set herself free. But the miser had no cheerful sense of his hoards, no certainty of a munificence which was more to him than any use of it; there was a look upon his face as of a preying conscience within, a gnawing reptile of shame and guilt and evil memory. Had he sacrificed all sweet family life and natural ties to his craving for wealth? I watched the bent and hungry figure out of sight.

When I reached the house again, I went through the open door of the wide hall, and gained my landscape chamber without being seen by any one. I was tired and dizzy with the unusual heat, and, quickly drawing the close shutters, I threw myself on the bed to rest. All the light in the room came from the shaded hall; there was absolute silence, except some far-off country sounds of birds high in the air or lowing cattle. The house itself was still as a tomb.

I went to sleep, but it was not sound sleep. I grew heavy and tired with my own weight. I heard soft footsteps coming up the stairs; some one stopped as if to listen outside the wide-open door; then the gray, shadowy figure of the old man stood just within, and his eyes peered about the room. I was behind the curtains; one had been unfastened, and hid me from his sight at first, but as he took one step forward he saw me, lying asleep. He bent over me, until I felt my hair stir with his breath, but I did not move. His presence was not frightful, strange to say; I felt as if I were only dreaming. I opened my eyes a little as he went away, apparently satisfied, to the closet door, and unlocked it, starting and looking at me anxiously as the key turned in the lock. Then he disappeared. I had a childish desire to shut him in and keep him prisoner, for reasons that were not clear to myself. Whether he only wished to satisfy himself that a concealed treasure was untouched I do not know, but presently he came out, and carefully locked the door again, and went away on tiptoe. I fancied that he lingered before the picture above the chimney-place, and wondered if his conscience pricked him as he acknowledged the contrast between past and present. Then he groaned softly, and went out. My heart began to beat very fast. I sprang up and tried to lock the door into the hall. My enthusiasm about spending a few days in this dismal place suddenly faded out, for I could not bear the thought that the weird old man was free to prowl about at his own sad will. But as I stood undecided in my doorway, a song sparrow perched on the sill of the wide hall window, and sang his heart away in a most cheerful strain. There was something so touching and appealing in the contrast that I felt a wistful clutch at my throat while I smiled, as one does when tears are coming like April showers to ones eyes. Without thinking what I did, I went back into the room, threw open the shutters again, and stood before the dingy landscape. How the horses pranced up to the door, and how fine the ladies were in their hoop-petticoats and high feathers! I imagined that the picture had been a constant rebuke to the dwellers in the house through their wasting lives and failing fortunes. In every human heart, said I, there is such a picture of the ideal life, the high possibilities and successes, the semblance of duties done and of spiritual achievements. It forever measures our incompleteness by its exact likeness to that completeness which we would not fight hard enough to win. But as I looked up at the panel, the old landscape became dim, and I knew that it was only because a cloud was hiding the sun; yet I was glad to leave the shadows of the room, and to hurry down the wide stairway.

I saw nothing of the daughter, though I searched for her, and even called her, through the house. When I reached the side door I found her father crossing the yard, and wondered if he would show any consciousness of our having so lately met. He stood still and waited for me, and my first impulse made me ask, What did you want just now? I was not asleep when you were in my room; you frightened me.

Do not be afraid, he answered with unexpected patience. You must take us as you find us. It is a sad old house, but you need not be afraid; we are much more afraid of you! and we both smiled amiably.

But your daughter, said I; I have been asking her to come away for a time, to visit me or take a journey. It would be much better for you both; and she needs a change and a little pleasuring. God does not mean that we shall make our lives utterly dismal. I was afraid, and did not dare to meet the old mans eyes after I had spoken so plainly.

He laughed coldly, and glanced at his mended coat-sleeve.

What do you know about happiness? You are too young, said he. At your age I thought I knew the world. What difference would it make if the old place here were like the gay ghost of it in our landscape chamber? The farmers would be jealous of our luxury; reverence and respect would be turned into idle curiosity. This quiet countryside would be disgraced by such a flaunting folly. No, we are very comfortable, my child and I; you must not try to disturb us, and he looked at me with a kind of piteous suspicion.

There was a large block of stone under one of the old elms, which had been placed there long ago for a mounting-block, and here we seated ourselves. As I looked at my companion, he seemed like a man unused to the broad light of day. I fancied that a prisoner, who had just ended many years of dungeon life, would wear exactly such a face. And yet it was such a lovely summer day of a joyful world, if he would only take or make it so. Alas, he matched the winter weather better. I could not bear to think of the old house in winter!

Who is to blame? said the old man suddenly, in a strange eager tone which startled me, and made me shrink away from him. We are in bondage. I am a generous-hearted man, yet I can never follow my own impulses. I longed to give what I had with a lavish hand, when I was younger, but some power restrained me. I have grown old while I tried to fight it down. We are all in prison while we are left in this world, that is the truth; in prison for another mans sin. For the first time I understood that he was not altogether sane. If there were an ancestor of mine, as I have been taught, who sold his soul for wealth, the awful price was this, and he lost the power of using it. He was greedy for gain, and now we cannot part with what we have, even for common comfort. His children and his childrens children have suffered for his fault. He has lived in the hell of watching us from generation to generation; seeing our happiness spoiled, our power of usefulness wither away. Wherever he is, he knows that we are all misers because he was miserly, and stamped us with the mark of his own base spirit. He has watched his descendants shrivel up and disappear one by one, poor and ungenerous in Gods world. We fight against the doom of it, but it wins at last. Thank God, there are only two of us left.

I had sprung to my feet, frightened by the old mans vehemence. I could not help saying that God meant us to be free and unconquered by any evil power; the gray, strange face looked blindly at me, and I could not speak again. This was the secret of the doom, then. I left the old man crying, while I hurried away to find the mistress of the desolate house, and appeal to her to let me send a companion for her father, who could properly care for him here, or persuade him to go away to some place where he would forget his misery among new interests and scenes. She herself must not be worn out by his malady of unreason.

But I only dashed my sympathy against the rock of her hopelessness. I think we shall all disappear some night in a winter storm, and the world will be rid of us, father and the house and I, all three, she said, with bitter dreariness, and turned to her work again.

Early that evening, I said good-by to my new friends, for the horse was sound, and not to be satisfied by such meagre stabling. Our host seemed sorry to let the creature go, and stood stroking him affectionately after I had mounted. How the famous old breed holds its own! he said wistfully. I should like to have seen the ancestor who has stamped his likeness so unmistakably on all his descendants.

But among human beings, I could not resist saying, there is freedom, thank God! We can climb to our best possibilities, and outgrow our worst inheritance.

No, no! cried the old man bitterly. You are young and fortunate. Forget us, if you can; we are of those who have no hope in a world of fate.

I looked back again and again, as I rode away. It was a house of shadows and strange moods, and I was glad when I had fairly left it behind me; yet I looked forward to seeing it again. I well remember the old mans clutch at the money I offered him, and the kiss and the bunch of roses that the daughter gave to me. But late that evening I was not sorry to shut myself into my prosaic room at a village hotel, rather than try to sleep again behind the faded figured curtains of the landscape chamber.


LAW LANE.

I.
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THE THUMP OF a flat-iron signified to an educated passer-by that this was Tuesday morning; yesterday having been fair and the weekly washing-day unhindered by the weather. It was undoubtedly what Mrs. Powder pleased herself by calling a good orthodox week; not one of the disjointed and imperfect sections of time which a rainy Monday forced upon methodical housekeepers. Mrs. Powder was not a woman who could live altogether in the present, and whatever she did was done with a view to having it cleared out of the way of the next enterprise on her list. I cant bear to see folks do their work as if every piece on t was a tread-mill, she used to say, briskly. Life means progriss to me, and I cant dwell by the way no more n sparks can fly downwards. T aint the way Im built, nor none of the Fisher tribe.

The hard white bundles in the shallow splint-basket were disappearing, one by one, and taking their places on the decrepit clothes-horse, well ironed and precisely folded. The July sunshine came in at one side of Mrs. Powders kitchen, and the cool northwest breeze blew the heat out again from the other side. Mrs. Powder grew uneasy and impatient as she neared the end of her task, and the flat-iron moved more and more vigorously. She kept glancing out through the doorway and along the country road as if she were watching for somebody.

I shall just have to git ready an go an rout her out myself, an take my chances, she said at last with a resentful look at the clock, as if it were partly to blame for the delay and had ears with which to listen to proper rebuke. The round moon-face had long ago ceased its waxing and waning across the upper part of the old dial, as if it had forgotten its responsibility about the movements of a heavenly body in its pleased concern about housekeeping.

See here! said Mrs. Powder, taking a last hot iron from the fire. You aint a-keepin time like you used to; youre gettin lazy, I must say. Look at this ere sun-mark on the floor, that calls it full leven oclock, and you want six minutes to ten. Ive got to send word to the clock-man and have your inards all took apart; you got me to meetin more n half an hour too late, Sabbath last.

To which the moon-face did not change its beaming expression; very likely, being a moon, it was not willing to mind the ways of the sun.

Lord, what an old thing you be! said Mrs. Powder, turning away with a chuckle. I dont wonder your sense kind of fails you! And the clock clucked at her by way of answer, though presently it was going to strike ten at any rate.

The hot iron was now put down hurriedly, and the half-ironed night-cap was left in a queer position on the ironing-board. A small figure had appeared in the road and was coming toward the house with a fleet, barefooted run which required speedy action. Here you, Joel Smith! shouted the old woman. Jo — el! But the saucy lad only doubled his pace and pretended not to see or hear her. Mrs. Powder could play at that game, too, and did not call again, but quietly went back to her ironing and tried as hard as she could to be provoked. Presently the boy came panting up the slope of green turf which led from the road to the kitchen doorstep.

I didnt know but you spoke as I ran by, he remarked, in an amiable tone. Mrs. Powder took no heed of him whatever.

I aint in no hurry; I kind o got running, he explained, a moment later; and then, as his hostess stepped toward the stove, he caught up the frilled night-cap and tied it on in a twinkling. When Mrs. Powder turned again, the sight of him was too much for her gravity.

Them frills is real becoming to ye, she announced, shaking with laughter. I declare for t if you dont favor your granma Dodges looks. I should like to have yer folks see ye. There, take it off now; Im most through my ironin and I want to clear it out o the way.

Joel was perfectly docile and laid the night-cap within reach. He had a temptation to twitch it back by the end of one string, but he refrained. Want me to go drive your old brown hen-turkey out o the wet grass, Mis Powder? Shes tolling her chicks off down toads the swamp, he offered.

Shes raised up families enough to know how by this time, said Mrs. Powder, an the swamps dry as a bone.

Ill split ye up a mess o kindlin-wood whilst Im here, jest as soon s not, said Joel, in a still more pleasant tone, after a long and anxious pause.

There, Ill get ye your doughnuts, pretty quick. They aint so fresh as they was Saturday. I spose thats what youre driving at. The good soul shook with laughter. Joel answered as well for her amusement as the most famous of comic actors; there was something in his appealing eyes, his thin cheeks and monstrous freckles, and his long locks of sandy hair, which was very funny to Mrs. Powder. She was always interested, too, in fruitless attempts to satisfy his appetite. He listened now, for the twentieth time, to her opinion that the bottomless pit alone could be compared to the recesses of his being.

I should like to be able to say that I had filled ye up jest once! she ended her remarks, as she brought a tin pan full of doughnuts from her pantry.

Heard the news? asked small Joel, as he viewed the provisions with glistening eyes. He bore likeness to a little hungry woodchuck, or muskrat, as he went to work before the tin pan.

What news? Mrs. Powder asked, suspiciously. I aint seen nobody this day.

Barnets folks has got their case in court.

They aint! and while a solemn silence fell upon the kitchen, the belated old clock whirred and rumbled and struck ten with persistent effort. Mrs. Powder looked round at it impatiently; the moon-face confronted her with the same placid smile.

Twelve oclocks the time you git your dinner, aint it, Mis Powder? the boy inquired, as if he had repeated his news like a parrot and had no further interest in its meaning.

I dont plot for to get me no reglar dinner this day, was the unexpected reply. You can eat a couple or three o them nuts and step along, for all I care. An I want you to go up Lyddy Bangss lane and carry her word that Im goin out to pick me some blueberries. Theyll be ripened up elegant, and Ive got a longin for em. Tell her I say t is our day — shell know; weve ben after arly blueberries together this forty years, and Lyddy knows where to meet with me; there by them split rocks.

The ironing was finished a few minutes afterward, and the board was taken to its place in the shed. When Mrs. Powder returned, Joel had stealthily departed; the tin pan was turned upside down on the seat of the kitchen chair. Good land! said the astonished woman, I believe hell bust himself to everlastin bliss one o these days. Them doughnuts would have lasted me till Thursday, certain.

Gimme suthin to eat, Mis Powder? whined Joel at the window, with his plaintive countenance lifted just above the sill. But he set forth immediately down the road, with bulging pockets and the speed of a light-horseman. 

II.

Half an hour later the little gray farmhouse was shut and locked, and its mistress was crossing the next pasture with a surprisingly quick step for a person of her age and weight. An old cat was trotting after her, with tail high in the air, but it was plain to see that she still looked for danger, having just come down from the woodpile, where she had retreated on Joels first approach. She kept as close to Mrs. Powder as was consistent with short excursions after crickets or young, unwary sparrows, and opened her wide green eyes fearfully on the lookout for that evil monster, the boy.

There were two pastures to cross, and Mrs. Powder was very much heated by the noonday sun and entirely out of breath when she approached the familiar rendezvous and caught sight of her friends cape-bonnet.

Aint there no justice left? was her indignant salutation. I spose youve heard that Crosbys folks have lost their case? Poor Mis Crosby! t will kill her, Im sure. Ive ben calculatin to go berryin all the forenoon, but I couldnt git word to you till Joel came tootin by. I thought likely youd expect notice when you see what a good day t was.

I did, replied Lyddy Bangs, in a tone much more serious than her companions. She was a thin, despairing little body, with an anxious face and a general look of disappointment and poverty, though really the more prosperous person of the two. Joel told me you said t was our day, she added. Im wore out tryin to satisfy that boy; hes always beggin for somethin to eat every time he comes nigh the house. I should think theyd see to him to home; not let him batten on the neighbors so.

You aint been feedin of him, too? laughed Mrs. Powder. Well, I declare, I dont see whar he puts it! and she fanned herself with her apron. I always forget what a sightly spot this is.

Heres your pussy-cat, aint she? asked Lyddy Bangs, needlessly, as they sat looking off over the valley. Behind them the hills rose one above another, with their bare upland clearings and great stretches of pine and beech forest. Beyond the wide valley was another range of hills, green and pleasant in the clear mid-day light. Some higher mountains loomed, sterile and stony, to northward. They were on the womens right as they sat looking westward.

It does seem as if folks might keep the peace when the Lords give em so pooty a spot to live in, said Lyddy Bangs, regretfully. There aint no better farms than Barnets and Crosbys folks have got neither, but stead o neighboring they must pick their mean fusses and fight from generation to generation. My granmaam used to say t was just so with em when she was a girl — and she was one of the first settlers up this way. She alays would have it that Barnets folks was the most to blame, but theres plenty sides with em, as you know.

There, t is all mixed up, so t is — a real tangle, answered Mrs. Powder. Ive been o both minds — I must say I used to hold for the Crosbys in the old folks time, but Ive come round to see they aint perfect. There! Im bilin over with somethin Ive got to tell somebody. Ive kep it close long s I can.

Lets get right to pickin, then, said Lyddy Bangs, or we shant budge from here the whole livin afternoon, and the small thin figure and the tall stout one moved off together toward their well-known harvest-fields. They were presently settled down within good hearing distance, and yet the discussion was not begun. The cat curled herself for a nap on the smooth top of a rock.

There, I have to eat a while first, like a young-one, said Mrs. Powder. I always tell em that blueberries is only fit to eat right off of the twigs. You want em full o sun; let em git cold and theyre only fit to cook — not but what I eat em any ways I can git em. Aint they nice an spicy? Law, my poor knees is so stiff! I begin to be afraid, nowadays, every year o berryin may be my last. I don know why t should be that my knees serves me so. I aint rheumaticky, nor none o my folks was; we go off with other complaints.

The mukis membrane o the knees gits dried up, explained Lyddy Bangs, an the jints is all powder-posted. So Ive ben told, anyways.

Then they was ignorant, retorted her companion, sharply. I know by the feelins I have — and the two friends picked industriously and discussed the vexed points of medicine no more.

I cant force them Barnets and Crosbys out o my mind, suggested Miss Bangs after a while, being eager to receive the proffered confidence which might be forgotten. Think of em, without no other door-neighbors, fightin for three ginerations over the bounds of a lane wall. What if t was two foot one way or two foot tother, let em agree.

But thats just what they couldnt, said Mrs. Powder. You know yourself you might be willin to give away a piece o land, but when somebody said t want yours, t was theirs, t would take more Christian grace n Ive got to let em see I thought they was right. All the old Crosbys ever wanted, first, was for the Barnets to say two foot of the lane was theirs by rights, and then they was willin to turn it into the lane and to give that two foot more o the wedth than Barnets did — they want haggling for no pay; t was for rights. But Barnets folks said — 

Now, dont you go an git all flustered up a-tellin that over, Harrit Powder, said the lesser woman. There aint ben no words spoke so often as them along this sidelin hill, not even the Ten Commandments. The only sense theres ben about it is, theyve let each other alone altogether, and aint spoke at all for six months to a time. I cant help hoping that the warll die out with the old breed and theyll come to some sort of peace. Mis Barnet was a Sands, and theyre toppin sort o folks and shes got fight in her. I think shes more to blame than Barnet, a good sight; but Mis Crosbys a downright peace-making little creatur, and would have ended it long ago if shed ben able.

Barnets stubborn, too, let me tell you! and Mrs. Powders voice was full of anger. T will never die out in his day, and hell spend every cent lawing, as the old folks did afore him. The lawyers must laugh at him well, mongst themselves. One an another o the best on em has counseled them to leave it out to referees, and tried to show em they was fools. My man talked with the judge himself about it, once, after hed been settin on a jury and they was comin away from court. They couldnt agree; they never could! All the spare money o both farms has gone to pay the lawyers and carry on one fight after another. Now folks dont know it, but Crosbys farm is all mortgaged; theyve spent even what Mis Crosby had from her folks. An theres worse behind — theres worse behind, insisted the speaker, stoutly. I went up there this spring, as you know, when Mis Crosby was at deaths door with lung-fever. I went through everything fetchin of her round, and was there five weeks, till she got about. `I feel toads you as an own sister, says Abby Crosby to me. `Im a neighboring woman at heart, says she; `and just you think of it, that my man had to leave me alone, sick as I was, while he went for you and the doctor, not riskin to ask Barnets folks to send for help. I like to live pleasant, says she to me, and bust right out a-cryin. I knew then how shed felt things all these years. — How are they ever goin to pay more court bills and all them piles o damages, if the farms mortgaged so heavy? she resumed. Crosbys farm aint worth a good two thirds of Barnets. Theyve both neglected their lands. How many you got so fur, Lyddy?

Lyddy proudly displayed her gains of blueberries; the pail was filling very fast, and the friends were at their usual game of rivalry. Mrs. Powder had been the faster picker in years past, and she now doubled her diligence.

Aint the sweet-fern thick an scented as ever you see? she said. Gimme pasture-lands rather n the best gardins that grows. If I can have a sweet-brier bush and sweet-fern patch and some clumps o bayberry, you can take all the gardin blooms. Look how folks toils with witch-grass and pusley and gets a starved lot o poor sprigs, slug-eat, and all dyin together in their front yards, when they might get better comfort in the first pasture along the road. I guess theres somethin wild, thats never got tutored out o me. I must ha ben made o somethin counter to town dust. I never could see why folks wanted to go off an live out o sight o the mountings, an have everything on a level.

You said there was worse to tell behind, suggested Lyddy Bangs, as if it were only common politeness to show an appreciation of the friendly offering.

I have it in mind to get round to that in proper course, responded Mrs. Powder, a trifle offended by the mild pertinacity. I settled it in my mind that I was goin to tell you somethin for a kind of a treat the day we come out blueberryin. There! — and Mrs. Powder rose with difficulty from her knees, and retreated pompously to the shade of a hemlock-tree which grew over a shelving rock near by.

Lyddy Bangs could not resist picking a little longer in an unusually fruitful spot; then she hastened to seat herself by her friend. It was no common occasion.

Mrs. Powder was very warm; and further evaded and postponed telling the secret by wishing that she were as light on foot as her companion, and deploring her increasing weight. Then she demanded a second sight of the blueberries, which were compared and decided upon as to quality and quantity. Then the cat, which had been left at some distance on her rock, came trotting toward her mistress in a disturbed way, and after a minute of security in a comfortable lap darted away again in a strange, excited manner.

Shes goin to have a fit, I do believe! exclaimed Lyddy Bangs, quite disheartened, for the cat was Mrs. Powders darling and she might leave everything to go in search of her.

She may have seen a snake or something. She often gets scared and runs home when were out a-trarvelin, said the cats owner, complacently, and Lyddys spirits rose again.

I suppose you never suspected that Ezra Barnet and Ruth Crosby cared the least thing about one another? inquired the keeper of the secret a moment later, and the listener turned toward Mrs. Powder with a startled face.

Now, Harrit Powder, for mercys sakes alive! was all that she could say; but Mrs. Powder was satisfied, and confirmed the amazing news by a most emphatic nod.

My lawful sakes! what be they goin to do about it? inquired Lyddy Bangs, flushing with excitement. A Barnet an a Crosby fall in love! Dont you reclect how the old ones was alays fightin and callin names when we was all to school together? Times is changed, certain.

Now, say you hope to die if ever youll tell a word I say, pursued Mrs. Powder. If I was to be taken away to-morrow, youd be all the one that would know it except Mis Crosby and Ezra and Ruth themselves. T was nothin but her bein nigh to death that urged her to tell me the state o things. I spose she thought I might favor em in time to come. Abby Crosby she says to me, `Mis Powder, my poor girl may need your motherin care. An I says, `Mis Crosby, she shall have it; and then she had a spasm o pain, and we harped no more that day as I remember.

How come it about? I shouldnt have told anybody that asked me that a Barnet and a Crosby ever changed the time o day, much less kep company, protested the listener.

Kep company! pore young creaturs! said Mrs. Powder. Theyve hid em away in the swamps an hollers, and in the edge o the growth, at nightfall, for the sake o gittin a word; an theyve stole out, shiverin, into that plaguy lane o winter nights. I tell ye Ive heard hifalutin folks say that love would still be lord of all, but I never was strained to believe it till I see what that boy and girl was willin to undergo. All the hate of all their folks is turned to love in them, and I couldnt help a-watchin of em. An I ventured to send Ruth over to my house after my alpaccy aprin, and then I made an arrant out to the spring-brook to see if there was any cresses started — which I knew well enough there wasnt — and I spoke right out bold to Ezra, that was at work on a piece of ditching over on his land. `Ezra, says I, `if you git time, just run over to the edge o my pasture and pick me a handful o balm o Gilead buds. I want to put em in half a pint o new rum for Mis Crosby, and there aint a soul to send. I knew hed just meet her coming back, if I could time it right gittin of Ruth started. He looked at me kind of curis, and pretty quick I see him leggin it over the fields with an axe and a couple o ends o board, like hed got to mend a fence. I had to keep her dinner warm for her till ha-past one oclock. I dont know what he mentioned to his folks, but Ruth she come an kissed me hearty when she first come inside the door. Tis harder for Ezra; he aint got nobody to speak to, and Ruths got her mother if she is a Mis Much-afraid.

I dont know s we can blame Crosby for not wantin to give his girl to the Barnets, after theyve got away all his substance, his means, an his cattle, like t was in the Book o Job, urged Lyddy Bangs. Seems as if they might call it square an marry the young folks off, but they wont nohow; t will only fan the flame. Lyddy Bangs was a sentimental person; neighbor Powder had chosen wisely in gaining a new friend to the cause of Ezra Barnets apparently hopeless affection. Unknown to herself, however, she had been putting the lovers secret to great risk of untimely betrayal.

The weather was most beautiful that afternoon; there was an almost intoxicating freshness and delight among the sweet odors of the hillside pasture, and the two elderly women were serene at heart and felt like girls again as they talked together. They remembered many an afternoon like this; they grew more and more confiding as they reviewed the past and their life-long friendship. A stranger might have gathered only the most rural and prosaic statements, and a tedious succession of questions, from what Mrs. Powder and Lyddy Bangs had to say to each other, but the old stories of true love and faithful companionship were again simply rehearsed. Those who are only excited by more complicated histories too often forget that there are no new plots to the comedies and tragedies of life. They are played sometimes by country people in homespun, sometimes by townsfolk in velvet and lace. Love and prosperity, death and loss and misfortune — the stories weave themselves over and over again, never mind whether the ploughman or the wit of the clubs plays the part of hero.

The two homely figures sat still so long that they seemed to become permanent points in the landscape, and the small birds, and even a wary chipmunk, went their ways unmindful of Mrs. Powder and Lyddy Bangs. The old hemlock-tree, under which they sat discoursing, towered high above the young pine-growth which clustered thick behind them on the hillside. In the middle of a comfortable reflection upon the Barnet grandfathers foolishness or craftiness, Mrs. Powder gave sudden utterance to the belief that some creature up in the tree was dropping pieces of bark and cones all over her.

A squirrel, most like, said Lyddy Bangs, looking up into the dense branches. The tree is a-scatterin down, aint it? As you was sayin, Grandsir Barnet must have knowed well enough what he was about — 

Oh, gorry! oh, git out! ow — o — w! suddenly wailed a voice overhead, and a desperate scramble and rustling startled the good women half out of their wits. Ow, Mis Powder! shrieked a familiar voice, while both hearts thumped fast, and Joel came, half falling, half climbing, down out of the tree. He bawled, and beat his head with his hands, and at last rolled inagony among the bayberry and lamb-kill. Look out for em! he shouted. Oh, gorry! I thought t was only an old last-years hornets nest — theyll sting you, too!

Mrs. Powder untied her apron and laid about her with sure aim. Only two hornets were to be seen; but after these were beaten to the earth, and she stopped to regain her breath, Joel hardly dared to lift his head or to look about him.

What was you up there for, anyhow? asked Lyddy Bangs, with severe suspicion. Harking to us, Ill be bound! But Mrs. Powder, who knew Joels disposition best, elbowed her friend into silence and began to inquire about the condition of his wounds. There was a deep-seated hatred between Joel and Miss Bangs.

Oh, dear! theyve bit me all over, groaned the boy. Aint you got somethin you can rub on, Mis Powder? — and the rural remedy of fresh earth was suggested.

Tis too dry here, said the adviser. Just you step down to that mashy spot there by the brook, dear, and daub you with the wet mud real good, and t will ease you right away. Mrs. Powders voice sounded compassionate, but her spirit and temper of mind gave promise of future retribution.

Ill teach him to follow us out eavesdropping, this fashion! said Lyddy Bangs, when the boy had departed, weeping. Im more n gratified that the hornets got hold of him! I hope t will serve him for a lesson.

Dont you rile him up one mite, now, pleaded Mrs. Powder, while her eyes bore witness of hardly controlled anger. Hes the worst tattle-tale I ever see, and weve put ourselves into a trap. If he tells his mother shell spread it all over town. But I should no more thought o his bein up in that tree than o his bein the sarpent in the garden o Eden. You leave Joel to me, and be mild with him s you can.

The culprit approached, still lamenting. His ear and cheek were hugely swollen already, so that one eye was nearly closed. The blueberry expedition was relinquished, and with heavy sighs of dissatisfaction Lyddy Bangs took up the two half-filled pails, while Mrs. Powder kindly seized Joel by his small, thin hand, and the little group moved homeward across the pasture.

Wheres your hat? asked Lyddy, stopping short, after they had walked a little distance.

Hanging on a limb up by the wops nest, answered Joel. Oh, git me home, Mis Powder! 

III.

No one would suspect, from the look of the lane itself, that it had always been such a provoker of wrath, and even a famous battle-ground. While petty wars had raged between the men and women of the old farms, walnut-trees had grown high in air, and apple-trees had leaned their heavy branches on the stone walls and, year after year, decked themselves in pink-and-white blossoms to arch this unlucky by-way for a triumphal procession of peace that never came. Birds built their nests in the boughs and pecked the ripe blackberries; green brakes and wild roses and tall barberry-bushes flourished in their season on either side the wheel-ruts. It was a remarkably pleasant country lane, where children might play and lovers might linger. No one would imagine that this lane had its lawsuits and damages, its annual crop of briefs, and succession of surveyors and quarrelsome partisans; or that in every generation of owners each man must be either plaintiff or defendant.

The surroundings looked permanent enough. No one would suspect that a certain piece of wall had been more than once thrown down by night and built again, angrily, by day; or that a well-timbered corn-house had been the cause of much litigation, and even now looked, when you came to know its story, as if it stood on its long, straight legs, like an ungainly, top-heavy beast, all ready to stalk away when its position became too dangerous. The Barnets had built it beyond their boundary; it had been moved two or three times, backward and forward.

The Barnet house and land stood between the Crosby farm and the high-road; the Crosbys had never been able to reach the highway without passing their enemies under full fire of ugly looks or taunting voices. The intricacies of legal complications in the matter of right of way would be impossible to explain. They had never been very clear to any impartial investigator. Barnets and Crosbys had gone to their graves with bitter hatred and sullen desire for revenge in their hearts. Perhaps this one great interest, outside the simple matters of food and clothing and farmers work, had taken the place to them of drama and literature and art. One could not help thinking, as he looked at the decrepit fences and mossy, warped roofs and buckling walls, to how much better use so much money might have been put. The costs of court and the lawyers fees had taken everything, and men had drudged, in heat and frost, and women had pinched and slaved to pay the lanes bills. Both the Barnet and Crosby of the present time stood well enough in the opinion of other neighbors. They were hard-fisted, honest men; the fight was inherited to begin with, and they were stubborn enough to hold fast to the fight. Law Lane was as well known as the county roads in half a dozen towns. Perhaps its irreconcilable owners felt a thrill of enmity that had come straight down from Scottish border-frays, as they glanced along its crooked length. Who could believe that the son and daughter of the warring households, instead of being ready to lift the torch in their turn, had weakly and misguidedly fallen in love with each other?

Nobody liked Mrs. Barnet. She was a cross-grained, suspicious soul, who was a tyrant and terror of discomfort in her own household whenever the course of events ran counter to her preference. Her son Ezra was a complete contrast to her in disposition, and to his narrow-minded, prejudiced father as well. The elder Ezra was capable of better things, however, and might have been reared to friendliness and justice, if the Crosby of his youthful day had not been specially aggravating and the annals of Law Lane at their darkest page. If there had been another boy to match young Ezra, on the Crosby farm, the two might easily have fostered their natural boyish rivalries until something worse came into being; but when ones enemy is only a sweet-faced little girl, it is very hard to impute to her all manner of discredit and serpent-like power of evil. At least, so Ezra Barnet the younger felt in his inmost heart; and though he minded his mother for the sake of peace, and played his solitary games and built his unapplauded dams and woodchuck-traps on his own side of the fences, he always saw Ruth Crosby as she came and went, and liked her better and better as years went by. When the tide of love rose higher than the young peoples steady heads, they soon laid fast hold of freedom. With all their perplexities, life was by no means at its worst, and rural diplomacy must bend all its energies to hinder these unexpected lovers.

Ezra Barnet had never so much as entered the Crosby house; the families were severed beyond the reuniting power of even a funeral. Ezra could only try to imagine the room to which his Ruth had returned one summer evening after he had left her, reluctantly, because the time drew near for his fathers return from the village. His mother had been in a peculiarly bad temper all day, and he had been glad to escape from her unwelcome insistence that he should marry any one of two or three capable girls, and so furnish some help in the housekeeping. Ezra had often heard this suggestion of his duty, and, tired and provoked at last, he had stolen out to the garden and wandered beyond it to the brook and out to the fields. Somewhere, somehow, he had met Ruth, and the lovers bewailed their trials with unusual sorrow and impatience. It seemed very hard to wait. Young Barnet was ready to persuade the tearful girl that they must go away together and establish a peaceful home of their own. He was heartily ashamed because the last verdict was in his fathers favor, and Ruth forebore to wound him with any glimpse of the straits to which her own father had been reduced. She was too dutiful to leave the pinched household, where her help was needed more than ever; she persuaded her lover that they were sure to be happy at last — indeed, were not they happy now? How much worse it would be if they could not safely seize so many opportunities, brief though they were, of being together! If the fight had been less absorbing and the animosity less bitter, they might have been suspected long ago.

So Ruth and Ezra parted, with uncounted kisses, and Ezra went back to the dingy-walled kitchen, where his mother sat alone. It was hardly past twilight out of doors, but Mrs. Barnet had lighted a kerosene-lamp, and sat near the small open window mending a hot-looking old coat. She looked so needlessly uncomfortable and surly that her son was filled with pity, as he stood watching her, there among the moths and beetles that buffeted the lamp-chimney.

Why dont you put down your sewing and come out a little ways up the road, mother, and get cooled off? he asked, pleasantly; but she only twitched herself in her chair and snapped off another needleful of linen thread.

I cant spare no time to go gallivantin, like some folks, she answered. I always have had to work, and I always shall. I see that Crosby girl mincin by an hour ago, as if shed ben off all the afternoon. Folks that think shes so amiable about saving her mothers strength would be surprised at the way she dawdles round, I guess — and Mrs. Barnet crushed an offending beetle with her brass thimble in a fashion that disgusted Ezra. Somehow, his mother had a vague instinct that he did not like to hear sharp words about Ruth Crosby. Yet he rarely had been betrayed into an ill-judged defense. He had left Ruth only a minute ago; he knew exactly what she had been doing all day, and from what kind errand she had been returning; the blood rushed quickly to his face, and he rose from his seat by the table and went out to the kitchen doorstep. The air was cool and sweet, and a sleepy bird chirped once or twice from an elm-bough overhead. The moon was near its rising, and he could see the great shapes of the mountains that lay to the eastward. He forgot his mother, and began to think about Ruth again; he wondered if she were not thinking of him, and meant to ask her if she remembered an especial feeling of nearness just at this hour. Ezra turned to look at the clocks to mark the exact time.

Yes, said Mrs. Barnet, as she saw him try to discover the hour, tis time that father was to home. I spose, bein mail-night, everybody was out to the post-office to hear the news, and most like hes bawlin himself hoarse about fall lections or something. He aint got done braggin about our gittin the case, neither. Theres always some new one that wants to git the pints right from headquarters. I didnt see Crosby go by, did you?

Hed have had to foot it by the path cross-lots, replied Ezra, gravely, from the doorstep. Hes sold his hoss.

He aint! exclaimed Mrs. Barnet, with a chuckle. I spose theyre proddin him for the money up to court. Guess he wont try to fight us again for one while.

Ezra said nothing; he could not bear this sort of thing much longer. I wont be kept like a toad under a harrow, he muttered to himself. I think it seems kind of hard, he ventured to say aloud. Now hes got to hire when fall work comes on, and — 

The hard-hearted woman within had long been trying to provoke her peaceable son into an argument, and now the occasion had come. Ezra restrained himself from speech with a desperate effort, and stopped his ears to the sound of his mothers accusing voice. In the middle of her harangue a wagon was driven into the yard, and his father left it quickly and came toward the door.

Come in here, you lout! he shouted, angrily. I want to look at you! I want to see what such a mean-spirited sneak has got to say for himself. Then changing his voice to a whine, he begged Ezra, who had caught him from falling as he stumbled over the step, Come in, boy, an tell me t aint true. I guess they was only thornin of me up; you aint took a shine to that Crosby miss, now, have you?

No son of mine — no son of mine! burst out the mother, who had been startled by the sudden entrance of the news-bringer. Her volubility was promptly set free, and Ezra looked from his fathers face to his mothers.

Father, said he, turning away from the scold, who was nearly inarticulate in her excess of rage— father, Id rather talk to you, if you want to hear what Ive got to say. Mothers got no reason in her.

Ezry, said the elder man, I see how tis. Let your maam talk all she will. Im broke with shame of ye! — his voice choked weakly in his throat. Either you tell me tis all nonsense, or you go out o that door and shut it after you for good. An yere all the boy Ive got.

The woman had stopped at last, mastered by the terror of the moment. Her husbands face was gray with passion; her sons cheeks were flushed and his eyes were full of tears. Mrs. Barnets tongue for once had lost its cunning.

The two men looked at each other as long as they could; the younger mans eyes fell first. I wish you wouldnt be hasty, he said; to-morrow — 

Youve heard, was the only answer; and in a moment more Ezra Barnet reached to the table and took his old straw hat which lay there.

Good-by, father! he said, steadily. I think youre wrong, sir; but I never meant to carry on that old fight and live like the heathen. And then, young and strong and angry, he left the kitchen.

He might have took some notice o me, if hes goin for good, said the mother spitefully; but her son did not hear this taunt, and the father only tottered where he stood. The moths struck against his face as if it were a piece of wood; he sank feebly into a chair, muttering, and trying to fortify himself in his spent anger.

Ezra went out, dazed and giddy. But he found the young horse wandering about the yard, eager for his supper and fretful at the strange delay. He unharnessed the creature and backed the wagon under the shed; then he turned and looked at the house — should he go in? No! The fighting instinct, which had kept firm grasp on father and grandfather, took possession of Ezra now. He crossed the yard and went out at the gate, and down the lanes end to the main road. The father and mother listened to his footsteps, and the man gave a heavy groan.

Let him go — let him go! t will teach him a lesson! said Mrs. Barnet, with something of her usual spirit. She could not say more, though she tried her best; the occasion was far too great. 

How many times that summer Mrs. Powder attempted to wreak vengeance upon Joel, the tattle-tale; into what depths of intermittent remorse the mischief-making boy was resolutely plunged, who shall describe? No more luncheons of generous provision; no more jovial skirmishing at the kitchen windows, or liberal payment for easy errands. Whenever Mrs. Powder saw Lyddy Bangs, or any other intimate and sympathetic friend, she bewailed her careless confidences under the hemlock-tree and detailed her anxious attentions to the hornet-stung eavesdropper.

I went right home, she would say, sorrowfully; I filled him plumb-full with as good a supper as I could gather up, and I took all the fire out o them hornit-stings with the best o remedies. `Joel, dear, says I, `you wont lose by it if you keep your mouth shut about them words I spoke to Lyddy Bangs, and he was that pious I might ha known he meant mischief. They aint boys nor men, theyre divils, when they come to that size, and so you mark my words! But his mother never could keep nothing to herself, and I knew it from past sorrers; and I never slept a wink that night — sure s you live — till the roosters crowed for day.

Perhaps t wont do nothin but good! Lyddy Bangs would say, consolingly. Perhaps the young folks ll git each other a sight the sooner. Theyd had to kep it to theirselves till they was gray-headed, less somebody let the cat out o the bag.

Dont you reclect how my cat acted that day! exclaimed Mrs. Powder excitedly. How she was good as took with a fit! She knowed well enough what was brewin; I only wish wed had half of her sense. 

IV.

The day before Christmas all the long valley was white with deep, new-fallen snow. The road which led up from the neighboring village and the railroad station stretched along the western slope — a mere trail, untrodden and unbroken. The storm had just ceased; the high mountain-peaks were clear and keen and rose-tinted with the waning light; the hills were no longer green with their covering of pines and maples and beeches, but gray with bare branches, and a cold, dense color, almost black, where the evergreens grew thickest. On the other side of the valley the farmsteads were mapped out as if in etching or pen-drawing; the far-away orchards were drawn with a curious exactness and regularity, the crooked boughs of the apple-trees and the longer lines of the walnuts and ashes and elms came out against the snow with clear beauty. The fences and walls were buried in snow; the farm-houses and barns were petty shapes in their right-angled unlikeness to natural growths. You were half amused, half shocked, as the thought came to you of indifferent creatures called men and women, who busied themselves within those narrow walls, under so vast a sky, and fancied the whole importance of the universe was belittled by that of their few pent acres. What a limitless world lay outside those plaything-farms, yet what beginnings of immortal things the small gray houses had known! 

The day before Christmas! — a festival which seemed in that neighborhood to be of modern origin. The observance of it was hardly popular yet among the elder people, but Christmas had been appropriated, nevertheless, as if everybody had felt the lack of it. New Years Day never was sufficient for New England, even in its least mirthful decades. For those persons who took true joy in life, something deeper was needed than the spread-eagle self-congratulations of the Fourth of July, or the family reunions of Thanksgiving Day. There were no bells ringing which the country-folks in Law Lane might listen for on Christmas Eve; but something more than the joy that is felt in the poorest dwelling when a little child, with all its possibilities, is born; something happier still came through that snowy valley with the thought of a Christmas-Child who was the bringer-in and founder of the reign of the higher life. This was the greater Thanksgiving Day when the whole ofChristendom is called to praise and pray and hear the good-tidings, and every heart catches something of the joyful inspirations of good-will to men. 

Ezra Barnet sat on a fallen tree from which he had brushed the powdery snow. It was hard work wading through the drifts, and he had made good headway up the long hill before he stopped to rest. Across the valley in the fading daylight he saw the two farms, and could even trace the course of Law Lane itself, marked by the well-known trees. How small his own great nut-tree looked at this distance! The two houses, with their larger and smaller out-buildings and snow-topped woodpiles, looked as if they had crept near together for protection and companionship. There were no other houses within a wide space. Ezra knew how remote the homes really were from each other, judged by any existing sympathy and interest. He thought of his bare, unnourished boyhood with something like resentment; then he remembered how small had been his parents experience, what poor ambition had been fostered in them by their lives; even his mothers impatience with the efforts he had made to bring a little more comfort and pleasantness to the old farm-house was thought of with pity for her innate lack of pleasure in pleasant things. Ezra himself was made up of inadequacies, being born and bred of the Barnets. He was at work on the railroad now, with small pay; but he had always known that there could be something better than the life in their farmhouse, while his mother did not. A different feeling came over him as he thought whom the other farmhouse sheltered; he had looked for that first, to see if it were standing safe. Ruths last letter had come only the day before. This Christmas holiday was to be a surprise to her. He wondered whether Ruths father would let him in.

Never mind! he could sleep in the barn among the hay; and Ezra dropped into the snow again from the old tree-trunk and went his way. There was a small house just past a bend in the road, and he quickened his steps toward it. Alas! there was no smoke in Mrs. Powders chimney. She was away on one of her visiting tours; nursing some sick person, perhaps. She would have housed him for the night most gladly; now he must take his chances in Law Lane.

The darkness was already beginning to fall; there was a curious brownness in the air, like summer twilight; the cold air became sharper, and the young man shivered a little as he walked. He could not follow the left-hand road, where it led among hospitable neighbors, but turned bravely off toward his old home — a long, lonely walk at any time of the year, among woods and thickets all well known to him, and as familiar as they were to the wild creatures that haunted them. Yet Ezra Barnet did not find it easy to whistle as he went along.

Suddenly, from behind a scrub-oak that was heavily laden with dead leaves and snow, leaped a small figure, and Ezra was for the moment much startled. The boy carried a rabbit-trap with unusual care, and placed it on the snow-drift before which he stood waist-deep already. Gorry, Ezry! you most scared me to pieces! said Joel, in a perfectly calm tone. Wish you Merry Christmas! Folksll be lookin for you; they didnt spose youd git home before to-morrow, though.

Looking for me? repeated the young man, with surprise. I didnt send no word — 

Aint you heard nothin bout your maams being took up for dead?

No, I aint; and you aint foolin me with your stories, Joel Smith? You neednt play off any of your mischief onto me.

What you gittin mad with me about? inquired Joel, with a plaintive tone in his voice. She got a fall out in the barn this mornin, an it liked to killed her. Most folks aint heard nothin bout it cause its been snowin so. They come for Mis Powder and she called out to our folks, as they brought her round by the way of Asa Packers store to git some opodildack or somethin.

Ezra asked no more questions, but strode past the boy, who looked after him a moment, and then lifted the heavy box-trap and started homeward. The imprisoned rabbit had been snowed up since the day before at least, and Joel felt humane anxieties, else he would have followed Ezra at a proper distance and learned something of his reception. 

Mrs. Powder was reigning triumphant in the Barnet house, being nurse, housekeeper, and spiritual adviser all in one. She had been longing for an excuse to spend at least half a day under that cheerless roof for many months, but occasion had not offered. She found the responsibility of the parted lovers weighing more and more heavily on her mind, and had set her strong will at work to find some way of reuniting them, and even to restore a long-banished peace to the farms. She would not like to confess that a mild satisfaction caused her heart to feel warm and buoyant when an urgent summons had come at last; but such was the simple truth. A man who had been felling trees on the farm brought the news, melancholy to hear under other circumstances, that Mrs. Barnet had been hunting eggs in a stray nest in the hay-mow, and had slipped to the floor and been taken up insensible. Bones were undoubtedly broken; she was a heavy woman, and had hardly recovered her senses. The doctor must be found as soon as possible. Mrs. Powder hastily put her house to rights, and, with a good round bundle of what she called her needments, set forth on the welcome enterprise. On the way she could hardly keep herself from undue cheerfulness, and if ever there was likely to be a reassuring presence in a sick-room it was Harriet Powders that December day.

She entered the gloomy kitchen looking like a two-footed snow-drift, her big round shoulders were so heaped with the damp white flakes. Old Ezra Barnet sat by the stove in utter despair, and waved a limp hand warningly toward the bedroom door.

Shes layin in a sog, he said, hopelessly. I ought to thought to send word to pore Ezry — all the boy she ever had.

Mrs. Powder calmly removed her snowy outer garments, and tried to warm her hands over the fire.

Put in a couple o sticks of good dry wood, she suggested, in a soothing voice; and the farmer felt his spirits brighten, he knew not why. Then the whole-souled, hearty woman walked into the bedroom.

All I could see, she related afterward, was the end of Jane Barnets nose, and I was just as sure then as I be now that she was likely to continner; but I set down side of the bed and got holt of her hand, and she groaned two or three times real desperate. I wished the doctor was there, to see if anything really ailed her; but I someways knowed there want, less t was gittin over such a jounce. I spoke to her, but she never said nothin, and I went back out into the kitchen. Shes a very sick woman, says I, loud enough for her to hear me; I knew t would please her. There was a good deal to do, and I put on my aprin and took right holt and begun to lay about me and git dinner; the men-folks was wiltin for want o somethin, it being nigh three oclock. An then I got Jane to feel more comfortable with ondressin of her, for all shed hardly let me touch of her — poor creatur, I expect she did feel sore! — and then daylight was failin and I felt kind o spent, so I set me down in a cheer by the bed-head and was speechless, too. I knew if she was able to speak she couldnt hold in no great spell longer.

After a while she stirred a little and groaned, and then says she, `Aint the doctor comin? And I peaced her up well s I could. `Be I very bad off, Harrit? says she.

Well hope for the best, Jane, says I; and that minute the notion come to me how Id work her round, an I like to laughed right out, but I didnt.

`If I should lose me again, you must see to sendin for my son, says she; `his fathers got no head.

`I will, says I, real solemn. `An you can trust me with anything you feel to say, sister Barnet.

She kind of opened her eye that was next to me and surveyed my countenance sharp, but I looked serious, and she groaned real honest. `Be I like old Mis Topliff? she whispered, and I kind o nodded an put my hand up to my eyes. She was like her, too; some like her, but not nigh so bad, for Mis Topliff was hurt so fallin down the sullar-stairs that she never got over it an died the day after.

`Oh, my sakes! she bust out whinin, `I cant be took away now. I aint a-goin to die right off, be I, Mis Powder?

`I aint the one to give ye hope. In the midst of life we are in death. We aint sure of the next minute, none of us, says I, meanin it general, but discoursin away like an old book o sermons.

`I do feel kind o failin, now, says she. `Oh, cant you do nothin? — and I come over an set on the foot o the bed an looked right at her. I knew she was a dreadful notional woman, and always made a fuss when anything was the matter with her; couldnt bear no kind o pain.

`Sister Barnet, says I, `dont you bear nothin on your mind youd like to see righted before you go? I know you aint been at peace with Crosbys folks, and t aint none o my business, but I shouldnt want to be called away with hard feelins in my heart. You must overlook my speaking right out, but I should want to be so used myself.

Poor old creatur! She had an awful fight of it, but she beat her temper for once an give in. `I do forgive all them Crosbys, says she, an rolled up her eyes. I says to myself that want all I wanted, but I let her alone a spell, and set there watchin as if I expected her to breathe her last any minute.

She asked for Barnet, and I said he was anxious and out watchin for the doctor, now the snowd stopped. `I wish I could see Ezra, says she. `Im all done with the lane now, and Id keep the peace if I was goin to live. Her voice got weak, and I didnt know but she was worse off than I sposed. I was scared for a minute, and then I took a grain o hope. Id watched by too many dyin-beds not to know the difference.

`Dont ye let Barnet git old Nevins to make my coffin, will ye, Mis Powder? says she once.

`Hes called a good workman, aint he? says I, soothin as I could. When it come to her givin funeral orders, twas more n I could do to hold in.

`I aint goin snappin through torment in a hemlock coffin, to please that old cheat! says she, same s if she was well, an ris right up in bed; and then her bruises pained her an she dropped back on the pillow.

`Oh, Im a-goin now! says she. `Ive been an awful hard woman. Twas I put Barnet up to the worst ont. Im willing Ezra should marry Ruthy Crosby; shes a nice pooty gal, and I never owned it till now Im on my dyin-bed — Oh, Im a-goin, Im a-goin! — Ezra can marry her, and the two farms together ll make the best farm in town. Barnet aint got no fight left; hes like an old sheep since we drove off Ezra. And then shed screech; you never saw no such a fit of narves. And the end was I had to send to Crosbys, in all the snow, for them to come over.

An Barnet was got in to hold her hand and hear last words enough to make a Fourth o July speech; and I was sent out to the door to hurry up the Crosbys, and who should come right out o the dark but Ezra. I declare, when I see him you could a-knocked me down with a feather. But I got him by the sleeve — `You hide away a spell, says I, `till I set the little lamp in this winder; an dont you make the best o your mas condition; pear just as consarned about her as you can. Ill let ye know why, soon s we can talk — and I shoved him right out an shut the door.

The groans was goin on, and in come Crosby and Ruth, lookin scared about to death themselves. Neither on em had ever been in that house before, as I know of. She called em into the bedroom and said shed had hard feelins towards them and wanted to make peace before she died, and both on em shook hands with her.

`Dont you want to tell Ruth what you said to me about her and Ezry? says I, whisperin over the bed. `Live or dead, you know t is right and best.

`There aint no half way bout me, she says, and so there want. `Ruth, says she, out loud, `I want you to tell pore Ezra that I gave ye both my blessin, and I made two steps acrost that kitchin and set the lamp in the window, and in comes Ezra — pore boy, he didnt know what was brewin, and thought his mother was dyin certain when he saw the Crosbys goin in.

He went an stood beside the bed, an his father clutched right holt of him. Thinks I to myself, if you make as edifyin an end when your time really does come, you may well be thankful, Jane Barnet!

They was all a-weepin, an I was weepin myself, if youll believe it, Id got a-goin so. You ought to seen her take holt o Ruths hand an Ezras an put em together. Then Id got all I wanted, I tell you. An after shed screeched two or three times more she begun to git tired; the poor old creatur was shook up dreadful, and I felt for her considable, though you may not think it; so I beckoned em out into the kitchen an went in an set with her alone. She dropped off into a good easy sleep, an I told the folks her symptoms was more encouragin.

I tell you, if ever I took handsome care o any sick person t was Jane Barnet, before she got about again; an Ruth she used to come over an help real willin. She got holt of her ma-in-laws bunnit one afternoon an trimmed it up real tasty, and that pleased Mis Barnet about to death. My conscience pricked me some, but not a great sight. Im willin to take what blame come to me by rights.

The doctor come postin along, late that night, and said she was doin well, owin to the care shed had, and give me a wink. And shes alive yet, Mrs. Powder always assured her friends, triumphantly— and, whats more, is middlin peaceable disposed. Shes said one or two pinted things to me, though, an I shouldnt wonder, come to think it over, if she mistrusted me just the least grain. But, dear sakes! they never was so comfortable in their lives; an Ezra he got a first-rate bargain for a lot o Crosbys woodland that the railroad wanted, and peace is kind o set in amonst em up in Law Lane. 

V.

When Ezra Barnet waked on Christmas morning, in his familiar, dark little chamber under the lean-to roof, he could hardly believe that he was at home again, and that such strange things had happened. There were cheerful voices in the kitchen below, and he dressed hurriedly and went downstairs.

There was Mrs. Powder, cooking the breakfast with lavish generosity, and beaming with good-nature. Barnet, the father, was smiling and looking on with pleased anticipation; the sick woman was comfortably bolstered up in the bedroom. In all his life the son had never felt so drawn to his mother; there was a new look in her eyes as he went toward her; she had lost her high color, and looked at him pleadingly, as she never had done before. Ezry, come close here! said she. I believe Im goin to git about agin, after all. Mis Powder says I be; but them feelins I had slippin down the mow, yesterday, was twice as bad as the thump I struck with. I may never be the same to work, but I aint goin to fight with folks no more, sence the Lord ll let me live a spell longer. I aint a-goin to fight with nobody, no matter how bad I want to. Now, you go an git you a good breakfast. I aint eat a mouthful since breakfast yesterday, and you can bring me a help o anything Sister Powder favors my havin.

I hope t will last, muttered Sister Powder to herself, as she heaped the blue plate. Wish you all a Merry Christmas! she said. I like to forgot my manners.

It was Christmas Day, whether anybody in Law Lane remembered it or not. The sun shone bright on the sparkling snow, the eaves were dropping, and the snow-birds and blue-jays came about the door. The wars of Law Lane were ended.


MISS PECKS PROMOTION.
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MISS PECK HAD spent a lonely day in her old farm-house, high on a long Vermont hillside that sloped toward the west. She was able for an hour at noon to overlook the fog in the valley below, and pitied the people in the village whose location she could distinguish only by means of the church steeple which pricked through the gray mist, like a buoy set over a dangerous reef. During this brief time, when the sun was apparently shining for her benefit alone, she reflected proudly upon the advantage of living on high land, but in the early afternoon, when the fog began to rise slowly, and at last shut her in, as well as the rest of the world, she was conscious of uncommon depression of spirits.

I might as well face it now as any time, she said aloud, as she lighted her clean kerosene lamp and put it on the table. Eliza Peck! just set down and make it blazing clear how things stand with you, and what youre going to do in regard to em! Taint no use matching your feelins to the weather, without youve got reason for it. And she twitched the short curtains across the windows so that their brass rings squeaked on the wires, opened the door for the impatient cat that was mewing outside, and then seated herself in the old rocking-chair at the table end.

It is quite a mistake to believe that people who live by themselves find every day a lonely one. Miss Peck and many other solitary persons could assure us that it is very seldom that they feel their lack of companionship. As the habit of living alone grows more fixed, it becomes confusing to have other people about, and seems more or less bewildering to be interfered with by other peoples plans and suggestions. Only once in a while does the feeling of solitariness become burdensome, or a creeping dread and sense of defenselessness assail ones comfort. But when Miss Peck was aware of the approach of such a mood she feared it, and was prepared to fight it with her best weapon of common-sense.

She was much given to talking aloud, as many solitary persons are; not merely talking to herself in the usual half-conscious way, but making her weaker self listen to severe comment and pointed instruction. Miss Peck the less was frequently brought to trial in this way by Miss Peck the greater, and when it was once announced that justice must be done, no amount of quailing or excuse averted the process of definite conviction.

This evening she turned the light up to its full brightness, reached for her knitting-work, lifted it high above her lap for a moment, as her favorite cat jumped up to its evening quarters; then she began to rock to and fro with regularity and decision. `Tis all nonsense, she said, as if she were addressing some one greatly her inferior - Tis all nonsense for you to go on this way, Elizy Peck! youre better off than youve been this six year, if you only had sense to feel so.

There was no audible reply, and the speaker evidently mistook the silence for unconvinced stubbornness.

If ever there was a woman who was determined to live by other folks wits, and to eat other folks dinners, twas and is your lamented brothers widder, Harrit Peck - Harrit White that was. Shes claimed the towns compassion till its good as run dry, and shes thought that you, Elizy Peck, a hard-workin and self-supportin woman, was made for nothin but her use and comfort. Ever since your father died and youve been left alone youve had her for a clog to your upward way. Six years youve been at her beck an call, and now that a respectable man, able an willing to do for her, has been an fell in love with her, and shouldered her and all her whims, and promised to do for the children as if they was his own, youve been grumpin all day, an Id like to know what there is to grump about!

There was a lack of response even to this appeal to reason, and the knitting-needles clicked in dangerous nearness to the old cats ears, so that they twitched now and then, and one soft paw unexpectedly revealed its white curving claws.

Yes, said Miss Peck, presently, in a more lenient tone, I spose tis the children youre thinking of most. I declare I should like to see that Toms little red head, and feel it warm with my two hands this minute! Theres always somethin hopeful in havin to do with children, less they come of too bad a stock. Grown folks - well, you can make out to grin an bear em if you must; but like s not young onesll turn out to be somebody, and what you do for em may count towards it. Theres that Tom, he looks just as his father used to, and there aint a day he wont say somethin real pleasant, and never sees the difference betwixt you an somebody handsome. I expect theyll spile him - you dont know what kind o young ones theyll let him play with, nor how theyll let him murder the kings English, and never think o boxin his ears. Them big factory towns is all for eatin and clothes. Im glad you was raised in a good old academy town, if twas the Lords will to plant you in the far outskirts. Land, how Harrit did smirk at that man! I will say she looked pretty - tis hard work and worry makes folks plain like me - I believe shes fared better to be left a widder with three childn, and everybody saying how hard it was, an takin holt, than she would if brother had lived and shed had to stir herself to keep house and do for him. Youve been the real widder that Tom left - youve mourned him, and had your way to go alone - not she! The colonels lady, repeated Miss Peck, scornfully - thats what spilt her. She never could come down to common things, Mis Colonel Peck! Well, she may have noble means now, but shes got to be spoke of as Mis Noah Pigley all the rest of her days. Not that Im goin to fling at any mans accident of name, said the just Eliza, in an apologetic tone. I did want to adopt little Tom, but twas to be expected hed object - a boys goin to be useful in his business, and poor Tommys the likeliest. I would have dopted him out an out, and he shall have the old farm anyway. But oh dear me, hes all spoilt for farming now, is little Tom, unless I can make sure of him now and then for a good long visit in summer time.

Summer an winter; I spose youre likely to live a great many years, Elizy, sighed the good woman. All sole alone, too! There, Ive landed right at the startin point, - and the kitchen was very still while some dropped stitches in a belated stocking for the favorite nephew were obscured by a mist of tears like the fog outside. There was no more talking aloud, for Miss Peck fell into a revery about old days and the only brother who had left his little household in her care and marched to the war whence for him there was to be no return. She had remembered very often, with a great sense of comfort, a message in one of his very last letters. Tell Eliza that shes more likely to be promoted than I am, he said (when he had just got his step of Major); shes my superior officer, however high I get, and now Ive heard what luck shes had with the haying, I appoint her Brigadier-General for gallantry in the field. How poor Toms jokes had kept their courage up even when they were most anxious! Yes, she had made many sacrifices of personal gain, as every good soldier must. She had meant to be a school-teacher. She had the gift for it, and had studied hard in her girlhood. One thing after another had kept her at home, and now she must stay here - her ambitions were at an end. She would do what good she could among her neighbors, and stand in her lot and place. It was the first time she had found to think soberly about her life, for her sister-in-law and the children had gone to their new home within a few days, and since then she had stifled all power of proper reflection by hard work at setting the house in order and getting in her winter supplies. Thank Heaven the house and place belong to me, she said in a decisive tone. Twas wise o father to leave it so - and let her have the money. Shed left me no peace till I moved off if Id only been half-owner; shes always meant to get to a larger place - but what I want is real promotion.

The Peck farm-house was not only on a by-road that wandered among the slopes of the hills, but it was at the end of a long lane of its own. There was rarely any sound at night except from the winds of heaven or the soughing of the neighboring pine-trees. By day, there was a beautiful inspiriting outlook over the wide country from the farm-house windows, but on such a night as this the darkness made an impenetrable wall. Miss Peck was not afraid of it; on the contrary, she had a sense of security in being shut safe into the very heart of the night. By day she might be vexed by intruders, by night they could scarcely find her - her bright light could not be seen from the road. If she were to wither away in the old gray house like an unplanted kernel in its shell, she would at least wither undisturbed. Her sorrow of loneliness was not the fear of molestation. She was fearless enough at the thought of physical dangers.

The evening did not seem so long as she expected - a glance at her reliable time-keeper told her at last that it was already past eight oclock, and her eyes began to feel heavy. The fire was low, the fog was making its presence felt even in the house, for the autumn night was chilly, and Miss Peck decided that when she came to the end of the stitches on a certain needle she would go to bed. To-morrow, she meant to cut her apples for drying, a duty too long delayed. She had sent away some of her best fruit that day to make the annual barrel of cider with which she provided herself, more from habit than from real need of either the wholesome beverage or its resultant vinegar. If this fog lasts, Ive got to dry my apples by the stove, she thought, doubtfully, and was conscious of a desire to survey the weather from the outer doorway before she slept. How she missed Harriet and the children! - though they had been living with her only for a short time before the wedding, and since the half-house they had occupied in the village had been let. The thought of bright-eyed, red-headed little Tom still brought the warm tears very near to falling. He had cried bitterly when he went away. So had his mother - at least, she held up her pocket-handkerchief. Miss Peck never had believed in Harriets tears.

Out of the silence of the great hillslope came the dull sound of a voice, and as Miss Peck sprang from her chair to the window, dropping the sleeping cat in a solid mass on the floor, she recognized the noise of a carriage. Her heart was beating provokingly; she was tired by the excitement of the last few days. She did not remember this, but was conscious of being startled in an unusual way. It must be some strange crisis in her life; she turned and looked about the familiar kitchen as if it were going to be altogether swept away. Now, you neednt be afraid that Pigleys comin to bring her back, Elizy Peck! she assured herself with grim humor in that minutes apprehension of disaster.

A man outside spoke sternly to his horse. Eliza stepped quickly to the door and opened it wide. She was not afraid of the messenger, only of the message.

Hold the light so s I can see to tie this colt, said a familiar voice; its as dark as a pocket, Liza. Ill be right in. You must put on a good warm shawl; tis as bad as rain, this fog is. The minister wants you to come down to his house; hes at his wits end, and there was nobody we could think of thats free an able except you. His wifes gone, died at quarter to six, and left a misable baby; but the doctor expects t will live. The nurse they bargained with s failed em, and tis an awful state o things as you ever see. Half the women in town are there, and the ministers overcome; he is sort of fainted away two or three times, and they dont know who else to get, till the doctor said your name, and he groaned right out you was the one. Taint right to refuse, as I view it. Mis Spence and Mis Corbell is going to watch with the dead, but there needs a head.

Eliza Peck felt for once as if she lacked that useful possession herself, and sat down, with amazing appearance of calmness, in one of her splint-bottomed chairs to collect her thoughts. The messenger was a good deal excited; so was she; but in a few moments she rose, cutting short his inconsequent description of affairs at the parsonage.

You just put out the fire as best you can, she said. Well talk as we go along. Theres plenty o ashes there, Im sure; I let the stove cool off considerable, for I was meanin to go to bed in another five minutes. The catll do well enough. Ill leave her plenty for to-morrow, and shes got a place where she can creep in an out of the wood-shed. Ill just slip on another dress and put the nails over the windows, an well be right off. She was quite herself again now; and, true to her promise, it was not many minutes before the door was locked, the house left in darkness, and Ezra Weston and Miss Peck were driving comfortably down the lane. The fog had all blown away, suddenly the stars were out, and the air was sweet with the smell of the wet bark of black birches and cherry and apple-trees that grew by the fences. The leaves had fallen fast through the day, weighted by the dampness until their feeble stems could keep them in place no longer; for the bright colors of the foliage there had come at night sweet odors and a richness of fragrance in the soft air.

Tis an unwholesome streak o weather now, aint it? asked Ezra Weston. Feels like a dog-day evenin, dont it? Come this time o year we want bracin up.

Miss Peck did not respond; her sympathetic heart was dwelling on the thought that she was going, not only to a house of mourning, but to a bereft parsonage. She would not have felt so unequal to soothing the sorrows of her every-day acquaintances, but she could hardly face the duty of consoling the new minister. But she never once wished that she had not consented so easily to respond to his piteous summons.

There was a strangely festive look in the village, for the exciting news of Mrs. Elburys death had flown from house to house - lights were bright everywhere, and in the parsonage brightest of all. It looked as if the hostess were receiving her friends, and helping them to make merry, instead of being white and still, and done with this world, while the busy women of the parish were pulling open her closets and bureau drawers in search of household possessions. Nobody stopped to sentimentalize over the poor souls delicate orderliness, or the simple, loving preparations she had made for the coming of the baby which fretfully wailed in the next room.

Heres a nice black silk that never was touched with the scissors! said one good dame, as if a kind Providence ought to have arranged for the use of such a treasure in setting the bounds of the dead womans life.

Does seem too bad, dont it? I always heard her folks was well off, replied somebody in a loud whisper; she had everything to live for. There was great eagerness to be of service to the stricken pastor, and the kind neighbors did their best to prove the extent of their sympathy. One after another went to the room where he was, armed with various excuses, and the story of his sad looks and distress was repeated again and again to a grieved audience.

When Miss Peck came in she had to listen to a full description of the days events, and was decorously slow in assuming her authority; but at last the house was nearly empty again, and only the watchers and one patient little mother of many children, who held this motherless child in loving arms, were left with Miss Peck in the parsonage. It seemed a year since she had sat in her quiet kitchen, a solitary woman whose occupations seemed too few and too trivial for her eager capacities and ambitions.

The autumn days went by, winter set in early, and Miss Peck was still mistress of the parsonage housekeeping. Her own cider was brought to the parsonage, and so were the potatoes and the apples; even the cat was transferred to a dull village existence, far removed in every way from her happy hunting-grounds among the snow-birds and plump squirrels. The ministers pale little baby loved Miss Peck and submitted to her rule already. She clung fast to the good woman with her little arms, and Miss Peck, who had always imagined that she did not care for infants, found herself watching the growth of this spark of human intelligence and affection with intense interest. After all, it was good to be spared the long winter at the farm; it had never occurred to her to dread it, but she saw now that it was a season to be dreaded, and one by one forgot the duties which at first beckoned her homeward and seemed so unavoidable. The farm-house seemed cold and empty when she paid it an occasional visit. She would not have believed that she could content herself so well away from the dear old home. If she could have had her favorite little Tom within reach, life would have been perfectly happy.

The minister proved at first very disappointing to her imaginary estimate and knowledge of him. If it had not been for her sturdy loyalty to him as pastor and employer, she could sometimes have joined more or less heartily in the expressions of the disaffected faction which forms a difficult element in every parish. Her sense of humor was deeply gratified when the leader of the opposition remarked that the minister was beginning to take notice a little, and was wearing his best hat every day, like every other widower since the world was made. Miss Pecks shrewd mind had already made sure that Mr. Elburys loss was not so great as she had at first sympathetically believed; she knew that his romantic, ease-loving, self-absorbed, and self-admiring nature had been curbed and held in check by the literal, prosaic, faithful-in-little-things disposition of his dead wife. She was self-denying, he was self-indulgent; she was dutiful, while he was given to indolence - and the unfounded plea of ill-health made his only excuse. Miss Peck soon fell into the way of putting her shoulder to the wheel, and unobtrusively, even secretly, led the affairs of the parish. She never was deaf to the explanation of the wearing effect of brain-work, but accepted the weakness as well as the power of the ministerial character; and nobody listened more respectfully to his somewhat flowery and inconsequent discourses on Sunday than Miss Peck. The first Sunday they went to church together Eliza slipped into her own pew, half-way up the side aisle, and thought well of herself for her prompt decision afterward, though she regretted the act for a moment as she saw the minister stop to let her into the empty pew of the parsonage. He had been sure she was just behind him, and gained much sympathy from the congregation as he sighed and went his lonely way up the pulpit-stairs. Even Mrs. Corbell, who had been averse to settling the Rev. Mr. Elbury was moved by this incident, but directly afterward whispered to her next neighbor that Lizy Peck would be sitting there before the year was out if she had the business-head they had all given her credit for.

It gives rise to melancholy reflections when one sees how quickly those who have suffered most cruel and disturbing bereavements learn to go their way alone. The great plan of our lives is never really broken nor suffers accidents. However stunning the shock, one can almost always understand gratefully that it was best for the vanished friend to vanish just when he did; that this world held no more duties or satisfactions for him; that his earthly life was in fact done and ended. Our relations with him must be lifted to a new plane. Miss Peck thought often of the ministers loss, and always with tender sympathy, yet she could not help seeing that he was far from being unresigned or miserable in his grief. She was ready to overlook the fact that he depended upon his calling rather than upon his own character and efforts. The only way in which she made herself uncongenial to the minister was by persistent suggestions that he should take more exercise and stir about outdoors a little. Once, when she had gone so far as to briskly inform him that he was getting logy, Mr. Elbury showed entire displeasure; and a little later, in the privacy of the kitchen, she voiced the opinion that Elizy Peck knew very well that she never did think ministers were angels - only human beings, like herself, in great danger of being made fools of. But the two good friends made up their little quarrel at supper-time.

I have been looking up the derivation of that severe word you applied to me this noon, said the Reverend Mr. Elbury, pleasantly. It is a localism; but it comes from the Dutch word log, which means heavy or unwieldy.

These words were pronounced plaintively, with evident consciousness that they hardly applied to his somewhat lank figure; and Miss Peck felt confused and rebuked, and went on pouring tea until both cup and saucer were full, and she scalded the end of her thumb. She was very weak in the hands of such a scholar as this, but later she had a reassuring sense of not having applied the epithet unjustly. With a feminine reverence for his profession, and for his attainments, she had a keen sense of his human fallibility; and neither his grief, nor his ecclesiastical halo, nor his considerate idea of his own value, could blind her sharp eyes to certain shortcomings. She forgave them readily, but she knew them all by sight and name.

If there were any gift of Mr. Elburys which could be sincerely called perfectly delightful by many people, it was his voice. When he was in a hurry, and gave hasty directions to his housekeeper about some mislaid possession, or called her down-stairs to stop the babys vexatious crying, the tones were entirely different from those best known to the parish. Nature had gifted him with a power of carrying his voice into the depths of his sympathetic being and recovering it again gallantly. He had been considered the superior, in some respects, of that teacher of elocution who led the students of the theological seminary toward the glorious paths of oratory. There was a mellow middle-tone, most suggestive of tender feeling; but though it sounded sweet to other feminine ears, Miss Peck was always annoyed by it and impatient of a certain artificial quality in its cadences. To hear Mr. Elbury talk to his child in this tone, and address her as my motherless babe, however affecting to other ears, was always unpleasant to Miss Peck. But she thought very well of his preaching; and the more he let all the decisions and responsibilities of every-day life fall to her share, the more she enjoyed life and told her friends that Mr. Elbury was a most amiable man to live with. And when spring was come the hillside farm was let on shares to one of Miss Pecks neighbors whom she could entirely trust. It was not the best of bargains for its owner, who had the reputation of being an excellent farmer, and the agreement cost her many sighs and not a little wakefulness. She felt too much shut in by this village life; but the minister pleaded his hapless lot, the little child was even more appealing in her babyhood, and so the long visit from little Tom and his sisters, the familiar garden, the three beehives, and the glory of the sunsets in the great, unbroken, western sky were all given up together for that year.

It was not so hard as it might have been. There was one most rewarding condition of life - the feast of books, which was new and bewilderingly delightful to the ministers housekeeper. She had made the most of the few well-chosen volumes of the farm-house, but she never had known the joy of having more books than she could read, or their exquisite power of temptation, the delight of their friendly company. She was oftenest the student, the brain-wearied member, of the parsonage-family, but she never made it an excuse, or really recognized the new stimulus either. Life had never seemed so full to her; she was working with both hands earnestly, and no half-heartedness. She was filled with reverence in the presence of the ministers books; to her his calling, his character, and his influence were all made positive and respectable by this foundation of learning on his library-shelves. He was to her a man of letters, a critic, and a philosopher, besides being an experienced theologian from the very nature of his profession. Indeed, he had an honest liking for books, and was fond of reading aloud or being read to; and many an evening went joyfully by in the presence of the great English writers, whose best thoughts were rolled out in Mr. Elburys best tones, and Miss Peck listened with delight, and cast many an affectionate glance at the sleeping child in the cradle at her feet, filled with gratitude as she was for all her privileges.

Mr. Elbury was most generous in his appreciation of Miss Pecks devotion, and never hesitated to give expression to sincere praise of her uncommon power of mind. He was led into paths of literature, otherwise untrod, by her delight; and sometimes, to rest his brain and make him ready for a good nights sleep, he asked his companion to read him a clever story. It was all a new world to the good woman whose schooling and reading had been sound, but restricted; and if ever a mind waked up with joy to its possession of the world of books, it was hers. She became ambitious for the increase of her own little library; and it was in reply to her outspoken plan for larger crops and more money from the farm another year, for the sake of bookbuying, that Mr. Elbury once said, earnestly, that his books were hers now. This careless expression was the spark which lit a new light for Miss Pecks imagination. For the first time a thrill of personal interest in the man made itself felt, through her devoted capacity for service and appreciation. He had ceased to be simply himself; he stood now for a widened life, a suggestion of added good and growth, a larger circle of human interests; in fact, his existence had made all the difference between her limited rural home and that connection with the great world which even the most contracted parsonage is sure to hold.

And that very night, while Mr. Elbury had gone, somewhat ruefully and ill-prepared, to his Bible class, Miss Pecks conscience set her womanly weakness before it for a famous arraigning. It was so far successful that words failed the defendant completely, and the session was dissolved in tears. For some days Miss Peck was not only stern with herself, but even with the minister, and was entirely devoted to her domestic affairs.

The very next Sunday it happened that Mr. Elbury exchanged pulpits with a brother-clergyman in the next large town, a thriving manufacturing centre, and he came home afterward in the best of spirits. He never had seemed so appreciative of his comfortable house, or Miss Pecks motherly desire to shield his weak nature from those practical cares of life to which he was entirely inadequate. He was unusually gay and amusing, and described, not with the best taste, the efforts of two of his unmarried lady-parishioners to make themselves agreeable. He had met them on the short journey, and did not hesitate to speak of himself lightly as a widower; in fact, he recognized his own popularity and attractions in a way that was not pleasing to Miss Peck, yet she was used to his way of speaking and unaffectedly glad to have him at home again. She had been much disturbed and grieved by her own thoughts in his absence. She could not be sure whether she was wise in drifting toward a nearer relation to the minister. She was not exactly shocked at finding herself interested in him, but, with her usual sense of propriety and justice, she insisted upon taking everybodys view of the question before the weaker Miss Peck was accorded a hearing. She was enraged with herself for feeling abashed and liking to avoid the direct scrutiny of her fellow-parishioners. Mrs. Corbell and she had always been the best of friends, but for the first time Miss Peck was annoyed by such freedom of comment and opinion. And Sister Corbell had never been so forward about spending the afternoon at the parsonage, or running in for half-hours of gossip in the morning, as in these latter days. At last she began to ask the coy Eliza about her plans for the wedding, in a half-joking, half-serious tone which was hard to bear.

Youre a sight too good for him, was the usual conclusion, and so I tell everybody. The whole parish has got it settled for you; and theres as many as six think hard of you, because youve given em no chance, bein right here on the spot.

It seemed as if a resistless torrent of fate were sweeping our independent friend toward the brink of a great change. She insisted to the quailing side of her nature that she did not care for the minister himself, that she was likely to age much sooner than he, with his round, boyish face and plump cheeks. Theyll be takin you for his mother, Lizy, when you go amongst strangers, little and dried up as youre gettin to be aready; youre three years older anyway, and look as if twas nine. Yet the capable, clear-headed woman was greatly enticed by the high position and requirements of mistress of the parsonage. She liked the new excitement and authority, and grew more and more happy in the exercise of powers which a solitary life at the farm would hardly arouse or engage. There was a vigorous growth of independence and determination in Miss Pecks character, and she had not lived alone so many years for nothing. But there was no outward sign yet of capitulation. She was firmly convinced that the minister could not get on without her, and that she would rather not get on without him and the pleasure of her new activities. If possible, she grew a little more self-contained and reserved in manner and speech, while carefully anticipating his wants and putting better and better dinners on the parochial table.

As for Mr. Elbury himself, he became more cheerful every day, and was almost demonstrative in his affectionate gratitude. He spoke always as if they were one in their desire to interest and benefit the parish; he had fallen into a pleasant, home-like habit of saying we whenever household or parish affairs were under discussion. Once, when somebody had been remarking the too-evident efforts of one of her sister-parishioners to gain Mr. Elburys affection, he had laughed leniently; but when this gossiping caller had gone away the minister said, gently, We know better, dont we Miss Peck? and Eliza could not help feeling that his tone meant a great deal. Yet she took no special notice of him, and grew much more taciturn than was natural. Her heart beat warmly under her prim alpacca-dress; she already looked younger and a great deal happier than when she first came to live at the parsonage. Her executive ability was made glad by the many duties that fell upon her, and those who knew her and Mr. Elbury best thought nothing could be wiser than their impending marriage. Did not the little child need Miss Pecks motherly care? did not the helpless minister need the assistance of a clear-sighted business-woman and good housekeeper? did not Eliza herself need and deserve a husband? But even with increasing certainty she still gave no outward sign of their secret understanding. It was likely that Mr. Elbury thought best to wait a year after his wifes death, and when he spoke right out was the time to show what her answer would be. But somehow the thought of the dear old threadbare farm in the autumn weather was always a sorrowful thought; and on the days when Mr. Elbury hired a horse and wagon, and invited her and the baby to accompany him on a series of parochial visitations, she could not bear to look at the home-fields and the pasture-slopes. She was thankful that the house itself was not in sight from the main road. The crops that summer had been unusually good; something called her thoughts back continually to the old home, and accused her of disloyalty. Yet she consoled herself by thinking it was very natural to have such regrets, and to consider the importance of such a step at her sensible time of life. So it drew near winter again, and she grew more and more unrelenting and scornful whenever her acquaintances suggested the idea that her wedding ought to be drawing near.

Mr. Elbury seemed to have taken a new lease of youthful hope and ardor. He was busy in the parish and very popular, particularly among his women-parishioners. Miss Peck urged him on with his good works, and it seemed as if they expressed their interest in each other by their friendliness to the parish in general. Mr. Elbury had joined a ministers club in the large town already spoken of, and spent a day there now and then, besides his regular Monday-night attendance on the club-meeting. He was preparing a series of sermons on the history of the Jews, and was glad to avail himself of a good free-library, the lack of which he frequently lamented in his own village. Once he said, eagerly, that he had no idea of ending his days here, and this gave Miss Peck a sharp pang. She could not bear to think of leaving her old home, and the tears filled her eyes. When she had reached the shelter of the kitchen, she retorted to the too-easily ruffled element of her character that there was no need of crossing that bridge till she came to it; and, after an appealing glance at the academy-steeple above the maple-trees, she returned to the study to finish dusting. She saw, without apprehension, that the minister quickly pushed something under the leaves of his blotting-paper and frowned a little. It was not his usual time for writing - she had a new proof of her admiring certainty that Mr. Elbury wrote for the papers at times under an assumed name.

One Monday evening he had not returned from the ministers meeting until later than usual, and she began to be slightly anxious. The baby had not been very well all day, and she particularly wished to have an errand done before night, but did not dare to leave the child alone, while, for a wonder, nobody had been in. Mr. Elbury had shown a great deal of feeling before he went away in the morning, and as she was admiringly looking at his well-fitting clothes and neat clerical attire, a thrill of pride and affection had made her eyes shine unwontedly. She was really beginning to like him very much. For the first and last time in his life the minister stepped quickly forward and kissed her on the forehead. My good, kind friend! he exclaimed, in that deep tone which the whole parish loved; then he hurried away. Miss Peck felt a strange dismay, and stood by the breakfast-table like a statue. She even touched her forehead with trembling fingers. Somehow she inwardly rebelled, but kissing meant more to her than to some people. She never had been used to it, except with little Tom - though the last brotherly kiss his father gave her before he went to the war had been one of the treasures of her memory. All that day she was often reminded of the responsible and darker side, the inspected and criticized side, of the high position of ministers wife. It was clearly time for proper rebuke when evening came; and as she sat by the light, mending Mr. Elburys stockings, she said over and over again that she had walked into this with her eyes wide open, and if the experience of forty years hadnt put any sense into her it was too late to help it now.

Suddenly she heard the noise of wheels in the side yard. Could anything have happened to Mr. Elbury? were they bringing him home hurt, or dead even? He never drove up from the station unless it were bad weather. She rushed to the door with a flaring light, and was bewildered at the sight of trunks and, most of all, at the approach of Mr. Elbury, for he wore a most sentimental expression, and led a young person by the hand.

Dear friend, he said, in that mellow tone of his, I hope you, too, will love my little wife.

Almost any other woman would have dropped the kerosene lamp on the doorstep, but not Miss Eliza Peck. Luckily a gust of autumn wind blew it out, and the bride had to fumble her way into her new home. Miss Peck quickly procured one of her own crinkly lamplighters, and bent toward the open fire to kindle a new light.

Youve taken me by surprise, she managed to say, in her usual tone of voice, though she felt herself shaking with excitement.

At that moment the ailing step-daughter gave a forlorn little wail from the wide sofa, where she had been put to sleep with difficulty. Miss Pecks kind heart felt the pathos of the situation; she lifted the little child and stilled it, then she held out a kindly hand to the ministers new wife, while Mr. Elbury stood beaming by.

I wish you may be very happy here, as I have been, said the good woman, earnestly. But Mr. Elbury, you ought to have let me know. I could have kept a secret. - and satisfaction filled Eliza Pecks heart that she never, to use her own expression, had made a fool of herself before the First Parish. She had kept her own secret, and in this earthquake of a moment was clearly conscious that she was hero enough to behave as if there had never been any secret to keep. And indignation with the Reverend Mr. Elbury, who had so imprudently kept his own counsel, threw down the sham temple of Cupid which a faithless god called Propinquity had succeeded in rearing.

Miss Peck made a feast, and for the last time played the part of hostess at the ministers table. She had remorselessly inspected the conspicuous bad taste of the new Mrs. Elburys dress, the waving, cheap-looking feather of her hat, the make-believe richness of her clothes, and saw, with dire compassion, how unused she was to young children. The brave Eliza tried to make the best of things - but one moment she found herself thinking how uncomfortable Mr. Elburys home would be henceforth with this poor reed to lean upon, a townish, empty-faced, tiresomely pretty girl; the next moment she pitied the girl herself, who would have the hard task before her of being the wife of an indolent preacher in a country town. Miss Peck had generously allowed her farm to supplement the limited salary of the First Parish; in fact, she had been a silent partner in the parsonage establishment rather than a dependent. Would the First Parish laugh at her now? It was a stinging thought; but she honestly believed that the minister himself would be most commiserated when the parish opinion had found time to simmer down.

The next day our heroine, whose face was singularly free from disappointment, told the minister that she would like to leave at once, for she was belated about many things, not having had notice in season of his change of plan.

Ive been telling your wife all about the house and parish interests the best I can, and its likely she wants to take everything into her own hands right away, added the uncommon housekeeper, with a spice of malice; but Mr. Elbury flushed, and looked down at the short, capable Eliza appealingly. He knew her virtues so well that this announcement gave him a crushing blow.

Why, I thought of course you would continue here as usual, he said, in a strange, harsh voice that would have been perfectly surprising in the pulpit. Mrs. Elbury has never known any care. We count upon your remaining.

Whereupon Miss Peck looked him disdainfully in the face, and, for a moment, mistook him for that self so often reproved and now sunk into depths of ignominy.

If you thought that, you ought to have known better, she said. You cant expect a woman who has property and relations of her own to give up her interests for yours altogether. I got a letter this morning from my brothers boy, little Tom, and hes got leave from his mother and her husband to come and stop with me a good while - he says all winter. Hes been sick, and theyve had to take him out o school. I never supposed that such stived-up air would agree with him, concluded Miss Peck, triumphantly. She was full of joy and hope at this new turn of affairs, and the minister was correspondingly hopeless. Ill take the baby home for a while, if t would be a convenience for you, she added, more leniently. That is, after I get my house well warmed, and theres something in it to eat. I wish you could have spoken to me a fortnight ago; but I saw Joe Farley to-day - that boy that lived with me quite a while - hes glad to come back. He only engaged to stop till after cider time where hes been this summer, and hes promised to look about for a good cow for me. I always thought well of Joe.

The minister turned away ruefully, and Miss Peck went about her work. She meant to leave the house in the best of order; but the whole congregation came trooping in that day and the next, and she hardly had time to build a fire in her own kitchen before Joe Farley followed her from the station with the beloved little Tom. He looked tall and thin and pale, and largely freckled under his topknot of red hair. Bless his heart! how his lonely aunt hugged him and kissed him, and how thankful he was to get back to her, though she never would have suspected it if she had not known him so well. A shy boy-fashion of reserve and stolidity had replaced his early demonstrations, but he promptly went to the shelf of books to find the familiar old Robinson Crusoe. Miss Pecks heart leaped for joy as she remembered how much more she could teach the child about books. She felt a great wave of gratitude fill her cheerful soul as she remembered the pleasure and gain of those evenings when she and Mr. Elbury had read together.

There was a great deal of eager discussion in the village; and much amused scrutiny of Elizas countenance, as she walked up the side aisle that first Sunday after the minister was married. She led little Tom by the hand, but he opened the pew-door and ushered her in handsomely, and she looked smilingly at her neighbors and nodded her head sideways at the boy in a way that made them suspect that she was much more in love with him, freckles and all, than she had ever been with Mr. Elbury. A few minutes later she frowned at Tom sternly for greeting his old acquaintances over the pew-rail in a way that did not fit the day or place. There was no chance to laugh at her disappointment; for nobody could help understanding that her experience at the parsonage had been merely incidental in her life, and that she had returned willingly to her old associations. The dream of being a ministers wife had been only a dream, and she was surprised to find herself waking from it with such resignation to her lot.

Id just like to know what sort of a breakfast they had, she said to herself, as the brides topknot went waving and bobbing up to the parsonage pew. If ever there was a man who was fussy about his cup o coffee, tis Reverend Wilbur Elbury! There now, Elizy Peck, dont you wish twas you a-setting there up front and feeling the eyes of the whole parish sticking in your back? You could have had him, you know, if youd set right about it. I never did think you had proper ideas of what gettin promoted is; but if you aint discovered a new world for yourself like Clumbus, I miss my guess. If youd stayed on the farm all alone last year youd had no thoughts but hens and rutabagys, and as tis youve been livin amonst books. Theres nothin to regret if you did just miss makin a fool o yourself.

At this moment Mr. Elburys voice gently sounded from the pulpit, and Miss Peck sprang to her feet with the agility of a jack-in-the-box - she had forgotten her surroundings in the vividness of her revery. She hardly knew what the minister said in that first prayer; for many reasons this was an exciting day.

A little later our heroine accepted the invitation of her second cousin, Mrs. Corbell, to spend the hour or two between morning and afternoon services. They had agreed that it seemed like old times, and took pleasure in renewing this custom of the Sunday visit. Little Tom was commented upon as to health and growth and freckles and family resemblance; and when he strayed out-of-doors, after such an early dinner as only a growing boy can make vanish with the enchanters wand of his appetite, the two women indulged in a good talk.

I dont know how you viewed it, this morning, began Cousin Corbell; but, to my eyes, the minister looked as if he felt cheap as a broom. There, I never was one o his worshipers, you well know. To speak plain, Elizy, I was really concerned at one time for fear you would be over-persuaded. I never said one word to warp your judgment, but I did feel as if twould be a shame. I -

But Miss Peck was not ready yet to join the opposition, and she interrupted at once in an amiable but decided tone. Well let by-gones be by-gones; its just as well, and a good deal better. Mr. Elbury always treated me the best he knew how; and I knew he want perfect, but twas full as much his misfortune as his fault. I declare I dont know what else there was he could ha done if he hadnt taken to preaching; and he has very kind feelings, specially if any ones in trouble. Talk of leading about captive silly women, there are some cases where weve got to turn round and say it right the other way - tis the silly women that do the leadin themselves. And I tell you, concluded Miss Peck, with apparent irrelevancy, I was glad last night to have a good honest look at a yellow sunset. If ever I do go and set my mind on a minister, Im going to hunt for one thats well settled in a hill parish. I used to feel as if I was shut right in, there at the parsonage; its a good house enough, if it only stood where you could see anything out of the windows. I cant carry out my plans o life in any such situation.

I expect to hear that youve blown right off the top o your hill some o these windy days, said Mrs. Corbell, without resentment, though she was very dependent, herself, upon seeing the passing.

The church bell began to ring, and our friends rose to put on their bonnets and answer its summons. Miss Pecks practical mind revolved the possibility of there having been a decent noonday meal at the parsonage. Maria Corbell! she said, with dramatic intensity, mark what Im goin to say - it aint I thats goin to reap the whirlwind; its your pastor, the Reverend Mr. Elbury, of the First Parish!


MISS TEMPYS WATCHERS.
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THE TIME OF year was April; the place was a small farming town in New Hampshire, remote from any railroad. One by one the lights had been blown out in the scattered houses near Miss Tempy Dents; but as her neighbors took a last look out-of-doors, their eyes turned with instinctive curiosity toward the old house, where a lamp burned steadily. They gave a little sigh. Poor Miss Tempy! said more than one bereft acquaintance; for the good woman lay dead in her north chamber, and the light was a watchers light. The funeral was set for the next day, at one oclock.

The watchers were two of the oldest friends, Mrs. Crowe and Sarah Ann Binson. They were sitting in the kitchen, because it seemed less awesome than the unused best room, and they beguiled the long hours by steady conversation. One would think that neither topics nor opinions would hold out, at that rate, all through the long spring night; but there was a certain degree of excitement just then, and the two women had risen to an unusual level of expressiveness and confidence. Each had already told the other more than one fact that she had determined to keep secret; they were again and again tempted into statements that either would have found impossible by daylight. Mrs. Crowe was knitting a blue yarn stocking for her husband; the foot was already so long that it seemed as if she must have forgotten to narrow it at the proper time. Mrs. Crowe knew exactly what she was about, however; she was of a much cooler disposition than Sister Binson, who made futile attempts at some sewing, only to drop her work into her lap whenever the talk was most engaging.

Their faces were interesting, — of the dry, shrewd, quick-witted New England type, with thin hair twisted neatly back out of the way. Mrs. Crowe could look vague and benignant, and Miss Binson was, to quote her neighbors, a little too sharp-set; but the world knew that she had need to be, with the load she must carry of supporting an inefficient widowed sister and six unpromising and unwilling nieces and nephews.

The eldest boy was at last placed with a good man to learn the masons trade. Sarah Ann Binson, for all her sharp, anxious aspect, never defended herself, when her sister whined and fretted. She was told every week of her life that the poor children never would have had to lift a finger if their father had lived, and yet she had kept her steadfast way with the little farm, and patiently taught the young people many useful things, for which, as everybody said, they would live to thank her. However pleasureless her life appeared to outward view, it was brimful of pleasure to herself.

Mrs. Crowe, on the contrary, was well to do, her husband being a rich farmer and an easy-going man. She was a stingy woman, but for all that she looked kindly; and when she gave away anything, or lifted a finger to help anybody, it was thought a great piece of beneficence, and a compliment, indeed, which the recipient accepted with twice as much gratitude as double the gift that came from a poorer and more generous acquaintance. Everybody liked to be on good terms with Mrs. Crowe. Socially she stood much higher than Sarah Ann Binson. They were both old schoolmates and friends of Temperance Dent, who had asked them, one day, not long before she died, if they would not come together and look after the house, and manage everything, when she was gone. She may have had some hope that they might become closer friends in this period of intimate partnership, and that the richer woman might better understand the burdens of the poorer. They had not kept the house the night before; they were too weary with the care of their old friend, whom they had not left until all was over.

There was a brook which ran down the hillside very near the house, and the sound of it was much louder than usual. When there was silence in the kitchen, the busy stream had a strange insistence in its wild voice, as if it tried to make the watchers understand something that related to the past.

I declare, I cant begin to sorrow for Tempy yet. I am so glad to have her at rest, whispered Mrs. Crowe. It is strange to set here without her, but I cant make it clear that she has gone. I feel as if she had got easy and dropped off to sleep, and Im more scared about waking her up than knowing any other feeling.

Yes, said Sarah Ann, its just like that, aint it? But I tell you we are goin to miss her worse than we expect. Shes helped me through with many a trial, has Temperance. I aint the only one who says the same, neither.

These words were spoken as if there were a third person listening; somebody beside Mrs. Crowe. The watchers could not rid their minds of the feeling that they were being watched themselves. The spring wind whistled in the window crack, now and then, and buffeted the little house in a gusty way that had a sort of companionable effect. Yet, on the whole, it was a very still night, and the watchers spoke in a half-whisper.

She was the freest-handed woman that ever I knew, said Mrs. Crowe, decidedly. According to her means, she gave away more than anybody. I used to tell her t want right. I used really to be afraid that she went without too much, for we have a duty to ourselves.

Sister Binson looked up in a half-amused, unconscious way, and then recollected herself.

Mrs. Crowe met her look with a serious face. It aint so easy for me to give as it is for some, she said simply, but with an effort which was made possible only by the occasion. I should like to say, while Tempy is laying here yet in her own house, that she has been a constant lesson to me. Folks are too kind, and shame me with thanks for what I do. I aint such a generous woman as poor Tempy was, for all she had nothin to do with, as one may say.

Sarah Binson was much moved at this confession, and was even pained and touched by the unexpected humility. You have a good many calls on you — she began, and then left her kind little compliment half finished.

Yes, yes, but Ive got means enough. My dispositions more of a cross to me as I grow older, and I made up my mind this morning that Tempys example should be my pattern henceforth. She began to knit faster than ever.

T aint no use to get morbid: thats what Tempy used to say herself, said Sarah Ann, after a minutes silence. Aint it strange to say used to say? and her own voice choked a little. She never did like to hear folks git goin about themselves.

T was only because theyre apt to do it so as other folks will say t wasnt so, an praise em up, humbly replied Mrs. Crowe, and that aint my object. There want a child but what Tempy set herself to work to see what she could do to please it. One time my brothers folks had been stopping here in the summer, from Massachusetts. The children was all little, and they broke up a sight of toys, and left em when they were going away. Tempy come right up after they rode by, to see if she couldnt help me set the house to rights, and she caught me just as I was going to fling some of the clutter into the stove. I was kind of tired out, starting em off in season. Oh, give me them! says she, real pleading; and she wropped em up and took em home with her when she went, and she mended em up and stuck em together, and made some young one or other happy with every blessed one. Youd thought Id done her the biggest favor. No thanks to me. I should ha burnt em, Tempy, says I.

Some of em came to our house, I know, said Miss Binson. Shed take a lot o trouble to please a child, stead o shoving of it out o the way, like the rest of us when were drove.

I can tell you the biggest thing she ever give, and I dont know s theres anybody left but me to tell it. I dont want it forgot, Sarah Binson went on, looking up at the clock to see how the night was going. It was that pretty-looking Trevor girl, who taught the Corners school, and married so well afterwards, out in New York State. You remember her, I dare say?

Certain, said Mrs. Crowe, with an air of interest.

She was a splendid scholar, folks said, and give the school a great start; but shed overdone herself getting her education, and working to pay for it, and she all broke down one spring, and Tempy made her come and stop with her a while, — you remember that? Well, she had an uncle, her mothers brother, out in Chicago, who was well off and friendly, and used to write to Lizzie Trevor, and I dare say make her some presents; but he was a lively, driving man, and didnt take time to stop and think about his folks. He hadnt seen her since she was a little girl. Poor Lizzie was so pale and weakly that she just got through the term o school. She looked as if she was just going straight off in a decline. Tempy, she cosseted her up a while, and then, next thing folks knew, she was tellin round how Miss Trevor had gone to see her uncle, and meant to visit Niagary Falls on the way, and stop over night. Now I happened to know, in ways I wont dwell on to explain, that the poor girl was in debt for her schoolin when she come here, and her last quarters pay had just squared it off at last, and left her without a cent ahead, hardly; but it had fretted her thinking of it, so she paid it all; they might have dunned her that she owed it to. An I taxed Tempy about the girls goin off on such a journey till she owned up, rather n have Lizzie blamed, that shed given her sixty dollars, same s if she was rolling in riches, and sent her off to have a good rest and vacation.

Sixty dollars! exclaimed Mrs. Crowe. Tempy only had ninety dollars a year that came in to her; rest of her livin she got by helpin about, with what she raised off this little piece o ground, sand one side an clay the other. An how often Ive heard her tell, years ago, that shed rather see Niagary than any other sight in the world!

The women looked at each other in silence; the magnitude of the generous sacrifice was almost too great for their comprehension.

She was just poor enough to do that! declared Mrs. Crowe at last, in an abandonment of feeling. Say what you may, I feel humbled to the dust, and her companion ventured to say nothing. She never had given away sixty dollars at once, but it was simply because she never had it to give. It came to her very lips to say in explanation, Tempy was so situated; but she checked herself in time, for she would not break in upon her own loyal guarding of her dependent household.

Folks say a great deal of generosity, and this ones being public-sperited, and that one free-handed about giving, said Mrs. Crowe, who was a little nervous in the silence. I suppose we cant tell the sorrow it would be to some folks not to give, same s t would be to me not to save. I seem kind of made for that, as if t was what Id got to do. I should feel sights better about it if I could make it evident what I was savin for. If I had a child, now, Sarah Ann, and her voice was a little husky, if I had a child, I should think I was heapin of it up because he was the one trained by the Lord to scatter it again for good. But heres Crowe and me, we cant do anything with money, and both of us like to keep things same s theyve always been. Now Priscilla Dance was talking away like a mill-clapper, week before last. Shed think I would go right off and get one o them new-fashioned gilt-and-white papers for the best room, and some new furniture, an a marble-top table. And I looked at her, all struck up. Why, says I, Priscilla, that nice old velvet paper aint hurt a mite. I shouldnt feel t was my best room without it. Danel says t is the first thing he can remember rubbin his little baby fingers on to it, and how splendid he thought them red roses was. I maintain, continued Mrs. Crowe stoutly, that folks wastes sights o good money doin just such foolish things. Tearin out the insides o meetin-houses, and fixin the pews different; t was good enough as t was with mendin; then times come, an they want to put it all back same s t was before.

This touched upon an exciting subject to active members of that parish. Miss Binson and Mrs. Crowe belonged to opposite parties, and had at one time come as near hard feelings as they could, and yet escape them. Each hastened to speak of other things and to show her untouched friendliness.

I do agree with you, said Sister Binson, that few of us know what use to make of money, beyond every-day necessities. Youve seen more o the world than I have, and know whats expected. When it comes to taste and judgment about such things, I ought to defer to others; and with this modest avowal the critical moment passed when there might have been an improper discussion.

In the silence that followed, the fact of their presence in a house of death grew more clear than before. There was something disturbing in the noise of a mouse gnawing at the dry boards of a closet wall near by. Both the watchers looked up anxiously at the clock; it was almost the middle of the night, and the whole world seemed to have left them alone with their solemn duty. Only the brook was awake.

Perhaps we might give a look up-stairs now, whispered Mrs. Crowe, as if she hoped to hear some reason against their going just then to the chamber of death; but Sister Binson rose, with a serious and yet satisfied countenance, and lifted the small lamp from the table. She was much more used to watching than Mrs. Crowe, and much less affected by it. They opened the door into a small entry with a steep stairway; they climbed the creaking stairs, and entered the cold upper room on tiptoe. Mrs. Crowes heart began to beat very fast as the lamp was put on a high bureau, and made long, fixed shadows about the walls. She went hesitatingly toward the solemn shape under its white drapery, and felt a sense of remonstrance as Sarah Ann gently, but in a business-like way, turned back the thin sheet.

Seems to me she looks pleasanter and pleasanter, whispered Sarah Ann Binson impulsively, as they gazed at the white face with its wonderful smile. To-morrow t will all have faded out. I do believe they kind of wake up a day or two after they die, and its then they go. She replaced the light covering, and they both turned quickly away; there was a chill in this upper room.

T is a great thing for anybody to have got through, aint it? said Mrs. Crowe softly, as she began to go down the stairs on tiptoe. The warm air from the kitchen beneath met them with a sense of welcome and shelter.

I don know why it is, but I feel as near again to Tempy down here as I do up there, replied Sister Binson. I feel as if the air was full of her, kind of. I can sense things, now and then, that she seems to say. Now I never was one to take up with no nonsense of sperits and such, but I declare I felt as if she told me just now to put some more wood into the stove.

Mrs. Crowe preserved a gloomy silence. She had suspected before this that her companion was of a weaker and more credulous disposition than herself. T is a great thing to have got through, she repeated, ignoring definitely all that had last been said. I suppose you know as well as I that Tempy was one that always feared death. Well, its all put behind her now; she knows what t is. Mrs. Crowe gave a little sigh, and Sister Binsons quick sympathies were stirred toward this other old friend, who also dreaded the great change.

Id never like to forgit almost those last words Tempy spoke plain to me, she said gently, like the comforter she truly was. She looked up at me once or twice, that last afternoon after I come to set by her, and let Mis Owen go home; and I says, Can I do anything to ease you, Tempy? and the tears come into my eyes so I couldnt see what kind of a nod she give me. No, Sarah Ann, you cant, dear, says she; and then she got her breath again, and says she, looking at me real meanin, Im only a-gettin sleepier and sleepier; thats all there is, says she, and smiled up at me kind of wishful, and shut her eyes. I knew well enough all she meant. Shed been lookin out for a chance to tell me, and I don know s she ever said much afterwards.

Mrs. Crowe was not knitting; she had been listening too eagerly. Yes, t will be a comfort to think of that sometimes, she said, in acknowledgment.

I know that old Dr. Prince said once, in evenin meetin, that hed watched by many a dyin bed, as we well knew, and enough o his sick folks had been scared o dyin their whole lives through; but when they come to the last, hed never seen one but was willin, and most were glad, to go. T is as natural as bein born or livin on, he said. I dont know what had moved him to speak that night. You know he want in the habit of it, and t was the monthly concert of prayer for foreign missions anyways, said Sarah Ann; but t was a great stay to the mind to listen to his words of experience.

There never was a better man, responded Mrs. Crowe, in a really cheerful tone. She had recovered from her feeling of nervous dread, the kitchen was so comfortable with lamplight and firelight; and just then the old clock began to tell the hour of twelve with leisurely whirring strokes.

Sister Binson laid aside her work, and rose quickly and went to the cupboard. Wed better take a little to eat, she explained. The night will go fast after this. I want to know if you went and made some o your nice cupcake, while you was home to-day? she asked, in a pleased tone; and Mrs. Crowe acknowledged such a gratifying piece of thoughtfulness for this humble friend who denied herself all luxuries. Sarah Ann brewed a generous cup of tea, and the watchers drew their chairs up to the table presently, and quelled their hunger with good country appetites. Sister Binson put a spoon into a small, old-fashioned glass of preserved quince, and passed it to her friend. She was most familiar with the house, and played the part of hostess. Spread some o this on your bread and butter, she said to Mrs. Crowe. Tempy wanted me to use some three or four times, but I never felt to. I know shed like to have us comfortable now, and would urge us to make a good supper, poor dear.

What excellent preserves she did make! mourned Mrs. Crowe. None of us has got her light hand at doin things tasty. She made the most o everything, too. Now, she only had that one old quince-tree down in the far corner of the piece, but shed go out in the spring and tend to it, and look at it so pleasant and kind of expect the old thorny thing into bloomin.

She was just the same with folks, said Sarah Ann. And shed never git moren a little apernful o quinces, but shed have every mite o goodness out o those, and set the glasses up onto her best-room closet shelf, so pleased. T want but a week ago to-morrow mornin I fetched her a little taste o jelly in a teaspoon; and she says Thank ye, and took it, an the minute she tasted it she looked up at me as worried as could be. Oh, I dont want to eat that, says she. I always keep that in case o sickness. Youre goin to have the good o one tumbler yourself, says I. Id just like to know whos sick now, if you aint! An she couldnt help laughin, I spoke up so smart. Oh, dear me, how I shall miss talkin over things with her! She always sensed things, and got just the pint you meant.

She didnt begin to age until two or three years ago, did she? asked Mrs. Crowe. I never saw anybody keep her looks as Tempy did. She looked young long after I begun to feel like an old woman. The doctor used to say t was her young heart, and I dont know but what he was right. How she did do for other folks! There was one spell she wasnt at home a day to a fortnight. She got most of her livin so, and that made her own potatoes and things last her through. None o the young folks could get married without her, and all the old ones was disappointed if she want round when they was down with sickness and had to go. An cleanin, or tailorin for boys, or rug-hookin, — there was nothin but what she could do as handy as most. I do love to work, — aint you heard her say that twenty times a week?

Sarah Ann Binson nodded, and began to clear away the empty plates. We may want a taste o somethin more towards mornin, she said. Theres plenty in the closet here; and in case some comes from a distance to the funeral, well have a little table spread after we get back to the house.

Yes, I was busy all the mornin. Ive cooked up a sight o things to bring over, said Mrs. Crowe. I felt t was the last I could do for her.

They drew their chairs near the stove again, and took up their work. Sister Binsons rocking-chair creaked as she rocked; the brook sounded louder than ever. It was more lonely when nobody spoke, and presently Mrs. Crowe returned to her thoughts of growing old.

Yes, Tempy aged all of a sudden. I remember I asked her if she felt as well as common, one day, and she laughed at me good. There, when Danel begun to look old, I couldnt help feeling as if somethin ailed him, and like as not t was somethin he was goin to git right over, and I dosed him for it stiddy, half of one summer.

How many things we shall be wanting to ask Tempy! exclaimed Sarah Ann Binson, after a long pause. I cant make up my mind to doin without her. I wish folks could come back just once, and tell us how t is where theyve gone. Seems then we could do without em better. 

The brook hurried on, the wind blew about the house now and then; the house itself was a silent place, and the supper, the warm fire, and an absence of any new topics for conversation made the watchers drowsy. Sister Binson closed her eyes first, to rest them for a minute; and Mrs. Crowe glanced at her compassionately, with a new sympathy for the hard-worked little woman. She made up her mind to let Sarah Ann have a good rest, while she kept watch alone; but in a few minutes her own knitting was dropped, and she, too, fell asleep. Overhead, the pale shape of Tempy Dent, the outworn body of that generous, loving-hearted, simple soul, slept on also in its white raiment. Perhaps Tempy herself stood near, and saw her own life and its surroundings with new understanding. Perhaps she herself was the only watcher.

Later, by some hours, Sarah Ann Binson woke with a start. There was a pale light of dawn outside the small windows. Inside the kitchen, the lamp burned dim. Mrs. Crowe awoke, too.

I think Tempy d be the first to say t was just as well we both had some rest, she said, not without a guilty feeling.

Her companion went to the outer door, and opened it wide. The fresh air was none too cold, and the brooks voice was not nearly so loud as it had been in the midnight darkness. She could see the shapes of the hills, and the great shadows that lay across the lower country. The east was fast growing bright.

T will be a beautiful day for the funeral, she said, and turned again, with a sigh, to follow Mrs. Crowe up the stairs. The world seemed more and more empty without the kind face and helpful hands of Tempy Dent.


A VILLAGE SHOP.

I.
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MADAM JAFFREY IN her later years always sat at one of her front parlor windows in the winter afternoons. But one day, many years ago, she was not there, and passers-by missed her kindly greeting or the smiling nod of invitation with which she was apt to favor her intimate acquaintances. One could not help being uneasy at her absence; she was an older woman than her years and like a piece of her own frail china. She had seen much trouble, but there never was a braver heart.

As you went by on the flagstoned pavement, you could see the south parlor at a glance. The delightful old-fashioned room was flooded with sunlight. If you lingered for a moment, you could look through and beyond the room itself, and see the old garden pear-trees whose fruit all Grafton knew. Where could Madam Jaffrey be? and where was Miss Esther Jaffrey this February afternoon?

The two ladies are sitting in an upper chamber together, and suffering the first pangs of a great disappointment. All Grafton knows the story of their pinching economies, and the cheerful sacrifice of their own comfort, and that these have been reckoned as nothing in their pride and joy at furthering the interests of Leonard Jaffrey, the only son and last hope of his house and name. Perhaps if the good unworldly women had known the increased expense of a college education, as compared with the prim figures in ancient family account books, they would have lacked courage for even this darling project of their hearts, but from the time of the boys babyhood there had never been any question of his being sent to Harvard College. The Jaffrey men had all been graduates. Famous old Marlborough Jaffrey, the first of them in the colonies, was an Oxford student who forsook his scholars gown for a new-world enterprise, and though money grew scarcer as the last of his grandsons grew older, the brave ladies looked forward hopefully to the days when their sacrifices would be returned to them four-fold. They thought of Leonard Jaffreys ancestry as if it were a solvent bank of distinctions and emoluments in which he had a noble credit account. If he could not represent the actual wealth of old Marlborough, — for this, in their poverty, might have been most alluring, — he could at least reëmbody the shade of his grandfather, the great jurist, or, failing him, there had been well-salaried and devout clergymen. His own father had chosen this career lovingly and died young, but already famous; in the collateral branches of the family tree hung plenty of well-ripened fruit. But it appeared sometimes as if Leonard had descended not from these but from some less worthy infusion of sap; some heedless alliance which had been quickly overlooked and ignored had yet left its corrupting and perverting influence in the Jaffrey blood. This young scholar was a very Jaffrey to look at; you could make up his somewhat characterless face from the features of the family portraits — a nose here, an eye-brow there, a lock of waving brown hair from his wistful-eyed father in gown and bands. Yet he had not the spirit of the Jaffreys, this Leonard who was the last of them, and it was only in sad and disheartened reveries that his sister was forced to acknowledge this melancholy deficiency. If she had been the son! she often said to herself with a surging thrill of pride and daring. If she had been the son how she could work and win her way, and not be the least of those who had borne the Jaffrey name unsullied! But she was only a woman, and the Jaffreys were more provincial than they used to be — a Jaffrey of Grafton could not lead public opinion in unfeminine directions; she was not a social reformer but fiercely conservative at heart. She had denied herself everything that could be denied, but treated her mother like a queen in exile, and so with sinking heart and dwindling hopes they came at last to this day when a letter had arrived from Leonard to say that he had finally forsaken any intention of exercising his profession. His general studies would more than fill his time, and he had conscientious scruples against preaching the dogmas of the faith in which he had been reared and trained. And the two women knew that there was to be no such thing as persuading him to change his mind. The Jaffreys had always won their fame by their power of decision. Leonard had said I will not! and could hang back with all the steadfastness with which his ancestors had said I will! and then pushed forward to their goals.

Now the acknowledgment must be made that he had disappointed all hopes from the first. From the day that Miss Jaffrey with eager, elder-sisterly forethought had looked through the list of his classmates and rejoiced to find a Quincy, a Boylston, a Winthrop, or a Gardiner, and gladly planned for the resuming of old family alliances and friendship, only to find her brother uninterested and even reluctant; from the day when she sadly acknowledged that Leonard saw the world through strange eyes and was indifferent to the old home standards, she had been driven back inch by inch to the very stronghold of her opinions. She only held to her own instincts and the Jaffrey code all the more fiercely because there was a traitor on the very throne. Something must be allowed for the natural rebellion of a young man to petticoat government, but the fact remained that Leonard Jaffrey was indifferent to worldly honor, careless of the worlds needs or its demands, in no wise public-spirited, and a strange bird altogether to have been hatched in the ambitious Jaffrey nest.

Fortunately the already aged and fading mother was not forced to stay long in this world to bewail the blasting of her hopes, and make futile excuses for her wrong-headed boy. By the time he came home from his theological school with a collection of miscellaneous volumes for which he must have practiced economies only second in severity to those which had kept him a student at all, Madam Jaffrey had but time to see him once or twice in her darkened room; to whisper that she forgave him her disappointment and respected his conscientiousness. Leonard vaguely understood these expressions, but her death, touched him deeply. Let us hope that he regretted his inability to win either gain or glory to lay at her feet, and saw at last in one swift flash of light, his own torpor, and the burden he had let this patient mother carry. He was only made more silent by the loss and change in his home, and there was a more impenetrable barrier than ever set up between him and his sister Esther. She was the eldest of a large family of children of whom all had died but Leonard and herself, and their relationship was somehow unequal; not that of a brother and sister who have constantly seen life from somewhere near the same angle. He was only too well aware of her noble rectitude and loyalty and her uncommon powers of mind, even of her good looks, which seemed to increase instead of paling with the march of years — but he felt her generosity like a chain of steel, and the memory of her sacrifices and her opinion of his course burnt him like living coals. Perhaps he thought it wiser not to undertake a career in which he foresaw inevitable failure, perhaps it was simply that the natural indolence and love of a book-worms life filled his whole horizon. He went away directly after his mothers funeral, for he could bear neither the sight of the empty rooms, nor the weight of his sisters stately courtesy, which only covered that sullen disapproval of himself that lay beneath. But to this sister he was still a Jaffrey, and however carefully she avoided meeting his eyes, she was able to speak of him serenely to her acquaintances, and to acknowledge without hesitation that he intended to lead the life of a student henceforth, and instead of following his profession had decided to become a man of letters. She liked to repeat the words, a man of letters; yes, Leonard was a Jaffrey and had a Jaffreys right. But those who knew the household best puzzled their brains to know by what means it was to be sustained. The Jaffrey lands had shrunk to the limits of the old pear-tree garden and a strip of decaying wharf-property by the river; the Jaffrey fortune had been spent almost to the last farthing in uncomplaining furtherance of the scholars welfare. Here he was, stranded in the old house with as much energy as a barnacle, looking already close upon middle-age from his lack of physical activity; the most unproductive man of letters in New England, with no apparent value either social or commercial. A step farther and he would only have become what the canny Scotsmen call a stickit minister.

II.

There were enough of the old people left in Grafton twenty or thirty years ago to suffer an acute attack of pain and misgiving, when the news was whispered to and fro under the elms that Miss Esther Jaffrey intended to keep a ladies shop. The immediate reason for it was so aggravating that a great deal of unkind comment flew about the indignant town; there was an unusual visiting from house to house, and some of Miss Jaffreys own friends were heard to say sorrowfully that it would be more than they could bear to see her stand to serve them behind the counter. Her grandfather the judges office, her granduncles ministerial study; her own fathers study, and the place that knew his youthful hopes, the writing of his famous and saintly sermons, and the burning of much midnight oil; what a degradation it seemed to put the old room to this new use. Besides this, had it not been the counting-room of Marlborough Jaffrey, the great colonial merchant? Here he had kept the papers of those busy two hundred-ton ships which had earned his fortune; here he lived his long and noted life, and defied wind and weather, time and tide, as he pushed forward his bold enterprises through half a score of distant seas. From the small-paned windows he could look far down the broad tide-river which seemed to dutifully dispatch its lazy waters toward the ocean and draw them back again twice a day in deference to his fleet of packets and gundalows, deep-laden with their out-bound or incoming cargoes. Those were rich and glorious days for Grafton, but nobody had made any money since. Not only the merchants own descendants but everybody else had lived on the remains of their ancient fortunes, except for the yearly produce of the farms and a barely sufficient local system of petty commerce. The farms, the few large houses in the village, even the high-steepled church itself, had been paid for with money that had come in the Jaffrey ships. But it is long since anybody had chosen the business of sailor — there are only a few slippery old sticks of oak timber left in the river-mud, and the fortunes have all dwindled away. The embargo gave a killing blow to the prosperity of Grafton, and spendthrifts and foolish men and women and the wear of time have been undermining the once secure investments ever since. The worst punishment fell upon the towns pride when no sooner had the news been told of a certain Mary Destins giving up her business in small wares, than it was also known that Miss Esther Jaffrey had made definite arrangements to become her successor. Miss Esther Jaffrey, like Hawthornes Miss Pyncheon had become reduced to the keeping of a shop. The bulwarks of social safety were broken down, and public opinion was ready to reproach the former owner of the business, since it was vaguely believed that if Mary Destin had not planned to go westward to live with a married sister, this catastrophe would have been averted. Her good sense in making the change was loudly questioned; there was a general feeling as if she had somehow involved anothers ruin, that she ought to have remained in her own lot and place.

III.

Since we looked in at the parlor windows many things have happened, but there is no apparent difference in the room itself except that Madam Jaffrey has gone away. It is two weeks now since she died, and they have been two bitterly anxious weeks to the lonely daughter who has seen the small hours of nearly every night, and has wondered what her future could be until her brain has been fairly burning, and her eyes fixed wide open in a sleeplessness that seemed to drain her very soul of its strength. Nobody knew her sorrows now, save herself; there was no longer any incentive for keeping them back lest some one else might sorrow the more. She had nobody to keep cheerful for now, since her mother died. Loyal Betty, the one maid-servant, was dim and dull of wits, except in her own province, and she and Miss Jaffrey plodded their frugal way together with little conscious thought of each other. Bettys hero was Mr. Leonard, and yet she was taught by instinct to be silent about him before her younger mistress, even in the days when Madam Jaffrey took joy in telling of his poor triumphs and that noble future apparently now more remote than ever. Betty had been a great resource to the boys mother; Betty saw no reason why the most improbable successes might not come to pass.

The house seemed very much too large nowadays, and it was a poor mockery when it was set in order, as if for guests, during the early summer. Some of the furnishings were already threadbare, but the old timbers were live-hearted, and the long purses of its earlier inhabitants had shaped it with the soundest and best wood and fabric of their day. Little need be spent on it for years to come, but this was a starved and sorry life compared with the earlier abundance, the luxury, the cheerful company, the busy maids and men of an earlier time. Just when the need of getting into debt came now like a crouching tiger into Esther Jaffreys well-trodden path, the deliverance was also there, a melancholy alternative, but welcomed by her with all a Jaffreys pride in independence and self-respect. It was indeed sad to think of shop-keeping at her age, and under the shadow of her family tree, but it would be much sadder to have no shop to keep, no way to look for deliverance from her poverty. Before the good people of Grafton had ceased gasping, and had half reviewed the resources of friends, and fitting employments which surely belonged to their leader, the goods of Mary Destin had become those of Esther Jaffrey, and the small projecting room next the sunny parlor which had been counting-house and study by turns — this historic room which opened handily to the street was insulted by a stained wood counter and meagre show-cases, with boxes of thread and needles, and whalebone and edgings and all the minor wares that home-keeping women need in their daily work of mending and making. Miss Jaffreys shop! would it ever seem right to say it — could one ever mention its resources unconsciously, or dare to suggest better bargains? Mary Destin was a cheerful gossip and a born tradeswoman; she had gone away contented with the value of an ancient silver-set diamond ring safely pinned into her pocket. And yet Miss Jaffrey had not ceased to be a lady because she had begun to keep a shop. As one woman after another ventured in to make a necessary purchase after the first awed week, they found her more friendly and sympathetic than ever. She was ready to talk across the counter, to take a bit off her prices when she heard a lofty hint of the article being too expensive. She only listened with wistful eagerness when a story was told that a former resident of Grafton had given the old town a vast sum of money for a public library. The Jaffreys day was almost over, but no jealousy of any new patrons seemed to be in her generous heart. In fact Miss Jaffrey now first became really known to some of the Grafton people who had wished through envy and conscious inferiority to take pennyworths out of her high reputation. They could not help being pleased with her lovely bearing, and her serene acceptance of her altered fortunes. And so the enterprise of her later life began with the sympathy and blessing of all who knew her. The familiar white-lettered black boxes of ships papers that had belonged to rich old Marlborough Jaffrey were still perched in line on a high upper shelf that corniced the room. All his descendants had been proud to keep them there. Ship Esther, Brig Marlborough, Brig Brasenose, Ship Palatine, Ship Pactolus; how well Miss Jaffrey knew the long row; they were almost like funereal coffers that held the ashes of her ancestors.

During the second week after the shop was opened Mr. Leonard Jaffrey came home. He had already sent some of his books, and dimly expected to find them neatly placed on the shelves; now he brought more, and as he drew near the old house he looked with eagerness at the study windows as if there must be his true home henceforth. He had already planned the disposition of his treasures with rare enthusiasm; but he was suddenly aware of strange shapes and colors behind the familiar small panes. Could Esther have let the room to a stranger? He grew dizzy for a moment with uncharacteristic wrath, then he was smitten, let us hope, with regret. When the trunks were carried into the wide hall, and he stood uncertain what to do, feeling for once the weak man he was from his lack of force and strange inadequacy, Miss Jaffrey made her appearance. She was singularly gentle toward him, indeed was not she his protector and defender, had not she solved the puzzling problem of their being clothed and fed? And the sister and brother kissed each other with a softening remembrance of the mother who had loved them both and been patient with them, and from that day forward the shop was never discussed, or in any way berated.

IV.

It sometimes appeared as if nature had destined Leonard Jaffrey for a reservoir of learning. He was absolutely without any original thoughts or gifts, he was unproductive from the beginning, yet with unquenched appetite he devoured the wisdom and imagination that were stored between his book covers. Unsated, unflagging, unforeseeing, he became at last a perfectly unavailable treasury of other peoples knowledge, like some lake that has no outlet. Yet there surely must have been an invisible exhauster of his hoards to correspond to the lakes evaporations; not speech, for he grew silent and withdrew more and more into himself as years went by. Miss Jaffrey was much the gainer by her increased facility for intercourse with all sorts and conditions of women, but the brother seemed to have let his individuality ooze out to the dry pages of his books as if they were a species of treacherous blotting paper, and destined in time to completely absorb him. He never asked his sister for money, but she spared him what she could. Was not that one cause of the shop? Sometimes he looked at her very wistfully as he put the price of her self-sacrifice slowly into his pocket, and vaguely called up a feeble ghost of his purpose to more than make things up to her by and by. But when his pockets clung together for very leanness, and some longed-for pile of dusty volumes was slipping out of his grasp with every hour, he even found himself greedily gazing at the shining silver tea-service of which he and Miss Esther were the sole heirs. Packed away in the sideboard were useless porringers and tankards — yes, he was quite capable of selling the whole of the Jaffrey plate in these moments of anguish and limitation. He was a book-miser at last. It was a mercy that he lived in Grafton, for the vicinity of book-stores and ragged companies of volumes on corner stalls of the great towns would either have made him mad or a hardened offender against justice.

As the years slipped by he gained some little reputation as a scholar, quite unworthily, for he was too firmly grafted into his position as idle accumulator and reader to exercise his stunted powers of thought. He was only a personified memory with no gift at combination and association; an encyclopædia, a very rag-bag of true and worthless knowledge; and the easy life which made no continuous demands upon him seemed to hold no inspiration in any of its lights or shadows. The library slowly grew, the man himself really dwindled, yet he was thought a much wiser and more awesome person than the resolute and gentle sister who kept her petty shop as intently as that famous grandfather had managed his shipping. She was secretly glad to spend what energy she could upon the slow little business, and tried to fancy that she was by nature a business woman. Yet she at first insisted upon the old family custom of reading aloud, and so upon sharing as much of her brothers evenings as possible. Sometimes she was interrupted, but as a rule her own evening leisure was respected, and the solitary lamp on the shop counter hinted that no errands except those of urgent necessity were expected or provided for.

If the brother was glad that their mother had not lived to be wounded by the sound of the tinkling shop-bell, Miss Jaffrey was rejoiced that she had never been forced to surrender all hope of her sons gaining distinction. But toleration and good breeding kept a harmonious atmosphere in the old house, and on summer Sundays, when there were strangers in the village, admiring neighbors still pointed out Mr. and Miss Jaffrey as the most interesting figures in the congregation.

For a long time there was little change in the quiet old village, but there came a day when everybody acknowledged that Grafton was waking up. It has already been hinted that a large sum of money was left in trust for the building of a public library. The old academy, well endowed and famous along the line of its earlier history, seemed to take a new lease of life, and as in days of the past, a successful teacher drew round him the brightest boys and girls of the neighboring towns. There were more and more people, too, who discovered the beauties of the wide tidal river and its wooded banks; and from the neighboring resorts on the seashore near by, increasing numbers of summer idlers came inland like birds of passage to linger for a while in the shade of the great Grafton elms. The time-honored repose of the village seemed permanently broken, and not the least attractive figure was this stately Miss Jaffrey who had achieved the dignity of self-sacrifice in willingly supporting her learned brother. It was considered a true romance when the village people discovered this aspect of the shopkeeping through the help of others. They were delightfully eager to enlarge upon the old-time majesty of the Jaffreys and the slow succession of its assailments. Lookers-on could only guess at the self-denial which made it possible for the dear lady to do her part in giving for the good of church or state, or to carry forward, even in simplest fashion the old-time hospitalities and generosities of the house. But what she gave she gave royally, and with that cheerfulness which the Lord himself loves. The bright young people were a great pleasure to gray-haired, dignified Miss Esther, as they went flitting about the streets in their gay gowns, or lingered in her shop with sweet sympathetic looks. Some found their way into the parlor and learned to know the rest of the fine old house, and were even graciously entertained at tea to their hearts delight and admiration. More than one descendant of the houses old acquaintances carried away to Boston a glowing description of this fine gentlewoman, in her nobly equipped dwelling, and the pathetic unworthy business of her life. The brother did not lose charm from the fact that he was seldom seen and was still in middle life, with the manly beauty of the painted Jaffreys on the walls. But as winter took the place of summer, and these gay guests disappeared like butterflies, the village seemed more familiar again, and as if it had turned over for another nap. The walls of the new library were rising, Miss Jaffrey liked to hear the clink of the masons hammers, and one day thought sorrowfully that she was growing old and there was no one to follow herself and Leonard in the Jaffrey house. There was one comfort, he had not gathered his books for nothing, she would urge him to decide to leave them to the town by and by when Death called him away for his sins to a bookless world. She herself had not been worthy the name of Jaffrey, there was no reason why anybody should remember her; but she had kept her house generously and her shop honestly. Perhaps I had to be punished for my pride, she thought, at the wistful remembrance of a proud and hopeful girlhood. The elder ladies of Grafton were fond of saying to each other with gentle emphasis, You know, Miss Jaffrey understands what ladies care for! This was the gift of her ancestry then — a delicate power of selecting linen, cambric, or soft ribbons? Was there, beside, a trained capacity and usable force which some persons of less illustrious descent found themselves without? She was the chief literary authority of the town, though it was acknowledged that her brother was more available for serious questioning. The old-fashioned book-club had its headquarters in the shop, and the best talk and best influence in Grafton resided under Miss Jaffreys roof, — in truth her own ladylike, apologetic little head-dress thatched it in. Yet, alas, there were some new shops now in the new part of the town. Miss Jaffrey had a mere trifle of money for the rainy days of her fast approaching age, and yet she had been careful and wise and self-denying all the way. She was almost proud of the bookworm overhead instead of being indignant with him; she never reproached her brother, it would have broken her heart if he had gone to shopkeeping. Yes, Leonard is man of letters, she used to say with smiling indulgence. One cannot expect business gifts in him with all the rest. She began to dream now of his making a proper marriage. It was partly for this that she planned her summer tea-parties. 

That winter brought new problems. Betty was really old, and for the first time in her life fell ill. Miss Jaffrey overworked herself and had to close the shop for many days together, and at last hired an inadequate young girl to tend it in her place in order to serve Betty, herself. But Betty was only enraged at such officiousness, and the shop was quickly put into dire disorder. Miss Jaffrey was in real distress for a time; but after a while the clouds blew over, and she was left with a miserable fear of the repetition of such dark days. Several of her best patrons and most valued friends had died; time was fast assailing her security as a business woman. What had she to look forward to but dependent poverty, the sharpest sorrow that old age can bring to a woman of her nature. Yet Leonard did not suspect these anxieties. He ate his methodical breakfast and took his methodical walk and made his accurate notes in a clerkly hand, catalogued and re-catalogued his books, and lived his peaceful life. Sometimes he noticed that his sister had changed in outward looks, but it never occurred to him to ask the reason. They walked into church on Sunday with widely different feelings — the womans heart crying for help and, for the second time, driven to despair; the man comfortable, unapprehensive, and ready to quibble with the clergyman about the emphasis of a Greek word or incorrect quotation from one of the early fathers. Miss Jaffrey climbed to the garret once to look at a disused set of heavy mahogany chairs; if worst came to worst, she would write presently to a young summer friend who had delicately suggested her ardent desire to buy such fine old furniture. Leonard would not miss the chairs. As they sat opposite each other at tea-time, Leonard being also a silent sufferer for more books, the tea-urn winked and blinked at first one and then the other, as if conscious of its solid worth. It was secure in the belief that its owners were capable of starving before their empty plates rather than sell it to a stranger.

V.

One winter day a man came driving slowly up the wide Grafton street under the leafless branches of the elms. For some time before there had been no other passerby, and the people who sat at their windows looked out with mingled relief and curiosity at the small old-fashioned sleigh and heavy, slow-stepping horse. It was certainly very dull in Grafton in winter weather, and in a cold clear day like this when the snow on the house roofs refused to melt, as every one said, in the eye of the sun, there was little going abroad. Several house-bound women, eager for something new to think about, flattened their foreheads against the cold window panes to see where John Grant was going. He was a rich farmer from a comfortable home of his own two or three miles below on the river shore, a widower these dozen years, and well known in the village.

Hes turnin up by Miss Jaffreys shop, said one observer. I hope hes goin to buy her out, Im sure. Time was that most all the farmers folks used to trade with her, but theyve been tolled off to the new stores down by the factory, and she must find it dreadful poor pickin. Hard, aint it? but then she might make some effort to keep up with the times, and get some sort o fancy wares.

Miss Jaffrey herself was sitting in her sunny parlor trying to busy herself with some mending; there was little making to do now, the year round. She gladly saw John Grant stop and fasten his horse, then a shadow dimmed her eyes as she laid down her work and went toward the shop to meet him. There was no fire there; for three days she had done almost no business, and she could not waste the firewood. Brief errands could be done in spite of the cold; she would trust to the forbearance of her customers, and she had just been almost congratulating herself that no one had yet appeared. In mild weather the place of business could easily be warmed by the parlor fire, but John Grant might be chilled after his drive. With ready hospitality she only waited until he had knocked the last lump of snow off his sturdy boots and shut the shop door behind him, before she asked him to come into the parlor to warm himself.

The kindly pitying heart of the man grew very sad as he looked at his hostess; standing before her half-empty shelves, he hesitated a minute as if it might be kinder to ignore the cold, then he saw how thin and gray she looked, for the quaint, three-cornered shawl round her thin shoulders was not preventing one shiver after another. He followed her somewhat bashfully into the next room and unbuttoned his coat without speaking, though he bowed with sober dignity as Miss Jaffrey placed a chair for him before the Franklin stove. It was quite another atmosphere in every respect from that in the shop, but while the eyes of the portraits and the presence of a lady were trying at first to his composure, they quickly confirmed him in his secret purpose.

I called to see you on a little private business, Miss Jaffrey, said good, sensible John Grant, after they had decorously considered the weather. I am going to ask a great favor at your hands. Miss Jaffrey looked anxious at first, then relieved. The Jaffreys liked to grant favors much better than to receive them, and she felt strangely at the worlds mercy in these days.

I shall be very glad if I can do anything to serve you, she said, simply.

I hope you will not think I mean to presume too far, the plain man said, with grave deference, and almost courtesy, entirely different from his cheerful farmers manner. You know that I have only one girl at home? She was the baby when her mother died, a little child following me about, hardly above my knee, and I couldnt seem to do without her for long at a time, so I havent taken the thought I should about her education till here she is a young woman. She has taken what schooling she could get in our district, and shes a great hand for story-books, reads everything she can get. And I see all too plain that she shows some lack of womans care. Im well enough off to send her to some o the smart boarding schools, but I cant seem to make up my mind to it. Some young fellowll be picking her off, — this with a wise twinkle of his eye at Miss Jaffrey,— but I mean to keep her while I can. Now, theres this good teacher at the academy and all the chance she really needs. If you could see your way to taking her and giving her a little good advice and letting her have the profit of seeing how a lady like you behaves herself, I should be — well, more obliged to you than Ive got words to say.

There was a moment of silence before Miss Jaffrey gave her answer. The speaker grew a little anxious, and feared that he had been, as he first suggested, presuming. There had long been cordial relations between the Jaffreys and the farm by the river. It was his grandmothers pride to tell how the Madam Jaffrey of her day brought gay parties to eat strawberries and cream, and had once done the gracious favor of showing all her own treasures of china to the admiring farmers wife. Courtesy and mutual regard and dependence there had always been, but this sort of equality, never; and yet the shop and the unstemmed flood of poverty and anxiety remained. The petitioner had truly meant a kindness to Miss Jaffrey as well as a favor to himself; his pretty Nelly was good enough for any household.

Miss Jaffrey turned from the half-moon table where she had been fingering her sewing work in an aimless fashion. I should indeed be very glad to have her come, if shyly, you think she will be contented. We are a sober pair, my brother and I, but he will be able to aid with her studies. I will not try to conceal from you that it will be a great help to me; I have been anxious lately about — but the sentence was never ended. She has a sweet young face.

The fathers heart was quickly touched. He could hardly have told why the simple occasion affected him so much. He had already noticed that the fire was made of chilly bits of the old pear-trees which had been broken by winter winds, and determined to send an honest load of his own whole-hearted rock-maple wood for Nellys benefit as well as the Jaffreys. The certainty of the old houses poverty, and an empty cellar beneath made him warmly resolve to provision it as for a siege. All his generous lavishness should work its will. Miss Jaffreys grandfather, the judge, had saved his own grandfather from ruin, and he ought to have been seeing what he could do for this poor lady in her pinched housekeeping. It was hard to come down from a delightful level of talk about Nellys needs and prospects and insistence upon paying a good price for board in view of her rare advantages, but at last, when the interview was ended, John Grant bought Miss Jaffreys entire stock of fine handkerchiefs by way of a gift for his daughter. It was such bleak weather in the shop that he tried to shorten the process of sale by stuffing them into his deep coat pocket, but Miss Jaffrey insisted upon wrapping them with proper precision and figuring their cost on a bit of paper which she would have him audit with care. Her own fingers stiffened all too easily at the least chill. Could it be possible that Miss Jaffrey went hungry now and then to make her scanty larder hold out the longer? Oh, good John Grant, you were an angel that day, in disguise of your worn fur cap and warm, faded old coat with its big buttons! And Miss Jaffrey sat in the winter sunshine and cried as the old sleigh bells jingled away again out of hearing. Now she had surely seen her darkest day, and things could never be so hard and trying again.

In the twilight brother Leonard came down, unusually fretful, because his lamp held no oil, and he had been obliged to lay by his work. Betty told me that we had no more, but I could not send for any, said the patient sister. I have a little money now, however; Mr. Grant has been a good customer.

I do not see any objection, Leonard Jaffrey gave kind assurance, after the new plan had been detailed with not a little apprehension. Nelly Grant has a pretty face like a spring flower, he added, with unexpected sentiment, this elderly bookworm whom nobody suspected of knowing one young parishioner from another in the old Grafton church.

Betty alone was daunted at the prospect. Theres no knowing what work she and her mates will make trapesing through the house, the bent old woman grumbled. I thought t was time to end this playing of keepin shop, she added to herself later. We should all have starved pretty soon, like a nest of frozen mice. An see if I dont hint round an spy if they aint got some o them big pippin apples at the farm, now, that old madam used never to be without. They do make proper dumplings and sliced pies.

VI.

Mr. Leonard Jaffrey stood behind a closed upper window one rainy April day, indulging himself in a fit of complete idleness. His sister still regarded him as a youngish man, but he had long since passed the time when one could justly call him anything but middle-aged. There was a becoming lustre of whitening locks against the original dark brown of his hair, and his complexion was like a girls in its freshness and unmanly absence of any traces of exposure to wind and weather. Student life had evidently agreed with his constitution of body as well as mind. He smiled placidly as he looked out across the brown-budded pear-trees, and noted the hour on the steeple clock of the old academy. Everywhere in Grafton the Jaffreys might be reminded of their ancestors, for the needs of church and state had always been liberally considered as long as there was any money to give. Judge Jaffrey had handsomely endowed the ancient parish, and had given the very steeple clock itself to which his great-grandson now listened as it struck three. It seemed a fitting return of such favors on the part of the family that a poor boy who had grown rich in the western country should have chosen a public library as his monument. Grafton as a town was not especially dependent upon literature, but when the last of the Jaffreys proved to be a scholar, public notice was naturally taken of it, and the old-time favors would now be suitably returned. But the last of the Jaffreys gave the question no definite thought as he cast a sidewise glance at the new librarys roof, and contemptuously reminded himself that there would probably never be a collection of books under it which would afford him much interest. Trivial modern volumes of transient worth were all that his fellow-townspeople might be expected to select. It did not naturally occur to this learned gentleman that his own duty lay in the direction of wise counsel and devoted interest; to him the practical affairs of life or any sense of personal obligation were as foreign as the problems of astronomy to a blind man. Through the recent struggles of his own family life, through years and years while Miss Jaffrey had crept painfully along the narrow path between want and tolerable comfort, he had been as unconscious of her makeshifts and anxieties as if he had been an Indian brave whose round-shouldered squaw existed for nothing but to carry tentpoles on her back, and to provide their necessary food. Yet he was sublimely conscious of much tenderness of heart, and proper interest in the human race. His world was a book world, not peopled with material shapes. While he stood at the window one could not help being struck by the neatness and quaintness of his attire, for the clothes he wore expressed a man who rightfully belonged to an earlier generation. He might have been the despair of a fashionable tailor, with that almost instantaneous process of assimilating his garments to the out-of-date spirit underneath. There was an odor of old leather books about his overcoat when he stood meekly in the Grafton post-office, or conscientiously drifted with the crowd toward the place of voting on town meeting days. As one glanced about the room upon which his back was turned that cloudy afternoon, it presented a curious appearance, and it was impossible not to be reminded of certain shell-fish whose covering thickens with age. No wonder that a suggestion of brown leather bindings followed him in his rare progresses into the outer world, for here there were hundreds shelved in crowded lines, piled in small toppling precipices against the wainscoted walls, and stacked in sliding hillocks here and there on the uncarpeted floor. Leonard Jaffrey himself could find his way among them, even in the dark, like a soft-pawed pussy cat; the noise of a fallen book was the only sound that roused his anger. There was apparent danger for a stray visitor, as if in time this floor and walls of experienced volumes would suddenly close in and stifle the rooms occupant. The mahogany bedstead was furnished with a wooden canopy draped with faded blue damask, and armful after armful of books, for which there was no other lodging, had been stowed away on the top, next the ceiling. The apparent method of reaching them at such an inconvenient height was by climbing the slender, carved mahogany posts, but it would be difficult to fancy the dignified owner sliding carefully down to the floor after a season of reference and review of his celestial authors. A discerning eye might have shrewdly noticed one evil-disposed work which had slipped out from its pile on the burdened tester until it seemed to be wickedly just holding itself back until it could drop fatally upon Mr. Jaffreys head just as he intended to retire for the night. There was truly something evil in the way it bravely held its dangerous weight high in air, or risked the possibility of gathering more dust.

The scholar at the window leaned closer against the sash as if something attracted his attention. Those who were quick enough to look over his shoulder could have caught a glimpse of a young girl who went with flitting step along the sidewalk next the old garden. The fence was unfortunately of solid boarding, and was far from being transparent, even after many years of necessary wear and moss growing. At the top it was cut in sharp points, and the girlish face moved quickly past in full view. The watcher drew back into the shelter of the window shutter, but his face had noticeably brightened. As he went back to his seat beside the table which held his writing materials, it was impossible to resist the suspicion that this was not the first time that he had seen Nelly Grant on her way home from her afternoon lessons at the academy.

A few moments later there was heard the familiar groaning creak of the old front door, and the noise of its decided closing. Mr. Leonard Jaffrey half rose from his wooden arm-chair, which was made altogether of serviceable slender rungs, then he regretfully sank back again with an almost bashful look upon his face. He waited listening intently, but he was not gratified by the sound of approaching footsteps. It seemed as if the mist which had followed an earlier rain were making the old bedroom-library almost too dark and dismal to be borne, and he drummed on the table fretfully with his familiar penholder.

Miss Jaffrey greeted her young housemate with a cordial smile of welcome as she came in, rosy and smiling, from the street. Nelly was very much of a little lady, and, with the help of numerous visits to the farm, had managed to be perfectly happy in the imposing Jaffrey house. She inquired now whether her father had made his appearance while she had been at school, and heard that nothing had been seen of him with hardly a shade of disappointment. I told him to stop for me if he came over this afternoon, she explained; but I dont believe he cares about bringing me back so early in the morning in this rainy weather. She was kneeling on the window-seat and looking eagerly up and down the deserted street. You must go and take off your damp clothes, advised Miss Jaffrey quietly. I dont want to send you home with a cold; but the healthy country-girl only laughed, and made no other reply. What do the school-girls want with so much of that narrow tape? asked the elder woman timidly; for Nelly had fallen into a deep revery, as she still knelt in the window.

Oh, its a notion about a kind of stiff little trimming; they sew it together in pointed patterns. Im sure I never should have patience to do it. Why, have they been here for some? asked the young lodger with eager interest; for she had already learned to share in the satisfaction that followed a day of good sales.

Yes, they came like a flock of pigeons an hour or two ago, answered Miss Jaffrey. I happened to have a box full of narrow tapes put aside, of the very best quality too, and they pounced upon them gladly. I think I have had those little tapes ever since I kept the shop at all — she added by way of reminiscence— dear, dear! how many years it has been now, yet I somehow always think of it as a new thing, and the bell always startles me a little.

I suppose it has been a good deal of company to you, replied Nelly with a vagueness in her tone that implied her intention of changing the subject. Im so confused about my mental philosophy lesson Miss Jaffrey, she announced with sudden bravery. I wonder if Mr. Leonard would explain it a little?

Perhaps you would do as well to wait until the evening now, the mistress answered respectfully. He never likes to be interrupted.

I must study my Latin then, said the girl, with something like a pout. He always says that I may come up at any time, and if he is too busy he will say so. I dont see any sense in mental philosophy, any way. I like things that belong to out-of-doors.

I dare say you are right about asking him now, said Miss Jaffrey after a moments pause. Her brothers learned exposition of the Baconian philosophy the evening before in that pleasant parlor had been to her very dull and unrewarding, but she was only a plain, uninstructed woman whose choice of reading ranged through the humbler level of fiction rather than among the mandates of the philosophers. The young girl gathered her books with alacrity and went up the wide hall-staircase. There was one step that announced her coming by a peculiar creaking sound, and when Leonard Jaffrey heard it, he fairly ran to open his door.

Miss Jaffrey was possessed by an unusual spirit of thankfulness when she was again left alone. Life had been so much easier for them all since Nelly Grant became a member of the household; they all seemed revivified by her fresh young life. She was a mannerly child, surely, and had been so considerate about making extra trouble, and forcing her own companions and personal concerns into undue prominence. It was good for Leonard to have this new interest to draw him away from his books. He really had seemed in excellent spirits of late, and lost the elderly look that he had begun to wear. What an advantage his society is to that girl who knows nothing of the world! thought the admiring sister as she creased down the edges of a collar. Leonard had really for once noticed that he needed a new article of raiment, and had even advised a slight modernizing change in the old collar pattern. Dear, unworldly Miss Esther Jaffrey — where were your womans wits!

In spite of Leonards variation and deflection from his sisters ideal of the last of the Jaffreys, she still looked forward confidently to some less and less possible change. In one of the great camphor-wood packing chests lay a silk Geneva gown of which the folds grew sharper and the texture more limp year by year, but Miss Jaffrey touched it tenderly every spring and fall in her careful housekeeping as if the day might still come when Leonard would soberly deck himself in the ancestral garment. But the Geneva gown had long ago been too narrow for his plump back; it was cut for a slender, dutiful ascetic.

Sometimes Miss Jaffrey folded her hands in her lap and looked at her brother with pleased wonder at his vast learning. She tried to make it real to herself that he could read Greek and Hebrew and was way-wise in the most perplexing by-paths of ancient history. She was blessed with the gift of reverence, was Miss Jaffrey, like many another woman of her generation. She would have found it convenient if Leonard could have bestirred his feeble muscles enough to drive a nail straight or grapple with a rusty screw, but she never reproached him, and learned to use a hammer herself instead. With Nelly Grants veneration for the scholar, her own pride and pleasure bloomed afresh. She was thankful to have her brother get a glimpse of fresh young life; it was in every way desirable to give him a little change from his books and creaking pen.

It was plain that Mr. Leonard Jaffrey himself was by no means averse to such refreshment. He became unwontedly agreeable, and lost a good deal of the dull expression of countenance and heaviness of motion which were the result of a good appetite and dangerous lack of exercise. As the spring days grew longer and brighter, and the snow disappeared and the early frogs piped loud and clear in the river marshes, Nelly besought her tutor and governor to take a walk after tea down the river road. She wanted to talk about her lessons, she said, and she hated to be shut up in the house all the time, now that the pleasant weather had come. It was such tiresome work studying, but she liked to have people tell her things that one ought to know. And Mr. Jaffrey amiably accepted her invitation, and took a stalwart ancestral walking stick from behind the hall door, smiling all the time at Nellys girlish opinions of life.

Somebody jingled the shop door-bell impatiently for the second time and scuffed her feet about on the clean floor, and Miss Jaffrey obeyed the summons as if she were in a dream. She had watched the two figures depart up the street under the budding elms with a strange feeling of bewilderment, as if the air she breathed there at the parlor window held a kind of dull intoxication. She was vaguely afraid that poor little Nelly might grow over-fond of her stately companion, but the fear was driven away during an interview with a loquacious customer. Leonard would gravely discourage any silly feeling that a young girl might have. Miss Jaffrey smiled; for herself she would as soon fall in love with her brothers great dictionary as with himself. With all his worth, he was not her idea of a lover — and the dear soul blushed as if she were as young at heart as Nelly herself. Besides, the Jaffrey dignities sailed as high as the moon over the head of society in general, and Nelly did not even belong to Grafton society, dear fresh-faced little country-girl! The shop-bell jingled again and again. All feminine Grafton seemed to be in need of pins and needles. One or two of the women who lived along the street said meaningly that they had seen Miss Jaffreys brother go by a little while before. But Miss Jaffrey responded with very little interest, as she counted out change or buttons for her curious customers. At that moment the scholar and his young admirer were strolling in the odorous dampness beside a long row of willows made shadowy by the twilight. I get into such a hurry for the flowers to come at this time of the year, said the girl impulsively. To my thought there is no flower so sweet as a youthful face, said Mr. Leonard Jaffrey. You have made a constant spring in our quiet lives. And Nelly blushed as bright as any rose of the June for which she was waiting.

A spirit of eager youth drove away all the shadows and haunting ghosts from the Jaffrey house in that bright May weather. The young girls of the academy flitted in and out of the doorway, at first awed by the atmosphere of stateliness and fading grandeur so foreign to their more prosaic modern lives. Nelly was very popular among her classmates, and had a way of asking them to the farm by twos and threes to spend the Saturdays and holidays of term time. They felt much more at their ease in such surroundings, and secretly admired their hostess because she was so completely unawed and at home with severe Miss Jaffrey and her hermit brother. Miss Jaffrey was patient and affable in her place of business, but it was quite another matter when she rose to receive you in her parlor with that grand manner and simple welcome. The old house was always pleasant in the spring, and its mistress now found herself unusually cheerful and hopeful. She hardly dared to look forward to the time when her young housemate must disappear, not only with her gay young train, but with her generous contribution to the slender revenues of the housekeeping. There was a delightful reminiscence of the past in all the intercourse with the farm. John Grant himself had been reared in all the ancient spirit of respect and even reverence for the Jaffreys, and never ceased to show it or to acknowledge Miss Esthers kindness and condescension to Nelly. But he had a great respect for the Grants, too, and looked upon them as people who never need be ashamed of themselves or their forefathers in any company, being people who paid their debts and did their duty in the place to which it had pleased God to call them. And John Grant the rich farmer and honest selectman of Grafton was as proud of his pretty girl as if she were a princess. He gave himself great credit for having hit on the best of all plans for bringing her social gain and pleasure in her last year at school. He was as fond of the old place as any man could be of his home, and hated the thought of leaving it for a night; but in the early autumn, after the crops were under cover, he meant to take Nelly a journey to New York, perhaps even to Washington and Mount Vernon, that Mecca of every old-fashioned Americans pilgrimage. Once he was for a moment possessed of a glowing thought that it would be well to invite Miss Esther Jaffrey to make one of this adventurous party, but his good judgment rebelled. That would be taking a social liberty: with whatever appreciation of kindness, Miss Jaffrey would be sure to instantly decline. It was not John Grants habit to ask favors that must be refused, but he was none the less loyal to the first lady of Grafton.

VII.

Spring came to Grafton like an unannounced young guest who steals into a dull dismantled house and surprises the inhabitants with a charming gayety and laughing voice, with a disorderly litter of fresh flowers and greenery all about the bare prosaic rooms. Nelly herself might have personified in advance the welcome change of season, and nobody greeted the coming of spring with more joy than the young girl, who went singing up and down the stairs, and brought in Mayflowers and anemones until Miss Jaffrey seriously announced that there was no longer an empty china mug or flower glass in the closets.

New England people are never quite sure that they may not have another snow-storm until a certain day of movable date when the sun shines and the dry ground settles itself with a determination not to be mistaken. This day usually comes early in May, and gives conclusive evidence that winter is fairly gone. It is not a day when one can comfortably exert ones self, it is too much like summer. Only yesterday the east wind may have been full of shivers, but now Miss Jaffrey and Betty were busy in the upper part of the house, suffering more or less from the heat and from the cares of spring housekeeping. The fragrant air was blowing through the rooms, even Mr. Leonard had opened his window a little way, and propped it by a too thin book that was slowly bending together under the weight of the heavy sash.

The unseasonable heat did not end with the close of day, but a summer-like evening followed, lighted by a full moon. Everybody was out-of-doors, and though Miss Jaffrey was tired after her busy care-taking, she was kept in the shop until long after eight. The academy girls were weaving a fine romance about her of late, and liked to come to buy her wares. In June would be the great exhibition day, and their hearts were already more concerned about their white gowns and their outward decoration than about the improvement of their unscholastic minds. They hushed their chatter and put on a more decorous and deferential manner as they came into Miss Jaffreys presence, but they smiled at each other, and understood a great many things without speech, the elder woman and the gay girls. Miss Jaffrey was very glad when her revenues were all collected; the long street was empty at last and silent, the young people had all gone home, and when the last garrulous neighbor had disappeared it was a great satisfaction to step from behind the counter and close the shop door and put the strong cross-bar in the sockets. When the light was out and the two or three chairs were pushed back against the wall, Miss Jaffrey gave a deep sigh, and thought that she would just look at the evening paper and then go to bed. She was really very tired. Almost always when there was a busy evening Nelly took pleasure in coming in to help her. To be sure their nearest approach to a misunderstanding had followed a gentle reminder that the parlor, not the shop, was the place for Nelly to receive and entertain her friends, and there had been a subsequent day or two of cloudy weather. The shop was much less demanding in a social way than the rest of the house, one must confess. But Nelly was busy with her lessons nowadays, and quite solemn and cheerful by turns about the approaching end of her school life. Mr. Leonard was obliged to render a vast deal of assistance. Either Nelly was stupid with her book or he was beginning to squander his time. Miss Jaffrey felt a sense of uneasiness as she stepped into the parlor. There was no light there yet, though it was so late in the evening, and she stumbled against a strayed footstool. The glass door that led into the old garden was wide open, — somebody had taken the trouble to force back the heavy inner shutter that was always drawn across the lower part of it in cold weather. Miss Jaffrey went to the door-sill and looked out. It was ridiculous in the girl to behave as if summer were already here, she would take cold in the dampness.

There was wonderful beauty in the familiar outlook, and Esther Jaffrey forgave the careless young offender as she herself yielded to the temptation. The air was deliciously soft and warm, there was a caressing sweetness in the fragrance of the old pear-trees which were standing like white ghosts of themselves all in full bloom in the moonlight. The box was sending up its heavy quaint odor — the lines of its winter-faded leafage led straight down the old path where the mistress of the house had walked to and fro on many nights like this. She stepped outside the house and stood under the first St. Michaels pear-tree, and drew a long breath close to its lowest branch. How the old things keep on blooming! she thought, with a rush of feeling at the remembrance of her own faded youth.

Two figures leaning close together came out of the shadows beyond a high syringa thicket. Miss Jaffreys heart stood still. They were lovers, they were whispering to each other, and the man held the woman to his heart and kissed her. Leonard Jaffrey and Nelly Grant! the moonlight made them look the same age. Leonards late springtime was in full glory of flowering and delight.

What does this mean? cried Esther Jaffrey in a voice that seemed strange to her own ears. Nelly, you must go in at once. Leonard! Leonard! are you beside yourself?

Somebody dearer than myself, answered Leonard with a famous burst of sentiment and valor. Esther, you must be first to know how happy I am — but Miss Jaffrey turned away and followed Nelly into the house with stately steps. Nelly had disappeared, and the sister waited for her brother to come in. It seemed as if they could see the indignant eyes of the family portraits through the dark.

Go to your room, Leonard, I am tired out. I leave you to think what you have been doing in your thoughtlessness. Nelly must leave us at once, said Miss Jaffrey in the same hard voice, and the convicted listener meekly obeyed. There seemed little use in bolting the doors of the old Jaffrey house now that its pride and honor had fallen, but the mistress patiently went her nightly round, and was careful to follow all her time-honored customs of care-taking before she wearily climbed the stairs.

In three rooms that night were three wide-awake and troubled persons. Nelly cried bitterly for a whole half hour at the woeful ending of her new joy. Miss Jaffrey sat in the moonlight, still and pale as if she were made of wood. Mr. Leonard Jaffrey fell asleep long before the first hour of the vigil was past, but was enough alive to the gravity of the occasion not to go to bed. He sat in the study chair by the table; it might have been that the dangerously pendent volume on his beds canopy could not refrain from letting itself be the instrument of capital punishment.

It seemed very late in the night when the scholar was roused from pleasant dreams by a rap at his door. Before he could fairly open his eyes, Miss Jaffrey entered, carrying the last end of her candle in a tall silver candlestick, and she placed this on the table and stood looking at him, while he rubbed his eyes and tried to remember what was the matter and then to appear heroic. On the whole it was a gratification to find that he was disturbed enough not to go to bed, but his sister relented sufficiently to say that he might as well have been there, it was very foolish to run the risk of getting cold at his age.

We are only as old as our hearts are, said Leonard, still looking upon himself as the successful lover, but his voice sounded like that of a whimpering boy.

Be still, Leonard! cried the over-wrought woman. Her own loveless life cried out suddenly, fired as it was by a piteous jealousy that was hard to bear. She saw her brother at last without the least disguise of sentiment. No hope was there any longer, of professorship, or pulpit; she had abased her pride and starved and forbidden the hopes of her own life for this.

I thought that we must talk about Nelly as soon as possible, she said presently, in a stumbling, weak way. I feel as if we have broken the trust of having her here, and John Grant will be free to blame us both — 

Esther, said the culprit, leaving his chair somewhat stiffly, I am engaged to marry his daughter. I do not see why you think our loving each other so disgraceful. The Jaffreys — 

Dont, Leonard! and Miss Jaffrey steadied herself by the table. We must put all that by. What right have you to ask that young girl to marry you? What have you to give her? Are you going to let John Grant support you? He is a clearheaded, right-minded man, and you have not a cent, unless I give it you; we have been nearer beggary in our lives than you have ever known. It would not be like you to think what John Grant will say.

I shall stand before him as an honest man and a gentleman. I wish you would go to bed, Esther, and let things take their course. We are no poorer than we ever have been. I wonder that Nelly loves me, but she does, and she loves you. I have some work, very valuable data and that sort of thing, which I mean to prepare for publication. There may be duties in connection with the academy, murmured Mr. Leonard Jaffrey with some confidence.

There is the shop, replied his sister, looking gray and old. I have very few dollars laid aside after all these years. You must go to John Grants to live, she said savagely, as if she meant it for a taunt. No doubt he will remember that you are a Jaffrey.

It would be too far from the post-office, said the placid, literal man, taking a step or two toward the door, which was slowly swinging open, released as if for a ghosts entrance by its worn latch, and then Miss Jaffrey, disheartened and shivering with excitement, left the room without another word. She was powerless with all her clever energy and loyal steadfastness before this purposeless creature of indolent drifting and lifelessness. Ah, well; she had often tortured herself in past years by wondering what would become of him if she died first; his future was secure now, even Betty would take his part and rejoice in the luxury that this marriage would make permanent.

VIII.

The pear-trees opened their blossoms all night, the maples and lilacs and syringas swelled their buds and showed fresh tips of green by morning. There were bluebirds and robins at work in the garden and singing high in the elms all along the Grafton street. It was a terrible ordeal for the three members of the family to meet each other at breakfast time, but high tragedy is impossible by daylight, however suitable it may appear at night. Nelly Grant looked frightened and heavy-eyed and a little sulky; Miss Jaffrey was thin and old, but most appealing, with a gentle stateliness that won the young girls heart all over again. The lover looked and appeared exactly as usual.

Nelly, said Esther Jaffrey, and she held out her hand to the girl. Nelly, I have been very much grieved and worried, but I do not mean to be unkind. You are very young, a great deal younger than my brother and me, and you must not think of — this any more until your father has heard of it. My brother will talk with him as soon as possible, and you must be reasonable; there are so many things which make me think it would be unwise — and then the good woman turned to the breakfast-table, and tried to behave as if nothing had happened. It was not a repast which was afterward remembered as having been cheerful or convivial, but it was brief and things were at least made no worse. Nelly helped Miss Jaffrey wash the china and silver afterward; she noticed curiously for the first time the handsome crest that was engraved on the silver cream-pitcher, and looked up to find her companions eyes fixed upon her with unwonted coldness. The crest did not mean half so much to Nelly as one might have thought or wished, and was not in the least connected with her simple ambitions. Alas, how Miss Jaffreys heart was aching! She had never been ashamed before as she was ashamed now. The Jaffreys were to be John Grants dependents, unless he was sensible enough to cast them off and accuse them indignantly of lack of care for his daughter and her best interests. Alas, alas! If Nelly would only go to school it would be more possible to think what should be done; but it was a long hour from eight to nine, and Leonard would not even go to his study and take himself out of the way. If Miss Jaffrey had understood that the lovers were hoping to have a few words alone together, I do not think that she was in a frame of mind to have granted the opportunity.

There came a loud knock at the front door just as Nelly was coming down-stairs with her school-books. She looked rueful when she saw her father, and was startled into a fear that Miss Jaffrey had already summoned him, and that Lynch-law was to be served upon her love. But the other selectmen of the town were with him, and she waited on the stairs while they solemnly deposited their hats on the straight-backed mahogany chair by the parlor door and disappeared, then she flew out to school without even a greeting to her father, who started to call her back, and then remembered the important business in hand.

We have come to see your brother on business this morning, said the spokesman, turning to Miss Jaffrey, though the brother was also in the room. You are acquainted with the fact that the selection of a librarian for the new library built under our supervision, together with that of the committee, rests in our hands. We have said nothing of the time of decision, for fear that outside influence would be brought to bear. We dont feel as if we had any right to pass by such a distinguished lover of learning and a member of our most noted family, and now request Mr. Jaffrey to consider and accept. There will be arduous work in selecting the books and getting the thing going, said the selectman, relaxing from the effort of his previously composed speech, and beginning to grow red in the face and damp as to his skin, but I can tell you theres money enough to pay the bills, and for clerk-hire too, if he wants it. The regular salary at present, besides expenses, will be a thousand dollars a year.

Miss Jaffrey and her brother looked at each other; he at least was triumphant. I accept this mark of confidence with profound thanks, said Leonard bowing handsomely to the selectmen. I shall feel that my long years of study have been in the providence of God a special training for the position.

Miss Jaffrey was dizzy and unnerved; she bade the selectmen good-morning, for they were in haste with morning calls at that season of the year, being busy farmers. The new librarian ushered them out with great politeness and closed the hall-door gently. Then he stopped a moment to reflect, and presently hurried back on tiptoe with a pompous smile. Miss Esther still stood where he had left her.

I am very glad and proud, brother, she said with effort, and the great man was unexpectedly a little chilled.

Esther, he answered amiably, as if he had something to forgive her, I have always had confidence that the time would come when I should be able to repay your kindness. You must be done with the shop now. We — 

Never! said the pale old woman, but in spite of this, her heart felt curiously light. At that moment the shop-bell tinkled impatiently, and Miss Jaffrey went in, stately as a princess, to wait upon an early customer.


MÈRE POCHETTE.

I.
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THE FRENCH CANADIAN village of Bonaventure seemed to have strayed away from its companions and lost itself in the interminable wilderness that lies between the settlements of the Eastern States and the St. Lawrence country. For many years the community was self-centred and the nearest market-town too far away to be of consequence. A visionary seigneur, an aerial, castle-building Frenchman who never took the trouble to leave his own château except to taste the joys of Paris, had sent out a colony to this new possession, but it dwindled away and did not flourish. The factor was proved a cheat at last, and the old count shrugged his shoulders, smiled, and resigned himself. Some of the disappointed settlers retraced the trail to the great river, but a few remained; they had their gardens and their pigs and chickens. Life might be far worse elsewhere.

The lumber men came by and by with their long axes; the old seigneurs timber made rich other men than his heirs, while Bonaventure flourished for a season with new prosperity. The rough road over which the great logs were hauled to a distant stream proved a permanent thoroughfare, and now and then a stranger came and stayed. The mother-church sent a pastor to teach and pray among these neglected children, and a sharp spire, in glistening armor of tin, rose above the later growth of spruces and maples that had hastened to conceal the great stumps of the vanished pines. The first log huts were one by one replaced by the high-roofed houses of regulation shape and size which one may see in Beauport, in Lorette, in a hundred other villages of the French régime. This was a small town, this Bonaventure, but it valued itself even more than was necessary in later years. The hereditary owners of the petty estates were apt to look with suspicion upon any new-comers, and when it was ascertained that a man called Joseph Pochette from the neighborhood of Quebec had bought the Rispé house and land, with a piece of outlying forest, there was a bitter arraignment of such proceedings. Mère Poulette, who kept the village shop in her front room, was particularly angry, though one would have believed her ready to welcome a new customer. Some crime has forced him to abandon his birthplace, she exclaimed, and glared round upon the startled company.

But Joseph himself, a good fellow enough, quickly pacified the neighborhood, especially as he died of fever within a year or two after his appearance in Bonaventure society. His funeral was a satisfactory one, but Mère Pochette had already drawn down upon herself the dislike of her associates. She was wickedly proud and independent, a black-hearted schemer who cared only to grow rich; and when she went by the houses with her fatherless baby in her arms, she won no compassion, for she asked none, and all hearts were on the defensive. Even the fact that old Poulette had not succeeded in making a good bargain with widow Manon for her woodland was not lost sight of, for had not this stranger the soul of an aristocrat under her peasants clothes.

At last there was another change at Bonaventure; one day the surveyors came with their chains and compasses, and before anybody could take time to fairly consider such an innovation the new railroad was pushing its way northward through the swamps and forests. Now the piece of worthless waste which Manon would not sell to Poulette — the obstinate woman! — was sold to the company at an excellent price. It was all a piece of luck, but the indignant chorus of the little shop could not forgive such an outrage. As time went on, however, Providence seemed to repay her for her behavior. Her only child made an unfortunate match with a foreigner, though it was well known that Mère Pochette meant to buy the chit a rich husband. Then she was presently burdened with an orphan grandchild and the chorus chattered and sing-songed their satisfaction. It took a stalwart character to keep its own way with almost an aspect of serenity; there was no light task in facing the dislike and distrust of ones townspeople, though as Mère Pochette grew richer and, if the truth must be told, prouder and more powerful year by year, her neighbors were civil enough to her face and even obsequious, the worst of them, whatever they might have said in winter evenings behind her back. She had devoted all her energies to securing a generous dowry for her daughter. The mistaken girl had disregarded this provision, had thwarted her mothers wishes, and had suffered enough, God knows! Now Mère Pochettes object in life was the wise ordering of the little granddaughter, and when, by and by, she was enviably settled in life, the sneering by-standers might say what they chose. This noble worldly ambition made Mère Pochette glad to work early and late and to toil and save. She would put her grandchild where all the village might not touch her. A career of pride and happiness should be put into little Manons future.

The neighbors were apt to look suspiciously at little Manon, the granddaughter, as she went by their houses with quick, light footsteps. She was of mixed race at any rate. Her father was a young engineer from the States who had married this old Manon Pochettes handsome daughter, and they had held their heads too high, the fools! and shaken the dust of the little village off their feet. It was the way of the world; one April day their ribbons were flying, and they laughed aloud together and never cared to cast a look behind them at old friends; the next spring a letter came, and the priest read it to the widow, that her daughter Jeanne was dead. Presently the young engineer, broken and spent by chills and fever and hard fortune, came creeping back with a cough and a white scared face and an ailing motherless baby to the high-roofed cottage. Old Manon blessed herself, and waved her thrifty hands in dismay. She rolled her eyes and made grimaces, and became eloquent in patois sentences which her son-in-law did not even try to translate for himself. Then she mounted to her garret and came down presently with the dusty cradle. The wailing child was fumbled and tumbled and smothered in coverings that seemed to have been waiting for it, and the waning fire in the high, square stove was rekindled, though the May sun shone in benignantly. The young man coughed less often for a blissful hour; he sank into an angular chair at the chimney corner, and hid his face in his hands and cried silently.

The little house had seemed as full of romance as a scene at a play, the year before; he had not concerned himself with the rest of the habitants of Bonaventure; they were only the tawdry stage crowd that weeps and exclaims in perfunctory unison while the hero and heroine suffer real pains and know true joys just behind the footlights. Now the sentiment and the amusement had faded out entirely. The garden of his life had suddenly been blackened by the most chilling of frosts; it was late spring here in old Manons plain house, she was a stout, unsympathetic old French Canadian; and as he had come from the railway station tired to death with his long journey and finding even the baby a heavy burden, he had not been blind or deaf to the unspoken jeers and curious glances which were ready for him at almost every house. He had once been a hero in his petty fashion; the men of the village had been obliged to obey him for a short three months; he had disdained the women, all except the pretty creature who had become his wife. Whether he had regretted his marriage nobody would ever know. It was a dangerous experiment to carry her among young girls whose training and schooling had been of a better sort, but now there was nothing sweeter or sadder to think of than the days when they had been deep in love. Poor Jeanne! her grave was left alone in an unsheltered western burying-ground. He could not see even that low sandy mound again, and now that he had in despair begged and borrowed his way hither to bring little Manon to her grandmother, he felt that the great mystery of death would soon be made plain to him. The few men who remembered him on this new railroad had been very kind, and for a few hours his reinstatement to a semblance of his former position and relationship had brought back something of his old good comradeship and vigor. He even criticized the finish of the work which had been done since he went away, and discussed it with an acquaintance who was now an official of the company and journeying prosperously to the terminus at Quebec. A kind-hearted woman had helped him to take care of the baby; he had seen her eyes fill with tears at his bungling attempt to undress it the night before, but he could not cry himself. He had sometimes looked at the little trimming of the babys dress for a half hour at a time, he remembered so well the tune his wife had sung as she sewed it on, and held and shaped it with her fingers, months ago. It seemed like years already, though the babys short life almost linked that time to this.

. . . . . . . . .

The fire crackled in the box-stove, the little child was sound asleep in the great cradle; old Manon, the grandmother, stepped heavily to and fro, and now and then put a bowl or a plate on the kitchen-table. She muttered something about her poor little one, and clasped her hands ostentatiously, and seemed to consider the question of prayer, but gave a savage glance at the poor son-in-law instead, and went on her slow rounds about the room. He noticed that she looked ten years older than she had the year before, but it hardly surprised him, all the rest of the world was so changed, and then he looked wistfully at the plump bed in the corner, and longed to lie there and forget his weariness in sleep. He and Jeanne had run away to be married; her mother would not hear to the match, because this would-be son-in-law was not a Catholic. When he looked up at the mantel shelf, however, his own letter that told the stern mistress of the house of her daughters death was displayed beside the brass candlestick and the little picture of St. Joseph which had been blessed by the archbishop. After all, was it not something to have a literate son-in-law?

In the next house and the house beyond, the neighbors were talking, and watching by turns the door which the traveler had lately entered. It is well that Manon Pochette has made the round of the blessed stations of the cross every morning these many years, said the fierce dame who sat in her little shop across the way. The saints warned her, she will be poor indeed and incapable, without their help, to bring up an infant of no gifts; a perfectly deplorable occasion, my friends, and she looked from one to another, while a doleful neighbor closed her eyes and groaned loudly. It was a great while since anything so interesting had happened in Bonaventure.

He has been robbed of his haughty behavior, continued the first speaker. A wicked pride indeed, but an abased manner of return to an insulted house. He will not toss pennies now to good Justin Poulette, who has indeed a safe subsistence, but spends nothing for fine clothes — 

She threw them at his face, said doleful old Marie Binet sharply. She had reason. If he treated Jeanne wickedly he now has his reward. She had an amiable appearance, but Mère Pochette clothed her like a doll, and the devil tempted her. She had not the look of a child whom one may believe either good or beautiful, and Marie Binet gazed at her acquaintances for confirmation. This was venturing too far. Marie was known to the initiated to be a thief and a liar, and she feigned not to notice a smile of derision while she took her basket of potatoes and went her way. She had her revenge; at the moment she closed the inhospitable door, and began to mutter a refreshing imprecation, Manon Pochette beckoned and called her eagerly from across the way. The audience within the little shop watched her from the window with envious eyes. Manon Pochette was one who kept her own secrets, she never had been one of the chosen company of gossips.

But this must be a dire emergency, for presently Marie reappeared without her basket. Somebody must go for Father David; the son-in-law had a few moments before slipped from his chair and become a dead weight of insensibility upon the floor; they had borne him to the bed; who could tell whether he might not be dead already?

Marche! marche! said Marie importantly, stamping her foot and raising her voice as if her betters were nothing but dilatory horses, and while some one hurried away to find his reverence, the rest followed her over to the Pochette kitchen.

In a few hours more the excitement was over and night had fallen. The young mans face was peaked and white, and his body was lying at its slender length, thin and forsaken of the poor warmth that life had lately kept. Manon was sitting by his side, rocking to and fro and keeping watch by herself. She had lighted some sacred candles which she had long been hoarding, and they were burning at the sleepers head in the brass candlesticks. The priest had come in time, thank God! the despised son-in-law had opened his eyes and looked around bewildered for a moment. He had assented to, and even welcomed the offices of the church; they must have been to him a last and only provision against the evils that might be waiting for him and his. The baby was christened too; the father had already whispered, with an appealing look, that she was named Manon. Late in the night a waning moon rose solemnly above the level line of the horizon, and looked long at the few white-washed houses with their high roofs. She shone into the eastern windows all along the row. The whole flat country was lying in shadow; this faded moon at last looked into one window that was apart from the rest, as if she had an errand there. Manon was old and tired, she would have no watchers, but she had ceased her prayers and fallen asleep, and the dead mans face wore a look of ineffable peace. The candles were almost burnt out, the poor baby cried sometimes in a faint unexpectant way, and the moon hid herself under the edge of a great cloud.

II.

Out of this nourishing of sorrow and misfortune, like a plant that blooms best in a hard cold soil, grew little Manon. Her childhood was not a pleasant one in its surroundings, indeed a less vigorous nature would have been stunted by the narrow life and lack of sympathy. Bonaventure was a selfish parish in spite of the lovely influence of the old priest, Father David, who, worn out with his service to a stolid flock, at length lay down his terrestrial body to rest in the tawdry burying-ground, while his spiritual body went away to its own inheritance. The new priest had come to the parish half unwittingly; it was a poor cure, and his house and church were plain and uninviting. They could give him no pedestal of worldly pride and power. The new part of the village grew steadily; over at the other side of the railroad there were repair shops and supplies of wood for the trains, and in that quarter Bonaventure expanded itself. The new parishioners were a somewhat lawless set and distinct from the old residents; the little priest was not man enough to control them or to lift them up in the arms of his faith. He moved about among them conscious of the dignity of the church, bland and double, but an inoffensive creature in the main, who wished things were better, but also wished other people to take the trouble of making them so.

Manon Pochettes house was still the last one at that end of the row; she owned a good bit of land just beyond it, and if you crossed that you came to a swamp; the house itself stood a good deal higher, and overlooked the wide country that stretched away to the westward. Behind it was all the eastern country, and from the low ridge there was also a grand view of the railroad that carried idle people to and fro on the face of the earth.

To Manon Pochettes mind the railroad was quite unnecessary except for carrying her wares and her neighbors to the market-town. As for the passengers, they always seemed the same persons who went to and fro in the hurrying trains, for some foolish reason. She never went into a car herself, the saints defend it, no! She had duties in life, and a vocation, with a piece of land far too large for an old woman to till, and beside, there was the grandchild, who grew like a young fowl, with an unforeseen and impossible appetite into the bargain. The mother, Jeanne, had been no care at all; she had seemed to take care of herself entirely when one compared her with this one, who was a terrible child of desires and eagernesses. All Mère Manons grievances against the young people had vanished long ago; it was fate that had been hard upon her, not they, and the good Lord had taken them to himself, poor children! Old Manon had said many a prayer for them in the bleak church of a winter morning, and had appeased her conscience by the number of masses she had caused Father David and Father Pierre to say for the good of such innocent souls. Yet occasionally, as she leaned on the heavy hoe to take a minutes rest as she worked among her cabbages, the old Adam in her nature got the better of such pious views of her affliction, and she grumbled to herself about that foolish infant, that ungrateful child, her daughter, or that worthless beggarly heretic, her son-in-law. But she kept their black wooden crosses in good order in the church-yard, and their memories came to her like pale ghosts beside the actual presence and constant demands of her young granddaughter.

III.

Little Manon was made up of puzzles and contradictions; the old peasant woman was more and more distressed and gratified by them day by day. She was glad to have the neighbors see that her grandchild was better than theirs — in fact she had always maintained a social advantage in Bonaventure corresponding to her residence on the highest point of the ridge. She overlooked Julie Partout and Marie Binet and Mère Poulette disdainfully in more ways than one, but she was exasperated all the same by little Manons vagaries and differences from her own standard.

The child was devoted to church-going — she cried when she was very young to go with her grandmother to mass, and her eyes grew large and her face grew grave, when she sat or knelt before the altar and looked at its poor decorations of candles and gilding and the votive offerings of faded artificial flowers and tinsel work that were arranged upon a smaller altar at the side. Poor child, it was not because she was satisfied with this cheap splendor, but rather that she caught the hint it gave of better glories, that she liked to be in church. She gave it no thought, as a bird sings in a cage and praises the bit of sunshine at the garret window, when it has never in all its life spread wings to the current of a great wind or gone swiftly through the bright noonday air to a woodland nest. The grandmother, who knew the human nature of the transplanted Frenchmen and women of her limited Canadian existence; who could tell at once the value of a sheep or even a horse, and the weight of a pig; who was shrewd at gardening and clever at housekeeping; who knew when she was lied to, or when her dearest friend cheated her at a bargain; old Manon, who was never stingy to the priest, or behindhand at her devotions, who thought herself entirely acquainted with things of this world and sure of a respectably high seat in heaven beside, — this same old Manon was baffled at last and confessed herself unable to understand her granddaughter. The only thing to be said was that Manon the less was made of different stuff.

Sometimes it seemed to the priest, who knew the story of the childs parentage only through the medium of the romancing villagers, that the vigor of the young father and mother had been transferred to little Manon — that their lives had been checked and blasted to enrich this one descendant. He was given to sentimentalizing a little, was Father Pierre, the parish priest, and he felt a great lack of excitement of the best sort in Bonaventure. Sometimes he told himself that he would see to it that little Manon had some schooling. She should go to the school of the Sacred Heart; she might surely have a year or two first with the good gray nuns; she must not be left to her own devices in this hole of a place. Nobody seemed to know much of the childs father. He had told old Mère Pochette that he had neither brothers nor sisters, but Father Pierre soon discovered that the good woman did not like to be questioned about her son-in-law. She had felt a certain contempt for him because he came from the States; besides, it was indeed a monstrous cowardice that he should have died so miserably and so young, and have made neither place nor fortune for himself in the world. They should have waited for my consent, old Manon assured herself. I could not properly hold out always against them if he had been a good man. He was a perfectly stupid pig not to make sure of the wardrobe and dowry he might have been certain I would give to Jeanne. What was my wealth for if not for my one daughter? she would scold sadly, pulling hard and fast at the weeds; but now it would not be long before young Manon, the little aggravation, would be finding herself a man. But if all the powers of heaven would kindly aid, Manon at least should have a respectable wedding before the high altar, and should drive with her husband and the wedding party as far across the country as the season would allow. Old Manon was herself reared in Quebec, and her hard brown face grew rosy and tender for one moment as she thought of the train of calèches that followed her on her wedding-day. The tall ungainly vehicles; the shouts of the guests; the red-coated soldiers who stopped in the narrow streets to see them pass; the miles of houses and the tall poplars of the Beauport road, — the thought of it came back with a greater glory year by year. He was a good man to me from that day, said the widow to herself; he might have done better than to bring me to this rat-hole and leave me here; but it was a good bit of land and of an enormous cheapness, and he knew that well. If the Lord had pleased to let us remain together, and work in the same world and watch each other grow old, like the rest of the neighbors! It was best so if he must have one of us; a woman can work on the land, but a man is a simpleton in his house. Joseph and Mary aid me with these innocent cabbages that they may hold up their heads; the Lord send us rain, for my poor bones will fail me to bring water to the crops a day longer, and Manon stopped to carefully bless herself as she knelt at her work. Little Manon was of no great use in the garden, and she was frequently berated because she had not been a grandson instead of a granddaughter. She was apt not to be very efficient in the house, but it was not for lack of power or of discretion. She was idle and straying, and liked the fresh air and the sunshine. She was fond of visiting the priests housekeeper of an afternoon, and sometimes Father Pierre himself beckoned her into his own parlor, and gave her lumps of sugar or well-dried figs from the drawer of his writing-table. She had her mothers beauty and her fathers persuasive ways, but when she was in pain or her grandmother scolded her, little Manon grew pale and pinched, and looked as her father did that night he came back defeated and dying to Bonaventure. Old Manon was always particularly aggrieved when she caught this painful, surprising likeness, and began to talk about her own sorrows in a wailing petulant tone that sent the young girl from the house to seek elsewhere for comfort.

IV.

In this village, where the days dragged so slowly, the years had a way of vanishing unaccountably. Old Manon had never succeeded in getting her establishment quite to rights again, after the intrusion of the young engineer and his baby. She had made up her mind that certain changes and arrangements would be necessary, and she was an uncommonly executive person, as everybody knew. Suddenly one became aware that little Manon was grown up, and that there was danger of a lover. She was not old enough nor wise enough to think of such things, but elderly people always say that of girls, as if they themselves had waited for their husbands until the year before. Manon was unexpected in her choice; her grandmother was so conscious of her kinship to an unknown mass of strange, rich, willful, clever, and vagrant foreigners who belonged to the States, that she had vaguely looked forward to the appearance of a hero who should claim Manons idle hand; a man, however, who had wealth and power, and who would be a son-in-law, indeed! But one spring night the silly girl had come sauntering home later than usual, laughing softly and chattering like a swallow with young Charles Pictou, of whom no one could say anything good. A terror to the schoolmistress, a rebel at home and abroad; a youth who liked nothing but leading his dog through the world, or lounging about the railroad station to see the roaring engines and the gaping strangers. Charles Pictou, indeed! and Manons light-heartedness was promptly quenched by a vigorous box of her pretty ears as soon as she had entered the house. Pick these beans, quickly, said the cross old woman. Am I to die of toil? You would starve like the beasts if I were not here to earn the bread for your foolish mouth. And in that moment a fierce championship arose in little Manons heart for the lad whose whistle could even then be heard distinctly, as if he were waiting outside, longing to defend her in her distress.

That summer the crops were bad, and all Canada was poor and complaining. The lumber-yards were deserted, the rain spoiled the grain, the fishermen were in distress, and aid was to be sent to them in the forlorn gulf villages. Once in a while some enterprising family had gone to the States, and indefinite rumors of their splendid prosperity had journeyed back along the straight shining lines of the railroad; but soon it became a common event, and the old women knitted in their doorways, and saw the younger neighbors go proudly away to seek their fortunes. The elder Manon was more contemptuous. It is all one, here or there, she said to the priests housekeeper; the good-for-nothing expect to find a country where larks go to the oven and cook themselves, and apples fall sugared from the trees. She surveyed the paltry possessions of the emigrants with pity, and wished their owners good luck with compassion. I am one who remains behind, she said stiffly, and shook her head until her flat black hat shuddered from a sense of its insecurity. 

The autumn shut down dark and rainy; every few days some pale-faced sisters of mercy or of charity, in their quaint out-of-date garb, went flitting from house to house of the Bonaventure settlement, begging alms for the love of Mary and of Jesus, for some sufferers or for the impoverished church. The remote villages were in danger of famine. It was the worst harvest ever known, and in spite of reports that work was hard to find in the States, the trains were fuller than ever of emigrants. Bonaventure was tided over any great distress, in common with most of the railway settlements, but some of its inhabitants thought they were miserable because other people were, and at best life was neither too rich nor too comfortable. In the Western States there were whole farms given away; in the East there were mills where even the children could earn great wages. The little place was in a ferment, the quiet habitants had never been so excited and restless. The old women croaked, they were condemning some persons for going, and others for staying. Father Pierre laid down his mass-books and tried to calm his people, but those who remembered his predecessor spoke often of the benignant presence of Father David, and openly reminded each other of his value to the parish. The fiery French nature began to show itself unpleasantly, and households were divided against themselves.

The gloomy weather continued, the winter drew near. Little Manon and old Manon went their separate ways, for the young girl was disobedient and would not listen to her grandmothers objections and commands. She and Charles Pictou loved each other dearly, and were only wondering how they could manage to marry. He also was an orphan, and the aunt with whom he had lived was but a poor woman, and lately had gone away with her five thin children to the States. Of late years he had helped to support the household, for he earned a bit of money now and then; but now he was growing older and he would work his fingers to the bones for Manon if there were anything to do. He was full of hope, he would have gone away afoot long ago if it had not been for Manon. The grandmother had talked a great deal in these last days about sending her to school at a nunnery in Quebec, and the young girl knew what it meant; she knew, too, that while everybody else was poor there were loose bricks in their chimney that covered shining money. Sometimes she wondered if it would be wrong to steal some of it to give to Charles, so that he might go away to make a home where they could live together. Father Pierre had never liked young Pictou, the lads shrewd eyes had seen more than was necessary, and lately Charles had stayed away from mass. But as for the housekeeper, she was on Manons and her lovers side, and sometimes when the priest sat with her grandmother, Manon slipped over to the great house and took revenge in confiding her dear secrets to so kind a friend as old Josephine. Josephines little room was like a nuns with its bare boards and its worn crucifix, and pictures of various suffering saints. The good soul had once cherished a certainty that she had a vocation, and told Father Pierre that she must join a sisterhood of great sanctity and benevolence, but the priest had persuaded himself and her that she was wrong. He could not imagine where he should supply her place; surely this also was a vocation, and Josephine was a most careful cook. Life in Bonaventure must not become any more difficult.

But in the face of disapproval at home and distress abroad, the young people fairly flaunted their contentment and happiness. They were sure that Charles would somehow get to the States, and that he would soon become able to send for Manon or to come for her. The old tyrant is right, Charles said magnanimously. She knows I should be able to take care of you, and so I should indeed. But she might show some confidence in me, and he stamped his foot and twirled the tassel of his raveled red worsted belt.

V.

The sweet sad day came at length, without note or warning. Josephine herself, after scores of prayers and misgivings, had ventured to offer Charles a liberal assistance from her slender savings, and he was off like a falcon, after a few hurried kisses and promises to his sweetheart. He ran to the next station, five miles away, to catch an express train which did not stop at Bonaventure, and the girl with tearful eyes went down to the village, to the place where the street crossed the track, to catch a last glimpse of her lover. She wished that Charles had been able to say a prayer in the church, but she would do that for him. Her womans heart shrank from the strangeness and dangers which he might meet, but she longed to go with him; she would have braved sorrow and want if she could have gone with him to the States. It seemed very lonely in the old cottage, when she returned; she passed her grandmother, who sat in the doorway looking surly and dismal, without a word. The sky was covered with low-lying gray and silver-white clouds, the black spruce woods stretched away cold and thin to the level horizon. It was almost winter weather, and she was alone and felt unsheltered in that great flat landscape with its threadbare coat. She hoped that she need not go down to the station again for a long time to come. She had not seen Charles on the train, there was such a roar and dustiness as the train rushed by and a crowd of young men; one of those with the red sashes must have been Charles himself; had shouted adieu, or sung noisily. She felt as if every one of them were laughing at her own secret, and hated the strange faces that stared at her for one miserable moment before they were swept out of sight. Charles was a thousand times more skillful than the other lads of Bonaventure; he could surely make his way, but to what temptations might he not yield, and only yesterday they had been together, and separation had seemed almost impossible; at that hour the States had seemed as remote as Heaven.

VI.

Now that Manons heart had gone away from Canada, she seemed more a foreigner than ever. All her thoughts and hopes had gone to the States with her lover, and the short days seemed long and dreary. In the house she tried to serve her grandmother well, she hardly cared to go out-of-doors at all, and sat near the fire, sewing, or picking beans with a far-away look in her eyes that made her companion more and more angry. They had said nothing to each other about Charles since their first fierce battles earlier in the year. The provincial life was very dull at best. One has only to look at the transplanting of the French peasants, childish, mercurial, and full of traditions and grievances, from their ancient civilization to this untamed wilderness — only to think of their being carried by a sort of social inertia over the roughness of their changed conditions, to understand the incongruities of Canadian life in the remote settlements. By the time Manon was grown there were few fêtes and but little revelry and amusement of any description. The young men soon hardened into stolid farmers, who discussed the politics of the province and scrutinized the behavior of their English rulers with more or less inapprehension. They grew stupid and heavy; they drank gin and bad beer; some of the wives had a hard time of it, and one would hardly recognize their relationship to the merry vine-growers and soldiers who had been their ancestors. Old Manon Pochette preserved many of the old customs; she was more a French peasant and less a Canadian than her neighbors, but young Manon, who had been seeing life of late through a glamour and dazzle of happiness, sat listlessly in the clean bare cottage, and wished herself away. There was a colored print of a saint with a bleeding heart, which the grandmother had bought from a peddler. Manon had hated it once with its woebegone look, but now she looked to it often for sympathy and companionship. The brass candlesticks still decorated the high shelf above the stove. The same angular chairs and tables which thrifty Joseph Pochette had made himself stood in order around the room.

The chief thing to be hoped for was a letter, but none came from young Pictou; perhaps the noisy company he had joined on the train had beguiled him, and he had already forgotten Bonaventure. He had promised to send a letter to Josephines care at the priests house, but presently she was found one day in tears and shook her head dismally when Manon asked the often repeated question. The girls sharp eyes discovered that some enemy had guessed her simple plot, and went away to pray, not for patience but for vengeance. Later, as she entered the house, she found old Marie Binet warming herself by the stove. The drifts were deep out-of-doors and the girl came in softly enough in her great snow boots, but her grandmother feigned not to hear her. He was a good-for-nothing she was grumbling; he will never return, and at last I have nothing to fear. I had already directed Father Pierre to advance the price of a ticket from me, when that trembling fool Josephine forestalled the plan.

Manon stood on the threshold and the old women quailed at the sight of her angry eyes. Come in from the snow, growled the mistress of the house, my old bones ache already, and you will like to see me bent double.

Another year, and she had quite regained her self-possession,— another year and I will go to the shrine of La Bonne Ste. Anne. It will be a pretty tour for thee, too, Manon, she added in a softer tone, but Manons ears had become deaf. Another year, she was saying to herself; I may be dead then, and if not, to go with a groaning procession of cripples! God forbid! and tears filled Manons eyes, and even fell down upon the well-scoured floor. Where is my letter? she said suddenly, and turned fiercely upon her grandmother.

Old Manon was equal to so slight an occasion. Father Pierre himself was deep in this intrigue, which gave it a certain dignity and value. Letter! she repeated, you never had a letter in your life, and why should I covet it who cannot read even my mass-book? Ungrateful, listen to me! Next year you shall go to Quebec and see fine things; to Lorette church, and to the chapel of the Seminary, where are blessed relics. That is all the world; when one has seen Quebec, one knows everything. I have a little money saved from my poor garden, she added amiably by way of explanation to old Marie, who nodded sagely. It is something to pray for — Quebec! Marie responded devoutly, but the foolish girl would not listen, she was pressing her forehead against the cold window-pane and staring out into the starlit night. What fools she and Charles had been! Of course Father Pierre had taken the letter from the post and given it to her grandmother. Old Manon fairly chuckled with satisfaction, and went on chattering with her guest. After this startling episode, they spoke a quaint dialect, clipping their thin words, and dwelling lightly on the objectionable letters. Such language belonged to the lips and not the heart, one would say who listened and did not understand.

Marie did not mean to stay any longer than she could help; she was too anxious to give herself the pleasure of reporting such a bit of news elsewhere. Some persons would take the lovers part, and there might be a fine discussion presently, in the little shop across the way. Manon Pochette was in most things a shrewd woman; one cannot tell why she chose to make a confidant of the least reliable of her neighbors.

Manon the younger grew more and more angry that night and longed more and more to find her hoped-for letter. If she could only hold it in her hand, she believed that she could easily wait for daylight and read it aloud then over and over, until she knew it by heart. She lay in bed beside her grandmother with wide open eyes until she heard the familiar long-drawn breaths that belonged to sound sleep. Then she crept out softly, and went like a mouse about the room; she felt in the capacious pocket, in a little box that was under a loose board in the floor. Her heart beat fast as she unwound the long cord that fastened it, but there was no letter anywhere. The old woman was growing deaf lately, and could not have heard such gentle movements, but it seemed a perilous enterprise, and proved to be a disappointing one. If Manon only knew where to write to her lover, or if she only knew how to follow him, it would be enough, but she cried herself to sleep that night and the next night and the next. Before many weeks were spent, Father Pierre went away suddenly and a stranger came to take his place.

VII.

The winter months passed by, there was sickness in the village of Bonaventure, and everybody longed for the spring. Manon had grown thin and pale; she could not eat, she would not smile, her life was spoiled at its outset, and Josephine, who had meant to be a friend to the young people, bewailed her indiscretion and wished that she had tried to keep young Pictou at home. There was plenty of work now at the station; they had even brought some young men from elsewhere, and Charles might have been well established, if only he had gained a little patience. We that fight for ourselves make enemies of Heaven, she sighed, and tried to make amends with prayers and piteous confessions of her sins. As for the letters, they had long ago been read and laughed over and burnt in the priests room, and Father Pierre had given old Manon a generous glass of wine. Josephine had seen it through the keyhole. She never told little Manon of that; she would not lower the childs reverence for the priest and for sacred things. Father Pierre had always hated Charles; alas for that poor human nature that even his holy calling could not lift above the earth and its weaknesses.

When Mère Pochette looked at her young housemate, and in spite of herself could not help pitying the dull eyes that had once been so bright, and the faded cheeks, she forgave herself her share in the sad change; for was not she thinking always that every day added something to her possessions, and that by and by she would find a suitable young man, and would go frankly to him and announce the magnitude of little Manons dowry. All the lads gave shy glances at her, the pretty simpleton! There must be thriving grandsons of her old Quebec acquaintances by this time; she would fling her money east and west at the wedding, and then work on among her vegetables until her time for departure came. All, yes, she shall have all, the old woman muttered once in a while and blessed herself at the thought.

At last her plans began to take definite shape, since it was plain something must be done. The neighbors need not scowl at her, for was not she meaning to make the long-talked-of journey to Quebec as soon as the first fine weather came, and her garden was made and planted? That would pay Manon for all her fancied grievances, and as the winter waned the glories of that expedition pictured themselves brighter and brighter. Manon should find a rich husband there for a certainty, of a description and with such amiable qualities. She herself would indeed like to see the old city again and those of her friends who were left. Manon would think no more of that foolish, handsome beggar lad who had forgotten her after all; she had nothing else but him to think of in Bonaventure, but in Quebec she would quickly console herself. For what have I slaved myself all these years? the old woman would demand angrily of Marie. I have a right to forbid her marriage with a worthless lad, and I only step in to keep her from her mothers fate — my good Jeanne, who was thrown away to a vagabond.

But when the early spring came, little Manon had lost her strength and her youthful spirit altogether. She cared nothing for the stories about Quebec, which were at last paraded desperately. She sat all day in the doorway, watching the long trains come across the plain and go away into the dim distance of the north. The clouds of spring hung low, and when sometimes a clear band of light was left above the western horizon, she grew hopeful and gazed at it as if some blessed vision might appear there for her reassurance. It seemed as if the child of misfortune and sorrow must have disappointment for her inheritance. The neighbors scolded to each other about old Manon Pochettes vast wealth, and repeated their conviction over and over that she would soon only have herself to hoard it for, if she did not take care.

One night there came a summons to the grandmother that Father Henri, the new priest, desired her to remain at the church after early mass next morning. Mère Pochette obeyed somewhat unwillingly; she was shy of this stranger, and angry beside that indulgent Father Pierre had been superseded. He had carried more than one of her secrets out of harms way, that was a comfort; and she did not mean to take another spiritual adviser so far into her confidence.

She left her granddaughter sleeping, and sighed a little as she stood by the bedside looking at the sad face of the young creature who was after all the dearest thing in the world. Once or twice lately the thought had crossed her mind that the first thing to be thought of in Quebec was a good doctor. More than one silly girl had pined away and faded out of this world like the April snow-drifts — for nothing but loves sake; while if only young Pictous presence would cure little Manon, nobody knew where to find him. Perhaps Father Pierre would remember, but where was he?

Early mass was over, the sun was well above the horizon, and began to shine warmly into the bare church, and the tarnished finery of the altar glittered and looked quite splendid. It might be that the new priest meant to beg for a great sum of money for the restoration of the church; some one had said he had this much at heart, and Manons face was black for a moment with resentment. She was truly very anxious now about the sick girl at home. As she knelt at her prayers her thoughts kept wandering homeward instead of to a vague heaven, and a great throne to which the Bonaventure altar was a plaything. What would life be worth if little Manon should die? Such an event would make her own prayers and good works worse than useless, for it was her own short-sightedness that had brought this grief. There were only a few old people left in the church, who had nothing else to do and could take their time at their rosaries; the altar boys had scuffled in the vestry and gone away, leaving their tumbled and torn ecclesiastical raiment on the floor. Father Henri had flushed angrily when he caught sight of them, and quickly opened the door to call the young rascals back, but a moment afterward he gently shut it, and came out into the church tall and slender, with a grave sweet face, stopping to kneel before the altar as he passed before it to where old Manon Pochette seemed to be diligently praying. She was watching him through a narrow crack of her eyelids, but she bowed her head as he approached and pressed the small worn crucifix to her breast. The slender cord broke, the beads separated and fell with a patter like hail upon the floor. Do not gather them now, said Father Henri hurriedly, but somehow the old woman did not dare to look higher than the frayed hem of his long black gown. It was scant and made of poor material, she observed, and the thought seemed like a reprieve that she would make him a present of a new one at Easter. Easter was late that year, and there would still be time. Josephine would know the proper means to use and the cost of such a benevolence.

She rose to her feet and followed the good man; they made obeisance together side by side as they crossed to the vestry door. The old parishioners regarded this with interest, and wondered what was going to happen, taking counsel of each other in loud whispers as the door was shut. Mère Pochettes heart was quaking; she watched the priest while he picked up the small vestments and half smiled as he heard the owners merry voices outside. Then he turned and took a letter from his pocket. I bring good news to you and yours, he said courteously; and Manon the elder, who had feared some dire calamity, — the loss of her savings or the death of young Pictou for a certainty, — found herself growing faint and dizzy. Sit down, my child, said the priest. You are no doubt fasting. Listen, I will read this letter.

Once to hear such news would have given Manon a fancied foretaste of Heaven; now she heard it without excitement, almost with disappointment. Her poor grandchilds father had been one of a respectable family, and now a sum of money equal to the old Canadians own fortune had fallen to the poor sick girl at home. The lawyer had been at some trouble to trace the heir. Father Henri volunteered to answer the communication, and with some surprise at the manner in which it had been received he turned away. He had much business on hand that day, there was a visit to be made to a dying person miles away down one of the long muddy roads of Bonaventure parish.

But old Manon had fallen upon her knees; she was weeping sorely and begging for a blessing. She had sinned; she was avaricious and stony-hearted; the good God was punishing her already with the pains of hell, and taking her one treasure to himself.

Father Henri listened with dismay. I am cursed by this wealth, she groaned, and groveled upon the floor at his feet. He knew that the young girl was ill, but in that bleak country one learns to take such dispensations without surprise; the tender creatures are kindly gathered to the dear saints, and taken up from this blighting and evil world.

Listen, said Manon Pochette, at last regaining her composure and standing before the priest determinedly. Listen, you must find for me this Charles Pictou before it is too late. I cannot let this my child die with hatred in her heart toward me. I am an old woman; I have had my way long enough, and it brings me only sorrow and shame. I will send him money. I will treat him as my own son. I will tell him all, for I burnt the letters that he wrote to Manon long ago. If he has taken another in her place, the punishment will be mine. Was this the hard-faced woman who had looked scornfully in even Father Henris face? He closed his saintly eyes and said a prayer as he stood before her, and raised his hands as if to call down mercy upon the stricken gray head. I will talk with you this evening, he promised, and they parted silently.

Little Manon had waked and arisen, and presently she crept feebly to the window to watch for her grandmother. She wondered what kept her so long away. The big black hats of the neighbors had reappeared in the short street, and the day was begun as usual. The men were off to their work, and the children were gathering around the schoolhouse. The sun was bright and clear, and the girl felt strengthened and cheered by it. She heard the cars presently; perhaps Charles might yet come back, though she had almost ceased to look for such a happiness. She grew hungry, she became tired with the exertion of crossing the room, she was so weak that the tears began to flow down her thin cheeks. My grandmother cares nothing for me, nothing, she mourned; she is bargaining with old Philippe, the gardener; every year she is less generous; but at that moment Mère Pochette was kneeling in passionate grief at Father Henris feet in the chilly vestry.

At last she approached, and little Manon was filled with wonder at her look. You must get well in this good weather, she said; we will go soon to Quebec, and you shall have the one you love best for company. Forgive me at last, my child, but the sick girl could not comprehend the full meaning of such words, though the speaker stood there appealing, repentant, the square, sensible business woman who could be cheated by no one. And now little Manon rose and put her arms close about the weeping grandmothers neck. Only yesterday faithless Marie Binet had announced that this neck should in the name of justice be encircled by a halter.

The train from the States was just out of sight that very morning — its long plume of smoke had hardly drifted away in the clear air before a handsome young man came lightly up the street. He did not stop at any of the drinking shops near the station, as most men did, but he hurried toward the older village on the ridge above — the straight, uniform row of ancient French houses, and from several of these eager eyes followed him to the end of the settlement. Then the various housekeepers rushed out to confer with each other upon the astonishing event of young Charles Pictous incomprehensible return. It was like unneighborly old Mère Pochette to have sent for him without giving anybody the pleasure of knowing it, but at that moment she was thanking blessed Mary and Joseph, her patron saints, for this miracle straight from the skies. It was seldom at any rate that an emigrant returned so soon. Charles had a prosperous air already, and the whole village was in commotion that morning, while Father Henri was called to a noble feast the moment he returned from his errand of consolation.

The young habitants, who still wore red worsted belts with tassels, looked at their former neighbors fine clothes with admiration. He was earning good wages with prospect of advance, but he had become too miserable at the strange silence. He was not so very far away, and had taken his first chance to see little Manon again. He had sent letters to prudent Father Pierre, but that worthy had kept silence, being at any rate at a great distance from Bonaventure over seas.

So Manons strength came back again in this sunshine of happiness, and the lovers presently were married and lived their simple lives together. The world was a comfortable place enough without going to Quebec, but the occasion of Mère Pochettes grandchilds wedding could be marked by nothing less than such a journey, and she saw her children lead their procession of calèches, with immense complacency, living her own youthful joys over again in their behalf, as one returns in autumn to the meadows where one has gathered the flowers of spring.

Old Manon bore a vast bundle when she returned to Bonaventure, and took from it proudly a handsome cassock for Father Henri. The good man was at his devotions, but she gave it to Josephine and lingered for a few moments to have a friendly talk. She had brought Josephine herself a remembrance of less value. He is a blessed saint, this father, the stayer at home said. He speaks no harsh word, but goes before us like a holy shepherd! and the housekeeper blessed herself as devoutly as she could have blessed the priest himself. The ancient holiday maker could not linger; her shrewd eyes had detected a grievous neglect of her young cabbages on the part of their guardian, old Philippe. He had not expected her home so soon, the pig! Presently the round black hat made its appearance among the weeds, a new and imposing great black bonnet having been laid aside, and one would find it hard to believe that Mère Pochette had taken so great a journey.

The neighbors came one by one without fear or reproach and leaned over the railing of the garden. They were all very good-natured, for had not one of their own Bonaventure lads secured the old misers money after all? The high-roofed white house was lonely that night; the upper casements were wide open, and the color of little Manons deserted red geraniums could be seen in the bright moonlight. Little Manon herself, rich and happy, had gone away to the States.
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THE TIME OF year was April; the place was a small farming town in New Hampshire, remote from any railroad. One by one the lights had been blown out in the scattered houses near Miss Tempy Dents; but as her neighbors took a last look out-of-doors, their eyes turned with instinctive curiosity toward the old house, where a lamp burned steadily. They gave a little sigh. Poor Miss Tempy! said more than one bereft acquaintance; for the good woman lay dead in her north chamber, and the light was a watchers light. The funeral was set for the next day, at one oclock.

The watchers were two of the oldest friends, Mrs. Crowe and Sarah Ann Binson. They were sitting in the kitchen, because it seemed less awesome than the unused best room, and they beguiled the long hours by steady conversation. One would think that neither topics nor opinions would hold out, at that rate, all through the long spring night; but there was a certain degree of excitement just then, and the two women had risen to an unusual level of expressiveness and confidence. Each had already told the other more than one fact that she had determined to keep secret; they were again and again tempted into statements that either would have found impossible by daylight. Mrs. Crowe was knitting a blue yarn stocking for her husband; the foot was already so long that it seemed as if she must have forgotten to narrow it at the proper time. Mrs. Crowe knew exactly what she was about, however; she was of a much cooler disposition than Sister Binson, who made futile attempts at some sewing, only to drop her work into her lap whenever the talk was most engaging.

Their faces were interesting, — of the dry, shrewd, quick-witted New England type, with thin hair twisted neatly back out of the way. Mrs. Crowe could look vague and benignant, and Miss Binson was, to quote her neighbors, a little too sharp-set; but the world knew that she had need to be, with the load she must carry of supporting an inefficient widowed sister and six unpromising and unwilling nieces and nephews.

The eldest boy was at last placed with a good man to learn the masons trade. Sarah Ann Binson, for all her sharp, anxious aspect, never defended herself, when her sister whined and fretted. She was told every week of her life that the poor children never would have had to lift a finger if their father had lived, and yet she had kept her steadfast way with the little farm, and patiently taught the young people many useful things, for which, as everybody said, they would live to thank her. However pleasureless her life appeared to outward view, it was brimful of pleasure to herself.

Mrs. Crowe, on the contrary, was well to do, her husband being a rich farmer and an easy-going man. She was a stingy woman, but for all that she looked kindly; and when she gave away anything, or lifted a finger to help anybody, it was thought a great piece of beneficence, and a compliment, indeed, which the recipient accepted with twice as much gratitude as double the gift that came from a poorer and more generous acquaintance. Everybody liked to be on good terms with Mrs. Crowe. Socially she stood much higher than Sarah Ann Binson. They were both old schoolmates and friends of Temperance Dent, who had asked them, one day, not long before she died, if they would not come together and look after the house, and manage everything, when she was gone. She may have had some hope that they might become closer friends in this period of intimate partnership, and that the richer woman might better understand the burdens of the poorer. They had not kept the house the night before; they were too weary with the care of their old friend, whom they had not left until all was over.

There was a brook which ran down the hillside very near the house, and the sound of it was much louder than usual. When there was silence in the kitchen, the busy stream had a strange insistence in its wild voice, as if it tried to make the watchers understand something that related to the past.

I declare, I cant begin to sorrow for Tempy yet. I am so glad to have her at rest, whispered Mrs. Crowe. It is strange to set here without her, but I cant make it clear that she has gone. I feel as if she had got easy and dropped off to sleep, and Im more scared about waking her up than knowing any other feeling.

Yes, said Sarah Ann, its just like that, aint it? But I tell you we are goin to miss her worse than we expect. Shes helped me through with many a trial, has Temperance. I aint the only one who says the same, neither.

These words were spoken as if there were a third person listening; somebody beside Mrs. Crowe. The watchers could not rid their minds of the feeling that they were being watched themselves. The spring wind whistled in the window crack, now and then, and buffeted the little house in a gusty way that had a sort of companionable effect. Yet, on the whole, it was a very still night, and the watchers spoke in a half-whisper.

She was the freest-handed woman that ever I knew, said Mrs. Crowe, decidedly. According to her means, she gave away more than anybody. I used to tell her t want right. I used really to be afraid that she went without too much, for we have a duty to ourselves.

Sister Binson looked up in a half-amused, unconscious way, and then recollected herself.

Mrs. Crowe met her look with a serious face. It aint so easy for me to give as it is for some, she said simply, but with an effort which was made possible only by the occasion. I should like to say, while Tempy is laying here yet in her own house, that she has been a constant lesson to me. Folks are too kind, and shame me with thanks for what I do. I aint such a generous woman as poor Tempy was, for all she had nothin to do with, as one may say.

Sarah Binson was much moved at this confession, and was even pained and touched by the unexpected humility. You have a good many calls on you — she began, and then left her kind little compliment half finished.

Yes, yes, but Ive got means enough. My dispositions more of a cross to me as I grow older, and I made up my mind this morning that Tempys example should be my pattern henceforth. She began to knit faster than ever.

T aint no use to get morbid: thats what Tempy used to say herself, said Sarah Ann, after a minutes silence. Aint it strange to say used to say? and her own voice choked a little. She never did like to hear folks git goin about themselves.

T was only because theyre apt to do it so as other folks will say t wasnt so, an praise em up, humbly replied Mrs. Crowe, and that aint my object. There want a child but what Tempy set herself to work to see what she could do to please it. One time my brothers folks had been stopping here in the summer, from Massachusetts. The children was all little, and they broke up a sight of toys, and left em when they were going away. Tempy come right up after they rode by, to see if she couldnt help me set the house to rights, and she caught me just as I was going to fling some of the clutter into the stove. I was kind of tired out, starting em off in season. Oh, give me them! says she, real pleading; and she wropped em up and took em home with her when she went, and she mended em up and stuck em together, and made some young one or other happy with every blessed one. Youd thought Id done her the biggest favor. No thanks to me. I should ha burnt em, Tempy, says I.

Some of em came to our house, I know, said Miss Binson. Shed take a lot o trouble to please a child, stead o shoving of it out o the way, like the rest of us when were drove.

I can tell you the biggest thing she ever done, and I dont know s theres anybody left but me to tell it. I dont want it forgot, Sarah Binson went on, looking up at the clock to see how the night was going. It was that pretty-looking Trevor girl, who taught the Corners school, and married so well afterwards, out in New York State. You remember her, I dare say?

Certain, said Mrs. Crowe, with an air of interest.

She was a splendid scholar, folks said, and give the school a great start; but shed overdone herself getting her education, and working to pay for it, and she all broke down one spring, and Tempy made her come and stop with her a while, — you remember that? Well, she had an uncle, her mothers brother, out in Chicago, who was well off and friendly, and used to write to Lizzie Trevor, and I dare say make her some presents; but he was a lively, driving man, and didnt take time to stop and think about his folks. He hadnt seen her since she was a little girl. Poor Lizzie was so pale and weakly that she just got through the term o school. She looked as if she was just going straight off in a decline. Tempy, she cosseted her up a while, and then, next thing folks knew, she was tellin round how Miss Trevor had gone to see her uncle, and meant to visit Niagary Falls on the way, and stop over night. Now I happened to know, in ways I wont dwell on to explain, that the poor girl was in debt for her schoolin when she come here, and her last quarters pay had just squared it off at last, and left her without a cent ahead, hardly; but it had fretted her thinking of it, so she paid it all; they might have dunned her that she owed it to. An I taxed Tempy about the girls goin off on such a journey till she owned up, rather n have Lizzie blamed, that shed given her sixty dollars, same s if she was rolling in riches, and sent her off to have a good rest and vacation.

Sixty dollars! exclaimed Mrs. Crowe. Tempy only had ninety dollars a year that came in to her; rest of her livin she got by helpin about, with what she raised off this little piece o ground, sand one side an clay the other. An how often Ive heard her tell, years ago, that shed rather see Niagary than any other sight in the world!

The women looked at each other in silence; the magnitude of the generous sacrifice was almost too great for their comprehension.

She was just poor enough to do that! declared Mrs. Crowe at last, in an abandonment of feeling. Say what you may, I feel humbled to the dust, and her companion ventured to say nothing. She never had given away sixty dollars at once, but it was simply because she never had it to give. It came to her very lips to say in explanation, Tempy was so situated; but she checked herself in time, for she would not betray her own loyal guarding of a dependent household.

Folks say a great deal of generosity, and this ones being public-sperited, and that one free-handed about giving, said Mrs. Crowe, who was a little nervous in the silence. I suppose we cant tell the sorrow it would be to some folks not to give, same s t would be to me not to save. I seem kind of made for that, as if t was what Id got to do. I should feel sights better about it if I could make it evident what I was savin for. If I had a child, now, Sarah Ann, and her voice was a little husky,— if I had a child, I should think I washeapin of it up because he was the one trained by the Lord to scatter it again for good. But heres Mr. Crowe and me, we cant do anything with money, and both of us like to keep things same s theyve always been. Now Priscilla Dance was talking away like a mill-clapper, week before last. Shed think I would go right off and get one o them new-fashioned gilt-and-white papers for the best room, and some new furniture, an a marble-top table. And I looked at her, all struck up. Why, says I, Priscilla, that nice old velvet paper aint hurt a mite. I shouldnt feel t was my best room without it. Danel says t is the first thing he can remember rubbin his little baby fingers on to it, and how splendid he thought them red roses was. I maintain, continued Mrs. Crowe stoutly, that folks wastes sights o good money doin just such foolish things. Tearin out the insides o meetin-houses, and fixin the pews different; t was good enough as t was with mendin; then times come, an they want to put it all back same s t was before.

This touched upon an exciting subject to active members of that parish. Miss Binson and Mrs. Crowe belonged to opposite parties, and had at one time come as near hard feelings as they could, and yet escape them. Each hastened to speak of other things and to show her untouched friendliness.

I do agree with you, said Sister Binson, that few of us know what use to make of money, beyond every-day necessities. Youve seen more o the world than I have, and know whats expected. When it comes to taste and judgment about such things, I ought to defer to others; and with this modest avowal the critical moment passed when there might have been an improper discussion.

In the silence that followed, the fact of their presence in a house of death grew more clear than before. There was something disturbing in the noise of a mouse gnawing at the dry boards of a closet wall near by. Both the watchers looked up anxiously at the clock; it was almost the middle of the night, and the whole world seemed to have left them alone with their solemn duty. Only the brook was awake.

Perhaps we might give a look up-stairs now, whispered Mrs. Crowe, as if she hoped to hear some reason against their going just then to the chamber of death; but Sister Binson rose, with a serious and yet satisfied countenance, and lifted the small lamp from the table. She was much more used to watching than Mrs. Crowe, and much less affected by it. They opened the door into a small entry with a steep stairway; they climbed the creaking stairs, and entered the cold upper room on tiptoe. Mrs. Crowes heart began to beat very fast as the lamp was put on a high bureau, and made long, fixed shadows about the walls. She went hesitatingly toward the solemn shape under its white drapery, and felt a sense of remonstrance as Sarah Ann gently, but in a business-like way, turned back the thin sheet.

Seems to me she looks pleasanter and pleasanter, whispered Sarah Ann Binson impulsively, as they gazed at the white face with its wonderful smile. To-morrow t will all have faded out. I do believe they kind of wake up a day or two after they die, and its then they go. She replaced the light covering, and they both turned quickly away; there was a chill in this upper room.

T is a great thing for anybody to have got through, aint it? said Mrs. Crowe softly, as she began to go down the stairs on tiptoe. The warm air from the kitchen beneath met them with a sense of welcome and shelter.

I don know why it is, but I feel as near again to Tempy down here as I do up there, replied Sister Binson. I feel as if the air was full of her, kind of. I can sense things, now and then, that she seems to say. Now I never was one to take up with no nonsense of sperits and such, but I declare I felt as if she told me just now to put some more wood into the stove.

Mrs. Crowe preserved a gloomy silence. She had suspected before this that her companion was of a weaker and more credulous disposition than herself. T is a great thing to have got through, she repeated, ignoring definitely all that had last been said. I suppose you know as well as I that Tempy was one that always feared death. Well, its all put behind her now; she knows what t is. Mrs. Crowe gave a little sigh, and Sister Binsons quick sympathies were stirred toward this other old friend, who also dreaded the great change.

Id never like to forgit almost those last words Tempy spoke plain to me, she said gently, like the comforter she truly was. She looked up at me once or twice, that last afternoon after I come to set by her, and let Mis Owen go home; and I says, Can I do anything to ease you, Tempy? and the tears come into my eyes so I couldnt see what kind of a nod she give me. No, Sarah Ann, you cant, dear, says she; and then she got her breath again, and says she, looking at me real meanin, Im only a-gettin sleepier and sleepier; thats all there is, says she, and smiled up at me kind of wishful, and shut her eyes. I knew well enough all she meant. Shed been lookin out for a chance to tell me, and I don know s she ever said much afterwards.

Mrs. Crowe was not knitting; she had been listening too eagerly. Yes, t will be a comfort to think of that sometimes, she said, in acknowledgment.

I know that old Dr. Prince said once, in evenin meetin, that hed watched by many a dyin bed, as we well knew, and enough o his sick folks had been scared o dyin their whole lives through; but when they come to the last, hed never seen one but was willin, and most were glad, to go. T is as natural as bein born or livin on, he said. I dont know what had moved him to speak that night. You know he want in the habit of it, and t was the monthly concert of prayer for foreign missions anyways, said Sarah Ann; but t was a great stay to the mind to listen to his words of experience.

There never was a better man, responded Mrs. Crowe, in a really cheerful tone. She had recovered from her feeling of nervous dread, the kitchen was so comfortable with lamplight and firelight; and just then the old clock began to tell the hour of twelve with leisurely whirring strokes.

Sister Binson laid aside her work, and rose quickly and went to the cupboard. Wed better take a little to eat, she explained. The night will go fast after this. I want to know if you went and made some o your nice cupcake, while you was home to-day? she asked, in a pleased tone; and Mrs. Crowe acknowledged such a gratifying piece of thoughtfulness for this humble friend who denied herself all luxuries. Sarah Ann brewed a generous cup of tea, and the watchers drew their chairs up to the table presently, and quelled their hunger with good country appetites. Sister Binson put a spoon into a small, old-fashioned glass of preserved quince, and passed it to her friend. She was most familiar with the house, and played the part of hostess. Spread some o this on your bread and butter, she said to Mrs. Crowe. Tempy wanted me to use some three or four times, but I never felt to. I know shed like to have us comfortable now, and would urge us to make a good supper, poor dear.

What excellent preserves she did make! mourned Mrs. Crowe. None of us has got her light hand at doin things tasty. She made the most o everything, too. Now, she only had that one old quince-tree down in the far corner of the piece, but shed go out in the spring and tend to it, and look at it so pleasant and kind of expect the old thorny thing into bloomin.

She was just the same with folks, said Sarah Ann. And shed never git moren a little apernful o quinces, but shed have every mite o goodness out o those, and set the glasses up onto her best-room closet shelf, so pleased. T want but a week ago to-morrow mornin I fetched her a little taste o jelly in a teaspoon; and she says Thank ye, and took it, an the minute she tasted it she looked up at me as worried as could be. Oh, I dont want to eat that, says she. I always keep that in case o sickness. Youre goin to have the good o one tumbler yourself, says I. Id just like to know whos sick now, if you aint! An she couldnt help laughin, I spoke up so smart. Oh, dear me, how I shall miss talkin over things with her! She always sensed things, and got just the pint you meant.

She didnt begin to age until two or three years ago, did she? asked Mrs. Crowe. I never saw anybody keep her looks as Tempy did. She looked young long after I begun to feel like an old woman. The doctor used to say t was her young heart, and I dont know but what he was right. How she did do for other folks! There was one spell she wasnt at home a day to a fortnight. She got most of her livin so, and that made her own potatoes and things last her through. None o the young folks could get married without her, and all the old ones was disappointed if she want round when they was down with sickness and had to go. An cleanin, or tailorin for boys, or rug-hookin, — there was nothin but what she could do as handy as most. I do love to work, — aint you heard her say that twenty times a week?

Sarah Ann Binson nodded, and began to clear away the empty plates. We may want a taste o somethin more towards mornin, she said. Theres plenty in the closet here; and in case some comes from a distance to the funeral, well have a little table spread after we get back to the house.

Yes, I was busy all the mornin. Ive cooked up a sight o things to bring over, said Mrs. Crowe. I felt t was the last I could do for her.

They drew their chairs near the stove again, and took up their work. Sister Binsons rocking-chair creaked as she rocked; the brook sounded louder than ever. It was more lonely when nobody spoke, and presently Mrs. Crowe returned to her thoughts of growing old.

Yes, Tempy aged all of a sudden. I remember I asked her if she felt as well as common, one day, and she laughed at me good. There, when Mr. Crowe begun to look old, I couldnt help feeling as if somethin ailed him, and like as not t was somethin he was goin to git right over, and I dosed him for it stiddy, half of one summer.

How many things we shall be wanting to ask Tempy! exclaimed Sarah Ann Binson, after a long pause. I cant make up my mind to doin without her. I wish folks could come back just once, and tell us how t is where theyve gone. Seems then we could do without em better. 

The brook hurried on, the wind blew about the house now and then; the house itself was a silent place, and the supper, the warm fire, and an absence of any new topics for conversation made the watchers drowsy. Sister Binson closed her eyes first, to rest them for a minute; and Mrs. Crowe glanced at her compassionately, with a new sympathy for the hard-worked little woman. She made up her mind to let Sarah Ann have a good rest, while she kept watch alone; but in a few minutes her own knitting was dropped, and she, too, fell asleep. Overhead, the pale shape of Tempy Dent, the outworn body of that generous, loving-hearted, simple soul, slept on also in its white raiment. Perhaps Tempy herself stood near, and saw her own life and its surroundings with new understanding. Perhaps she herself was the only watcher.

Later, by some hours, Sarah Ann Binson woke with a start. There was a pale light of dawn outside the small windows. Inside the kitchen, the lamp burned dim. Mrs. Crowe awoke, too.

I think Tempy d be the first to say t was just as well we both had some rest, she said, not without a guilty feeling.

Her companion went to the outer door, and opened it wide. The fresh air was none too cold, and the brooks voice was not nearly so loud as it had been in the midnight darkness. She could see the shapes of the hills, and the great shadows that lay across the lower country. The east was fast growing bright.

T will be a beautiful day for the funeral, she said, and turned again, with a sigh, to follow Mrs. Crowe up the stairs.


THE DULHAM LADIES.
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To be leaders of society in the town of Dulham was as satisfactory to Miss Dobin and Miss Lucinda Dobin as if Dulham were London itself. Of late years, though they would not allow themselves to suspect such treason, the most ill-bred of the younger people in the village made fun of them behind their backs, and laughed at their treasured summer mantillas their mincing steps, and the shape of their parasols.

They were always conscious of the fact that they were the daughters of a once eminent Dulham minister; but beside this unanswerable claim to the respect of the First Parish, they were aware that their mothers social position was one of superior altitude. Madam Dobins grandmother was a Greenaple of Boston. In her younger days she had often visited her relatives, the Greenaples and Hightrees, and in seasons of festivity she could relate to a select and properly excited audience her delightful experiences of town life. Nothing could be finer than her account of having taken tea at Governor Clovenfoots on Beacon Street in company with an English lord, who was indulging himself in a brief vacation from his arduous duties at the Court of St. James.

He exclaimed that he had seldom seen in England so beautiful and intelligent a company of ladies, Madam Dobin would always say in conclusion. He was decorated with the blue ribbon of the Knights of the Garter. Miss Dobin and Miss Lucinda thought for many years that this famous blue ribbon was tied about the noble gentlemans leg. One day they even discussed the question openly; Miss Dobin placing the decoration at his knee, and Miss Lucinda locating it much lower down, according to the length of the short gray socks with which she was familiar.

You have no imagination, Lucinda, the elder sister replied impatiently. Of course, those were the days of small-clothes and long silk stockings! — whereat Miss Lucinda was rebuked, but not persuaded.

I wish that my dear girls could have the outlook upon society which fell to my portion, Madam Dobin sighed, after she had set these ignorant minds to rights, and enriched them by communicating the final truth about the blue ribbon. l must not chide you for the absence of opportunities, but if our cousin Harriet Greenaple were only living, you would not lack enjoyment or social education. 

Madam Dobin had now been dead a great many years. She seemed an elderly woman to her daughters some time before she left them; they thought later that she had really died comparatively young, since their own years had come to equal the record of hers. When they visited her tall white tombstone in the orderly Dulham burying-ground, it was a strange thought to both the daughters that they were older women than their mother had been when she died. To be sure, it was the fashion to appear older in her day, — they could remember the sober effect of really youthful married persons in cap and frisette; but, whether they owed it to the changed times or to their own qualities, they felt no older themselves than ever they had. Beside upholding the ministerial dignity of their father, they were obliged to give a lenient sanction to the ways of the world for their mothers sake; and they combined the two duties with reverence and impartiality.

Madam Dobin was, in her prime, a walking example of refinement and courtesy. If she erred in any way, it was by keeping too strict watch and rule over her small kingdom. She acted with great dignity in all matters of social administration and etiquette, but, while it must be owned that the parishioners felt a sense of freedom for a time after her death, in their later years they praised and valued her more and more, and often lamented her generously and sincerely.

Several of her distinguished relatives attended Madam Dobins funeral, which was long considered the most dignified and elegant pageant of that sort which had ever taken place in Dulham. It seemed to mark the close of a famous epoch in Dulham history, and it was increasingly difficult forever afterward to keep the tone of society up to the old standard. Somehow, the distinguished relatives had one by one disappeared, though they all had excellent reasons for the discontinuance of their visits. A few had left this world altogether, and the family circle of the Greenaples and Hightrees was greatly reduced in circumference. Sometimes, in summer, a stray connection drifted Dulham-ward, and was displayed to the townspeople (not to say paraded) by the gratified hostesses. It was a disappointment if the guest could not be persuaded to remain over Sunday and appear at church. When household antiquities became fashionable, the ladies remarked upon a surprising interest in their corner cupboard and best chairs, and some distant relatives revived their almost forgotten custom of paying a summer visit to Dulham. They were not long in finding out with what desperate affection Miss Dobin and Miss Lucinda clung to their mothers wedding china and other inheritances, and were allowed to depart without a single teacup. One graceless descendant of the Hightrees prowled from garret to cellar, and admired the household belongings diligently, but she was not asked to accept even the dislocated cherry-wood footstool that she had discovered in the far corner of the parsonage pew.

Some of the Dulham friends had long suspected that Madam Dobin made a social misstep when she chose the Reverend Edward Dobin for her husband. She was no longer young when she married, and though she had gone through the wood and picked up a crooked stick at last, it made a great difference that her stick possessed an ecclesiastical bark. The Reverend Edward was, moreover, a respectable graduate of Harvard College, and to a woman of her standards a clergyman was by no means insignificant. It was impossible not to respect his office, at any rate, and she must have treated him with proper veneration for the sake of that, if for no other reason, though his early advantages had been insufficient, and he was quite insensible to the claims of the Greenaple pedigree, and preferred an Indian pudding to pie crust that was, withoutexaggeration, half a quarter high. The delicacy of Madam Dobins touch and preference in everything, from hymns to cookery, was quite lost upon this respected preacher, yet he was not without pride or complete confidence in his own decisions.

The Reverend Mr. Dobin was never very enlightening in his discourses, and was providentially stopped short by a stroke of paralysis in the middle of his clerical career. He lived on and on through many dreary years, but his children never accepted the fact that he was a tyrant, and served him humbly and patiently. He fell at last into a condition of great incapacity and chronic trembling, but was able for nearly a quarter of a century to be carried to the meeting-house from time to time to pronounce farewell discourses. On high days of the church he was always placed in the pulpit, and held up his shaking hands when the benediction was pronounced, as if the divine gift were exclusively his own, and the other minister did but say empty words. Afterward, he was usually tired and displeased and hard to cope with, but there was always a proper notice taken of these too often recurring events. For old times and for pitys sake and from natural goodness of heart, the elder parishioners rallied manfully about the Reverend Mr. Dobin; and whoever his successor or colleague might be, the Dobins were always called the ministers folks, while the active laborer in that vineyard was only Mr. Smith or Mr. Jones, as the case might be. At last the poor old man died, to everybodys relief and astonishment; and after he was properly preached about and lamented, his daughters, Miss Dobin and Miss Lucinda, took a good look at life from a new standpoint, and decided that now they were no longer constrained by home duties they must make themselves of a great deal more use to the town.

Sometimes there is such a household as this (which has been perhaps too minutely described), where the parents linger until their children are far past middle age, and always keep them in a too childish and unworthy state of subjection. The Misses Dobins characters were much influenced by such an unnatural prolongation of the filial relationship, and they were amazingly slow to suspect that they were not so young as they used to be. There was nothing to measure themselves by but Dulham people and things. The elm-trees were growing yet, and many of the ladies of the First Parish were older than they, and called them, with pleasant familiarity, the Dobin girls. These elderly persons seemed really to be growing old, and Miss Lucinda frequently lamented the change in society; she thought it a freak of nature and too sudden blighting of earthly hopes that several charming old friends of her mothers were no longer living. They were advanced in age when Miss Lucinda was a young girl, though time and space are but relative, after all.

Their influence upon society would have made a great difference in many ways. Certainly, the new parishioners, who had often enough been instructed to pronounce their pastors name as if it were spelled with one b, would not have boldly returned again and again to their obnoxious habit of saying Dobbin. Miss Lucinda might carefully speak to the neighbor and new-comers of my sister, Miss Do-bin; only the select company of intimates followed her lead, and at last there was something humiliating about it, even though many persons spoke of them only as the ladies.

The name was originally DAubigne, we think, Miss Lucinda would say coldly and patiently, as if she had already explained this foolish mistake a thousand times too often. It was like the sorrows in many a provincial château in the Reign of Terror. The ladies looked on with increasing dismay at the retrogression in society. They felt as if they were a feeble garrison, to whose lot it had fallen to repulse a noisy, irreverent mob, an increasing band of marauders who would overthrow all landmarks of the past, all etiquette and social rank. The new minister himself was a round-faced, unspiritual-looking young man, whom they would have instinctively ignored if he had not been a minister. The new people who came to Dulham were not like the older residents, and they had no desire to be taught better. Little they cared about the Greenaples or the Hightrees; and once, when Miss Dobin essayed to speak of some detail of her mothers brilliant experiences in Boston high life, she was interrupted, and the new-comer who sat next her at the parish sewing society began to talk about something else. We cannot believe that it could have been the tea-party at Governor Clovenfoots which the rude creature so disrespectfully ignored, but some persons are capable of showing any lack of good taste.

The ladies had an unusual and most painful sense of failure as they went home together that evening. I have always made it my object to improve and interest the people at such times; it would seem so possible to elevate their thoughts and direct them into higher channels, said Miss Dobin sadly. But as for that Woolden woman, there is no use in casting pearls before swine!

Miss Lucinda murmured an indignant assent. She had a secret suspicion that the Woolden woman had heard the story in question oftener than had pleased her. She was but an ignorant creature; though she had lived in Dulham twelve or thirteen years, she was no better than when she came. The mistake was in treating sister Harriet as if she were on a level with the rest of the company. Miss Lucinda had observed more than once, lately, that her sister sometimes repeated herself, unconsciously, a little oftener than was agreeable. Perhaps they were getting a trifle dull; toward spring it might be well to pass a few days with some of their friends, and have a change.

If I have tried to do anything, said Miss Dobin in an icy tone, it has been to stand firm in my lot and place, and to hold the standard of cultivated mind and elegant manners as high as possible. You would think it had been a hundred years since our mothers death, so completely has the effect of her good breeding and exquisite hospitality been lost sight of, here in Dulham. I could wish that our father had chosen to settle in a larger and more appreciative place. They would like to put us on the shelf, too. I can see that plainly.

I am sure we have our friends, said Miss Lucinda anxiously, but with a choking voice. We must not let them think we do not mean to keep up with the times, as we always have. I do feel as if perhaps — our hair — 

And the sad secret was out at last. Each of the sisters drew a long breath of relief at this beginning of a confession.

It was certain that they must take some steps to retrieve their lost ascendency. Public attention had that evening been called to their fast-disappearing locks, poor ladies; and Miss Lucinda felt the discomfort most, for she had been the inheritor of the Hightree hair, long and curly, and chestnut in color. There used to be a waviness about it, and sometimes pretty escaping curls, but these were gone long ago. Miss Dobin resembled her father, and her hair had not been luxuriant, so that she was less changed by its absence than one might suppose. The straightness and thinness had increased so gradually that neither sister had quite accepted the thought that other persons would particularly notice their altered appearance.

They had shrunk, with the reticence born of close family association, from speaking of the cause even to each other, when they made themselves pretty little lace and dotted muslin caps. Breakfast caps, they called them, and explained that these were universally worn in town; the young Princess of Wales originated them, or at any rate adopted them. The ladies offered no apology for keeping the breakfast caps on until bedtime, and in spite of them a forward child had just spoken, loud and shrill, an untimely question in the ears of the for once silent sewing society. Do Miss Dobbinses wear them great caps because their heads is cold? the little beast had said; and everybody was startled and dismayed.

Miss Dobin had never shown better her good breeding and valor, the younger sister thought.

No, little girl, replied the stately Harriet, with a chilly smile. I believe that our headdresses are quite in the fashion for ladies of all ages. And you must remember that it is never polite to make such personal remarks. It was after this that Miss Dobin had been reminded of Madam Somebodys unusual headgear at the evening entertainment in Boston. Nobody but the Woolden woman could have interrupted her under such trying circumstances.

Miss Lucinda, however, was certain that the time had come for making some effort to replace her lost adornment. The child had told an unwelcome truth, but had paved the way for further action, and now was the time to suggest something that had slowly been taking shape in Miss Lucindas mind. A young grand-nephew of their mother and his bride had passed a few days with them, two or three summers before, and the sisters had been quite shocked to find that the pretty young woman wore a row of frizzes, not originally her own, over her smooth forehead. At the time, Miss Dobin and Miss Lucinda had spoken severely with each other of such bad taste, but now it made a great difference that the wearer of the frizzes was not only a relative by marriage and used to good society, but also that she came from town, and might be supposed to know what was proper in the way of toilet.

I really think, sister, that we had better see about having some — arrangements, next time we go anywhere, Miss Dobin said unexpectedly, with a slight tremble in her voice, just as they reached their own door. There seems to be quite a fashion for them nowadays. For the parishs sake we ought to recognize — and Miss Lucinda responded with instant satisfaction. She did not like to complain, but she had been troubled with neuralgic pains in her forehead on suddenly meeting the cold air. The sisters felt a new bond of sympathy in keeping this secret with and for each other; they took pains to say to several acquaintances that they were thinking of going to the next large town to do a few errands for Christmas.

A bright, sunny morning seemed to wish the ladies good-fortune. Old Hetty Downs, their faithful maid-servant and protector, looked after them in affectionate foreboding. Dear sakes, what devils wiles may be played on them blessed innocents afore theyre safe home again! she murmured, as they vanished round the corner of the street that led to the railway station.

Miss Dobin and Miss Lucinda paced discreetly side by side down the main street of Westbury. It was nothing like Boston, of course, but the noise was slightly confusing, and the passers-by sometimes roughly pushed against them. Westbury was a consequential manufacturing town, but a great convenience at times like this. The trifling Christmas gifts for their old neighbors and Sunday-school scholars were purchased and stowed away in their neat Fayal basket before the serious commission of the day was attended to. Here and there, in the shops, disreputable frizzes were displayed in unblushing effrontery, but no such vulgar shopkeeper merited the patronage of the Misses Dobin. They pretended not to observe the unattractive goods, and went their way to a low, one-storied building on a side street, where an old tradesman lived. He had been useful to the minister while he still remained upon the earth and had need of a wig, sandy in hue and increasingly sprinkled with gray, as if it kept pace with other changes of existence. But old Paleys shutters were up, and a bar of rough wood was nailed firmly across the one that had lost its fastening and would rack its feeble hinges in the wind. Old Paley had always been polite and bland; they really had looked forward to a little chat with him; they had heard a year or two before of his wifes death, and meant to offer sympathy. His business of hair-dressing had been carried on with that of parasol and umbrella mending, and the condemned umbrella which was his sign flapped and swung in the rising wind, a tattered skeleton before the closed door. The ladies sighed and turned away; they were beginning to feel tired; the day was long, and they had not met with any pleasures yet. We might walk up the street a little farther, suggested Miss Lucinda; that is, if you are not tired, as they stood hesitating on the corner after they had finished a short discussion of Mr. Paleys disappearance. Happily it was only a few minutes before they came to a stop together in front of a new, shining shop, where smirking waxen heads all in a row were decked with the latest fashions of wigs and frizzes. One smiling fragment of a gentleman stared so straight at Miss Lucinda with his black eyes that she felt quite coy and embarrassed, and was obliged to feign not to be conscious of his admiration. But Miss Dobin, after a brief delay, boldly opened the door and entered; it was better to be sheltered in the shop than exposed to public remark as they gazed in at the windows. Miss Lucinda felt her heart beat and her courage give out; she, coward like, left the transaction of their business to her sister, and turned to contemplate the back of the handsome model. It was a slight shock to find that he was not so attractive from this point of view. The wig he wore was well made all round, but his shoulders were roughly finished in a substance that looked like plain plaster of Paris.

What can I have ze pleasure of showing you, young ladees? asked a person who advanced; and Miss Lucinda faced about to discover a smiling, middle-aged Frenchman, who rubbed his hands together and looked at his customers, first one and then the other, with delightful deference. He seemed a very civil nice person, the young ladies thought.

My sister and I were thinking of buying some little arrangements to wear above the forehead. Miss Dobin explained, with pathetic dignity; but the Frenchman spared her any further words. He looked with eager interest at the bonnets, as if no lack had attracted his notice before. Ah, yes. Je comprends; ze high foreheads are not now ze mode. Je prefer them, moi, yes, yes, but ze ladies must accept ze fashion; zay must now cover ze forehead with ze frizzes, ze bangs, you say. As you wis, as you wis! and the tactful little man, with many shrugs and merry gestures at such girlish fancies, pulled down one box after another.

It was a great relief to find that this was no worse, to say the least, than any other shopping, though the solemnity and secrecy of the occasion were infringed upon by the great supply of arrangements and the loud discussion of the color of some crimps a noisy girl was buying from a young saleswoman the other side of the shop.

Miss Dobin waved aside the wares which were being displayed for her approval. Something — more simple, if you please, — she did not like to say older.

But these are très simple, protested the Frenchman. We have nothing younger; and Miss Dobin and Miss Lucinda blushed, and said no more. The Frenchman had his own way; he persuaded them that nothing was so suitable as some conspicuous forelocks that matched their hair as it used to be. They would have given anything rather than leave their breakfast caps at home, if they had known that their proper winter bonnets must come off. They hardly listened to the wig merchants glib voice as Miss Dobin stood revealed before the merciless mirror at the back of the shop.

He made everything as easy as possible, the friendly creature, and the ladies were grateful to him. Besides, now that the bonnet was on again there was a great improvement in Miss Dobins appearance. She turned to Miss Lucinda, and saw a gleam of delight in her eager countenance. It really is very becoming. I like the way it parts over your forehead, said the younger sister, but if it were long enough to go behind the ears— Non, non, entreated the Frenchman. To make her the old woman at once would be cruelty! And Lucinda who was wondering how well she would look in her turn, succumbed promptly to such protestations. Yes, there was no use in being old before their time. Dulham was not quite keeping pace with the rest of the world in these days, but they need not drag behind everybody else, just because they lived there.

The price of the little arrangements was much less than the sisters expected, and the uncomfortable expense of their reverend fathers wigs had been, it was proved, a thing of the past. Miss Dobin treated her polite Frenchman with great courtesy; indeed, Miss Lucinda had more than once whispered to her to talk French, and as they were bowed out of the shop the gracious Bong-sure of the elder lady seemed to act like the string of a showerbath, and bring down an awesome torrent of foreign phrases upon the two guileless heads. It was impossible to reply; the ladies bowed again, however, and Miss Lucinda caught a last smile from the handsome wax countenance in the window. He appeared to regard her with fresh approval, and she departed down the street with mincing steps.

I feel as if anybody might look at me now, sister, said gentle Miss Lucinda. I confess, I have really suffered sometimes, since I knew I looked so distressed.

Yours is lighter than I thought it was in the shop, remarked Miss Dobin doubtfully, but she quickly added that perhaps it would change a little. She was so perfectly satisfied with her own appearance that she could not bear to dim the pleasure of any one else. The truth remained that she never would have let Lucinda choose that particular arrangement if she had seen it first in a good light. And Lucinda was thinking exactly the same of her companion.

I am sure we shall have no more neuralgia, said Miss Dobin. I am sorry we waited so long, dear, and they tripped down the main street of Westbury, confident that nobody would suspect them of being over thirty. Indeed, they felt quite girlish, and unconsciously looked sideways as they went along, to see their satisfying reflections in the windows. The great panes made excellent mirrors, with not too clear or lasting pictures of these comforted passers-by.

The Frenchman in the shop was making merry with his assistants. The two great frisettes had long been out of fashion; he had been lying in wait with them for two unsuspecting country ladies, who could be cajoled into such a purchase.

Sister, Miss Lucinda was saying, you know there is still an hour to wait before our train goes. Suppose we take a little longer walk down the other side of the way; and they strolled slowly back again. In fact, they nearly missed the train, naughty girls! Hetty would have been so worried, they assured each other, but they reached the station just in time.

Lutie, said Miss Dobin, put up your hand and part it from your forehead; it seems to be getting a little out of place; and Miss Lucinda, who had just got breath enough to speak, returned the information that Miss Dobins was almost covering her eyebrows. They might have to trim them a little shorter; of course it could be done. The darkness was falling; they had taken an early dinner before they started, and now they were tired and hungry after the exertion of the afternoon, but the spirit of youth flamed afresh in their hearts, and they were very happy. If ones heart remains young, it is a sore trial to have the outward appearance entirely at variance. It was the ladies nature to be girlish, and they found it impossible not to be grateful to the flimsy, ineffectual disguise which seemed to set them right with the world. The old conductor, who had known them for many years, looked hard at them as he took their tickets, and, being a man of humor and compassion, affected not to notice anything remarkable in their appearance. You ladies never mean to grow old, like the rest of us, he said gallantly, and the sisters fairly quaked with joy. Their young hearts would forever keep them truly unconscious of the cruel thievery of time.

Bless us! the obnoxious Mrs. Woolden was saying, at the other end of the car. Theres the old maid Dobbinses, and theyve bought em some bangs. I expect they wanted to get thatched in a little before real cold weather; but dont they look just like a pair o poodle dogs.

The little ladies descended wearily from the train. Somehow they did not enjoy a days shopping as much as they used. They were certainly much obliged to Hetty for sending her nieces boy to meet them, with a lantern; also for having a good warm supper ready when they came in. Hetty took a quick look at her mistresses, and returned to the kitchen. I knew somebody would be foolin of em, she assured herself angrily, but she had to laugh. Their dear, kind faces were wrinkled and pale, and the great frizzes had lost their pretty curliness, and were hanging down, almost straight and very ugly, into the ladies eyes. They could not tuck them up under their caps, as they were sure might be done.

Then came a succession of rainy days, and nobody visited the rejuvenated household. The frisettes looked very bright chestnut by the light of day, and it must be confessed that Miss Dobin took the scissors and shortened Miss Lucindas half an inch, and Miss Lucinda returned the compliment quite secretly, because each thought her sisters forehead lower than her own. Their dear gray eyebrows were honestly displayed, as if it were the fashion not to have them match with wigs. Hetty at last spoke out, and begged her mistresses, as they sat at breakfast, to let her take the frizzes back and change them. Her sisters daughter worked in that very shop, and, though in the work-room, would be able to oblige them, Hetty was sure.

But the ladies looked at each other in pleased assurance, and then turned together to look at Hetty, who stood already a little apprehensive near the table, where she had just put down a plateful of smoking drop-cakes. The good creature really began to look old.

They are worn very much in town, said Miss Dobin. We think it was quite fortunate that the fashion came in just as our hair was growing a trifle thin. I dare say we may choose those that are a shade duller in color when these are a little past. Oh, we shall not want tea this evening, you remember, Hetty. I am glad there is likely to be such a good night for the sewing circle. And Miss Dobin and Miss Lucinda nodded and smiled.

Oh, my sakes alive! the troubled handmaiden groaned. Going to the circle, be they, to be snickered at! Well, the Dobbin girls they was born, and the Dobbin girls they will remain till they die; but if they aint innocent Christian babes to those that knows em well, mark me down for an idjit myself! They believe them front-pieces has set the clock back forty year or more, but if theyre pleased to think so, let em!

Away paced the Dulham ladies, late in the afternoon, to grace the parish occasion, and face the amused scrutiny of their neighbors. I think we owe it to society to observe the fashions of the day, said Miss Lucinda. A lady cannot afford to be unattractive. I feel now as if we were prepared for anything!


AN ONLY SON.
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IT WAS GROWING more and more uncomfortable in the room where Deacon Price had spent the greater part of a hot July morning. The sun did not shine in, for it was now directly overhead, but the glare of its reflection from the dusty village street and the white house opposite was blinding to the eyes. At least one of the three selectmen of Dalton, who were assembled in solemn conclave, looked up several times at the tops of the windows, and thought they had better see about getting some curtains.

There was more business than usual, but most of it belonged to the familiar detail of the office; there were bills to pay for the support of the towns poor and the district schools, and afterward, some discussion arose about a new piece of road which had been projected by a few citizens, who were as violently opposed by others. The selectmen were agreed upon this question, but they proposed to speak in private with the county commissioners, who were expected to view the region of the new highway the next week. This, however, had been well canvassed at their last meeting, and they had reached no new conclusions since; so presently the conversation flagged a little, and Deacon Price drummed upon the ink-spattered table with his long, brown fingers, and John Kendall the grist-miller rose impatiently and went to the small window, where he stood with blinking eyes looking down into the street. His well-rounded figure made a pleasant shadow in that part of the room, but it seemed to grow hotter every moment. Captain Abel Stone left his chair impatiently, and taking his hat went down the short flight of stairs that led to the street, knocking his thick shuffling boots clumsily by the way. He reached the sidewalk and looked up and down the street, but nobody was coming; so he turned to Asa Ball the shoemake, who was standing in his shop-door.

Business aint brisk, I take it? inquired the captain; and Mr. Ball replied that he didnt do much more than tend shop, nowadays. Folks would keep on buying cheap shoes, and thinking they saved more money on two pair a year for five dollars than when he used to make em one pair for four. But I make better pay than I used to working at my trade, and so I aint going to fret, said Asa shrewdly, with a significant glance at a modest pile of empty cloth-boot boxes; and the captain laughed a little, and took a nibble at a piece of tobacco which he had found with much difficulty in one of his deep coat pockets. He had followed the sea in his early life, but had returned to the small, stony farm which had been the home of his childhood, perhaps fifteen years before this story begins. He had taken as kindly to inland life as if he had never once been spattered with sea water, and had been instantly given the position in town affairs which his wealth and character merited. He still retained a good deal of his nautical way of looking at things. One would say that to judge by his appearance he had been well rubbed with tar and salt, and it was supposed by his neighbors that his old sea-chests were guardians of much money; he was overrated by some of them as being worth fifteen thousand dollars with the farm thrown in. The captain was considered very peculiar, because he liked to live in the somewhat dilapidated little farmhouse, and some of his attempts at cultivating the sterile soil were the occasion of much amusement. He had made a large scrapbook, during his long sea-voyages, of all sorts of hints and suggestions for the tillage of the ground, gleaned from books and newspapers and almanacs, and nobody knows where else. He had pasted these in, or copied them in his stiff, careful handwriting, and pleased himself by watching his collection grow while he was looking forward through the long, storm-tossed years to his quiet anchorage among the Dalton hills. He was a single man, and though a braver never trod the quarter-deck, from motives of wisest policy he seldom opposed his will to that of Widow Martha Hawkes, who had consented to do him the great favor of keeping his house.

Havin a long session to-day, seems to me, observed the shoemaker, with little appearance of the curiosity which he really felt.

There was a good many pints to be looked over, answered Captain Stone, becoming aware that he had secrets to guard, and looking impenetrable and unconcerned. Its worked into a long drought, just as I said — I never took note of a drier sky; dont seem now as if we ever should get a sprinkle out of it, but I suppose we shall; and he turned with a sigh to the door, and disappeared again up the narrow stairway. The three horses which were tied to adjacent posts in the full blaze of the sun all hung their ancient heads wearily, and solaced their disappointment as best they might. They had felt certain, when the captain appeared, that the selectmens meeting was over. If they had been better acquainted with politics they might have wished that there could be a rising of the opposition, so that their masters would go out of office for as many years as they had come in.

The captains companions looked up at him eagerly, as if they were sure that he was the herald of the expected tax-collector, who was to pay a large sum of money to them, of which the town treasury was in need. It was close upon twelve oclock, and only a very great emergency would detain them beyond that time. They were growing very hungry, and when the captain, after a grave shake of his head, had settled into his chair again, they all felt more or less revengeful, though Deacon Price showed it by looking sad. One would have thought that he was waiting with reluctance to see some punishment descend upon the head of the delaying official.

Well, Mis Hawkes will be waiting dinner for me, and she never likes that, said Captain Stone at last; and just at that minute was heard the sound of wheels.

Perhaps its my mare stepping about, — shes dreadful restive in fly-time, suggested Mr. Kendall, and at once put his head out of the window; but when he took it in again, it was to tell his fellow-officers that Jackson was coming, and then they all sat solemnly in their chairs, with as much dignity as the situation of things allowed. Their judicial and governmental authority was plainly depicted in their expression. On ordinary occasions they were not remarkable, except as excellent old-fashioned countrymen; but when they represented to the world the personality and character of the town of Dalton, they would not have looked out of place seated in that stately company which Carpaccio has painted in the Reception of the English Embassadors. It was Dalton that gave audience that summer day, in the dusty, bare room, as Venice listens soberly in the picture.

They heard a man speak to his horse and leap to the ground heavily, and then listened eagerly to the clicks and fumblings which represented the tying of the halter, and then there were sounds of steps upon the stairway. The voice of Mr. Ball was heard, but it did not seem to have attracted much attention, and presently the long-waited-for messenger was in the room. He was dusty and sunburnt, and looked good-naturedly at his hosts. They greeted him amiably enough, and after he put his worn red handkerchief away he took a leather wallet from his pocket, and looking at a little roll of bills almost reluctantly turned them over with lingering fingers and passed them to Mr. Kendall, who sat nearest him, saying that he believed it was just right.

There was little else said, and after the money had again been counted the meeting was over. There was indeed a hurried arrangement as to who should guard the treasury, but when Deacon Price acknowledged that he meant to go to South Dalton next morning, he was at once deputed to carry the remittance to the bank there, where the towns funds and many of its papers already reposed. The deacon said slowly that he didnt know as he cared about keeping so much money in the house, but he was not relieved by either of his colleagues, and so these honest men separated and returned to private life again. Their homes were at some distance from each other; but for a half mile or so Deacon Price followed Captain Stone, and a cloud of dust followed them both. Then the captain turned to the left, up toward the hills; but Deacon Price kept on for some distance through the level lands, and at last went down a long lane, unshaded except here and there where some ambitious fence stakes had succeeded in changing themselves into slender willow-trees. In the spring the sides of the lane had been wet, and were full of green things, growing as fast as they could; but now these had been for some time dried up. The lane was bordered with dusty mayweed, and three deep furrows were worn through the turf, where the wagon wheels and the horses patient feet had traveled back and forward so many years. The house stood at the end, looking toward the main road as if it wished it were there; it was a low-storied white house, with faded green blinds.

The deacon had tried to hurry his slow horse still more after he caught sight of another horse and wagon standing in the wide dooryard. He had entirely forgotten, until that moment, that his niece and housekeeper, Eliza Storrow, had made a final announcement in the morning that she was going to start early that afternoon for the next town to help celebrate a golden wedding. Poor Eliza had been somewhat irate because even this uncommon season of high festival failed to excite her uncles love for society. She made him run the gauntlet, as usual on such occasions, by telling him successively that he took no interest in nobody and nothing, and that she was sure she shouldnt know what to say when people asked where he was; that it looked real unfeeling and cold-hearted, and he couldnt expect folks to show any interest in him. These arguments, with many others, had been brought forward on previous occasions until the deacon knew them all by heart, and he listened to them impassively that morning, only observing cautiously to his son that Eliza must go through with just so much. But he promised to come back early from the village, since Eliza and the cousin who was to call for her meant to start soon after twelve. It was a long drive, and they wished to be in good season for the gathering of the clans.

He left the horse standing in the yard and went into the house, feeling carefully at his inner coat pocket as he did so. Eliza had been watching for him, but the minute he came in sight she had left the window and begun to scurry about in the pantry. The deacon did not stop to speak to her, but went directly to his bedroom, and after a moments thought placed the precious wallet deep under the pillows. This act was followed by another moments reflection, and as the old man turned, his son stood before him in the doorway. Neither spoke; there was a feeling of embarrassment which was not uncommon between them; but presently the young man said, Elizas been waiting for you to have your dinner; shes in a great hurry to get off. Ill be in just as quick as I take care of the horse.

You let her be; Ill put her up myself, said the deacon a little ungraciously. I guess Eliza ll get there soon enough. I shouldnt think shed want to start to ride way over there right in the middle of the day. At another time he would have been pleased with Warrens offer of aid, for that young mans bent was not in what we are pleased to call a practical direction. As he left the kitchen he noticed for the first time Mrs. Starbird, who sat by the farther window dressed in her best, and evidently brimming over with reproachful impatience. Deacon Price was a hospitable man, and stopped to shake hands with her kindly, and to explain that he had been delayed by some business that had come before the selectmen. He was politely assured that the delay was not of the least consequence, for Mrs. Starbird was going to drive the colt, and could make up the lost time on the road. As they stood talking, Elizas footsteps were heard behind them, and, without turning or deigning to enter into any conversation with his niece, the deacon went out into the bright sunlight again.

Warren had preceded him after all, and was unfastening one of the traces, and his father unbuckled the other without a word. You go in and have your dinner, — why wont you, father? the young man said, looking up appealingly. You neednt be afraid but Ill do this all right.

I declare, I was grieved when I saw, as I come up the lane, that you hadnt mended up the fence there where I told you this forenoon. I had to be off, and theres the two calves right into the garden piece, and I dont know what works theyve been and done. It does seem too bad, Warren.

The son had worn a pleased and almost triumphant look, as if he had good news to tell, but now his face fell, and he turned crimson with shame and anger. I wouldnt have forgot that for anything! he stammered. Ive been hurrying as fast as I could with something Ive been doing. Im going off — but his father had already stepped inside the barn door with the hungry horse, and it was no use to say any more. Presently the deacon went into the house and ate his dinner, and after the few dishes had been washed, and Eliza had told him about the bread, and a piece of cold boiled beef, and a row of blueberry pies, and the sheet of gingerbread, which she had provided for the familys sustenance in her absence, she added that she might not be back until early Wednesday morning, and then she drove away in triumph with cousin Starbird. It was the first holiday the good woman had had for more than a year, except for church-going, and the deacon wished her good-day with real affection and sympathy, having already asked if she had everything she wanted to carry over, and finally desiring his respects to be given to the folks. He stood at the corner of the house and watched her all the way down the lane until she turned into the main road, and Eliza herself was much pleased as she caught sight of him. She waved her hand gallantly, to which he responded by an almost imperceptible inclination of the head and at once turned away.

There aint a better man alive, said cousin Starbird, whipping the elderly colt; hes as set as anybody I ever see, in his own ways, but hes real good-hearted. I dont know anybody Id look to quicker than him if I got into misfortune. Hes aged a good deal this last year, dont you think he has, Liza? Sometimes I feel sure that Warrens odd notions wears on him more than we think.

Course they do, said Eliza, throwing back the shawl which she had felt obliged to put on at first, out of respect to the occasion. His fathers mindful of Warren every hour in the day. He is getting more and more helpless and forgetful, and uncles growing feeble, and he aint able either to hire help or to do the farm work himself. Sometimes Warren takes holt real good, but it aint often: and there he sets, up in that room hes fixed over the wood-house, and tinkers all day long. Last winter he used to be there till late at night; he took out one o the window panes and set a funnel out through and used to keep a fire going and a bright light up there till one or two oclock in the morning. His father never slept a wink, I dont believe. He looks like a man thats hard on to eighty, and he want but sixty-seven his last birthday. I guess Warrens teased him out of about all the bank money he had put away. There! I used to get interested myself in Warrens notions about his machines, but now I cant bear to hear him begin, and I go right into the pantry and rattle round as if I was drove to pieces.

I suppose his father has indulged him more, seeing that he was so much younger than all the rest of his children, and they being dead anyway. I declare, I never see such a beautiful creatur as Warrens mother was. I always thought she was kind of homesick here; t was a lonesome place to me, always, and I never counted on its being healthy. The deacons begun to look kind o mossy, and I dont think its all worry o mind. Its kind of low land, and has always been called fevery. Cousin Starbird was apt to look on the dark side of things. You cant always see the marks o trouble, she went on. There was old John Stacy, that lost three children in one day with scarlet fever the fall after his wife died; then his house got afire, and the bank failed where his property was. Job himself couldnt be no worse off; and he took on dreadful, as one thing after another came upon him, but there want a younger appearing man of his age anywhere at the time he died. He seemed to spring right up again, like a bent withe. I always thought it was a kind of a pity that the deacon didnt push Warren right off while he was young. He kept him to home trying to make a farm-boy of him till he was a grown man.

Warren used to beseech him dreadfully to let him go off, when I first come over to live, said Eliza Storrow. He had a great notion of working in some kind of a machine shop, and they said that there want so smart a workman there as he was; but he got a notion that he could improve on one of the machines, and lost all his interest in workin his trade, and the end of it was that he spent a sight o money to get a patent, and found somebody had stepped in with another just the week before. It was an awful mean thing, too, for some thought it was his notion that had been stole from him. There was a fellow that boarded where he did, to Lowell, that left all of a sudden, and they thought he took the plan, — Warren being always free and pleasant with him, — and then let somebody else have part of it to get the patent through; anyway it wasnt called for in any name they knew. Warren was dreadful discouraged about it, and was set against folks knowing, so dont you never say nothing that I said about it. I think hes kind of crazed about machinery, and I dont believe he knows what hes about more than half the time. He never give me a misbeholden word, Ill say that for him, but its getting to be a melancholy habitation if ever I see one, said Eliza mournfully; and after this the conversation turned to more hopeful themes relating to the golden wedding.

The deacon had sighed as he turned away. He wondered if they would make the twelve-mile journey in safety, and smiled in spite of himself as he remembered an old story. He wished he had reminded them of those two old women who were traveling from Dalton to Somerset, and forgot where they came from, and what their names were, and where they were going. After this hidden spring of humor had bubbled to the surface, a little too late for anybodys enjoyment but his own, he relapsed into his usual plaintive gravity, and, bringing a hammer and nails and some stakes from the wood-house, he went out to mend the broken fence. It had been so often patched and propped that it now seemed hardly to be repaired again. The boards and posts had rotted away, and the gamesome calves had forced a wide breach in so weak a wall. It was a half afternoons work, and the day was hot, but the tired old man set about it unflinchingly, and took no rest until he had given the topmost rail a shake and assured himself that it would last through his day. He had brought more tools and pieces of board, and he put these together to be replaced. Just as he began his work he caught sight of his son walking quickly away, far beyond the house, across the pastures. The deacon gave a heavy sigh, and as he hammered and sawed and built his fence again, there had been more than one sigh to follow it, for was not this only son more strange and helpless and useless than ever? There seemed little to look forward to in life. 

The garden was being sadly treated and hindered by the drought; the beets and onions were only half grown, and the reliable old herb-bed seemed to have given up the fight altogether. In one place there had once been a flower-bed which belonged to Warrens mother, but it was almost wholly covered with grass. Eliza had no fondness for flowers, and the two men usually were unconscious that there were such things in the world. But this afternoon the deacon was glad to see a solitary sprig of London Pride, which stood out in bold relief against the gray post by the little garden gate. It sent a bright ray of encouragement into the shadow of his thoughts, and he went on his way cheerfully. He told himself that next he would attend to the wagon wheels, because he should need to start early in the morning, in order to get home before the heat of the day; it was a hot piece of road from here to the south village. He wondered idly where Warren had gone; he was glad he had not asked for money that day, but he had done questioning his son about his plans, or even the reason of his occasional absences.

The side door, which led into the kitchen, was shaded now, and a westerly breeze was coming across the level fields, so the deacon sat down on the doorstep to rest. The old cat came out as if she wished for company, and rubbed against his arm and mewed without making any noticeable sound. She put her fore-feet on the old mans knee and looked eagerly in his face and mewed again inaudibly, and her master laughed and wondered what she wanted. I suppose the cellar door is locked and bolted, and you want to go down, said the deacon, thats it, aint it? I should ha thought Liza would have reclected about them kittens, shouldnt you? and pleasing himself with the creatures companionship, he rose and entered the house. The cat trotted alongside and disappeared quickly down the stairway, and, moved by some strange impulse, Deacon Price went into his bedroom to make sure that the wallet was safe under the pillow. He did not reach it at first, and he groped again, thinking that he had forgotten he pushed it so far under. But although he eagerly threw off the clothes and the pillows, and shook them twice over, and got down on his hands and knees and crept under the bed, and felt an odd singing noise grow louder and louder in his head, and at last became dizzy and dropped into the nearest chair, there was no wallet to be found.

Then he crept out into the empty kitchen, where the only sound was made by a fly that buzzed dismally in a spiders web. The air was close and hot in the house, and as the old man stood in the doorway it seemed as if there had some change come over his whole familiar world. He felt puzzled and weak, and at first started to go out to the wagon with the vain hope of finding the lost purse; it might be that he — But there was no use in imagining that he had done anything but put it carefully under the pillow, that his son had stood in the doorway as he lifted his head, and that the money was gone. It was no use to deceive himself, or to hunt through the house; he had always before his eyes the picture of the pasture slope with the well-known figure of his son following the path that led across it to the nearest railroad station, a mile or two away.

The daylight waned slowly, and the heat of the sun lingered late into the night. Poor John Price went through with his usual duties mechanically, but with perfect care, and made the doing of his work last as long as he could. The pig and the chickens and the horse were fed; then there were the cows to bring in from pasture and to be milked; and at last the poor man even remembered the cat, and gave her a saucer of milk for her supper; but still it would not grow dark, and still the shame and sorrow weighed him down. In his restlessness he went through the lower rooms of the house, and opened the front door and shut it again, and looked into the stiff little best room, and felt as if he were following the country custom so familiar to him, of watching with the dead.

He did not get much sleep that night, in the uncomfortable bed which he tried to put into some sort of order before he lay down. Once he prayed aloud that the Lord would vouchsafe him a miracle, and that he might find his trust again, and what was still more precious, his confidence in his only son. For some reason he could not bear the sound of his own voice; and the thought of his time-honored office in the church pained him, for was it not disgraced and made a reproach?

Little by little the first sharpness of the shock wore away, while he tried to think what was to be done. The thought seized him that his son might have left some explanation of his going away, and he rose and took a candle and went to the little work-shop. There was less than the usual litter of cog-wheels and springs and screws, but somehow in the hot little room a feeling of reassurance and almost of hope took possession of him. It might be that Warrens hopes would not be disappointed, that he might be able to repay the stolen sum, that he had only secreted it, and would return later and give it back; for the poor deacon assured himself over and over that he would talk about the boys affairs with him, and try again to aid him and to put him into a likely way at last, even if he had to mortgage the farm.

But in the morning, if there were still no signs of the lad, what could be done? The money which Jerry Jackson had owed the town as tax-collector, and paid at last that very day, — that seven hundred dollars; the five hundred dollar bill, and the two that stood for a hundred each, and some smaller bills which were to pay the interest, — how should they be replaced? He had no ready money of any amount, nor would have until the pay came for some hay, or unless he could persuade a neighbor, whose payments were honest but slow, to take up a note given for a piece of outlying woodland sold the winter before.

All through that long summer night he worried and waited for the morning, and sometimes told himself that his only son had robbed him, and sometimes said that Warren would never serve him like that, and when he came home it would be all made right. The whippoorwills were singing about the house, and one even came to perch on the kitchen doorstep and repeat its accusing cry. The waning moon rose late, and made a solemn red light in the east, and shone straight in at the little bedroom window as if it were a distant bale-fire on the hills. A little dog kept up a fierce barking by the next farmhouse, far away across the fields, and at last the tired man was ready to think his miserable wakefulness was the fault of the cur. . . . Yes, he had given Warren all the money he could, he had meant well by the boy, and surely now, unless the poor fellow had gone mad, there would be some way out of all this trouble; at any rate, he would not let other people have a chance to call his son a thief until there was no help for it.

The next morning, after a short, uneasy sleep, from which the deacon had a sad awaking, he hungrily ate some breakfast at the pantry shelves, and harnessed the old horse, and set out on a days journey of which he hardly knew the end. He shut the door of the house and locked it, and gave a look of lingering affection at the old place, even stopping the horse for a minute in the lane that he might turn to survey it again most carefully. He felt as if he were going to do it wrong, and as if it were a conscious thing, the old weather-beaten dwelling that had sheltered him all his life, and those who had been dearest to him. It had no great attractions for a stranger. It was a representative house for that somewhat primitive farming region, though it had fallen out of repair, and wore a damaged and resourceless aspect. The appearance of a mans home is exactly characteristic of himself. Human nature is more powerful than its surroundings, and shapes them inevitably to itself.

It was still very early in the morning, and few persons were stirring. In fact, Deacon Price met nobody on the road except a sleepy boy following his cows to pasture, and he did not feel like looking him in the face, but gave a pull at the reins to hurry the horse and pass by without question. He took a cross road that was cool and shady at that hour, and while he journeyed slowly up the rough by-way he let the horse choose its own course without guidance. Some birds were crying and calling in the woods close by, as if it were altogether a day of ill omen and disaster. John Price felt more and more as if his world was coming to an end, and everything was going to pieces. He never had understood his son very well; there are some people who are like the moon, with one side always hidden and turned away, and Warren was only half familiar to his father. The old man had been at first inclined to treat his bright boy with a sort of respect and reverence, but in later years this had changed little by little to impatience and suspicion. It had been a great mortification that he had been obliged to maintain him, and once when somebody, perhaps Eliza Storrow, had been commenting upon a certain crop of wild oats which a neighboring lad had arranged for his harvesting, the deacon was heard to mutter, Better them than no crop at all! Yet he had never suffered his acquaintances to comment upon his sons behavior; his own treatment of him in public had insisted upon the rendering of respect from other people, but he had not acknowledged to himself, until this last sad night, that there was no practical result to be hoped for from Warrens gifts and graces. This might have been borne, and they might have struggled on together, somehow or other, but for this terrible blow of the theft of the towns money, which now left a debt and sorrow on the old mans shoulders almost too heavy to be borne.

In a short time the woods were passed, and the road led out to a pleasant country of quite different character from the lowland neighborhood left behind. There were gently sloping hills and long lines of elms, and the farms looked more prosperous. One farm only on this road was unproductive, and this was partly the fault of art, and partly of nature, for it was the homestead of Captain Stone, a better sailor than farmer. Its pastures were gathering-places for the ledges, and the fields were all made swampy by many springs. It seemed to be the waste corner of that region for all unused and undeveloped materials of farming land; but while there was every requisite, there was a chaotic and primitive arrangement of clay, rock, and sand. Yet the captain had settled down here in blissful content as a tiller of the soil; and while he might have bought the best farm in the county, he congratulated himself upon his rare privileges here, and would have found more level and kindly acres as uninteresting as being becalmed in tropic seas. He worked his farm as he had sailed his ships, by using tact and discretion, and with true seamans philosophy he never fretted. He waited for the wind to change, or the tide of spring to flow, or of winter to ebb, for he had long ago learned there was no hurrying nature; and to hear him talk of one of his small plots of thin hay, or slow-growing potatoes, you would have thought it an intelligent creature which existed mainly on his benevolent encouragement and tolerance. By some persons the captain was laughed at, and by others he was condemned. The trouble was that he had a shrewd insight into human nature, and was so impossible to deceive or to persuade against his will that he had made many enemies, who had hoped to grow rich by emptying the good old mans pockets.

It was to this lifelong friend that Deacon Price had turned in his extremity; but as he drew nearer that morning to the red house on the hilltop, his heart began to fail him, for what if he should be refused! There seemed no other resource, in such a case, but to make the sad occurrence known, or to go away in search of Warren himself. He could put the deeds of his farm, those worn deeds that had come down from father to son, generation after generation, into the hands of the other selectmen, who would be sure to stand his friends and keep the secret for a time. Warren had looked discouraged, and pale, and desperate in the last month, and his father suddenly remembered this, and groaned aloud as he wished that the boy had come to him, and that he had made it possible, instead of coldly ignoring and disapproving him day after day; such a mixture of wrath and shame and compassion has seldom been in a fathers heart. 

The captain was abroad early, and the deacon saw him first, sauntering about at the foot of the slope on which his house and buildings stood. He seemed to be examining the soil, and greeted his guest with a hearty satisfaction. The deacon slowly alighted, and leaving his trusty steed to gnaw the fence or browse among the bushes as she chose, went into the field. He walked feebly, and when he met the captain he could hardly find words to tell his errand. Men of his kind are apt to be made silent by any great occurrence; they have rarely anything but a limited power of expression, and their language only serves them for common use. Those who have lived close to nature understand each other without speech, as dogs or horses do, and the elder generations of New Englanders knew less of society and human companionship and association than we can comprehend.

The captain watched his visitor as he came toward him, and when they met he gave one quick, final look, and then proceeded to make use of his usual forms of greeting, as if he had no idea that anything was the matter.

Ive taken a notion to set out some crambries hereabouts another year, he announced. I never made a voyage to sea without crambries aboard, if I could help myself. They last well, and taste sprightly when other things is begun to lose savor. I dont cut any hay to speak of, in this piece. Ive been meaning to tackle it somehow — See here, — pushing it with his great foot,— its all coming up brakes and sedge. I do knows you want to be standing about — It is master spongy for good grass land, and t would be a great expense to drain it off. I spose Im gettin too old to try any of these new notions, but they sort of divert me. Were having a bad spell o drought, aint we? T is all tops of rocks about here, and were singed pretty brown. The captain chattered more briskly than was his wont; it was impossible to mistake the fact of his being a sailor, for indeed that business stamps its followers with an unmistakable brand.

They ventured upon a wetter spot than usual, and when the deacon pulled up his foot from the mire underneath with a resounding plop, his host proposed that they should seek the higher ground.

Pretty smart at home? asked the captain presently, to end a season of strange silence; and the deacon replied, at first somewhat sorrowfully, that they were fair to middling, but explained directly that Eliza was away for a couple of nights, and Warren too; it cost a great effort to speak the young mans name.

Oh, yes, I reclect, growled the captain amiably. You spoke about the golden weddin yisterday; I should thought youd ha gone too, along with Liza; such junkets aint to be had every day. I must say I wish something or other would happen to take Mis Hawkess attention off of me, dropping his voice cautiously, as they came nearer to the house. Shes had a dreadful grumpy time of it, this week past, and looked homely enough to stop a clock. I used to be concerned along in the first of it, when I come off the sea, but I found it didnt do no hurt, and so I let her work, and first thing you know the wind is veered round again handsome, and off you go.

The deacon tried to laugh at this; the friends seated themselves on the off side of the wood-pile, under the shade of a great choke-pear tree. They had mounted the chopping-block, which was a stout elm log, standing on six legs, so that it looked like some stupid, blunderheaded creature of not altogether harmless disposition. The two old men were quite at its mercy if it should canter away suddenly; but they talked for some minutes on ordinary subjects, and even left their position to go to inspect the pigs, and returned again, before the deacon arrived at an explanation of his errand.

It was a hard thing to do, and the captain turned and looked at him narrowly.

Ive got to use the money right away as soon as I can have it. I want to see to some business this forenoon; you know Ive been calclatin to go to the south village to-day anyway. I didnt know for certain I should have to see about this, or I wouldnt have given you such short notice — and here the deacon stopped again; it had come very near an untruth, this last sentence, and he would not cheat the man of whom he was asking so great a favor.

I didnt fetch the papers along because I didnt know how t would be with you, he explained; theyll make you safe. Austins folks was talking round, this spring, to see if I wanted to part with our north field; his youngest sons a smart fellow, and wants to set up for himself and have a truck farm. But Im only asking the loan for a time, ye know, neighbor, and the deacon looked anxiously at the old captain, and then leaned over, poking the chips about with the butt of his whip, which he had brought with him from the wagon.

You shall have it, said the captain at last. T aint everybody Id do such a thing to obleege, and I am only going to have my say about one thing, John: I never had no family of my own, and I suppose the feelins of a father are somethin I dont know nothing about, for or against; but I must say I hate to see ye an old man before your time, runnin all out and looking discouraged on account o favorin Warren. Youll come in astern o the lighter, and he too; and if hes been beseechin ye to get this money together to further his notions, Im doing ye both a wrong to let ye have it. But I cant deny ye, and Ive got more than what ye say ye want, right here in the house as it happens. I was going to buy into that new three-masted schooner the Otises have got on the stocks now; I dont know but I am getting along in years to take hold of anything new in navigation.

I aint intending to let Warren have none o this, said the deacon humbly, and he longed to say more, and felt as if he never could hold up his head again among his fellows; and the time seemed very long and dreary before the captain came back from his house with the note ready to sign, and the seven hundred dollars ready to place in the deacons gray and shaking hand. His benefactor pondered long over this strange visit, longing to know what had happened, but he assured himself over and over that he couldnt help letting him have it, and if never a cent of it came back there was nobody he was gladder to oblige. And John Price took his weary way to the south village of Dalton, and paid a sum of seven hundred and thirty-five dollars to the creditors of the town. It was not until early in the afternoon that old Abel Stone suddenly bethought himself that something might have happened about that payment of Jerry Jacksons. If he were not growing old and a fool at last! Why hadnt he asked the deacon if he had lost the money he had taken home from the selectmens office! And when Mrs. Hawkes afterward ventured to ask him a harmless question, he had grown red in the face and poured forth a torrent of nautical language which had nearly taken her breath away, without apparent reason or excuse. The captain, it must be confessed, was an uncommon swearer; he was one of the people who seem to serve as volcanoes, or outlets for the concealed anger of poor human nature. It is difficult to explain why profanity seems so much more unlawful and shocking in some persons than in others, but there was something fairly amusing in the flurry and sputter of irreverent words which betokened excitement of any kind in the mind of Captain Stone. He even forgot himself so far as to swear a little occasionally in the course of earnest exhortations in the evening prayer-meetings. There was not a better man or a sincerer Christian in the town of Dalton, though he had become a church-member late in life; and knowing this, there was never anything but a compassionate smile when he grew red in the face with zeal, and recommended the poor damned dogs of heathen to mercy. 

Nothing seemed to have changed outwardly at the south village. John Price did his errands and finished his business as quickly as possible, and avoided meeting his acquaintances, for he could not help fearing that he should be questioned about this miserable trouble. As he left the bank he could not help giving a sigh of relief, for that emergency was bridged over; and for a few minutes he kept himself by main force from looking at the future, or asking himself What next?

But as he turned into his dust-powdered lane again at noon, the curious little faces of the mayweed blossoms seemed to stare up at him, and there was nobody to speak to him, and the house was like a tomb where all the years of his past were lying dead, and all the pleasantness of life existed only in remembrance.

He began to wish for Warren in an unexpected way; and as he looked about the house he saw everywhere some evidence of his sons mechanical skill. Had not Eliza Storrow left home without a fear because, as she always said, Warren was as handy as a woman? The remembrance of such patient diligence at his own chosen work, his quietness under reproof, his evident discomfort at having to be dependent upon his father, linked to a perfect faith in the ultimate success of his plans, — the thought of all these things flashed through the old mans mind. I wish I had waited til he told me what he had to say, yisterday, said Deacon Price to himself. T was strange about that fence too. Hes alays been willing to take holt and help whenever I spoke to him. He even came to believe that the boy had grown desperate, and in some emergency had gone in search of new materials for his machine. Hes so forgitful, said the father, he may have forgot to speak about the money, and t was but a small-looking roll of bills. Hell be back to-night, like s not, as concerned as can be when he finds out what t was he took. It was the way we remember only the good qualities of our friends who have died, and let the bad ones fade out of sight, and so know the angels that were growing in them all the while, and have thrown off the disguise and hindrance of the human shape. 

Towards evening Jacob Austin, a neighbor, came into the yard on an errand, and was astonished to see how tired and old the deacon looked. He had left the oxen and their great load of coarse meadow hay standing in the road at the end of the lane, and meant at first to shoulder the borrowed pitchfork and quickly rejoin them, but it was impossible. He asked if anything were the matter, and was answered that there was something trying about such a long spell of drought, which did not in the least satisfy his curiosity.

No, said the deacon, Im getting to be an old man, but I keep my health fairly. Eliza and Warren, theyre both off tending to their own concerns, but I make sure one or both of m ll be back toward sundown. And Jacob, after casting about in his mind for anything further to say, mentioned again that t was inconvenient to break a pitchfork right in the middle of loading a rack, and went away.

Looked to me as if he had had a stroke, he told his family that night at supper-time; and the conduct of Warren and Eliza Storrow, in going off and leaving the old deacon to shift for himself, was most severely commented upon.

But all this time, the latter half of that Tuesday afternoon, Eliza and her cousin Starbird were jogging toward home over the Dalton and Somerset hills. The colt was in good trim, and glad to be nearing his own familiar stall again, and struck out at an uncommonly good pace, though none of the swiftest at that. It was hardly six oclock when the two tired-out and severely sun-burnt women came into the yard. The deacon heard the high-pitched voice which he knew so well, before he heard the sound of the wheels on the soft, dry turf, and went out to greet the new-comers, half glad and half afraid. Eliza took it for granted that Warren was either in the workshop as usual, or, as she scornfully expressed it, roaming the hills, and did not ask for him. Cousin Starbird had accepted an invitation to tea, as her home was three miles farther on. They were both heavy women, and stiff from sitting still so long in the old wagon, and they grumbled a little as they walked toward the house.

Yes, t was a splendid occasion, Eliza answered the deacon, as he stood near, hitching the colt to a much gnawed post. It all went off beautifully. Everybody wanted to know where you was, an Warren. There, we talked till we was all about dead, and eat ourselves sick; you never saw a handsomer table in your life. The old folks stood it well, but I see theyd begun to kind o give out at dinner-time to-day, — last night was the celebration, you know, because some could come in the evenin that was occupied by day. They wanted us to stop longer, but I see t was best to break it up, and Id rather go over again by an by, and spend the day in peace an quietness, and have a good visit. Weve been saying, as we rode along, that we shouldnt be surprised if the old folks kind o faded out after this, theyve been lookin forward to it so long. Well, its all over, like a hoss-race; and Eliza heaved a great sigh and went into the front room to open the blinds and make it less stuffy; then she removed her best bonnet in her own room, and presently came out to get tea, dressed in her familiar everyday calico gown.

The deacon was sitting by the open window, drumming on the sill; he had a trick of beating a slow tattoo with the ends of his queerly shaped fingers. They were long and dry, and somehow did not look as if they were useful, though John Price had been a hard-working man. Cousin Starbird had come downstairs first, and had gone out to find a piece of the golden wedding cake that had been left in the wagon. Eliza was busy in the pantry, scolding a good deal at the state she found it in.

Whatever is this great thing in my pocket! she exclaimed, for something had struck the table-leg as she came by it to bring the last brace of blueberry pies; then quickly fumbling in the pockets depths she took out the deacons great brown wallet, and presented it to its owner.

Good King Agrippy! said the amazed man, snatching it, and looking at Eliza angrily and then at the wallet again, and turning it over in his hand.

I aint give it a thought, from that minute to this, said Eliza, who was not a little frightened. I spose youve been thinking you lost it. I thought you looked dreadful wamblecropped when I first saw you. Why, you see, I didnt undertake to wash yesterday mornin, because I didnt want the clothes a-layin and mildewin, and I kind of thought perhaps Id put it off till next week, anyway, though it aint my principle to do fortnights washes. An I had so much to do, gettin ready to start, that Id gone in early and made up your bed and not put a clean sheet on; but you was busy takin out the hoss after you come home at noon, and had your dinner to eat, and I had the time to spare, so I just slipped in and stripped off the bedclothes then, and this come out from under the pillow. I meant to hand it to you when you come in from the barn, but I forgot it the next minute; you know we was belated about starting, and I was scatter-witted. I hope it aint caused you no great inconvenience; you aint wanted it for anything very special, have you? I spose t was foolish to go fussin about the bed, but I thought if you should be sick or anything — 

Well, Ive got it now, said the deacon, drawing a long breath. I own I felt some uneasy about it. Presently he went out to the yard, and across the garden, and beyond the garden to the family burying-lot in the field. He would have gone to his parish church to pray if he had been a devout Catholic; as it was, this was the nearest approach he could make to a solemn thanksgiving.

Some of the oldest stones lay flat on the ground, and a network of blackberry vines covered them in part. The leaves were burnt by the sun, and the crickets scrambled among them as the deacons foot-fall startled them. His first wife and his second wife both were buried there, their resting-places marked by a slate head-stone and a marble one, and it was to this last that the old man went. His first wife had been a plain, hard-worked woman of sterling worth, and his fortunes had declined from the day she left him to guard them alone; but her successor had been a pale and delicate school-teacher, who had roused some unsuspected longing for beauty and romance in Deacon Prices otherwise prosaic nature. She had seemed like a windflower growing beside a ledge; and her husband had been forced to confess that she was not fit for a farmers wife. If he could have had a combination of his two partners, he had once ventured to think, he would have been exactly suited. But it seemed to him, as he stood before the grave with his head bowed, the only way of making some sign of his sorrow, he had wrongfully accused an innocent man, his son and hers; and there he stayed, doing penance as best he could, until Elizas voice called him to the house, and to some sort of comfortable existence and lack of self-reproof.

Before they had finished supper Warren came in, looking flushed and tired; but he took his seat at the table after a pleasant greeting, and the deacon passed him every plate within reach, treating him with uncommon politeness. The father could not help noticing that his son kept stealing glances at him, and that he looked pleased and satisfied. It seemed to him as if Warren must have known of his suspicions and of their happy ending, but it was discovered presently that the long-toiled-over machine had proved to be a success. Warren had taken it to his former employer at Lowell, who gladly promised, so great was his delight with it, to pay the expenses of getting a patent in exchange for a portion of the right. He said there would be no end to the sale of it, said the young man, looking eagerly at his fathers face. I wouldnt have run off so yesterday, but I was so full of it I couldnt bear to think of losing the cars, and I didnt want to say one word about this thing till I was sure.

I expect I have been slack, he continued with evident effort, while they leaned over the garden fence, and he looked at his father appealingly. But the fact is, I couldnt seem to think of other things; it took all there was of me to keep right after that. But now Im going to take right hold and be some help about the place. I dont seem to want to touch a tool again for a year. Warren looked pale and restless; the reaction from his long excitement had set in.

The deacon gave a shaky laugh, and struck his sons shoulder by way of a clumsy caress. Dont you go to frettin yourself now, he said. I aint felt so pleased as I do to-day since the day you come into the world. I sort of felt certain then that you was goin to be somebody, I do know why t was, — and he turned away suddenly toward the house. If you are as rich as you say you be, I shouldnt wonder if between us we hadnt better get them blinds painted, and smart us up a little, another year. I declare, the old place has begun to look considerable gone to seed. 

That night a great thunder-shower broke the spell of the long drought, and afterward, until morning, the rain fell fast upon the thirsty ground. It was a good night to sleep, Eliza said, as she wearily climbed the crooked backstairs at nine oclock, for there was already a coolness in the air. Eliza never was told the whole of the story about the wallet, for when she heard part of it she only said it was just like a man, — they were generally the most helpless creaturs alive. The deacon might have known she had put it away somewhere. Why didnt he come and ask her? He never seemed to mistrust that it was a direct pinting out of his duty to ride over to Somerset to the gathering, and just speak to the folks.

In the early morning, while it was cool and wet, Deacon Price drove up to Captain Stones farm, and the two selectmen perched on the chopping-log again, while the confession was made and listened to with great gravity. The captain swore roundly in his satisfaction, and said he was going to have a square talk with Warren, and advise with him a little, for fear that those landsharks down in Lowell should undertake to cheat him. He stowed away the repayment of the loan in one of his big pockets, as if it were of little consequence to him, but he announced with considerable satisfaction at the next selectmens meeting, that he owned a few planks of that three-masted schooner which the Otises were about ready to launch. And he winked at Deacon Price in a way that their brother Kendall was not able to understand.


MARSH ROSEMARY.

I.
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ONE HOT AFTERNOON in August, a single moving figure might have been seen following a straight road that crossed the salt marshes of Walpole. Everybody else had either stayed at home or crept into such shade as could be found near at hand. The thermometer marked at least ninety degrees. There was hardly a fishing-boat to be seen on the glistening sea, only far away on the hazy horizon two or three coasting schooners looked like ghostly flying Dutchmen, becalmed for once and motionless.

Ashore, the flaring light of the sun brought out the fine, clear colors of the level landscape. The marsh grasses were a more vivid green than usual, the brown tops of those that were beginning to go to seed looked almost red, and the soil at the edges of the tide inlets seemed to be melting into a black, pitchy substance like the dark pigments on a painters palette. Where the land was higher the hot air flickered above it dizzily. This was not an afternoon that one would naturally choose for a long walk, yet Mr. Jerry Lane stepped briskly forward, and appeared to have more than usual energy. His big boots trod down the softcarpet of pussy-clover that bordered the dusty, whitish road. He struck at the stationary procession of thistles with a little stick as he went by. Flight after flight of yellow butterflies fluttered up as he passed, and then wavered down again to their thistle flowers, while on the shiny cambric back of Jerrys Sunday waistcoat basked at least eight large green-headed flies in complete security.

It was difficult to decide why the Sunday waistcoat should have been put on that Saturday afternoon. Jerry had not thought it important to wear his best boots or best trousers, and had left his coat at home altogether. He smiled as he walked along, and once when he took off his hat, as a light breeze came that way, he waved it triumphantly before he put it on again. Evidently this was no common errand that led him due west, and made him forget the hot weather, and caused him to shade his eyes with his hand, as he looked eagerly at a clump of trees and the chimney of a small house a little way beyond the boundary of the marshes, where the higher ground began. 

Miss Ann Floyd sat by her favorite window, sewing, twitching her thread less decidedly than usual, and casting a wistful glance now and then down the road, or at the bees in her gay little garden outside. There was a grim expression overshadowing her firmly-set, angular face, and the frown that always appeared on her forehead when she sewed or read the newspaper was deeper and straighter than usual. She did not look as if she were conscious of the heat, though she had dressed herself in an old-fashioned skirt of sprigged lawn and a loose jacket of thin white dimity with out-of-date flowing sleeves. Her sandy hair was smoothly brushed; one lock betrayed a slight crinkle at its edge, but it owed nothing to any encouragement of Nancy Floyds. A hard, honest, kindly face this was, of a woman whom everybody trusted, who might be expected to give of whatever she had to give, good measure, pressed down and running over. She was a lonely soul; she had no near relatives in the world. It seemed always as if nature had been mistaken in not planting her somewhere in a large and busy household.

The little square room, kitchen in winter and sitting-room in summer, was as clean and bare and thrifty as one would expect the dwelling-place of such a woman to be. She sat in a straight-backed, splint-bottomed kitchen chair, and always put back her spool with a click on the very same spot on the window-sill. You would think she had done with youth and with love affairs, yet you might as well expect the ancient cherry-tree in the corner of her yard to cease adventuring its white blossoms when the May sun shone! No woman in Walpole had more bravely and patiently borne the burden of loneliness and lack of love. Even now her outward behavior gave no hint of the new excitement and delight that filled her heart. 

Land sakes alive! she says to herself presently, there comes Jerry Lane. I expect, if he sees me settin to the winder, hell come in an dawdle round till supper-time! But good Nancy Floyd smooths her hair hastily as she rises and drops her work, and steps back toward the middle of the room, watching the gate anxiously all the time. Now, Jerry, with a crestfallen look at the vacant window, makes believe that he is going by, and takes a loitering step or two onward, and then stops short; with a somewhat sheepish smile he leans over the neat picket fence and examines the blue and white and pink larkspur that covers most of the space in the little garden. He takes off his hat again to cool his forehead, and replaces it, without a grand gesture this time, and looks again at the window hopefully. There is a pause. The woman knows that the man is sure she is there; a little blush colors her thin cheeks as she comes boldly to the wide-open front door.

What do you think of this kind of weather? asks Jerry Lane complacently, as he leans over the fence, and surrounds himself with an air of self-sacrifice.

I call it hot, responds the Juliet from her balcony, with deliberate assurance, but the corn needs sun, everybody says. I shouldnt have wanted to toil up from the shore under such a glare, if I had been you. Better come in and set awhile, and cool off, she added, without any apparent enthusiasm. Jerry was sure to come, anyway. She would rather make the suggestion than have him.

Mr. Lane sauntered in, and seated himself opposite his hostess, beside the other small window, and watched her admiringly as she took up her sewing and worked at it with great spirit and purpose. He clasped his hands together and leaned forward a little. The shaded kitchen was very comfortable, after the glaring light outside, and the clean orderliness of the few chairs, and the braided rugs, and the table under the clock, with some larkspur and asparagus in a china vase for decoration, seemed to please him unexpectedly. Now just see what ways you women folks have of fixing things up smart! he ventured gallantly.

Nancys countenance did not forbid further compliment; she looked at the flowers herself, quickly, and explained that she had gathered them a while ago to send to the ministers sister, who kept house for him. I saw him going by, and expected hed be back this same road. Mis Eltons ben havin another o her dyin spells this noon, and the deacon went by after him hot foot. Id souse her well with stone-cold water. She never sent for me to set up with her; she knows better. Poor man, t was likely he was right into the middle of to-morrows sermon. T aint considerate of the deacon, and when he knows hes got a fool for a wife, he neednt go round persuading other folks shes so suffering as she makes out. They aint got no larkspur this year to the parsonage, and I was going to let the minister take this over to Amandy; but I see his wagon over on the other road, going towards the village, about an hour after he went by here.

It seemed to be a relief to tell somebody all these things after such a season of forced repression, and Jerry listened with gratifying interest. How you do see through folks! he exclaimed in a mild voice. Jerry could be very soft spoken if he thought it best. Mis Eltons a die-away lookin creatur. I heard of her saying last Sunday, comin out o meetin, that she made an effort to git there once more, but she expected t would be the last time. Looks as if she eat well, dont she? he concluded in a meditative tone.

Eat! exclaimed the hostess, with snapping eyes. There aint no woman in town, sick or well, can lay aside the food that she does. T aint to the table afore folks, but she goes seeking round in the cupboards half a dozen times a day. An Ive heard her remark t was the last time she ever expected to visit the sanctuary as much as a dozen times within five years.

Some places Ive sailed to theyd have hit her over the head with a club long ago, said Jerry, with an utter lack of sympathy that was startling. Well, I must be gettin back again. Talkin of eatin makes us think o supper-time. Must be past five, aint it? I thought Id just step up to see if there want anything I could lend a hand about, this hot day.

Sensible Ann Floyd folded her hands over her sewing, as it lay in her lap, and looked straight before her without seeing the pleading face of the guest. This moment was a great crisis in her life. She was conscious of it, and knew well enough that upon her next words would depend the course of future events. The man who waited to hear what she had to say was indeed many years younger than she, was shiftless and vacillating. He had drifted to Walpole from nobody knew where, and possessed many qualities which she had openly rebuked and despised in other men. True enough, he was good-looking, but that did not atone for the lacks of his character and reputation. Yet she knew herself to be the better man of the two, and since she had surmounted many obstacles already she was confident that, with a push here and a pull there tosteady him, she could keep him in good trim. The winters were so long and lonely; her life was in many ways hungry and desolate in spite of its thrift and conformity. She had laughed scornfully when he stopped, one day the in spring, and offered to help her weed her garden; she had even joked with one of the neighbors about it. Jerry had been growing more and more friendly and pleasant ever since. His ease-loving, careless nature was like a comfortable cushion for hers, with its angles, its melancholy anticipations and self-questionings. But Jerry liked her, and if she liked him and married him, and took him home, it was nobodys business; and in that moment of surrender to Jerrys cause she arrayed herself at his right hand against the rest of the world, ready for warfare with any and all of its opinions.

She was suddenly aware of the sunburnt face and light, curling hair of her undeclared lover, at the other end of the painted table with its folded leaf. She smiled at him vacantly across the larkspur; then she gave a little start, and was afraid that her thoughts had wandered longer than was seemly. The kitchen clock was ticking faster than usual, as if it were trying to attract attention.

I guess Ill be getting home, repeated the visitor ruefully, and rose from his chair, but hesitated again at an unfamiliar expression upon his companions face.

I dont know as Ive got anything extra for supper, but you stop, she said, an take what there is. I wouldnt go back across them marshes right in this heat.

Jerry Lane had a lively sense of humor, and a queer feeling of merriment stole over him now, as he watched the mistress of the house. She had risen, too; she looked so simple and so frankly sentimental, there was such an incongruous coyness added to her usually straightforward, angular appearance, that his instinctive laughter nearly got the better of him, and might have lost him the prize for which he had been waiting these many months. But Jerry behaved like a man: he stepped forward and kissed Ann Floyd; he held her fast with one arm as he stood beside her, and kissed her again and again. She was a dear good woman. She had a fresh young heart, in spite of the straight wrinkle in her forehead and her work-worn hands. She had waited all her days for this joy of having a lover.

II.

Even Mrs. Elton revived for a day or two under the tonic of such a piece of news. That was what Jerry Lane had hung round for all summer, everybody knew at last. Now he would strike work and live at his ease, the men grumbled to each other; but all the women of Walpole deplored most the weaknesses and foolishness of the elderly bride. Ann Floyd was comfortably off, and had something laid by for a rainy day; she would have done vastly better to deny herself such an expensive and utterly worthless luxury as the kind of husband Jerry Lane would make. He had idled away his life. He earned a little money now and then in seafaring pursuits, but was too lazy, in the shore parlance, to tend lobster-pots. What was energetic Ann Floyd going to do with him? She was always at work, always equal to emergencies, and entirely opposed to dullness and idleness and even placidity. She often avowed scornfully that she liked people who had some snap to them, and now she had chosen for a husband the laziest man in Walpole. Dear sakes, one woman said to another, as they heard the news, theres no fool like an old fool!

The days went quickly by, while Miss Ann made her plain wedding clothes. If people expected her to put on airs of youth they were disappointed. Her wedding bonnet was the same sort of bonnet she had worn for a dozen years, and one disappointed critic deplored the fact that she had spruced up so little, and kept on dressing old enough to look like Jerry Lanes mother. As her acquaintances met her they looked at her with close scrutiny, expecting to see some outward trace of such a silly, uncharacteristic departure from good sense and discretion. But Miss Floyd, while she was still Miss Floyd, displayed no silliness and behaved with dignity, while on the Sunday after a quiet marriage at the parsonage she and Jerry Lane walked up the side aisle together to their pew, the picture of middle-aged sobriety and respectability. Their fellow-parishioners, having recovered from their first astonishment and amusement, settled down to the belief that the newly married pair understood their own business best, and that if anybody could make the best of Jerry and get any work out of him, it was his capable wife.

And if she undertakes to drive him too hard he can slip off to sea, and theyll be rid of each other, commented one of Jerrys longshore companions, as if it were only reasonable that some refuge should be afforded to those who make mistakes in matrimony. 

There did not seem to be any mistake at first, or for a good many months afterward. The husband liked the comfort that came from such good housekeeping, and enjoyed a deep sense of having made a good anchorage in a well-sheltered harbor, after many years of thriftless improvidence and drifting to and fro. There were some hindrances to perfect happiness: he had to forego long seasons of gossip with his particular friends, and the outdoor work which was expected of him, though by no means heavy for a person of his strength, fettered his freedom not a little. To chop wood, and take care of a cow, and bring a pail of water now and then, did not weary him so much as it made him practically understand the truth of weakly Sister Eltons remark, that life was a constant chore. And when poor Jerry, for lack of other interest, fancied that his health was giving way mysteriously, and brought home a bottle of strong liquor to be used in case of sickness, and placed it conveniently in the shed, Mrs. Lane locked it up in the small chimney cupboard where she kept her camphor bottle and her opodeldoc and the other family medicines. She was not harsh with her husband. She cherished him tenderly, and worked diligently at her trade of tailoress, singing her hymns gayly in summer weather; for she never had been so happy as now, when there was somebody to please beside herself, to cook for and sew for, and to live with and love. But Jerry complained more and more in his inmost heart that his wife expected too much of him. Presently he resumed an old habit of resorting to the least respected of the two country stores of that neighborhood, and sat in the row of loafers on the outer steps. Sakes alive, said a shrewd observer one day, the fools set there and talk and talk about what they went through when they follered the sea, and when the women-folks comes tradin they are obleeged to climb right over em.

Things grew worse and worse, until one day Jerry Lane came home a little late to dinner, and found his wife unusually grim-faced and impatient. He took his seat with an amiable smile, and showed in every way a fine determination not to lose his temper because somebody else had. It was one of the days when he looked almost boyish and entirely irresponsible. His hair was bright and curly from the dampness of the east wind, and his wife was forced to remember how, in the days of their courtship, she used to wish that she could pull one of the curling locks straight, for the pleasure of seeing it fly back. Nancy felt old and tired, and was hurt in her very soul by the contrast between herself and her husband. No wonder I am aging, having to lug everything on my shoulders, she thought. Jerry had forgotten to do whatever she had asked him for a day or two. He had started out that morning to go lobstering, but returned from the direction of the village.

Nancy, he said pleasantly, after he had begun his dinner, a silent and solitary meal, while his wife stitched busily by the window, and refused to look at him,— Nancy, Ive been thinking a good deal about a project.

I hope it aint going to cost so much and bring in so little as your other notions have, then, she responded quickly; though somehow a memory of the hot day when Jerry came and stood outside the fence, and kissed her when it was settled he should stay to supper, — a memory of that day would keep fading and brightening in her mind.

Yes, said Jerry humbly, I aint done right, Nancy. I aint done my part for our livin. Ive let it sag right on to you, most ever since we was married. There was that spell when I was kind of weakly, and had a pain acrost me. I tell you what it is: I never was good for nothin ashore, but now Ive got my strength up Im going to show ye what I can do. Im promised to ship with Capn Lows brother, Skipper Nathan, that sails out o Eastport in the coasting trade, lumber and so on. I shall get good wages, and you shall keep the whole on t cept what I need for clothes.

You neednt be so plaintive, said Ann in a sharp voice. You can go if you want to. I have always been able to take care of myself, but when it comes to maintainin two, t aint so easy. When be you goin?

I expected you would be distressed, mourned Jerry, his face falling at this outbreak. Nancy, you neednt be so quick. T aint as if I hadnt always set considable by ye, if I be wuthless.

Nancys eyes flashed fire as she turned hastily away. Hardly knowing where she went, she passed through the open doorway, and crossed the clean green turf of the narrow side yard, and leaned over the garden fence. The young cabbages and cucumbers were nearly buried in weeds, and the currant bushes were fast being turned into skeletons by the ravaging worms. Jerry had forgotten to sprinkle them with hellebore, after all, though she had put the watering-pot into his very hand the evening before. She did not like to have the whole town laugh at her for hiring a man to do his work; she was busy from early morning until late night, but she could not do everything herself. She had been a fool to marry this man, she told herself at last, and a sullen discontent and rage, that had been of slow but certain growth, made her long to free herself from this unprofitable hindrance for a time, at any rate. Go to sea? Yes, that was the best thing that could happen. Perhaps when he had worked hard a while on schooner fare, he would come home and be good for something!

Jerry finished his dinner in the course of time, and then sought his wife. It was not like her to go away in this silent fashion. Of late her gift of speech had been proved sufficiently formidable, and yet she had never looked so resolutely angry as to-day.

Nancy, he began,— Nancy, girl! I aint goin off to leave you, if your hearts set against it. Ill spudge up and take right holt.

But the wife turned slowly from the fence and faced him. Her eyes looked as if she had been crying. You neednt stay on my account, she said. Ill go right to work an fit ye out. Im sick of your meechin talk, and I dont want to hear no more of it. Ef I was a man — 

Jerry Lane looked crestfallen for a minute or two; but when his stern partner in life had disappeared within the house, he slunk away among the apple-trees of the little orchard, and sat down on the grass in a shady spot. It was getting to be warm weather, but he would go round and hoe the old girls garden stuff by and by. There would be something going on aboard the schooner, and with delicious anticipation of future pleasure the delinquent Jerry struck his knee with his hand, as if he were clapping a crony on the shoulder. He also winked several times at the same fancied companion. Then, with a comfortable chuckle, he laid himself down, and pulled his old hat over his eyes, and went to sleep, while the weeds grew at their own sweet will, and the currant worms went looping and devouring from twig to twig.

III.

Summer went by, and winter began, and Mr. Jerry Lane did not reappear. He had promised to return in September when he parted from his wife early in June, for Nancy had relented a little at the last, and sorrowed at the prospect of so long a separation. She had already learned the vacillations and uncertainties of her husbands character; but though she accepted the truth that her marriage had been in every way a piece of foolishness, she still clung affectionately to his assumed fondness for her. She could not believe that this marriage was only one of his makeshifts, and that as soon as he grew tired of the constraint he would be ready to throw the benefits of respectable home life to the four winds. A little sentimental speech-making and a few kisses the morning he went away, and the gratitude he might well have shown for her generous care-taking and provision for his voyage won her soft heart back again, and made poor, elderly, simple-hearted Nancy watch him cross the marshes with tears and foreboding. If she could have called him back that day, she would have done so and been thankful. And all summer and winter, whenever the wind blew and thrashed the drooping elm boughs against the low roof over her head, she was as full of fears and anxieties as if Jerry were her only son and making his first voyage at sea. The neighbors pitied her for her disappointment. They liked Nancy; but they could not help saying, I told you so. It would have been impossible not to respect the brave way in which she met the worlds eye, and carried herself with innocent unconsciousness of having committed so laughable and unrewarding a folly. The loafers on the store steps had been unwontedly diverted one day, when Jerry, who was their chief wit and spokesman, rose slowly from his place, and said in pious tones, Boys, I must go this minute. Grandma will keep dinner waiting. Mrs. Ann Lane did not show in her aging face how young her heart was, and after the schooner Susan Barnes had departed she seemed to pass swiftly from middle life and an almost youthful vigor to early age and a look of spent strength and dissatisfaction. I suppose he did find it stupid, she assured herself, with wistful yearning for his rough words of praise, when she sat down alone to her dinner, or looked up sadly from her work, and missed the amusing though unedifying conversation he was wont to offer on stormy winter nights. How many of his marvelous tales were true she never cared to ask. He had come and gone, and she forgave him his shortcomings, and longed for his society with a heavy heart.

One spring day there was news in the Boston paper of the loss of the schooner Susan Barnes with all on board, and Nancy Lanes best friends shook their sage heads, and declared that as far as regarded that idle vagabond, Jerry Lane, it was all for the best. Nobody was interested in any other member of the crew, so the misfortune of the Susan Barnes seemed of but slight consequence in Walpole, she having passed out of her former owners hands the autumn before. Jerry had stuck by the ship; at least, so he had sent word then to his wife by Skipper Nathan Low. The Susan Barnes was to sail regularly between Shediac and Newfoundland, and Jerry sent five dollars to Nancy, and promised to pay her a visit soon. Tell her Im layin up somethin handsome, he told the skipper with a grin, and Ive got some folks in Newfoundland Ill visit with on this voyage, and then Ill come ashore for good and farm it.

Mrs. Lane took the five dollars from the skipper as proudly as if Jerry had done the same thing so many times before that she hardly noticed it. The skipper gave the messages from Jerry, and felt that he had done the proper thing. When the news came long afterward that the schooner was lost, that was the next thing that Nancy knew about her wandering mate; and after the minister had come solemnly to inform her of her bereavement, and had gone away again, and she sat down and looked her widowhood in the face, there was not a sadder nor a lonelier woman in the town of Walpole.

All the neighbors came to condole with our heroine, and, though nobody was aware of it, from that time she was really happier and better satisfied with life than she had ever been before. Now that she had an ideal Jerry Lane to mourn over and think about, to cherish and admire, she was day by day slowly forgetting the trouble he had been and the bitter shame of him, and exalting his memory to something near saintliness. He meant well, she told herself again and again. She thought nobody could tell so good a story; she felt that with her own bustling, capable ways he had no chance to do much that he might have done. She had been too quick with him, and alas, alas! how much better she would know how to treat him if she could only see him again! A sense of relief at his absence made her continually assure herself of her great loss, and, false even to herself, she mourned her sometime lover diligently, and tried to think herself a broken-hearted woman. It was thought among those who knew Nancy Lane best that she would recover her spirits in time, but Jerrys wildest anticipations of a proper respect to his memory were more than realized in the first two years after the schooner Susan Barnes went to the bottom of the sea. His wife mourned for the man he ought to have been, not for the real Jerry, but she had loved him enough in the beginning to make her own love a precious possession for all time to come. It did not matter much, after all, what manner of man he was; she had found in him something on which to spend her hoarded affection.

IV.

Nancy Lane was a peaceable woman and a good neighbor, but she never had been able to get on with one fellow townswoman, and that was Mrs. Deacon Elton. They managed to keep each other provoked and teased from one years end to the other, and each good soul felt herself under a moral microscope, and understood that she was judged by a not very lenient criticism and discussion. Mrs. Lane clad herself in simple black after the news came of her husbands timely death, and Mrs. Elton made one of her farewell pilgrimages to church to see the new-made widow walk up the aisle.

She neednt tell me she lays that affliction so much to heart, the deacons wife sniffed faintly, after her exhaustion had been met by proper treatment of camphor and a glass of currant wine, at the parsonage, where she rested a while after service. Nancy Floyd knows shes well through with such a piece of nonsense. If I had had my health, I should have spoken with her and urged her not to take the step in the first place. She hasnt spoken six beholden words to me since that vagabond come to Walpole. I dare say she may have heard something I said at the time she married. I declare for t, I never was so outdone as when the deacon came home and informed me Nancy Floyd was going to be married. She let herself down too low to ever hold the place again that she used to hold in folks minds. And its my opinion, said the sharp-eyed little woman, she aint got through with her pay yet.

But Mrs. Elton did not half comprehend the unconscious prophecy with which her words were freighted. 

The months passed by: summer and winter came and went, and even those few persons who were misled by Nancy Lanes stern visage and forbidding exterior into forgetting her kind heart were at last won over to friendliness by her renewed devotion to the sick and old people of the rural community. She was so tender to little children that they all loved her dearly. She was ready to go to any household that needed help, and in spite of her ceaseless industry with her needle she found many a chance to do good, and help her neighbors to lift and carry the burdens of their lives. She blossomed out suddenly into a lovely, painstaking eagerness to be of use; it seemed as if her affectionate heart, once made generous, must go on spending its wealth wherever it could find an excuse. Even Mrs. Elton herself was touched by her old enemys evident wish to be friends, and said nothing more about poor Nancys looking as savage as a hawk. The only thing to admit was the truth that her affliction had proved a blessing to her. And it was in a truly kind and compassionate spirit that, after hearing a shocking piece of news, the deacons hysterical wife forbore to spread it far and wide through the town first, and went down to the Widow Lanes one September afternoon. Nancy was stitching busily upon the deacons new coat, and looked up with a friendly smile as her guest came in, in spite of an instinctive shrug as she had seen her coming up the yard. The dislike of the poor souls for each other was deeper than their philosophy could reach.

Mrs. Elton spent some minutes in the unnecessary endeavor to regain her breath, and to her surprise found she must make a real effort before she could tell her unwelcome news. She had been so full of it all the way from home that she had rehearsed the whole interview; now she hardly knew how to begin. Nancy looked serener than usual, but there was something wistful about her face as she glanced across the room, presently, as if to understand the reason of the long pause. The clock ticked loudly; the kitten clattered a spool against the table-leg, and had begun to snarl the thread round her busy paws, and Nancy looked down and saw her; then the instant consciousness of there being some unhappy reason for Mrs. Eltons call made her forget the creatures mischief, and anxiously lay down her work to listen.

Captin Nathan Low was to our house to dinner, the guest began. Hes bargaining with the deacon about some hay. Hes got a new schooner, Captin Nathan has, and is going to build up a regular business of freighting hay to Boston by sea. Theres no market to speak of about here, unless you haul it way over to Downer, and you cant make but one turn a day.

T would be a good thing, replied Nancy, trying to think that this was all, and perhaps the deacon wanted to hire her own field another year. He had underpaid her once, and they had not been on particularly good terms ever since. She would make her own bargains with Skipper Low, she thanked him and his wife!

Hes been down to the provinces these two or three years back, you know, the whining voice went on, and straightforward Ann Lane felt the old animosity rising within her. At dinner-time I want able to eat much of anything, and so I was talking with Captin Nathan, and asking him some questions about them parts; and I expressed something about the mercy t was his life should ha been spared when that schooner, the Susan Barnes, was lost so quick after he sold out his part of her. And I put in a word, bein s we were neighbors, about how edifyin your course had ben under affliction. I noticed then hed looked sort o queer whilst I was talkin, but there was all the folks to the table, and you know hes a very cautious man, so he spoke of somethin else. T want half an hour after dinner, I was comin in with some plates and cups, tryin to help what my strenth would let me, and says he, `Step out a little ways into the piece with me, Mis Elton. I want to have a word with ye. I went, too, spite o my neuralgy, for I saw hed got somethin on his mind. `Look here, says he, `I gathered from the way you spoke that Jerry Lanes wife expects hes dead. Certain, says I, his name was in the list o the Susan Barness crew, and we read it in the paper. `No, says he to me, `he ran away the day they sailed; he want aboard, and hes livin with another woman down to Shediac. Them was his very words.

Nancy Lane sank back in her chair, and covered her horror-stricken eyes with her hands. T aint pleasant news to have to tell, Sister Elton went on mildly, yet with evident relish and full command of the occasion. He said he seen Jerry the morning he came away. I thought you ought to know it. Ill tell you one thing, Nancy: I told the skipper to keep still about it, and now Ive told you, I wont spread it no further to set folks a-talking. Ill keep it secret till you say the word. There aint much trafficking betwixt here and there, and hes dead to you, certain, as much as if he laid up here in the burying-ground.

Nancy had bowed her head upon the table; the thin sandy hair was streaked with gray. She did not answer one word; this was the hardest blow of all.

Im much obliged to you for being so friendly, she said after a few minutes, looking straight before her now in a dazed sort of way, and lifting the new coat from the floor where it had fallen. Yes, hes dead to me, — worse than dead, a good deal, and her lip quivered. I cant seem to bring my thoughts to bear. Ive got so used to thinkin — No, dont you say nothin to the folks yet. Id do as much for you. And Mrs. Elton knew that the smitten fellow-creature before her spoke the truth, and forebore. 

Two or three days came and went, and with every hour the quiet, simple-hearted woman felt more grieved and unsteady in mind and body. Such a shattering thunderbolt of news rarely falls into a human life. She could not sleep; she wandered to and fro in the little house, and cried until she could cry no longer. Then a great rage spurred and excited her. She would go to Shediac, and call Jerry Lane to account. She would accuse him face to face; and the woman whom he was deceiving, as perhaps he had deceived her, should know the baseness and cowardice of this miserable man. So, dressed in her respectable Sunday clothes, in the gray bonnet and shawl that never had known any journeys except to meeting, or to a country funeral or quiet holiday-making, Nancy Lane trusted herself for the first time to the bewildering railway, to the temptations and dangers of the wide world outside the bounds of Walpole.

Two or three days later still, the quaint, thin figure familiar in Walpole highways flitted down the street of a provincial town. In the most primitive region of China this woman could hardly have felt a greater sense of foreign life and strangeness. At another time her native good sense and shrewd observation would have delighted in the experiences of this first week of travel, but she was too sternly angry and aggrieved, too deeply plunged in a survey of her own calamity, to take much notice of what was going on about her. Later she condemned the unworthy folly of the whole errand, but in these days the impulse to seek the culprit and confront him was irresistible.

The innkeepers wife, a kindly creature, urged this puzzling guest to wait and rest and eat some supper, but Nancy refused, and without asking her way left the brightly lighted, flaring little public room, where curious eyes already offended her, and went out into the damp twilight. The voices of the street boys sounded outlandish, and she felt more and more lonely. She longed for Jerry to appear for protections sake; she forgot why she sought him, and was eager to shelter herself behind the flimsy bulwark of his manhood. She rebuked herself presently with terrible bitterness for a womanish wonder whether he would say, Why, Nancy, girl! and be glad to see her. Poor woman, it was a work-laden, serious girlhood that had been hers, at any rate. The power of giving her whole self in unselfish, enthusiastic, patient devotion had not belonged to her youth only; it had sprung fresh and blossoming in her heart as every new year came and went.

One might have seen her stealing through the shadows, skirting the edge of a lumber-yard, stepping among the refuse of the harbor side, asking a question timidly now and then of some passer-by. Yes, they knew Jerry Lane, — his house was only a little way off; and one curious and compassionate Scotchman, divining by some inner sense the exciting nature of the errand, turned back, and offered fruitlessly to go with the stranger. You know the man? he asked. He is his own enemy, but doing better now that he is married. He minds his work, I know that well; and hes taken a good wife. Nancys heart beat faster with honest pride for a moment, until the shadow of the ugly truth and reality made it sink back to heaviness, and the fire of her smoldering rage was again kindled. She would speak to Jerry face to face before she slept, and a horrible contempt and scorn were ready for him, as with a glance either way along the road she entered the narrow yard, and went noiselessly toward the window of a low, poor-looking house, from whence a bright light was shining out into the night.

Yes, there was Jerry, and it seemed as if she must faint and fall at the sight of him. How young he looked still! The thought smote her like a blow. They never were mates for each other, Jerry and she. Her own life was waning; she was an old woman.

He never had been so thrifty and respectable before; the other woman ought to know the savage truth about him, for all that! But at that moment the other woman stooped beside the supper table, and lifted a baby from its cradle, and put the dear, live little thing into its fathers arms. The baby was wide-awake, and laughed at Jerry, who laughed back again, and it reached up to catch at a handful of the curly hair which had been poor Nancys delight.

The other woman stood there looking at them, full of pride and love. She was young, and trig, and neat. She looked a brisk, efficient little creature. Perhaps Jerry would make something of himself now; he always had it in him. The tears were running down Nancys cheeks; the rain, too, had begun to fall. She stood there watching the little household sit down to supper, and noticed with eager envy how well cooked the food was, and how hungrily the master of the house ate what was put before him. All thoughts of ending the new wifes sin and folly vanished away. She could not enter in and break another heart; hers was broken already, and it would not matter. And Nancy Lane, a widow indeed, crept away again, as silently as she had come, to think what was best to be done, to find alternate woe and comfort in the memory of the sight she had seen. 

The little house at the edge of the Walpole marshes seemed full of blessed shelter and comfort the evening that its forsaken mistress came back to it. Her strength was spent; she felt much more desolate now that she had seen with her own eyes that Jerry Lane was alive than when she had counted him among the dead. An uncharacteristic disregard of the laws of the land filled this good womans mind. Jerry had his life to live, and she wished him no harm. She wondered often how the baby grew, and fancied again and again the changes and conditions of the far-away household. Alas! she knew only too well the weakness of the man, and once she exclaimed, in a grim outburst of impatience, Id rather others should have to cope with him than me!

But that evening, when she came back from Shediac, and sat in the dark for a long time, lest Mrs. Elton should see the light and risk her life in the evening air to bring unwelcome sympathy, — that evening, I say, came the hardest moment of all, when Ann Floyd, tailoress, of so many virtuous, self-respecting years, whose idol had turned to clay, who was shamed, disgraced, and wronged, sat down alone to supper in the little kitchen.

She had put one cup and saucer on the table and then stood and looked at them through bitter tears. Somehow a consciousness of her solitary age, her uncompanioned future, rushed through her mind; the failure of her best earthly hope was enough to break a stronger womans heart.

Who can laugh at my Marsh Rosemary, or who can cry, for that matter? The gray primness of the plant is made up from a hundred colors if you look close enough to find them. This Marsh Rosemary stands in her own place, and holds her dry leaves and tiny blossoms steadily toward the same sun that the pink lotus blooms for, and the white rose.


A WHITE HERON.

I.

[image: img74.jpg]

THE WOODS WERE already filled with shadows one June evening, just before eight oclock, though a bright sunset still glimmered faintly among the trunks of the trees. A little girl was driving home her cow, a plodding, dilatory, provoking creature in her behavior, but a valued companion for all that. They were going away from the western light, and striking deep into the dark woods, but their feet were familiar with the path, and it was no matter whether their eyes could see it or not.

There was hardly a night the summer through when the old cow could be found waiting at the pasture bars; on the contrary, it was her greatest pleasure to hide herself away among the high huckleberry bushes, and though she wore a loud bell she had made the discovery that if one stood perfectly still it would not ring. So Sylvia had to hunt for her until she found her, and call Co ! Co ! with never an answering Moo, until her childish patience was quite spent. If the creature had not given good milk and plenty of it, the case would have seemed very different to her owners. Besides, Sylvia had all the time there was, and very little use to make of it. Sometimes in pleasant weather it was a consolation to look upon the cows pranks as an intelligent attempt to play hide and seek, and as the child had no playmates she lent herself to this amusement with a good deal of zest. Though this chase had been so long that the wary animal herself had given an unusual signal of her whereabouts, Sylvia had only laughed when she came upon Mistress Moolly at the swamp-side, and urged her affectionately homeward with a twig of birch leaves. The old cow was not inclined to wander farther, she even turned in the right direction for once as they left the pasture, and stepped along the road at a good pace. She was quite ready to be milked now, and seldom stopped to browse. Sylvia wondered what her grandmother would say because they were so late. It was a great while since she had left home at half past five oclock, but everybody knew the difficulty of making this errand a short one. Mrs. Tilley had chased the hornéd torment too many summer evenings herself to blame any one else for lingering, and was only thankful as she waited that she had Sylvia, nowadays, to give such valuable assistance. The good woman suspected that Sylvia loitered occasionally on her own account; there never was such a child for straying about out-of-doors since the world was made! Everybody said that it was a good change for a little maid who had tried to grow for eight years in a crowded manufacturing town, but, as for Sylvia herself, it seemed as if she never had been alive at all before she came to live at the farm. She thought often with wistful compassion of a wretched dry geranium that belonged to a town neighbor.

Afraid of folks, old Mrs. Tilley said to herself, with a smile, after she had made the unlikely choice of Sylvia from her daughters houseful of children, and was returning to the farm. Afraid of folks, they said! I guess she wont be troubled no great with em up to the old place! When they reached the door of the lonely house and stopped to unlock it, and the cat came to purr loudly, and rub against them, a deserted pussy, indeed, but fat with young robins, Sylvia whispered that this was a beautiful place to live in, and she never should wish to go home. 

The companions followed the shady wood-road, the cow taking slow steps, and the child very fast ones. The cow stopped long at the brook to drink, as if the pasture were not half a swamp, and Sylvia stood still and waited, letting her bare feet cool themselves in the shoal water, while the great twilight moths struck softly against her. She waded on through the brook as the cow moved away, and listened to the thrushes with a heart that beat fast with pleasure. There was a stirring in the great boughs overhead. They were full of little birds and beasts that seemed to be wide-awake, and going about their world, or else saying good-night to each other in sleepy twitters. Sylvia herself felt sleepy as she walked along. However, it was not much farther to the house, and the air was soft and sweet. She was not often in the woods so late as this, and it made her feel as if she were a part of the gray shadows and the moving leaves. She was just thinking how long it seemed since she first came to the farm a year ago, and wondering if everything went on in the noisy town just the same as when she was there; the thought of the great red-faced boy who used to chase and frighten her made her hurry along the path to escape from the shadow of the trees.

Suddenly this little woods-girl is horror-stricken to hear a clear whistle not very far away. Not a birds whistle, which would have a sort of friendliness, but a boys whistle, determined, and somewhat aggressive. Sylvia left the cow to whatever sad fate might await her, and stepped discreetly aside into the bushes, but she was just too late. The enemy had discovered her, and called out in a very cheerful and persuasive tone, Halloa, little girl, how far is it to the road? and trembling Sylvia answered almost inaudibly, A good ways.

She did not dare to look boldly at the tall young man, who carried a gun over his shoulder, but she came out of her bush and again followed the cow, while he walked alongside.

I have been hunting for some birds, the stranger said kindly, and I have lost my way, and need a friend very much. Dont be afraid, he added gallantly. Speak up and tell me what your name is, and whether you think I can spend the night at your house, and go out gunning early in the morning.

Sylvia was more alarmed than before. Would not her grandmother consider her much to blame? But who could have foreseen such an accident as this? It did not appear to be her fault, and she hung her head as if the stem of it were broken, but managed to answer Sylvy, with much effort when her companion again asked her name.

Mrs. Tilley was standing in the doorway when the trio came into view. The cow gave a loud moo by way of explanation.

Yes, youd better speak up for yourself, you old trial! Whered she tucked herself away this time, Sylvy? But Sylvia kept an awed silence; she knew by instinct that her grandmother did not comprehend the gravity of the situation. She must be mistaking the stranger for one of the farmer-lads of the region.

The young man stood his gun beside the door, and dropped a heavy game-bag beside it; then he bade Mrs. Tilley good-evening, and repeated his wayfarers story, and asked if he could have a nights lodging.

Put me anywhere you like, he said. I must be off early in the morning, before day; but I am very hungry, indeed. You can give me some milk at any rate, thats plain.

Dear sakes, yes, responded the hostess, whose long slumbering hospitality seemed to be easily awakened. You might fare better if you went out on the main road a mile or so, but youre welcome to what weve got. Ill milk right off, and you make yourself at home. You can sleep on husks or feathers, she proffered graciously. I raised them all myself. Theres good pasturing for geese just below here towards the mash. Now step round and set a plate for the gentleman, Sylvy! And Sylvia promptly stepped. She was glad to have something to do, and she was hungry herself.

It was a surprise to find so clean and comfortable a little dwelling in this New England wilderness. The young man had known the horrors of its most primitive housekeeping, and the dreary squalor of that level of society which does not rebel at the companionship of hens. This was the best thrift of an old-fashioned farmstead, though on such a small scale that it seemed like a hermitage. He listened eagerly to the old womans quaint talk, he watched Sylvias pale face and shining gray eyes with ever growing enthusiasm, and insisted that this was the best supper he had eaten for a month; then, afterward, the new-made friends sat down in the doorway together while the moon came up.

Soon it would be berry-time, and Sylvia was a great help at picking. The cow was a good milker, though a plaguy thing to keep track of, the hostess gossiped frankly, adding presently that she had buried four children, so that Sylvias mother, and a son (who might be dead) in California were all the children she had left. Dan, my boy, was a great hand to go gunning, she explained sadly. I never wanted for patridges or gray squerls while he was to home. Hes been a great wandrer, I expect, and hes no hand to write letters. There, I dont blame him, Id ha seen the world myself if it had been so I could.

Sylvia takes after him, the grandmother continued affectionately, after a minutes pause. There aint a foot o ground she dont know her way over, and the wild creaturs counts her one o themselves. Squerls shell tame to come an feed right out o her hands, and all sorts o birds. Last winter she got the jay-birds to bangeing here, and I believe shed a scanted herself of her own meals to have plenty to throw out amongst em, if I hadnt kep watch. Anything but crows, I tell her, Im willin to help support — though Dan he had a tamed one o them that did seem to have reason same as folks. It was round here a good spell after he went away. Dan an his father they didnt hitch, — but he never held up his head agin after Dan had dared him an gone off.

The guest did not notice this hint of family sorrows in his eager interest in something else.

So Sylvy knows all about birds, does she? he exclaimed, as he looked round at the little girl who sat, very demure but increasingly sleepy, in the moonlight. I am making a collection of birds myself. I have been at it ever since I was a boy. (Mrs. Tilley smiled.) There are two or three very rare ones I have been hunting for these five years. I mean to get them on my own ground if they can be found.

Do you cage em up? asked Mrs. Tilley doubtfully, in response to this enthusiastic announcement.

Oh, no, theyre stuffed and preserved, dozens and dozens of them, said the ornithologist, and I have shot or snared every one myself. I caught a glimpse of a white heron three miles from here on Saturday, and I have followed it in this direction. They have never been found in thisdistrict at all. The little white heron, it is, and he turned again to look at Sylvia with the hope of discovering that the rare bird was one of her acquaintances.

But Sylvia was watching a hop-toad in the narrow footpath.

You would know the heron if you saw it, the stranger continued eagerly. A queer tall white bird with soft feathers and long thin legs. And it would have a nest perhaps in the top of a high tree, made of sticks, something like a hawks nest.

Sylvias heart gave a wild beat; she knew that strange white bird, and had once stolen softly near where it stood in some bright green swamp grass, away over at the other side of the woods. There was an open place where the sunshine always seemed strangely yellow and hot, where tall, nodding rushes grew, and her grandmother had warned her that she might sink in the soft black mud underneath and never be heard of more. Not far beyond were the salt marshes and beyond those was the sea, the sea which Sylvia wondered and dreamed about, but never had looked upon, though its great voice could often be heard above the noise of the woods on stormy nights.

I cant think of anything I should like so much as to find that herons nest, the handsome stranger was saying. I would give ten dollars to anybody who could show it to me, he added desperately, and I mean to spend my whole vacation hunting for it if need be. Perhaps it was only migrating, or had been chased out of its own region by some bird of prey.

Mrs. Tilley gave amazed attention to all this, but Sylvia still watched the toad, not divining, as she might have done at some calmer time, that the creature wished to get to its hole under the doorstep, and was much hindered by the unusual spectators at that hour of the evening. No amount of thought, that night, could decide how many wished-for treasures the ten dollars, so lightly spoken of, would buy. 

The next day the young sportsman hovered about the woods, and Sylvia kept him company, having lost her first fear of the friendly lad, who proved to be most kind and sympathetic. He told her many things about the birds and what they knew and where they lived and what they did with themselves. And he gave her a jack-knife, which she thought as great a treasure as if she were a desert-islander. All day long he did not once make her troubled or afraid except when he brought down some unsuspecting singing creature from its bough. Sylvia would have liked him vastly better without his gun; she could not understand why he killed the very birds he seemed to like so much. But as the day waned, Sylvia still watched the young man with loving admiration. She had never seen anybody so charming and delightful; the womans heart, asleep in the child, was vaguely thrilled by a dream of love. Some premonition of that great power stirred and swayed these young foresters who traversed the solemn woodlands with soft-footed silent care. They stopped to listen to a birds song; they pressed forward again eagerly, parting the branches, — speaking to each other rarely and in whispers; the young man going first and Sylvia following, fascinated, a few steps behind, with her gray eyes dark with excitement.

She grieved because the longed-for white heron was elusive, but she did not lead the guest, she only followed, and there was no such thing as speaking first. The sound of her own unquestioned voice would have terrified her, — it was hard enough to answer yes or no when there was need of that. At last evening began to fall, and they drove the cow home together, and Sylvia smiled with pleasure when they came to the place where she heard the whistle and was afraid only the night before. 

II.

Half a mile from home, at the farther edge of the woods, where the land was highest, a great pine-tree stood, the last of its generation. Whether it was left for a boundary mark, or for what reason, no one could say; the woodchoppers who had felled its mates were dead and gone long ago, and a whole forest of sturdy trees, pines and oaks and maples, had grown again. But the stately head of this old pine towered above them all and made a landmark for sea and shore miles and miles away. Sylvia knew it well. She had always believed that whoever climbed to the top of it could see the ocean; and the little girl had often laid her hand on the great rough trunk and looked up wistfully at those dark boughs that the wind always stirred, no matter how hot and still the air might be below. Now she thought of the tree with a new excitement, for why, if one climbed it at break of day, could not one see all the world, and easily discover whence the white heron flew, and mark the place, and find the hidden nest?

What a spirit of adventure, what wild ambition! What fancied triumph and delight and glory for the later morning when she could make known the secret! It was almost too real and too great for the childish heart to bear.

All night the door of the little house stood open, and the whippoorwills came and sang upon the very step. The young sportsman and his old hostess were sound asleep, but Sylvias great design kept her broad awake and watching. She forgot to think of sleep. The short summer night seemed as long as the winter darkness, and at last when the whippoorwills ceased, and she was afraid the morning would after all come too soon, she stole out of the house and followed the pasture path through the woods, hastening toward the open ground beyond, listening with a sense of comfort and companionship to the drowsy twitter of a half-awakened bird, whose perch she had jarred in passing. Alas, if the great wave of human interest which flooded for the first time this dull little life should sweep away the satisfactions of an existence heart to heart with nature and the dumb life of the forest!

There was the huge tree asleep yet in the paling moonlight, and small and hopeful Sylvia began with utmost bravery to mount to the top of it, with tingling, eager blood coursing the channels of her whole frame, with her bare feet and fingers, that pinched and held like birds claws to the monstrous ladder reaching up, up, almost to the sky itself. First she must mount the white oak tree that grew alongside, where she was almost lost among the dark branches and the green leaves heavy and wet with dew; a bird fluttered off its nest, and a red squirrel ran to and fro and scolded pettishly at the harmless housebreaker. Sylvia felt her way easily. She had often climbed there, and knew that higher still one of the oaks upper branches chafed against the pine trunk, just where its lower boughs were set close together. There, when she made the dangerous pass from one tree to the other, the great enterprise would really begin.

She crept out along the swaying oak limb at last, and took the daring step across into the old pine-tree. The way was harder than she thought; she must reach far and hold fast, the sharp dry twigs caught and held her and scratched her like angry talons, the pitch made her thin little fingers clumsy and stiff as she went round and round the trees great stem, higher and higher upward. The sparrows and robins in the woods below were beginning to wake and twitter to the dawn, yet it seemed much lighter there aloft in the pine-tree, and the child knew that she must hurry if her project were to be of any use.

The tree seemed to lengthen itself out as she went up, and to reach farther and farther upward. It was like a great main-mast to the voyaging earth; it must truly have been amazed that morning through all its ponderous frame as it felt this determined spark of human spirit creeping and climbing its way from higher branch to branch. Who knows how steadily the least twigs held themselves to advantage this light, weak creature on her way! The old pine must have loved his new dependent. More than all the hawks, and bats, and moths, and even the sweet-voiced thrushes, was the brave, beating heart of the solitary gray-eyed child. And the tree stood still and held away the winds that June morning while the dawn grew bright in the east.

Sylvias face was like a pale star, if one had seen it from the ground, when the last thorny bough was past, and she stood trembling and tired but wholly triumphant, high in the tree-top. Yes, there was the sea with the dawning sun making a golden dazzle over it, and toward that glorious east flew two hawks with slow-moving pinions. How low they looked in the air from that height when before one had only seen them far up, and dark against the blue sky. Their gray feathers were as soft as moths; they seemed only a little way from the tree, and Sylvia felt as if she too could go flying away among the clouds. Westward, the woodlands and farms reached miles and miles into the distance; here and there were church steeples, and white villages; truly it was a vast and awesome world.

The birds sang louder and louder. At last the sun came up bewilderingly bright. Sylvia could see the white sails of ships out at sea, and the clouds that were purple and rose-colored and yellow at first began to fade away. Where was the white herons nest in the sea of green branches, and was this wonderful sight and pageant of the world the only reward for having climbed to such a giddy height? Now look down again, Sylvia, where the green marsh is set among the shining birches and dark hemlocks; there where you saw the white heron once you will see him again; look, look! a white spot of him like a single floating feather comes up from the dead hemlock and grows larger, and rises, and comes close at last, and goes by the landmark pine with steady sweep of wing and outstretched slender neck and crested head. And wait! wait! do not move a foot or a finger, little girl, do not send an arrow of light and consciousness from your two eager eyes, for the heron has perched on a pine bough not far beyond yours, and cries back to his mate on the nest, and plumes his feathers for the new day!

The child gives a long sigh a minute later when a company of shouting cat-birds comes also to the tree, and vexed by their fluttering and lawlessness the solemn heron goes away. She knows his secret now, the wild, light, slender bird that floats and wavers, and goes back like an arrow presently to his home in the green world beneath. Then Sylvia, well satisfied, makes her perilous way down again, not daring to look far below the branch she stands on, ready to cry sometimes because her fingers ache and her lamed feet slip. Wondering over and over again what the stranger would say to her, and what he would think when she told him how to find his way straight to the herons nest. 

Sylvy, Sylvy! called the busy old grandmother again and again, but nobody answered, and the small husk bed was empty, and Sylvia had disappeared.

The guest waked from a dream, and remembering his days pleasure hurried to dress himself that it might sooner begin. He was sure from the way the shy little girl looked once or twice yesterday that she had at least seen the white heron, and now she must really be persuaded to tell. Here she comes now, paler than ever, and her worn old frock is torn and tattered, and smeared with pine pitch. The grandmother and the sportsman stand in the door together and question her, and the splendid moment has come to speak of the dead hemlock-tree by the green marsh.

But Sylvia does not speak after all, though the old grandmother fretfully rebukes her, and the young mans kind, appealing eyes are looking straight in her own. He can make them rich with money; he has promised it, and they are poor now. He is so well worth making happy, and he waits to hear the story she can tell.

No, she must keep silence! What is it that suddenly forbids her and makes her dumb? Has she been nine years growing, and now, when the great world for the first time puts out a hand to her, must she thrust it aside for a birds sake? The murmur of the pines green branches is in her ears, she remembers how the white heron came flying through the golden air and how they watched the sea and the morning together, and Sylvia cannot speak; she cannot tell the herons secret and give its life away. 

Dear loyalty, that suffered a sharp pang as the guest went away disappointed later in the day, that could have served and followed him and loved him as a dog loves! Many a night Sylvia heard the echo of his whistle haunting the pasture path as she came home with the loitering cow. She forgot even her sorrow at the sharp report of his gun and the piteous sight of thrushes and sparrows dropping silent to the ground, their songs hushed and their pretty feathers stained and wet with blood. Were the birds better friends than their hunter might have been, — who can tell? Whatever treasures were lost to her, woodlands and summer-time, remember! Bring your gifts and graces and tell your secrets to this lonely country child!


LAW LANE.

I.

[image: img74.jpg]

THE THUMP OF a flat-iron signified to an educated passer-by that this was Tuesday morning; yesterday having been fair and the weekly washing-day unhindered by the weather. It was undoubtedly what Mrs. Powder pleased herself by calling a good orthodox week; not one of the disjointed and imperfect sections of time which a rainy Monday forced upon methodical housekeepers. Mrs. Powder was not a woman who could live altogether in the present, and whatever she did was done with a view to having it cleared out of the way of the next enterprise on her list. I cant bear to see folks do their work as if every piece on t was a tread-mill, she used to say, briskly. Life means progriss to me, and I cant dwell by the way no more n sparks can fly downwards. T aint the way Im built, nor none of the Fisher tribe.

The hard white bundles in the shallow splint-basket were disappearing, one by one, and taking their places on the decrepit clothes-horse, well ironed and precisely folded. The July sunshine came in at one side of Mrs. Powders kitchen, and the cool northwest breeze blew the heat out again from the other side. Mrs. Powder grew uneasy and impatient as she neared the end of her task, and the flat-iron moved more and more vigorously. She kept glancing out through the doorway and along the country road as if she were watching for somebody.

I shall just have to git ready an go an rout her out myself, an take my chances, she said at last with a resentful look at the clock, as if it were partly to blame for the delay and had ears with which to listen to proper rebuke. The round moon-face had long ago ceased its waxing and waning across the upper part of the old dial, as if it had forgotten its responsibility about the movements of a heavenly body in its pleased concern about housekeeping.

See here! said Mrs. Powder, taking a last hot iron from the fire. You aint a-keepin time like you used to; youre gettin lazy, I must say. Look at this ere sun-mark on the floor, that calls it full leven oclock, and you want six minutes to ten. Ive got to send word to the clock-man and have your inards all took apart; you got me to meetin more n half an hour too late, Sabbath last.

To which the moon-face did not change its beaming expression; very likely, being a moon, it was not willing to mind the ways of the sun.

Lord, what an old thing you be! said Mrs. Powder, turning away with a chuckle. I dont wonder your sense kind of fails you! And the clock clucked at her by way of answer, though presently it was going to strike ten at any rate.

The hot iron was now put down hurriedly, and the half-ironed night-cap was left in a queer position on the ironing-board. A small figure had appeared in the road and was coming toward the house with a fleet, barefooted run which required speedy action. Here you, Joel Smith! shouted the old woman. Jo — el! But the saucy lad only doubled his pace and pretended not to see or hear her. Mrs. Powder could play at that game, too, and did not call again, but quietly went back to her ironing and tried as hard as she could to be provoked. Presently the boy came panting up the slope of green turf which led from the road to the kitchen doorstep.

I didnt know but you spoke as I ran by, he remarked, in an amiable tone. Mrs. Powder took no heed of him whatever.

I aint in no hurry; I kind o got running, he explained, a moment later; and then, as his hostess stepped toward the stove, he caught up the frilled night-cap and tied it on in a twinkling. When Mrs. Powder turned again, the sight of him was too much for her gravity.

Them frills is real becoming to ye, she announced, shaking with laughter. I declare for t if you dont favor your granma Dodges looks. I should like to have yer folks see ye. There, take it off now; Im most through my ironin and I want to clear it out o the way.

Joel was perfectly docile and laid the night-cap within reach. He had a temptation to twitch it back by the end of one string, but he refrained. Want me to go drive your old brown hen-turkey out o the wet grass, Mis Powder? Shes tolling her chicks off down toads the swamp, he offered.

Shes raised up families enough to know how by this time, said Mrs. Powder, an the swamps dry as a bone.

Ill split ye up a mess o kindlin-wood whilst Im here, jest as soon s not, said Joel, in a still more pleasant tone, after a long and anxious pause.

There, Ill get ye your doughnuts, pretty quick. They aint so fresh as they was Saturday. I spose thats what youre driving at. The good soul shook with laughter. Joel answered as well for her amusement as the most famous of comic actors; there was something in his appealing eyes, his thin cheeks and monstrous freckles, and his long locks of sandy hair, which was very funny to Mrs. Powder. She was always interested, too, in fruitless attempts to satisfy his appetite. He listened now, for the twentieth time, to her opinion that the bottomless pit alone could be compared to the recesses of his being.

I should like to be able to say that I had filled ye up jest once! she ended her remarks, as she brought a tin pan full of doughnuts from her pantry.

Heard the news? asked small Joel, as he viewed the provisions with glistening eyes. He bore likeness to a little hungry woodchuck, or muskrat, as he went to work before the tin pan.

What news? Mrs. Powder asked, suspiciously. I aint seen nobody this day.

Barnets folks has got their case in court.

They aint! and while a solemn silence fell upon the kitchen, the belated old clock whirred and rumbled and struck ten with persistent effort. Mrs. Powder looked round at it impatiently; the moon-face confronted her with the same placid smile.

Twelve oclocks the time you git your dinner, aint it, Mis Powder? the boy inquired, as if he had repeated his news like a parrot and had no further interest in its meaning.

I dont plot for to get me no reglar dinner this day, was the unexpected reply. You can eat a couple or three o them nuts and step along, for all I care. An I want you to go up Lyddy Bangss lane and carry her word that Im goin out to pick me some blueberries. Theyll be ripened up elegant, and Ive got a longin for em. Tell her I say t is our day — shell know; weve ben after arly blueberries together this forty years, and Lyddy knows where to meet with me; there by them split rocks.

The ironing was finished a few minutes afterward, and the board was taken to its place in the shed. When Mrs. Powder returned, Joel had stealthily departed; the tin pan was turned upside down on the seat of the kitchen chair. Good land! said the astonished woman, I believe hell bust himself to everlastin bliss one o these days. Them doughnuts would have lasted me till Thursday, certain.

Gimme suthin to eat, Mis Powder? whined Joel at the window, with his plaintive countenance lifted just above the sill. But he set forth immediately down the road, with bulging pockets and the speed of a light-horseman. 

II.

Half an hour later the little gray farmhouse was shut and locked, and its mistress was crossing the next pasture with a surprisingly quick step for a person of her age and weight. An old cat was trotting after her, with tail high in the air, but it was plain to see that she still looked for danger, having just come down from the woodpile, where she had retreated on Joels first approach. She kept as close to Mrs. Powder as was consistent with short excursions after crickets or young, unwary sparrows, and opened her wide green eyes fearfully on the lookout for that evil monster, the boy.

There were two pastures to cross, and Mrs. Powder was very much heated by the noonday sun and entirely out of breath when she approached the familiar rendezvous and caught sight of her friends cape-bonnet.

Aint there no justice left? was her indignant salutation. I spose youve heard that Crosbys folks have lost their case? Poor Mis Crosby! t will kill her, Im sure. Ive ben calculatin to go berryin all the forenoon, but I couldnt git word to you till Joel came tootin by. I thought likely youd expect notice when you see what a good day t was.

I did, replied Lyddy Bangs, in a tone much more serious than her companions. She was a thin, despairing little body, with an anxious face and a general look of disappointment and poverty, though really the more prosperous person of the two. Joel told me you said t was our day, she added. Im wore out tryin to satisfy that boy; hes always beggin for somethin to eat every time he comes nigh the house. I should think theyd see to him to home; not let him batten on the neighbors so.

You aint been feedin of him, too? laughed Mrs. Powder. Well, I declare, I dont see whar he puts it! and she fanned herself with her apron. I always forget what a sightly spot this is.

Heres your pussy-cat, aint she? asked Lyddy Bangs, needlessly, as they sat looking off over the valley. Behind them the hills rose one above another, with their bare upland clearings and great stretches of pine and beech forest. Beyond the wide valley was another range of hills, green and pleasant in the clear mid-day light. Some higher mountains loomed, sterile and stony, to northward. They were on the womens right as they sat looking westward.

It does seem as if folks might keep the peace when the Lords give em so pooty a spot to live in, said Lyddy Bangs, regretfully. There aint no better farms than Barnets and Crosbys folks have got neither, but stead o neighboring they must pick their mean fusses and fight from generation to generation. My granmaam used to say t was just so with em when she was a girl — and she was one of the first settlers up this way. She alays would have it that Barnets folks was the most to blame, but theres plenty sides with em, as you know.

There, t is all mixed up, so t is — a real tangle, answered Mrs. Powder. Ive been o both minds — I must say I used to hold for the Crosbys in the old folks time, but Ive come round to see they aint perfect. There! Im bilin over with somethin Ive got to tell somebody. Ive kep it close long s I can.

Lets get right to pickin, then, said Lyddy Bangs, or we shant budge from here the whole livin afternoon, and the small thin figure and the tall stout one moved off together toward their well-known harvest-fields. They were presently settled down within good hearing distance, and yet the discussion was not begun. The cat curled herself for a nap on the smooth top of a rock.

There, I have to eat a while first, like a young-one, said Mrs. Powder. I always tell em that blueberries is only fit to eat right off of the twigs. You want em full o sun; let em git cold and theyre only fit to cook — not but what I eat em any ways I can git em. Aint they nice an spicy? Law, my poor knees is so stiff! I begin to be afraid, nowadays, every year o berryin may be my last. I don know why t should be that my knees serves me so. I aint rheumaticky, nor none o my folks was; we go off with other complaints.

The mukis membrane o the knees gits dried up, explained Lyddy Bangs, an the jints is all powder-posted. So Ive ben told, anyways.

Then they was ignorant, retorted her companion, sharply. I know by the feelins I have — and the two friends picked industriously and discussed the vexed points of medicine no more.

I cant force them Barnets and Crosbys out o my mind, suggested Miss Bangs after a while, being eager to receive the proffered confidence which might be forgotten. Think of em, without no other door-neighbors, fightin for three ginerations over the bounds of a lane wall. What if t was two foot one way or two foot tother, let em agree.

But thats just what they couldnt, said Mrs. Powder. You know yourself you might be willin to give away a piece o land, but when somebody said t want yours, t was theirs, t would take more Christian grace n Ive got to let em see I thought they was right. All the old Crosbys ever wanted, first, was for the Barnets to say two foot of the lane was theirs by rights, and then they was willin to turn it into the lane and to give that two foot more o the wedth than Barnets did — they want haggling for no pay; t was for rights. But Barnets folks said — 

Now, dont you go an git all flustered up a-tellin that over, Harrit Powder, said the lesser woman. There aint ben no words spoke so often as them along this sidelin hill, not even the Ten Commandments. The only sense theres ben about it is, theyve let each other alone altogether, and aint spoke at all for six months to a time. I cant help hoping that the warll die out with the old breed and theyll come to some sort of peace. Mis Barnet was a Sands, and theyre toppin sort o folks and shes got fight in her. I think shes more to blame than Barnet, a good sight; but Mis Crosbys a downright peace-making little creatur, and would have ended it long ago if shed ben able.

Barnets stubborn, too, let me tell you! and Mrs. Powders voice was full of anger. T will never die out in his day, and hell spend every cent lawing, as the old folks did afore him. The lawyers must laugh at him well, mongst themselves. One an another o the best on em has counseled them to leave it out to referees, and tried to show em they was fools. My man talked with the judge himself about it, once, after hed been settin on a jury and they was comin away from court. They couldnt agree; they never could! All the spare money o both farms has gone to pay the lawyers and carry on one fight after another. Now folks dont know it, but Crosbys farm is all mortgaged; theyve spent even what Mis Crosby had from her folks. An theres worse behind — theres worse behind, insisted the speaker, stoutly. I went up there this spring, as you know, when Mis Crosby was at deaths door with lung-fever. I went through everything fetchin of her round, and was there five weeks, till she got about. `I feel toads you as an own sister, says Abby Crosby to me. `Im a neighboring woman at heart, says she; `and just you think of it, that my man had to leave me alone, sick as I was, while he went for you and the doctor, not riskin to ask Barnets folks to send for help. I like to live pleasant, says she to me, and bust right out a-cryin. I knew then how shed felt things all these years. — How are they ever goin to pay more court bills and all them piles o damages, if the farms mortgaged so heavy? she resumed. Crosbys farm aint worth a good two thirds of Barnets. Theyve both neglected their lands. How many you got so fur, Lyddy?

Lyddy proudly displayed her gains of blueberries; the pail was filling very fast, and the friends were at their usual game of rivalry. Mrs. Powder had been the faster picker in years past, and she now doubled her diligence.

Aint the sweet-fern thick an scented as ever you see? she said. Gimme pasture-lands rather n the best gardins that grows. If I can have a sweet-brier bush and sweet-fern patch and some clumps o bayberry, you can take all the gardin blooms. Look how folks toils with witch-grass and pusley and gets a starved lot o poor sprigs, slug-eat, and all dyin together in their front yards, when they might get better comfort in the first pasture along the road. I guess theres somethin wild, thats never got tutored out o me. I must ha ben made o somethin counter to town dust. I never could see why folks wanted to go off an live out o sight o the mountings, an have everything on a level.

You said there was worse to tell behind, suggested Lyddy Bangs, as if it were only common politeness to show an appreciation of the friendly offering.

I have it in mind to get round to that in proper course, responded Mrs. Powder, a trifle offended by the mild pertinacity. I settled it in my mind that I was goin to tell you somethin for a kind of a treat the day we come out blueberryin. There! — and Mrs. Powder rose with difficulty from her knees, and retreated pompously to the shade of a hemlock-tree which grew over a shelving rock near by.

Lyddy Bangs could not resist picking a little longer in an unusually fruitful spot; then she hastened to seat herself by her friend. It was no common occasion.

Mrs. Powder was very warm; and further evaded and postponed telling the secret by wishing that she were as light on foot as her companion, and deploring her increasing weight. Then she demanded a second sight of the blueberries, which were compared and decided upon as to quality and quantity. Then the cat, which had been left at some distance on her rock, came trotting toward her mistress in a disturbed way, and after a minute of security in a comfortable lap darted away again in a strange, excited manner.

Shes goin to have a fit, I do believe! exclaimed Lyddy Bangs, quite disheartened, for the cat was Mrs. Powders darling and she might leave everything to go in search of her.

She may have seen a snake or something. She often gets scared and runs home when were out a-trarvelin, said the cats owner, complacently, and Lyddys spirits rose again.

I suppose you never suspected that Ezra Barnet and Ruth Crosby cared the least thing about one another? inquired the keeper of the secret a moment later, and the listener turned toward Mrs. Powder with a startled face.

Now, Harrit Powder, for mercys sakes alive! was all that she could say; but Mrs. Powder was satisfied, and confirmed the amazing news by a most emphatic nod.

My lawful sakes! what be they goin to do about it? inquired Lyddy Bangs, flushing with excitement. A Barnet an a Crosby fall in love! Dont you reclect how the old ones was alays fightin and callin names when we was all to school together? Times is changed, certain.

Now, say you hope to die if ever youll tell a word I say, pursued Mrs. Powder. If I was to be taken away to-morrow, youd be all the one that would know it except Mis Crosby and Ezra and Ruth themselves. T was nothin but her bein nigh to death that urged her to tell me the state o things. I spose she thought I might favor em in time to come. Abby Crosby she says to me, `Mis Powder, my poor girl may need your motherin care. An I says, `Mis Crosby, she shall have it; and then she had a spasm o pain, and we harped no more that day as I remember.

How come it about? I shouldnt have told anybody that asked me that a Barnet and a Crosby ever changed the time o day, much less kep company, protested the listener.

Kep company! pore young creaturs! said Mrs. Powder. Theyve hid em away in the swamps an hollers, and in the edge o the growth, at nightfall, for the sake o gittin a word; an theyve stole out, shiverin, into that plaguy lane o winter nights. I tell ye Ive heard hifalutin folks say that love would still be lord of all, but I never was strained to believe it till I see what that boy and girl was willin to undergo. All the hate of all their folks is turned to love in them, and I couldnt help a-watchin of em. An I ventured to send Ruth over to my house after my alpaccy aprin, and then I made an arrant out to the spring-brook to see if there was any cresses started — which I knew well enough there wasnt — and I spoke right out bold to Ezra, that was at work on a piece of ditching over on his land. `Ezra, says I, `if you git time, just run over to the edge o my pasture and pick me a handful o balm o Gilead buds. I want to put em in half a pint o new rum for Mis Crosby, and there aint a soul to send. I knew hed just meet her coming back, if I could time it right gittin of Ruth started. He looked at me kind of curis, and pretty quick I see him leggin it over the fields with an axe and a couple o ends o board, like hed got to mend a fence. I had to keep her dinner warm for her till ha-past one oclock. I dont know what he mentioned to his folks, but Ruth she come an kissed me hearty when she first come inside the door. Tis harder for Ezra; he aint got nobody to speak to, and Ruths got her mother if she is a Mis Much-afraid.

I dont know s we can blame Crosby for not wantin to give his girl to the Barnets, after theyve got away all his substance, his means, an his cattle, like t was in the Book o Job, urged Lyddy Bangs. Seems as if they might call it square an marry the young folks off, but they wont nohow; t will only fan the flame. Lyddy Bangs was a sentimental person; neighbor Powder had chosen wisely in gaining a new friend to the cause of Ezra Barnets apparently hopeless affection. Unknown to herself, however, she had been putting the lovers secret to great risk of untimely betrayal.

The weather was most beautiful that afternoon; there was an almost intoxicating freshness and delight among the sweet odors of the hillside pasture, and the two elderly women were serene at heart and felt like girls again as they talked together. They remembered many an afternoon like this; they grew more and more confiding as they reviewed the past and their life-long friendship. A stranger might have gathered only the most rural and prosaic statements, and a tedious succession of questions, from what Mrs. Powder and Lyddy Bangs had to say to each other, but the old stories of true love and faithful companionship were again simply rehearsed. Those who are only excited by more complicated histories too often forget that there are no new plots to the comedies and tragedies of life. They are played sometimes by country people in homespun, sometimes by townsfolk in velvet and lace. Love and prosperity, death and loss and misfortune — the stories weave themselves over and over again, never mind whether the ploughman or the wit of the clubs plays the part of hero.

The two homely figures sat still so long that they seemed to become permanent points in the landscape, and the small birds, and even a wary chipmunk, went their ways unmindful of Mrs. Powder and Lyddy Bangs. The old hemlock-tree, under which they sat discoursing, towered high above the young pine-growth which clustered thick behind them on the hillside. In the middle of a comfortable reflection upon the Barnet grandfathers foolishness or craftiness, Mrs. Powder gave sudden utterance to the belief that some creature up in the tree was dropping pieces of bark and cones all over her.

A squirrel, most like, said Lyddy Bangs, looking up into the dense branches. The tree is a-scatterin down, aint it? As you was sayin, Grandsir Barnet must have knowed well enough what he was about — 

Oh, gorry! oh, git out! ow — o — w! suddenly wailed a voice overhead, and a desperate scramble and rustling startled the good women half out of their wits. Ow, Mis Powder! shrieked a familiar voice, while both hearts thumped fast, and Joel came, half falling, half climbing, down out of the tree. He bawled, and beat his head with his hands, and at last rolled in agony among the bayberry and lamb-kill. Look out for em! he shouted. Oh, gorry! I thought t was only an old last-years hornets nest — theyll sting you, too!

Mrs. Powder untied her apron and laid about her with sure aim. Only two hornets were to be seen; but after these were beaten to the earth, and she stopped to regain her breath, Joel hardly dared to lift his head or to look about him.

What was you up there for, anyhow? asked Lyddy Bangs, with severe suspicion. Harking to us, Ill be bound! But Mrs. Powder, who knew Joels disposition best, elbowed her friend into silence and began to inquire about the condition of his wounds. There was a deep-seated hatred between Joel and Miss Bangs.

Oh, dear! theyve bit me all over, groaned the boy. Aint you got somethin you can rub on, Mis Powder? — and the rural remedy of fresh earth was suggested.

Tis too dry here, said the adviser. Just you step down to that mashy spot there by the brook, dear, and daub you with the wet mud real good, and t will ease you right away. Mrs. Powders voice sounded compassionate, but her spirit and temper of mind gave promise of future retribution.

Ill teach him to follow us out eavesdropping, this fashion! said Lyddy Bangs, when the boy had departed, weeping. Im more n gratified that the hornets got hold of him! I hope t will serve him for a lesson.

Dont you rile him up one mite, now, pleaded Mrs. Powder, while her eyes bore witness of hardly controlled anger. Hes the worst tattle-tale I ever see, and weve put ourselves into a trap. If he tells his mother shell spread it all over town. But I should no more thought o his bein up in that tree than o his bein the sarpent in the garden o Eden. You leave Joel to me, and be mild with him s you can.

The culprit approached, still lamenting. His ear and cheek were hugely swollen already, so that one eye was nearly closed. The blueberry expedition was relinquished, and with heavy sighs of dissatisfaction Lyddy Bangs took up the two half-filled pails, while Mrs. Powder kindly seized Joel by his small, thin hand, and the little group moved homeward across the pasture.

Wheres your hat? asked Lyddy, stopping short, after they had walked a little distance.

Hanging on a limb up by the wops nest, answered Joel. Oh, git me home, Mis Powder! 

III.

No one would suspect, from the look of the lane itself, that it had always been such a provoker of wrath, and even a famous battle-ground. While petty wars had raged between the men and women of the old farms, walnut-trees had grown high in air, and apple-trees had leaned their heavy branches on the stone walls and, year after year, decked themselves in pink-and-white blossoms to arch this unlucky by-way for a triumphal procession of peace that never came. Birds built their nests in the boughs and pecked the ripe blackberries; green brakes and wild roses and tall barberry-bushes flourished in their season on either side the wheel-ruts. It was a remarkably pleasant country lane, where children might play and lovers might linger. No one would imagine that this lane had its lawsuits and damages, its annual crop of briefs, and succession of surveyors and quarrelsome partisans; or that in every generation of owners each man must be either plaintiff or defendant.

The surroundings looked permanent enough. No one would suspect that a certain piece of wall had been more than once thrown down by night and built again, angrily, by day; or that a well-timbered corn-house had been the cause of much litigation, and even now looked, when you came to know its story, as if it stood on its long, straight legs, like an ungainly, top-heavy beast, all ready to stalk away when its position became too dangerous. The Barnets had built it beyond their boundary; it had been moved two or three times, backward and forward.

The Barnet house and land stood between the Crosby farm and the high-road; the Crosbys had never been able to reach the highway without passing their enemies under full fire of ugly looks or taunting voices. The intricacies of legal complications in the matter of right of way would be impossible to explain. They had never been very clear to any impartial investigator. Barnets and Crosbys had gone to their graves with bitter hatred and sullen desire for revenge in their hearts. Perhaps this one great interest, outside the simple matters of food and clothing and farmers work, had taken the place to them of drama and literature and art. One could not help thinking, as he looked at the decrepit fences and mossy, warped roofs and buckling walls, to how much better use so much money might have been put. The costs of court and the lawyers fees had taken everything, and men had drudged, in heat and frost, and women had pinched and slaved to pay the lanes bills. Both the Barnet and Crosby of the present time stood well enough in the opinion of other neighbors. They were hard-fisted, honest men; the fight was inherited to begin with, and they were stubborn enough to hold fast to the fight. Law Lane was as well known as the county roads in half a dozen towns. Perhaps its irreconcilable owners felt a thrill of enmity that had come straight down from Scottish border-frays, as they glanced along its crooked length. Who could believe that the son and daughter of the warring households, instead of being ready to lift the torch in their turn, had weakly and misguidedly fallen in love with each other?

Nobody liked Mrs. Barnet. She was a cross-grained, suspicious soul, who was a tyrant and terror of discomfort in her own household whenever the course of events ran counter to her preference. Her son Ezra was a complete contrast to her in disposition, and to his narrow-minded, prejudiced father as well. The elder Ezra was capable of better things, however, and might have been reared to friendliness and justice, if the Crosby of his youthful day had not been specially aggravating and the annals of Law Lane at their darkest page. If there had been another boy to match young Ezra, on the Crosby farm, the two might easily have fostered their natural boyish rivalries until something worse came into being; but when ones enemy is only a sweet-faced little girl, it is very hard to impute to her all manner of discredit and serpent-like power of evil. At least, so Ezra Barnet the younger felt in his inmost heart; and though he minded his mother for the sake of peace, and played his solitary games and built his unapplauded dams and woodchuck-traps on his own side of the fences, he always saw Ruth Crosby as she came and went, and liked her better and better as years went by. When the tide of love rose higher than the young peoples steady heads, they soon laid fast hold of freedom. With all their perplexities, life was by no means at its worst, and rural diplomacy must bend all its energies to hinder these unexpected lovers.

Ezra Barnet had never so much as entered the Crosby house; the families were severed beyond the reuniting power of even a funeral. Ezra could only try to imagine the room to which his Ruth had returned one summer evening after he had left her, reluctantly, because the time drew near for his fathers return from the village. His mother had been in a peculiarly bad temper all day, and he had been glad to escape from her unwelcome insistence that he should marry any one of two or three capable girls, and so furnish some help in the housekeeping. Ezra had often heard this suggestion of his duty, and, tired and provoked at last, he had stolen out to the garden and wandered beyond it to the brook and out to the fields. Somewhere, somehow, he had met Ruth, and the lovers bewailed their trials with unusual sorrow and impatience. It seemed very hard to wait. Young Barnet was ready to persuade the tearful girl that they must go away together and establish a peaceful home of their own. He was heartily ashamed because the last verdict was in his fathers favor, and Ruth forebore to wound him with any glimpse of the straits to which her own father had been reduced. She was too dutiful to leave the pinched household, where her help was needed more than ever; she persuaded her lover that they were sure to be happy at last — indeed, were not they happy now? How much worse it would be if they could not safely seize so many opportunities, brief though they were, of being together! If the fight had been less absorbing and the animosity less bitter, they might have been suspected long ago.

So Ruth and Ezra parted, with uncounted kisses, and Ezra went back to the dingy-walled kitchen, where his mother sat alone. It was hardly past twilight out of doors, but Mrs. Barnet had lighted a kerosene-lamp, and sat near the small open window mending a hot-looking old coat. She looked so needlessly uncomfortable and surly that her son was filled with pity, as he stood watching her, there among the moths and beetles that buffeted the lamp-chimney.

Why dont you put down your sewing and come out a little ways up the road, mother, and get cooled off? he asked, pleasantly; but she only twitched herself in her chair and snapped off another needleful of linen thread.

I cant spare no time to go gallivantin, like some folks, she answered. I always have had to work, and I always shall. I see that Crosby girl mincin by an hour ago, as if shed ben off all the afternoon. Folks that think shes so amiable about saving her mothers strength would be surprised at the way she dawdles round, I guess — and Mrs. Barnet crushed an offending beetle with her brass thimble in a fashion that disgusted Ezra. Somehow, his mother had a vague instinct that he did not like to hear sharp words about Ruth Crosby. Yet he rarely had been betrayed into an ill-judged defense. He had left Ruth only a minute ago; he knew exactly what she had been doing all day, and from what kind errand she had been returning; the blood rushed quickly to his face, and he rose from his seat by the table and went out to the kitchen doorstep. The air was cool and sweet, and a sleepy bird chirped once or twice from an elm-bough overhead. The moon was near its rising, and he could see the great shapes of the mountains that lay to the eastward. He forgot his mother, and began to think about Ruth again; he wondered if she were not thinking of him, and meant to ask her if she remembered an especial feeling of nearness just at this hour. Ezra turned to look at the clocks to mark the exact time.

Yes, said Mrs. Barnet, as she saw him try to discover the hour, tis time that father was to home. I spose, bein mail-night, everybody was out to the post-office to hear the news, and most like hes bawlin himself hoarse about fall lections or something. He aint got done braggin about our gittin the case, neither. Theres always some new one that wants to git the pints right from headquarters. I didnt see Crosby go by, did you?

Hed have had to foot it by the path cross-lots, replied Ezra, gravely, from the doorstep. Hes sold his hoss.

He aint! exclaimed Mrs. Barnet, with a chuckle. I spose theyre proddin him for the money up to court. Guess he wont try to fight us again for one while.

Ezra said nothing; he could not bear this sort of thing much longer. I wont be kept like a toad under a harrow, he muttered to himself. I think it seems kind of hard, he ventured to say aloud. Now hes got to hire when fall work comes on, and — 

The hard-hearted woman within had long been trying to provoke her peaceable son into an argument, and now the occasion had come. Ezra restrained himself from speech with a desperate effort, and stopped his ears to the sound of his mothers accusing voice. In the middle of her harangue a wagon was driven into the yard, and his father left it quickly and came toward the door.

Come in here, you lout! he shouted, angrily. I want to look at you! I want to see what such a mean-spirited sneak has got to say for himself. Then changing his voice to a whine, he begged Ezra, who had caught him from falling as he stumbled over the step, Come in, boy, an tell me t aint true. I guess they was only thornin of me up; you aint took a shine to that Crosby miss, now, have you?

No son of mine — no son of mine! burst out the mother, who had been startled by the sudden entrance of the news-bringer. Her volubility was promptly set free, and Ezra looked from his fathers face to his mothers.

Father, said he, turning away from the scold, who was nearly inarticulate in her excess of rage— father, Id rather talk to you, if you want to hear what Ive got to say. Mothers got no reason in her.

Ezry, said the elder man, I see how tis. Let your maam talk all she will. Im broke with shame of ye! — his voice choked weakly in his throat. Either you tell me tis all nonsense, or you go out o that door and shut it after you for good. An yere all the boy Ive got.

The woman had stopped at last, mastered by the terror of the moment. Her husbands face was gray with passion; her sons cheeks were flushed and his eyes were full of tears. Mrs. Barnets tongue for once had lost its cunning.

The two men looked at each other as long as they could; the younger mans eyes fell first. I wish you wouldnt be hasty, he said; to-morrow — 

Youve heard, was the only answer; and in a moment more Ezra Barnet reached to the table and took his old straw hat which lay there.

Good-by, father! he said, steadily. I think youre wrong, sir; but I never meant to carry on that old fight and live like the heathen. And then, young and strong and angry, he left the kitchen.

He might have took some notice o me, if hes goin for good, said the mother spitefully; but her son did not hear this taunt, and the father only tottered where he stood. The moths struck against his face as if it were a piece of wood; he sank feebly into a chair, muttering, and trying to fortify himself in his spent anger.

Ezra went out, dazed and giddy. But he found the young horse wandering about the yard, eager for his supper and fretful at the strange delay. He unharnessed the creature and backed the wagon under the shed; then he turned and looked at the house — should he go in? No! The fighting instinct, which had kept firm grasp on father and grandfather, took possession of Ezra now. He crossed the yard and went out at the gate, and down the lanes end to the main road. The father and mother listened to his footsteps, and the man gave a heavy groan.

Let him go — let him go! t will teach him a lesson! said Mrs. Barnet, with something of her usual spirit. She could not say more, though she tried her best; the occasion was far too great.

How many times that summer Mrs. Powder attempted to wreak vengeance upon Joel, the tattle-tale; into what depths of intermittent remorse the mischief-making boy was resolutely plunged, who shall describe? No more luncheons of generous provision; no more jovial skirmishing at the kitchen windows, or liberal payment for easy errands. Whenever Mrs. Powder saw Lyddy Bangs, or any other intimate and sympathetic friend, she bewailed her careless confidences under the hemlock-tree and detailed her anxious attentions to the hornet-stung eavesdropper.

I went right home, she would say, sorrowfully; I filled him plumb-full with as good a supper as I could gather up, and I took all the fire out o them hornit-stings with the best o remedies. `Joel, dear, says I, `you wont lose by it if you keep your mouth shut about them words I spoke to Lyddy Bangs, and he was that pious I might ha known he meant mischief. They aint boys nor men, theyre divils, when they come to that size, and so you mark my words! But his mother never could keep nothing to herself, and I knew it from past sorrers; and I never slept a wink that night — sure s you live — till the roosters crowed for day.

Perhaps t wont do nothin but good! Lyddy Bangs would say, consolingly. Perhaps the young folks ll git each other a sight the sooner. Theyd had to kep it to theirselves till they was gray-headed, less somebody let the cat out o the bag.

Dont you reclect how my cat acted that day! exclaimed Mrs. Powder excitedly. How she was good as took with a fit! She knowed well enough what was brewin; I only wish wed had half of her sense.

IV.

The day before Christmas all the long valley was white with deep, new-fallen snow. The road which led up from the neighboring village and the railroad station stretched along the western slope — a mere trail, untrodden and unbroken. The storm had just ceased; the high mountain-peaks were clear and keen and rose-tinted with the waning light; the hills were no longer green with their covering of pines and maples and beeches, but gray with bare branches, and a cold, dense color, almost black, where the evergreens grew thickest. On the other side of the valley the farmsteads were mapped out as if in etching or pen-drawing; the far-away orchards were drawn with a curious exactness and regularity, the crooked boughs of the apple-trees and the longer lines of the walnuts and ashes and elms came out against the snow with clear beauty. The fences and walls were buried in snow; the farm-houses and barns were petty shapes in their right-angled unlikeness to natural growths. You were half amused, half shocked, as the thought came to you of indifferent creatures called men and women, who busied themselves within those narrow walls, under so vast a sky, and fancied the whole importance of the universe was belittled by that of their few pent acres. What a limitless world lay outside those plaything-farms, yet what beginnings of immortal things the small gray houses had known! 

The day before Christmas! — a festival which seemed in that neighborhood to be of modern origin. The observance of it was hardly popular yet among the elder people, but Christmas had been appropriated, nevertheless, as if everybody had felt the lack of it. New Years Day never was sufficient for New England, even in its least mirthful decades. For those persons who took true joy in life, something deeper was needed than the spread-eagle self-congratulations of the Fourth of July, or the family reunions of Thanksgiving Day. There were no bells ringing which the country-folks in Law Lane might listen for on Christmas Eve; but something more than the joy that is felt in the poorest dwelling when a little child, with all its possibilities, is born; something happier still came through that snowy valley with the thought of a Christmas-Child who was the bringer-in and founder of the reign of the higher life. This was the greater Thanksgiving Day when the whole of Christendom is called to praise and pray and hear the good-tidings, and every heart catches something of the joyful inspirations of good-will to men. 

Ezra Barnet sat on a fallen tree from which he had brushed the powdery snow. It was hard work wading through the drifts, and he had made good headway up the long hill before he stopped to rest. Across the valley in the fading daylight he saw the two farms, and could even trace the course of Law Lane itself, marked by the well-known trees. How small his own great nut-tree looked at this distance! The two houses, with their larger and smaller out-buildings and snow-topped woodpiles, looked as if they had crept near together for protection and companionship. There were no other houses within a wide space. Ezra knew how remote the homes really were from each other, judged by any existing sympathy and interest. He thought of his bare, unnourished boyhood with something like resentment; then he remembered how small had been his parents experience, what poor ambition had been fostered in them by their lives; even his mothers impatience with the efforts he had made to bring a little more comfort and pleasantness to the old farm-house was thought of with pity for her innate lack of pleasure in pleasant things. Ezra himself was made up of inadequacies, being born and bred of the Barnets. He was at work on the railroad now, with small pay; but he had always known that there could be something better than the life in their farmhouse, while his mother did not. A different feeling came over him as he thought whom the other farmhouse sheltered; he had looked for that first, to see if it were standing safe. Ruths last letter had come only the day before. This Christmas holiday was to be a surprise to her. He wondered whether Ruths father would let him in.

Never mind! he could sleep in the barn among the hay; and Ezra dropped into the snow again from the old tree-trunk and went his way. There was a small house just past a bend in the road, and he quickened his steps toward it. Alas! there was no smoke in Mrs. Powders chimney. She was away on one of her visiting tours; nursing some sick person, perhaps. She would have housed him for the night most gladly; now he must take his chances in Law Lane.

The darkness was already beginning to fall; there was a curious brownness in the air, like summer twilight; the cold air became sharper, and the young man shivered a little as he walked. He could not follow the left-hand road, where it led among hospitable neighbors, but turned bravely off toward his old home — a long, lonely walk at any time of the year, among woods and thickets all well known to him, and as familiar as they were to the wild creatures that haunted them. Yet Ezra Barnet did not find it easy to whistle as he went along.

Suddenly, from behind a scrub-oak that was heavily laden with dead leaves and snow, leaped a small figure, and Ezra was for the moment much startled. The boy carried a rabbit-trap with unusual care, and placed it on the snow-drift before which he stood waist-deep already. Gorry, Ezry! you most scared me to pieces! said Joel, in a perfectly calm tone. Wish you Merry Christmas! Folksll be lookin for you; they didnt spose youd git home before to-morrow, though.

Looking for me? repeated the young man, with surprise. I didnt send no word — 

Aint you heard nothin bout your maams being took up for dead?

No, I aint; and you aint foolin me with your stories, Joel Smith? You neednt play off any of your mischief onto me.

What you gittin mad with me about? inquired Joel, with a plaintive tone in his voice. She got a fall out in the barn this mornin, an it liked to killed her. Most folks aint heard nothin bout it cause its been snowin so. They come for Mis Powder and she called out to our folks, as they brought her round by the way of Asa Packers store to git some opodildack or somethin.

Ezra asked no more questions, but strode past the boy, who looked after him a moment, and then lifted the heavy box-trap and started homeward. The imprisoned rabbit had been snowed up since the day before at least, and Joel felt humane anxieties, else he would have followed Ezra at a proper distance and learned something of his reception. 

Mrs. Powder was reigning triumphant in the Barnet house, being nurse, housekeeper, and spiritual adviser all in one. She had been longing for an excuse to spend at least half a day under that cheerless roof for many months, but occasion had not offered. She found the responsibility of the parted lovers weighing more and more heavily on her mind, and had set her strong will at work to find some way of reuniting them, and even to restore a long-banished peace to the farms. She would not like to confess that a mild satisfaction caused her heart to feel warm and buoyant when an urgent summons had come at last; but such was the simple truth. A man who had been felling trees on the farm brought the news, melancholy to hear under other circumstances, that Mrs. Barnet had been hunting eggs in a stray nest in the hay-mow, and had slipped to the floor and been taken up insensible. Bones were undoubtedly broken; she was a heavy woman, and had hardly recovered her senses. The doctor must be found as soon as possible. Mrs. Powder hastily put her house to rights, and, with a good round bundle of what she called her needments, set forth on the welcome enterprise. On the way she could hardly keep herself from undue cheerfulness, and if ever there was likely to be a reassuring presence in a sick-room it was Harriet Powders that December day.

She entered the gloomy kitchen looking like a two-footed snow-drift, her big round shoulders were so heaped with the damp white flakes. Old Ezra Barnet sat by the stove in utter despair, and waved a limp hand warningly toward the bedroom door.

Shes layin in a sog, he said, hopelessly. I ought to thought to send word to pore Ezry — all the boy she ever had.

Mrs. Powder calmly removed her snowy outer garments, and tried to warm her hands over the fire.

Put in a couple o sticks of good dry wood, she suggested, in a soothing voice; and the farmer felt his spirits brighten, he knew not why. Then the whole-souled, hearty woman walked into the bedroom.

All I could see, she related afterward, was the end of Jane Barnets nose, and I was just as sure then as I be now that she was likely to continner; but I set down side of the bed and got holt of her hand, and she groaned two or three times real desperate. I wished the doctor was there, to see if anything really ailed her; but I someways knowed there want, less t was gittin over such a jounce. I spoke to her, but she never said nothin, and I went back out into the kitchen. Shes a very sick woman, says I, loud enough for her to hear me; I knew t would please her. There was a good deal to do, and I put on my aprin and took right holt and begun to lay about me and git dinner; the men-folks was wiltin for want o somethin, it being nigh three oclock. An then I got Jane to feel more comfortable with ondressin of her, for all shed hardly let me touch of her — poor creatur, I expect she did feel sore! — and then daylight was failin and I felt kind o spent, so I set me down in a cheer by the bed-head and was speechless, too. I knew if she was able to speak she couldnt hold in no great spell longer.

After a while she stirred a little and groaned, and then says she, `Aint the doctor comin? And I peaced her up well s I could. `Be I very bad off, Harrit? says she.

Well hope for the best, Jane, says I; and that minute the notion come to me how Id work her round, an I like to laughed right out, but I didnt.

`If I should lose me again, you must see to sendin for my son, says she; `his fathers got no head.

`I will, says I, real solemn. `An you can trust me with anything you feel to say, sister Barnet.

She kind of opened her eye that was next to me and surveyed my countenance sharp, but I looked serious, and she groaned real honest. `Be I like old Mis Topliff? she whispered, and I kind o nodded an put my hand up to my eyes. She was like her, too; some like her, but not nigh so bad, for Mis Topliff was hurt so fallin down the sullar-stairs that she never got over it an died the day after.

`Oh, my sakes! she bust out whinin, `I cant be took away now. I aint a-goin to die right off, be I, Mis Powder?

`I aint the one to give ye hope. In the midst of life we are in death. We aint sure of the next minute, none of us, says I, meanin it general, but discoursin away like an old book o sermons.

`I do feel kind o failin, now, says she. `Oh, cant you do nothin? — and I come over an set on the foot o the bed an looked right at her. I knew she was a dreadful notional woman, and always made a fuss when anything was the matter with her; couldnt bear no kind o pain.

`Sister Barnet, says I, `dont you bear nothin on your mind youd like to see righted before you go? I know you aint been at peace with Crosbys folks, and t aint none o my business, but I shouldnt want to be called away with hard feelins in my heart. You must overlook my speaking right out, but I should want to be so used myself.

Poor old creatur! She had an awful fight of it, but she beat her temper for once an give in. `I do forgive all them Crosbys, says she, an rolled up her eyes. I says to myself that want all I wanted, but I let her alone a spell, and set there watchin as if I expected her to breathe her last any minute.

She asked for Barnet, and I said he was anxious and out watchin for the doctor, now the snowd stopped. `I wish I could see Ezra, says she. `Im all done with the lane now, and Id keep the peace if I was goin to live. Her voice got weak, and I didnt know but she was worse off than I sposed. I was scared for a minute, and then I took a grain o hope. Id watched by too many dyin-beds not to know the difference.

`Dont ye let Barnet git old Nevins to make my coffin, will ye, Mis Powder? says she once.

`Hes called a good workman, aint he? says I, soothin as I could. When it come to her givin funeral orders, twas more n I could do to hold in.

`I aint goin snappin through torment in a hemlock coffin, to please that old cheat! says she, same s if she was well, an ris right up in bed; and then her bruises pained her an she dropped back on the pillow.

`Oh, Im a-goin now! says she. `Ive been an awful hard woman. Twas I put Barnet up to the worst ont. Im willing Ezra should marry Ruthy Crosby; shes a nice pooty gal, and I never owned it till now Im on my dyin-bed — Oh, Im a-goin, Im a-goin! — Ezra can marry her, and the two farms together ll make the best farm in town. Barnet aint got no fight left; hes like an old sheep since we drove off Ezra. And then shed screech; you never saw no such a fit of narves. And the end was I had to send to Crosbys, in all the snow, for them to come over.

An Barnet was got in to hold her hand and hear last words enough to make a Fourth o July speech; and I was sent out to the door to hurry up the Crosbys, and who should come right out o the dark but Ezra. I declare, when I see him you could a-knocked me down with a feather. But I got him by the sleeve — `You hide away a spell, says I, `till I set the little lamp in this winder; an dont you make the best o your mas condition; pear just as consarned about her as you can. Ill let ye know why, soon s we can talk — and I shoved him right out an shut the door.

The groans was goin on, and in come Crosby and Ruth, lookin scared about to death themselves. Neither on em had ever been in that house before, as I know of. She called em into the bedroom and said shed had hard feelins towards them and wanted to make peace before she died, and both on em shook hands with her.

`Dont you want to tell Ruth what you said to me about her and Ezry? says I, whisperin over the bed. `Live or dead, you know t is right and best.

`There aint no half way bout me, she says, and so there want. `Ruth, says she, out loud, `I want you to tell pore Ezra that I gave ye both my blessin, and I made two steps acrost that kitchin and set the lamp in the window, and in comes Ezra — pore boy, he didnt know what was brewin, and thought his mother was dyin certain when he saw the Crosbys goin in.

He went an stood beside the bed, an his father clutched right holt of him. Thinks I to myself, if you make as edifyin an end when your time really does come, you may well be thankful, Jane Barnet!

They was all a-weepin, an I was weepin myself, if youll believe it, Id got a-goin so. You ought to seen her take holt o Ruths hand an Ezras an put em together. Then Id got all I wanted, I tell you. An after shed screeched two or three times more she begun to git tired; the poor old creatur was shook up dreadful, and I felt for her considable, though you may not think it; so I beckoned em out into the kitchen an went in an set with her alone. She dropped off into a good easy sleep, an I told the folks her symptoms was more encouragin.

I tell you, if ever I took handsome care o any sick person t was Jane Barnet, before she got about again; an Ruth she used to come over an help real willin. She got holt of her ma-in-laws bunnit one afternoon an trimmed it up real tasty, and that pleased Mis Barnet about to death. My conscience pricked me some, but not a great sight. Im willin to take what blame come to me by rights.

The doctor come postin along, late that night, and said she was doin well, owin to the care shed had, and give me a wink. And shes alive yet, Mrs. Powder always assured her friends, triumphantly— and, whats more, is middlin peaceable disposed. Shes said one or two pinted things to me, though, an I shouldnt wonder, come to think it over, if she mistrusted me just the least grain. But, dear sakes! they never was so comfortable in their lives; an Ezra he got a first-rate bargain for a lot o Crosbys woodland that the railroad wanted, and peace is kind o set in amonst em up in Law Lane.

V.

When Ezra Barnet waked on Christmas morning, in his familiar, dark little chamber under the lean-to roof, he could hardly believe that he was at home again, and that such strange things had happened. There were cheerful voices in the kitchen below, and he dressed hurriedly and went downstairs.

There was Mrs. Powder, cooking the breakfast with lavish generosity, and beaming with good-nature. Barnet, the father, was smiling and looking on with pleased anticipation; the sick woman was comfortably bolstered up in the bedroom. In all his life the son had never felt so drawn to his mother; there was a new look in her eyes as he went toward her; she had lost her high color, and looked at him pleadingly, as she never had done before. Ezry, come close here! said she. I believe Im goin to git about agin, after all. Mis Powder says I be; but them feelins I had slippin down the mow, yesterday, was twice as bad as the thump I struck with. I may never be the same to work, but I aint goin to fight with folks no more, sence the Lord ll let me live a spell longer. I aint a-goin to fight with nobody, no matter how bad I want to. Now, you go an git you a good breakfast. I aint eat a mouthful since breakfast yesterday, and you can bring me a help o anything Sister Powder favors my havin.

I hope t will last, muttered Sister Powder to herself, as she heaped the blue plate. Wish you all a Merry Christmas! she said. I like to forgot my manners.

It was Christmas Day, whether anybody in Law Lane remembered it or not. The sun shone bright on the sparkling snow, the eaves were dropping, and the snow-birds and blue-jays came about the door. The wars of Law Lane were ended.


A LOST LOVER.

[image: img74.jpg]

FOR A GREAT many years it had been understood in Longfield that Miss Horatia Dane once had a lover, and that he had been lost at sea. By little and little, in one way and another, her acquaintances found out or made up the whole story; and Miss Dane stood in the position, not of an unmarried woman exactly, but rather of having spent most of her life in a long and lonely widowhood. She looked like a person with a history, strangers often said (as if we each did not have a history); and her own unbroken reserve about this romance of hers gave everybody the more respect for it.

The Longfield people paid willing deference to Miss Dane: her family had always been one that could be liked and respected and she was the last that was left in the old home of which she was so fond. This was a high, square house, with a row of pointed windows in its roof, a peaked porch in front, with some lilac-bushes near it; and down by the road was a long, orderly procession of poplars, like a row of sentinels standing guard. She had lived here alone since her fathers death, twenty years before. She was a kind, just woman whose pleasures were of a stately and sober sort; and she seemed not unhappy in her loneliness, though she sometimes said gravely that she was the last of her family, as if the fact had a great sadness for her.

She had some middle-aged and elderly cousins who lived at a distance, and they came occasionally to see her; but there had been no young people staying in her house for many years until this summer, when the daughter of her youngest cousin had written to ask if she might come to make a visit. She was a motherless girl of twenty, both older and younger than her years. Her father and brother, who were civil engineers, had taken some work upon the line of a railway in the far Western country. Nelly had made many long journeys with them before and since she had left school, and she had meant to follow them now, after spending a fortnight with the old cousin whom she had not seen since her childhood. Her father had laughed at this visit as a freak, and warned her of the dullness and primness of Longfield; but the result was that the girl found herself very happy in the comfortable home. She was still her own free, unfettered, lucky, and sunshiny self; and the old house was so much pleasanter for the girlish face and life, that Miss Horatia had, at first timidly and then most heartily, begged her to stay for the whole summer, or even the autumn, until her father was ready to come East. The name of Dane was very dear to Miss Horatia, and she grew fonder of her guest. When the village people saw her glance at the girl affectionately, as they sat together in the family pew of a Sunday, or saw them walking together after tea, they said it was a good thing for Miss Horatia; how bright she looked! and no doubt she would leave all her money to Nelly Dane, if she played her cards well.

But we will do Nelly justice, and say that she was not mercenary; she would have scorned such a thought. She had grown to have a great love for her cousin Horatia, and really liked to please her. She idealized her, I have no doubt; and her repression, her grave courtesy and rare words of approval, had a great fascination for a girl who had just been used to people who chattered, and were upon most intimate terms with you directly, and could forget you with equal ease. And Nelly liked having so admiring and easily pleased an audience as Miss Dane and her old servant Melissa. She liked to be queen of her company: she had so many gay, bright stories of what had happened to herself and her friends. Beside, she was clever with her needle, and had all those practical gifts which elderly women approve so heartily in girls. They liked her pretty clothes; she was sensible, and economical, and busy; they praised her to each other and to the world, and even stubborn old Andrew, the man servant to whom Miss Horatia herself spoke with deference, would do anything she asked. Nelly would by no means choose so dull a life as this for the rest of her days; but she enjoyed it immensely for the time being. She instinctively avoided all that would shock the grave dignity and old-school ideas of Miss Dane; and somehow she never had felt happier or better satisfied with life. Perhaps it was because she was her best and most lady-like self. It was not long before she knew the village people almost as well as Miss Dane did, and she became a very great favorite, as a girl so easily can who is good-natured and pretty, and well versed in city fashions; who has that tact and cleverness that come to such a nature from going about the world and knowing many people.

She had not been in Longfield many weeks before she heard something of Miss Danes love-story; for one of her new friends asked, in a confidential moment, Does your cousin ever speak to you about the young man to whom she was engaged to be married? and Nelly answered, No, with great wonder, and not without regret at her own ignorance. After this she kept eyes and ears open for whatever news of this lovers existence might be found.

At last it happened one morning that she had a good chance for a friendly talk with Melissa; for who should know the family affairs better than she? Miss Horatia had taken her second-best parasol, with a deep fringe, and had gone majestically down the street to do some household errands which she could trust to no one. Melissa was shelling peas at the shady kitchen doorstep, and Nelly came strolling round from the garden, along the clean-swept flag-stones, and sat down to help her. Melissa moved along, with a grim smile, to make room for her. You neednt bother yourself, said she, Ive nothing else to do. Youll green your fingers all over. But she was evidently pleased to have company.

My fingers will wash, said Nelly, and Ive nothing else to do either. Please push the basket this way a little, or I shall scatter the pods, and then you will scold. She went to work busily, while she tried to think of the best way to find out the story she wished to hear.

There! said Melissa, I never told Miss Hratia to get some citron, and I settled yesterday to make some pound-cake this forenoon after I got dinner along a piece. Shes most out o mustard too; shes set about having mustard to eat with her beef, just as the old colonel was before her. I never saw any other folks eat mustard with their roast beef; but every family has their own tricks. I tied a thread round my left-hand little finger purpose to remember that citron before she came down this morning. I hope I aint losing my faclties. It was seldom that Melissa was so talkative as this at first. She was clearly in a talkative mood.

Melissa, asked Nelly, with great bravery, after a minute or two of silence, who was it that my cousin Horatia was going to marry? Its odd that I shouldnt know; but I dont remember fathers ever speaking of it, and I shouldnt think of asking her.

I spose itll seem strange to you, said Melissa, beginning to shell the peas a great deal faster, but as many years as I have lived in this house with her, her mother, the old lady, fetched me up, I never knew Miss Hratia to say a word about him. But there! she knows I know, and weve got an understanding on many things we never talk over as some folks would. Ive heard about it from other folks. She was visiting her great-aunt in Salem when she met with him. His name was Carrick, and it was presumed they was going to be married when he came home from the voyage he was lost on. He had the promise of going out master of a new ship. They didnt keep company long; it was made up of a sudden, and folks here didnt get hold of the story till some time after. Ive heard some that ought to know say it was only talk, and they never was engaged to be married no more than I am.

You say he was lost at sea? asked Nelly.

The ship never was heard from. They supposed she was run down in the night out in the South Seas somewhere. It was a good while before they gave up expecting news; but none ever come. I think she set everything by him, and took it very hard losing of him. But there! shed never say a word. Youre the freest-spoken Dane I ever saw; but you may take it from your mothers folks. I expect he gave her that whales tooth with the ship drawn on it thats on the mantelpiece in her room. She may have a sight of other keepsakes, for all I know; but it aint likely. And here there was a pause, in which Nelly grew sorrowful as she thought of the long waiting for tidings of the missing ship, and of her cousins solitary life. It was very odd to think of prim Miss Horatias being in love with a sailor. There was a young lieutenant in the navy whom Nelly herself liked dearly, and he had gone away on a long voyage. Perhaps shes been just as well off, said Melissa. Shes dreadful set, yr cousin Hratia is, and sailors is high-tempered men. Ive heard it hinted that he was a fast fellow; and if a womans got a good home like this, ands able to do for herself, shed better stay there. I aint going to give up a certainty for an uncertainty, thats what I always tell em, added Melissa, with great decision, as if she were besieged by lovers; but Nelly smiled inwardly as she thought of the courage it would take to support any one who wished to offer her companion his heart and hand. It would need desperate energy to scale the walls of that garrison.

The green peas were all shelled presently, and Melissa said gravely that she should have to be lazy now until it was time to put in the meat. She wasnt used to being helped, unless there was extra work, and she calculated to have one piece of work join on to another. However, it was no account, and she was obliged for the company; and Nelly laughed merrily as she stood washing her hands in the shining old copper basin at the sink. The sun would not be round that side of the house for a long time yet, and the pink and blue morning-glories were still in their full bloom and freshness. They grew over the window, twined on strings exactly the same distance apart. There was a box crowded full of green houseleeks down at the side of the door; they were straying over the edge, and Melissa stooped stiffly down with an air of disapproval at their untidiness. They straggle all over everything, said she, and theyre no kind of use, only Misss mother, she set everything by em. She fetched em from home with her when she was married, her mother kep a box, and they came from England. Folks used to say they was good for bee stings. Then she went into the inner kitchen, and Nelly went slowly away along the flag-stones to the garden from whence she had come. The garden-gate opened with a tired creak, and shut with a clack; and she noticed how smooth and shiny the wood was where the touch of so many hands had worn it. There was a great pleasure to this girl in finding herself among such old and well-worn things. She had been for a long time in cities or at the West; and among the old fashions and ancient possessions of Longfield it seemed to her that everything had its story, and she liked the quietness and unchangeableness with which life seemed to go on from year to year. She had seen many a dainty or gorgeous garden, but never one that she had liked so well as this, with its herb-bed and its broken rows of currant-bushes, its tall stalks of white lilies, and its wandering rose-bushes and honeysuckles, that had bloomed beside the straight paths for so many more summers than she herself had lived. She picked a little bouquet of late red roses, and carried it into the house to put on the parlor table. The wide hall-door was standing open, with its green outer blinds closed, and the old hall was dim and cool. Miss Horatia did not like a glare of sunlight, and she abhorred flies with her whole heart. Nelly could hardly see her way through the rooms, it had been so bright out of doors; but she brought the tall champagne-glass of water from the dining-room and put the flowers in their place. Then she looked at two silhouettes which stood on the mantel in carved ebony frames. They were portraits of an uncle of Miss Dane and his wife. Miss Dane had thought Nelly looked like this uncle the evening before. She could not see the likeness herself; but the pictures suggested something else, and she turned suddenly, and went hurrying up the stairs to Miss Horatias own room, where she remembered to have seen a group of silhouettes fastened to the wall. There were seven or eight, and she looked at the young men among them most carefully; but they were all marked with the name of Dane: they were Miss Horatias uncles and brothers, and our friend hung them on their little brass hooks again with a feeling of disappointment. Perhaps her cousin had a quaint miniature of the lover, painted on ivory, and shut in a worn red morocco case; she hoped she should get a sight of it some day. This story of the lost sailor had a wonderful charm for the girl. Miss Horatia had never been so interesting to her before. How she must have mourned for the lover, and missed him, and hoped there would yet be news from the ship! Nelly thought she would tell her own little love-story some day, though there was not much to tell yet, in spite of there being so much to think about. She built a little castle in Spain as she sat in the front window-seat of the upper hall, and dreamed pleasant stories for herself until the sharp noise of the front gate-latch waked her; and she looked out through the blind to see her cousin coming up the walk.

Miss Horatia looked hot and tired, and her thoughts were not of any fashion of romance. It is going to be very warm, said she. I have been worrying ever since I have been gone, because I forgot to ask Andrew to pick those white currants for the ministers wife. I promised that she should have them early this morning. Would you go out to the kitchen and ask Melissa to step in for a moment, my dear?

Melissa was picking over red currants to make a pie, and rose from her chair with a little unwillingness. I guess they could wait until afternoon, said she, as she came back. Miss Hratias in a fret because she forgot about sending some white currants to the ministers. I told her that Andrew had gone to have the horses shod, and wouldnt be back till near noon. I dont see why part of the folks in the world should kill themselves trying to suit the rest. As long as I havent got any citron for the cake, I suppose I might go out and pick em, added Melissa ungraciously. Ill get some to set away for tea anyhow.

Miss Dane had a letter to write after she had rested from her walk; and Nelly soon left her in the dark parlor, and went back to the sunshiny garden to help Melissa, who seemed to be taking life with more than her usual disapproval. She was sheltered by an enormous gingham sunbonnet.

I set out to free my mind to your cousin Hratia this morning, said she, as Nelly crouched down at the opposite side of the bush where she was picking; but we cant agree on that pint, and its no use. I dont say nothing. You might s well ask the moon to face about and travel the other way as to try to change Miss Hratias mind. I aint going to argue it with her, it aint my place; I know that as well as anybody. Shed run her feet off for the ministers folks any day; and though I do say hes a fair preacher, they havent got a speck o consideration nor faclty; they think the world was made for them, but I think likely theyll find out it wasnt; most folks do. When he first was settled here, I had a fit o sickness, and he come to see me when I was getting over the worst of it. He did the best he could, I always took it very kind of him; but he made a prayer and he kep sayin `this aged handmaid, I should think a dozen times. Aged handmaid! said Melissa scornfully; I dont call myself aged yet, and that was more than ten years ago. I never made pretensions to being younger than I am; but youd a thought I was a topplin old creatur going on a hundred.

Nelly laughed. Melissa looked cross, and moved on to the next currant-bush. So thats why you dont like the minister? But the question did not seem to please.

I hope I never should be set against a preacher by such as that. And Nelly hastened to change the subject; but there was to be a last word: I like to see a minister thats solid minister right straight through, not one of these veneered folks. But old Parson Croden spoilt me for setting under any other preaching.

I wonder, said Nelly after a little, If Cousin Horatia has any picture of that Captain Carrick.

He wasnt captain, said Melissa. I never heard that it was any more than they talked of giving him a ship next voyage.

And you never saw him? He never came here to see her?

Bless you, no! She met with him at Salem, where she was spending the winter, and he went right away to sea. Ive heard a good deal more about it of late years than I ever did at the time. I suppose the Salem folks talked about it enough. All I know is, there was other good matches that offered to her since, and couldnt get her; and I suppose it was on account of her hearts being buried in the deep with him. And this unexpected bit of sentiment, spoken in Melissas grum tone, seemed so funny to her young companion, that she bent very low to pick from a currant-twig close to the ground, and could not ask any more questions for some time.

I have seen her a sight o times when I knew she was thinking about him, Melissa went on presently, this time with a tenderness in her voice that touched Nellys heart. Shes been dreadful lonesome. She and the old colonel, her father, wasnt much company to each other, and she always kep everything to herself. The only time she ever said a word to me was one night six or seven years ago this Christmas. They got up a Christmas-tree in the vestry, and she went, and I did too; I guess everybody in the whole church and parish that could crawl turned out to go. The children they made a dreadful racket. Id ha got my ears took off if I had been so forth-putting when I was little. I was looking round for Miss Hratia long at the last of the evening, and somebody said theyd seen her go home. I hurried, and I couldnt see any light in the house, and I was afraid she was sick or something. She come and let me in, and I see she had been a-cryin. I says, `Have you heard any bad news? But she says, `No, and began to cry again, real pitiful. `I never felt so lonesome in my life, says she, `as I did down there. Its a dreadful thing to be left all alone in the world. I did feel for her; but I couldnt seem to say a word. I put some pine chips I had handy for morning on the kitchen fire, and I made her up a cup o good hot tea quick s I could, and took it to her; and I guess she felt better. She never went to bed till three oclock that night. I couldnt shut my eyes till I heard her come upstairs. There! I set everything by Miss Hratia. I havent got no folks either. I was left an orphan over to Deerfield, where Misss mother come from, and she took me out o the town-farm to bring up. I remember when I come here, I was so small I had a box to stand up on when I helped wash the dishes. Theres nothing I aint had to make me comfortable, and I do just as Im a mind to, and call in extra help every day of the week if I give the word; but Ive had my lonesome times, and I guess Miss Hratia knew.

Nelly was very much touched by this bit of a story, it was a new idea to her that Melissa should have so much affection and be so sympathetic. People never will get over being surprised that chestnut-burrs are not as rough inside as they are outside, and the girls heart warmed toward the old woman who had spoken with such unlooked-for sentiment and pathos. Melissa went to the house with her basket, and Nelly also went in, but only to put on another hat, and see if it were straight in a minute spent before the old mirror, before she hurried down the long elm-shaded street to buy a pound of citron for the cake. She left it on the kitchen table when she came back, and nobody ever said anything about it; only there were two delicious pound-cakes - a heart and a round - on a little blue china plate beside Nellys plate at tea.

After tea, Nelly and Miss Dane sat in the front doorway, the elder woman in a high-backed chair, and the younger on the door-step. The tree-toads and crickets were tuning up heartily, the stars showed a little through the trees, and the elms looked heavy and black against the sky. The fragrance of the white lilies in the garden blew through the hall. Miss Horatia was tapping the ends of her fingers together. Probably she was not thinking of anything in particular. She had had a very peaceful day, with the exception of the currants; and they had, after all, gone to the parsonage some time before noon. Beside this, the minister had sent word that the delay made no distress; for his wife had unexpectedly gone to Downton to pass the day and night. Miss Horatia had received the business letter for which she had been looking for several days; so there was nothing to regret deeply for that day, and there seemed to be nothing for one to dread on the morrow.

Cousin Horatia, asked Nelly, are you sure you like having me here? Are you sure I dont trouble you?

Of course not, said Miss Dane, without a bit of sentiment in her tone; I find it very pleasant having young company, though I am used to being alone; and I dont mind it as I suppose you would.

I should mind it very much, said the girl softly.

You would get used to it, as I have, said Miss Dane. Yes, dear, I like having you here better and better. I hate to think of your going away. And she smoothed Nellys hair as if she thought she might have spoken coldly at first, and wished to make up for it. This rare caress was not without its effect.

I dont miss father and Dick so very much, owned Nelly frankly, because I have grown used to their coming and going; but sometimes I miss people - Cousin Horatia, did I ever say anything to you about George Forest?

I think I remember the name, answered Miss Dane.

He is in the navy, and he has gone a long voyage, and - I think everything of him. I missed him awfully; but it is almost time to get a letter.

Does your father approve of him? asked Miss Dane, with great propriety. You are very young yet, and you must not think of such a thing carelessly. I should be so much grieved if you threw away your happiness.

Oh! we are not really engaged, said Nelly, who felt a little chilled. I suppose we are, too; only nobody knows yet. Yes, father knows him as well as I do, and he is very fond of him. Of course I should not keep it from father; but he guessed it himself. Only its such a long cruise, Cousin Horatia, three years, I suppose, away off in China and Japan.

I have known longer voyages than that, said Miss Dane, with a quiver in her voice; and she rose suddenly, and walked away, this grave, reserved woman, who seemed so contented and so comfortable. But when she came back, she asked Nelly a great deal about her lover, and learned more of the girls life than she ever had before. And they talked together in the pleasantest way about this pleasant subject, which was so close to Nellys heart, until Melissa brought the candles at ten oclock, that being the hour of Miss Danes bedtime.

But that night Miss Dane did not go to bed at ten; she sat by the window in her room, thinking. The moon rose late; and after a little while she blew out her candles, which were burning low. I suppose that the years which had come and gone since the young sailor went away on that last voyage of his had each added to her affection for him. She was a person who clung the more fondly to youth as she left it the farther behind.

This is such a natural thing; the great sorrows of our youth sometimes become the amusements of our later years; we can only remember them with a smile. We find that our lives look fairer to us, and we forget what used to trouble us so much, when we look back. Miss Dane certainly had come nearer to truly loving the sailor than she had any one else; and the more she thought of it, the more it became the romance of her life. She no longer asked herself, as she often had done in middle life, whether, if he had lived and had come home, she would have loved and married him. She had minded less and less, year by year, knowing that her friends and neighbors thought her faithful to the love of her youth. Poor, gay, handsome Joe Carrick! how fond he had been of her, and how he had looked at her that day he sailed away out of Salem Harbor on the brig Chevalier! If she had only known that she never should see him again, poor fellow!

But, as usual, her thoughts changed their current a little at the end of her reverie. Perhaps, after all, loneliness was not so hard to bear as other sorrows. She had had a pleasant life, God had been very good to her, and had spared her many trials, and granted her many blessings. I am an old woman now, she said to herself. Things are better as they are; I can get on by myself better than most women can, and I never should have liked to be interfered with.

Then she shut out the moonlight, and lighted her candles again, with an almost guilty feeling. What should I say if Nelly sat up till nearly midnight looking out at the moon? she thought. It is very silly; but this is such a beautiful night. I should like to have her see the moon shining through the tops of the trees. But Nelly was sleeping the sleep of the just and sensible in her own room.

Next morning at breakfast, Nelly was a little conscious of there having been uncommon confidences the night before; but Miss Dane was her usual calm and somewhat formal self, and proposed their making a few calls after dinner, if the weather were not too hot. Nelly at once wondered what she had better wear. There was a certain black grenadine which Miss Horatia had noticed with approval, and she remembered that the lower ruffle needed hemming, and made up her mind that she would devote most of the time before dinner to that and to some other repairs. So, after breakfast was over, she brought the dress downstairs, with her work-box, and settled herself in the dining-room. Miss Dane usually sat there in the morning; it was a pleasant room, and she could keep an unsuspected watch over the kitchen and Melissa, who did not need watching in the least. I dare say it was for the sake of being within the sound of a voice.

Miss Dane marched in and out that morning; she went upstairs, and came down again, and was mysteriously busy for a while in the parlor. Nelly was sewing steadily by a window, where one of the blinds was a little way open, and tethered in its place by a string. She hummed a tune to herself over and over:-

What will you do, love, when I am going, 
With white sails flowing, the seas beyond?

And old Melissa, going to and fro at her work in the kitchen, grumbled out bits of an ancient psalm-tune at intervals. There seemed to be some connection between these fragments in her mind; it was like a ledge of rock in a pasture, that sometimes runs under the ground, and then crops out again. Perhaps it was the tune of Windham.

Nelly found that there was a good deal to be done to the grenadine dress when she looked it over critically, and became very diligent. It was quiet in and about the house for a long time, until suddenly she heard the sound of heavy footsteps coming in from the road. The side-door was in a little entry between the room where Nelly sat and the kitchen, and the new-comer knocked loudly. A tramp, said Nelly to herself; while Melissa came to open the door, wiping her hands hurriedly on her apron.

I wonder if you couldnt give me something to eat, said the man.

I suppose I could, answered Melissa. Will you step in? Beggars were very few in Longfield, and Miss Dane never wished anybody to go away hungry from her house. It was off the grand highway of tramps; but they were by no means unknown.

Melissa searched among her stores, and Nelly heard her putting one plate after another on the kitchen table, and thought that the breakfast promised to be a good one, if it were late.

Dont put yourself out, said the man, as he moved his chair nearer. I lodged in an old barn three or four miles above here last night, and there didnt seem to be very good board there.

Going far? inquired Melissa concisely.

Boston, said the man. Im a little too old to travel afoot. Now if I could go by water, it would seem nearer. Im more used to the water. This is a royal good piece o beef. I suppose you couldnt put your hand on a mug of cider? This was said humbly; but the tone failed to touch Melissas heart.

No, I couldnt, said she decisively; so there was an end of that, and the conversation flagged for a time.

Presently Melissa came to speak to Miss Dane, who had just come downstairs. Could you stay in the kitchen a few minutes? she whispered. Theres an old creatur there that looks foreign. He came to the door for something to eat, and I gave it to him; but hes miserble looking, and I dont like to leave him alone. Im just in the midst o dressing the chickens. Hell be through pretty quick, according to the way hes eating now.

Miss Dane followed her without a word; and the man half rose, and said, Good-morning, madam! with unusual courtesy. And, when Melissa was out of hearing, he spoke again: I suppose you havent any cider? to which his hostess answered, I couldnt give you any this morning, in a tone that left no room for argument. He looked as if he had had a great deal too much to drink already.

How far do you call it from here to Boston? he asked, and was told that it was eighty miles.

Im a slow traveler, said he; sailors dont take much to walking. Miss Dane asked him if he had been a sailor. Nothing else, replied the man, who seemed much inclined to talk. He had been eating like a hungry dog, as if he were half-starved, a slouching, red-faced, untidy-looking old man, with some traces of former good looks still to be discovered in his face. Nothing else. I ran away to sea when I was a boy, and I followed it until I got so old they wouldnt ship me even for cook. There was something in his feeling, for once, so comfortable, perhaps it was being with a lady like Miss Dane, who pitied him, that lifted his thoughts a little from their usual low level. Its drink thats been the ruin of me, said he. I ought to have been somebody. I was nobodys fool when I was young. I got to be mate of a firstrate ship, and there was some talk o my being captain before long. She was lost that voyage, and three of us were all that was saved; we got picked up by a Chinese junk. She had the plague aboard of her, and my mates died of it, and I was down myself. It was a hell of a place to be in. When I got ashore I shipped on an old bark that pretended to be coming round the Cape, and she turned out to be a pirate. I just went to the dogs, and Ive gone from bad to worse ever since.

Its never too late to mend, said Melissa, who came into the kitchen just then for a string to tie the chickens.

Lord help us, yes, it is! said the sailor. Its easy for you to say that. Im too old. I aint been master of this craft for a good while. And he laughed at his melancholy joke.

Dont say that, said Miss Dane.

Well, now, what could an old wrack like me do to earn a living? and who d want me if I could? You wouldnt. I dont know when Ive been treated so decent as this before. Im all broke down. But his tone was no longer sincere; he had fallen back on his profession of beggar.

Couldnt you get into some asylum or - theres the Sailors Snug Harbor, isnt that for men like you? It seems such a pity for a man of your years to be homeless and a wanderer. Havent you any friends at all? And here, suddenly, Miss Danes face altered, and she grew very white; something startled her. She looked as one might who saw a fearful ghost.

No, said the man; but my folks used to be some of the best in Salem. I havent shown my head there this good while. I was an orphan. My grandmother brought me up. You see, I didnt come back to the States for thirty or forty years. Along at the first of it I used to see men in port that I used to know; but I always dodged em, and I was way off in outlandish places. Ive got an awful sight to answer for. I used to have a good wife when I was in Australia. I dont know where I havent been, first and last. I was always a gay fellow. Ive spent as much as a couple o fortunes, and here I am a-begging. Devil take it!

Nelly was still sewing in the dining-room; but, soon after Miss Dane had gone out to the kitchen, one of the doors between had slowly closed itself with a plaintive whine. The round stone which Melissa used to keep it open had been pushed away. Nelly was a little annoyed; she liked to hear what was going on; but she was just then holding her work with great care in a place that was hard to sew, so she did not move. She heard the murmur of voices, and thought, after a while, that the old vagabond ought to go away by this time. What could be making her cousin Horatia talk so long with him? It was not like her at all. He would beg for money, of course, and she hoped Miss Horatia would not give him a single cent.

It was some time before the kitchen-door opened, and the man came out with clumsy, stumbling steps. Im much obliged to you, he said, and I dont know but it is the last time Ill get treated as if I was a gentleman. Is there anything I could do for you round the place? he asked hesitatingly and as if he hoped that his offer would not be accepted.

No, answered Miss Dane. No, thank you. Good-by! and he went away.

The old beggar had been lifted a little above his low life; he fell back again directly before he was out of the gate. Im blessed if she didnt give me a ten-dollar bill! said he. She must have thought it was one. Ill get out o call as quick as I can; hope she wont find it out, and send anybody after me. Visions of unlimited drinks, and other things in which it was possible to find pleasure, flitted through his stupid mind. How the old lady stared at me once! he thought. Wonder if she was anybody I used to know? `Downton? I dont know as I ever heard of the place. And he scuffed along the dusty road; and that night he was very drunk, and the next day he went wandering on, God only knows where.

But Nelly and Melissa both heard a strange noise in the kitchen, as if some one had fallen, and they found that Miss Horatia had fainted dead away. It was partly the heat, she said, when she saw their anxious faces as she came to herself; she had had a little headache all the morning; it was very hot and close in the kitchen, and the faintness had come upon her suddenly. They helped her to walk into the cool parlor presently, and Melissa brought her a glass of wine, and Nelly sat beside her on a footstool as she lay on the sofa, and fanned her. Once she held her cheek against Miss Horatias hand for a minute, and she will never know as long as she lives, what a comfort she was that day.

Every one but Miss Dane forgot the old sailor tramp in this excitement that followed his visit. Do you guess already who he was? But the certainty could not come to you with the chill and horror it did to Miss Dane. There had been something familiar in his look and voice from the first, and then she had suddenly known him, her lost lover. It was an awful change that the years had made in him. He had truly called himself a wreck; he was like some dreary wreck in its decay and utter ruin, its miserable ugliness and worthlessness, falling to pieces in the slow tides of a lifeless southern sea.

And he had once been her lover, Miss Dane thought bitterly, many times in the days that followed. Not that there was ever anything asked or promised between them, but they had liked each other dearly, and had parted with deep sorrow. She had thought of him all these years so tenderly; she had believed always that his love had been even greater than her own, and never once had doubted that the missing brig Chevalier had carried with it down into the sea a heart that was true to her.

By little and little this all grew familiar, and she accustomed herself to the knowledge of her new secret. She shuddered at the thought of the misery of a life with him, and she thanked God for sparing her such shame and despair. The distance between them seemed immense. She had always been a person of so much consequence among her friends, and so dutiful and irreproachable a woman. She had not begun to understand what dishonor is in the world; her life had been shut in by safe and orderly surroundings. It was a strange chance that had brought this wanderer to her door. She remembered his wretched untidiness. She had not liked even to stand near him. She had never imagined him grown old: he had always been young to her. It was a great mercy he had not known her; it would have been a most miserable position for them both; and yet she thought, with sad surprise, that she had not known she had changed so entirely. She thought of the different ways their roads in life had gone; she pitied him; she cried about him more than once; and she wished that she could know he was dead. He might have been such a brave, good man with his strong will and resolute courage. God forgive him for the wickedness which his strength had been made to serve! God forgive him! said Miss Horatia to herself sadly over and over again. She wondered if she ought to have let him go away, and so have lost sight of him; but she could not do anything else. She suffered terribly on his account; she had a pity, such as Gods pity must be, for even his willful sins.

So her romance was all over with; yet the townspeople still whispered it to strangers, and even Melissa and Nelly never knew how she had really lost her lover in so strange and sad a way in her latest years. Nobody noticed much change; but Melissa saw that the whales tooth disappeared from its place in Miss Horatias room, and her old friends said to each other that she began to show her age a great deal. She seemed really like an old woman now; she was not the woman she had been a year ago.

This is all of the story; but we so often wish, when a story comes to an end, that we knew what became of the people afterward. Shall we believe that Miss Horatia clings more and more fondly to her young cousin Nelly; and that Nelly will stay with her a great deal before she marries, and sometimes afterward, when the lieutenant goes away to sea? Shall we say that Miss Dane seems as well satisfied and comfortable as ever, though she acknowledges she is not so young as she used to be, and secretly misses something out of her life? It is the contentment of winter rather than that of summer: the flowers are out of bloom for her now, and under the snow. And Melissa, will not she always be the same, with a quaintness and freshness and toughness like a cedar-tree, to the end of her days? Let us hope they will live on together and be untroubled this long time yet, the two good women; and let us wish Nelly much pleasure, and a sweet soberness and fearlessness as she grows older and finds life a harder thing to understand, and a graver thing to know.


THE COURTING OF SISTER WISBY.
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ALL THE MORNING there had been an increasing temptation to take an out-door holiday, and early in the afternoon the temptation outgrew my power of resistance. A far-away pasture on the long southwestern slope of a high hill was persistently present to my mind, yet there seemed to be no particular reason why I should think of it. I was not sure that I wanted anything from the pasture, and there was no sign, except the temptation, that the pasture wanted anything of me. But I was on the farther side of as many as three fences before I stopped to think again where I was going, and why.

There is no use in trying to tell another person about that afternoon unless he distinctly remembers weather exactly like it. No number of details concerning an Arctic ice-blockade will give a single shiver to a child of the tropics. This was one of those perfect New England days in late summer, when the spirit of autumn takes a first stealthy flight, like a spy, through the ripening country-side, and, with feigned sympathy for those who droop with August heat, puts her cool cloak of bracing air about leaf and flower and human shoulders. Every living thing grows suddenly cheerful and strong; it is only when you catch sight of a horror-stricken little maple in swampy soil, — a little maple that has second sight and foreknowledge of coming disaster to her race, — only then does a distrust of autumns friendliness dim your joyful satisfaction.

In midwinter there is always a day when one has the first foretaste of spring; in late August there is a morning when the air is for the first time autumn like. Perhaps it is a hint to the squirrels to get in their first supplies for the winter hoards, or a reminder that summer will soon end, and everybody had better make the most of it. We are always looking forward to the passing and ending of winter, but when summer is here it seems as if summer must always last. As I went across the fields that day, I found myself half lamenting that the world must fade again, even that the best of her budding and bloom was only a preparation for another spring-time, for an awakening beyond the coming winters sleep.

The sun was slightly veiled; there was a chattering group of birds, which had gathered for a conference about their early migration. Yet, oddly enough, I heard the voice of a belated bobolink, and presently saw him rise from the grass and hover leisurely, while he sang a brief tune. He was much behind time if he were still a housekeeper; but as for the other birds, who listened, they cared only for their own notes. An old crow went sagging by, and gave a croak at his despised neighbor, just as a black reviewer croaked at Keats: so hard it is to be just to ones contemporaries. The bobolink was indeed singing out of season, and it was impossible to say whether he really belonged most to this summer or to the next. He might have been delayed on his northward journey; at any rate, he had a light heart now, to judge from his song, and I wished that I could ask him a few questions, — how he liked being the last man among the bobolinks, and where he had taken singing lessons in the South.

Presently I left the lower fields, and took a path that led higher, where I could look beyond the village to the northern country mountainward. Here the sweet fern grew, thick and fragrant, and I also found myself heedlessly treading on pennyroyal. Near by, in a field corner, I long ago made a most comfortable seat by putting a stray piece of board and bit of rail across the angle of the fences. I have spent many a delightful hour there, in the shade and shelter of a young pitch-pine and a wild-cherry tree, with a lovely outlook toward the village, just far enough away beyond the green slopes and tall elms of the lower meadows. But that day I still had the feeling of being outward bound, and did not turn aside nor linger. The high pasture land grew more and more enticing.

I stopped to pick some blackberries that twinkled at me like beads among their dry vines, and two or three yellow-birds fluttered up from the leaves of a thistle, and then came back again, as if they had complacently discovered that I was only an overgrown yellow-bird, in strange disguise but perfectly harmless. They made me feel as if I were an intruder, though they did not offer to peck at me, and we parted company very soon. It was good to stand at last on the great shoulder of the hill. The wind was coming in from the sea, there was a fine fragrance from the pines, and the air grew sweeter every moment. I took new pleasure in the thought that in a piece of wild pasture land like this one may get closest to Nature, and subsist upon what she gives of her own free will. There have been no drudging, heavy-shod ploughmen to overturn the soil, and vex it into yielding artificial crops. Here one has to take just what Nature is pleased to give, whether one is a yellow-bird or a human being. It is very good entertainment for a summer wayfarer, and I am asking my reader now to share the winter provision which I harvested that day. Let us hope that the small birds are also faring well after their fashion, but I give them an anxious thought while the snow goes hurrying in long waves across the buried fields, this windy winter night.

I next went farther down the hill, and got a drink of fresh cool water from the brook, and pulled a tender sheaf of sweet flag beside it. The mossy old fence just beyond was the last barrier between me and the pasture which had sent an invisible messenger earlier in the day, but I saw that somebody else had come first to the rendezvous: there was a brown gingham cape-bonnet and a sprigged shoulder-shawl bobbing up and down, a little way off among the junipers. I had taken such uncommon pleasure in being alone that I instantly felt a sense of disappointment; then a warm glow of pleasant satisfaction rebuked my selfishness. This could be no one but dear old Mrs. Goodsoe, the friend of my childhood and fond dependence of my maturer years. I had not seen her for many weeks, but here she was, out on one of her famous campaigns for herbs, or perhaps just returning from a blueberrying expedition. I approached with care, so as not to startle the gingham bonnet; but she heard the rustle of the bushes against my dress, and looked up quickly, as she knelt, bending over the turf. In that position she was hardly taller than the luxuriant junipers themselves.

Im a-gittin in my mulleins, she said briskly, an Ive been thinking o you these twenty times since I come out o the house. I begun to believe you must ha forgot me at last.

I have been away from home, I explained. Why dont you get in your pennyroyal too? Theres a great plantation of it beyond the next fence but one.

Pennyryal! repeated the dear little old woman, with an air of compassion for inferior knowledge; t aint the right time, darlin. Pennyryals too rank now. But for mulleins this day is prime. Ive got a dreadful graspin fit for em this year; seems if I must be goin to need em extry. I feel like the squirrels must when they know a hard winters comin. And Mrs. Goodsoe bent over her work again, while I stood by and watched her carefully cut the best full-grown leaves with a clumsy pair of scissors, which might have served through at least half a century of herb-gathering. They were fastened to her apron-strings by a long piece of list.

Im going to take my jack-knife and help you, I suggested, with some fear of refusal. I just passed a flourishing family of six or seven heads that must have been growing on purpose for you.

Now be keerful, dear heart, was the anxious response; choose em well. Theres odds in mulleins same s there is in angels. Take a plant thats all run up to stalk, and there aint but little goodness in the leaves. This one Im at now must ha been stepped on by some creatur and blighted of its bloom, and the leaves is hansome! When I was small I used to have a notion that Adam an Eve must a took mulleins fer their winter wear. Aint they just like flannel, for all the world? Ive had experience, and I know theres plenty of sickness might be saved to folks if theyd quit horse-radish and such fiery, exasperating things, and use mullein drarves in proper season. Now I shall spread these an dry em nice on my spare floor in the garrit, an come to steam em for use along in the winter therell be the vally of the whole summers goodness in em, sartin. And she snipped away with the dull scissors, while I listened respectfully, and took great pains to have my part of the harvest present a good appearance.

This is most too dry a head, she added presently, a little out of breath. There! I can tell you theres winrows o young doctors, bilin over with book-larnin, that is truly ignorant of what to do for the sick, or how to pint out those paths that well people foller toward sickness. Book-fools I call em them young men, an some on em neverll live to know much better, if they git to be Methuselahs. In my time every middle-aged woman, who had brought up a family, had some proper ideas o dealin with complaints. I wont say but there was some fools amongst them, but Id rather take my chances, unless theyd forsook herbs and gone to dealin with patent stuff. Now my mother really did sense the use of herbs and roots. I never see anybody that come up to her. She was a meek-looking woman, but very understandin, mother was.

Then thats where you learned so much yourself, Mrs. Goodsoe, I ventured to say.

Bless your heart, I dont hold a candle to her; t is but little I can recall of what she used to say. No, her larnin died with her, said my friend, in a self-deprecating tone. Why, there was as many as twenty kinds of roots alone that she used to keep by her, that I forget the use of; an Im sure I shouldnt know where to find the most of em, any. There was an herb — airb she called it— an herb called masterwort, that she used to get way from Pennsylvany; and she used to think everything of the noble-liverwort, but I never could seem to get the right effects from it as she could. Though I dont know as she ever really did use masterwort where somethin else wouldnt a served. She had a cousin married out in Pennsylvany that used to take pains to get it to her every year or two, and so she felt t was important to have it. Some set more by such things as come from a distance, but I reclect mother always used to maintain that folks was meant to be doctored with the stuff that grew right about em; t was sufficient, an so ordered. That was before the whole population took to livin on wheels, the way they do now. T was never my idee that we was meant to know whats goin on all over the world to once. Theres goin to be some sort of a set-back one o these days, with these telegraphs an things, an letters comin every hands turn, and folks leavin their proper work to answer em. I may not live to see it. T was allowed to be difficult for folks to git about in old times, or to git word across the country, and they stood in their lot an place, and werent all just alike, either, same as pine-spills.

We were kneeling side by side now, as if in penitence for the march of progress, but we laughed as we turned to look at each other.

Do you think it did much good when everybody brewed a cracked quart mug of herb-tea? I asked, walking away on my knees to a new mullein.

Ive always lifted my voice against the practice, far s I could, declared Mrs. Goodsoe; an I wont deal out none o the herbs I save for no such nonsense. There was three houses along our road, — I call no names, — where you couldnt go into the livin room without findin a mess o herb-tea drorin on the stove or side o the fireplace, winter or summer, sick or well. One was thoroughwut, one would be camomile, and the other, like as not, yellow dock; but they all used to put in a little new rum to git out the goodness, or keep it from spilin. (Mrs. Goodsoe favored me with a knowing smile.) Land, how mother used to laugh! But, poor creaturs, they had to work hard, and I guess it never done em a mite o harm; they was all good herbs. I wish you could hear the quawkin there used to be when they was indulged with a real case o sickness. Everybody would collect from far an near; youd see em coming along the road and across the pastures then; everybody clamorin that nothin wouldnt do no kind o good but her choice o teas or drarves to the feet. I wonder there was a babe lived to grow up in the whole lower part o the town; an if nothin else peared to ail em, word was passed about that t was likely Mis So-and-Sos last young one was goin to be foolish. Land, how theyd gather! I know one day the doctor come to Widder Pecks and the house was crammed so t he could scercely git inside the door; and he says, just as polite, do send for some of the neighbors! as if there want a soul to turn to, right or left. Youd ought to seen em begin to scatter.

But dont you think the cars and telegraphs have given people more to interest them, Mrs. Goodsoe? Dont you believe peoples lives were narrower then, and more taken up with little things? I asked unwisely, being a product of modern times.

Not one mite, dear, said my companion stoutly. There was as big thoughts then as there is now; these times was born o them. The difference is in folks themselves; but now, instead o doin their own housekeepin and watchin their own neighbors, — though that was carried to excess, — they git word that a nieces child is ailin the other side o Massachusetts, and they drop everything and git on their best clothes, and off they jiggit in the cars. T is a bad sign when folks wears out their best clothes faster n they do their every-day ones. The other side o Massachusetts has got to look after itself by rights. An besides that, Sunday-keepin s all gone out o fashion. Some lays it to one thing an some another, but some o them old ministers that folks are all a-sighin for did preach a lot o stuff that want nothin but chaff; t want the word o God out o either Old Testament or New. But everybody went to meetin and heard it, and come home, and was set to fightin with their next door neighbor over it. Now Im a believer, and I try to live a Christian life, but Id as soon hear a surveyors book read out, figgers an all, as try to get any simple truth out o most sermons. Its them as is most to blame.

What was the matter that day at Widow Pecks? I hastened to ask, for I knew by experience that the good, clear-minded soul beside me was apt to grow unduly vexed and distressed when she contemplated the state of religious teaching.

Why, there want nothin the matter, only a gal o Miss Pecks had met with a dispintment and had gone into screechin fits. T was a rovin creatur that had come along hayin time, and hed gone off an forsook her betwixt two days; nobody ever knew what become of him. Them Pecks was Good Lord, anybody! kind o gals, and took up with whoever they could get. One of em married Heron, the Irishman; they lived in that little house that was burnt this summer, over on the edge o the plains. He was a good-hearted creatur, with a laughin eye and a clever word for everybody. He was the first Irishman that ever came this way, and we was all for gettin a look at him, when he first used to go by. Mothers folks was what they call Scotch-Irish, though; there was an old race of em settled about here. They could foretell events, some on em, and had the second sight. I know folks used to say mothers grandmother had them gifts, but mother was never free to speak about it to us. She remembered her well, too.

I suppose that you mean old Jim Heron, who was such a famous fiddler? I asked with great interest, for I am always delighted to know more about that rustic hero, parochial Orpheus that he must have been!

Now, dear heart, I suppose you dont remember him, do you? replied Mrs. Goodsoe, earnestly. Fiddle! Hed about break your heart with them tunes of his, or else set your heels flying up the floor in a jig, though you was a minister o the First Parish and all wound up for a funeral prayer. I tell ye there aint no tunes sounds like them used to. It used to seem to me summer nights when I was comin along the plains road, and he set by the window playin, as if there was a bewitched human creatur in that old red fiddle o his. He could make it sound just like a womans voice tellin somethin over and over, as if folks could help her out o her sorrows if she could only make em understand. Ive set by the stone-wall and cried as if my heart was broke, and dear knows it want in them days. How he would twirl off them jigs and dance tunes! He used to make somethin hansome out of em in fall an winter, playin at huskins and dancin parties; but he was unstiddy by spells, as he got along in years, and never knew what it was to be forehanded. Everybody felt bad when he died; you couldnt help likin the creatur. Hed got the gift — thats all you could say about it.

There was a Mis Jerry Foss, that lived over by the brook bridge, on the plains road, that had lost her husband early, and was left with three childn. She set the world by em, and was a real pleasant, ambitious little woman, and was workin on as best she could with that little farm, when there come a rage o scarlet fever, and her boy and two girls was swept off and laid dead within the same week. Every one o the neighbors did what they could, but shed had no sleep since they was taken sick, and after the funeral she set there just like a piece o marble, and would only shake her head when you spoke to her. They all thought her reason would go; and t would certain, if she couldnt have shed tears. An one o the neighbors— t was like mothers sense, but it might have been somebody else — spoke of o Jim Heron. Mother an one or two o the women that knew her best was in the house with her. T was right in the edge o the woods and some of us younger ones was over by the wall on the other side of the road where there was a couple of old willows, — I remember just how the brook damp felt; and we kept quiet s we could, and some other folks come along down the road, and stood waitin on the little bridge, hopin somebodyd come out, I suppose, and theyd git news. Everybody was wrought up, and felt a good deal for her, you know. By an by Jim Heron come stealin right out o the shadows an set down on the doorstep, an t was a good while before we heard a sound; then, oh, dear me! t was what the whole neighborhood felt for that mother all spoke in the notes, an they told me afterwards that Mis Fosss face changed in a minute, and she come right over an got into my mothers lap, — she was a little woman, — an laid her head down, and there she cried herself into a blessed sleep. After awhile one o the other women stole out an told the folks, and we all went home. He only played that one tune.

But there! resumed Mrs. Goodsoe, after a silence, during which my eyes were filled with tears. His wife always complained that the fiddle made her nervous. She never peared to think nothin o poor Heron after shed once got him.

Thats often the way, said I, with harsh cynicism, though I had no guilty person in my mind at the moment; and we went straying off, not very far apart, up through the pasture. Mrs. Goodsoe cautioned me that we must not get so far off that we could not get back the same day. The sunshine began to feel very hot on our backs, and we both turned toward the shade. We had already collected a large bundle of mullein leaves, which were carefully laid into a clean, calico apron, held together by the four corners, and proudly carried by me, though my companion regarded them with anxious eyes. We sat down together at the edge of the pine woods, and Mrs. Goodsoe proceeded to fan herself with her limp cape-bonnet.

I declare, how hot it is! The east winds all gone again, she said. It felt so cool this forenoon that I overburdened myself with as thick a petticoat as any Ive got. Im desprit afeared of having a chill, now that I aint so young as once. I hate to be housed up.

Its only August, after all, I assured her unnecessarily, confirming my statement by taking two peaches out of my pocket, and laying them side by side on the brown pine needles between us.

Dear sakes alive! exclaimed the old lady, with evident pleasure. Where did you get them, now? Doesnt anything taste twice better out-o-doors? I aint had such a peach for years. Do les keep the stones, an Ill plant em; it only takes four year for a peach pit to come to bearing, an I guess Im good for four year, thout I meet with some accident.

I could not help agreeing, or taking a fond look at the thin little figure, and her wrinkled brown face and kind, twinkling eyes. She looked as if she had properly dried herself, by mistake, with some of her mullein leaves, and was likely to keep her goodness, and to last the longer in consequence. There never was a truer, simple-hearted soul made out of the old-fashioned country dust than Mrs. Goodsoe. I thought, as I looked away from her across the wide country, that nobody was left in any of the farm-houses so original, so full of rural wisdom and reminiscence, so really able and dependable, as she. And nobody had made better use of her time in a world foolish enough to sometimes under-value medicinal herbs.

When we had eaten our peaches we still sat under the pines, and I was not without pride when I had poked about in the ground with a little twig, and displayed to my crony a long fine root, bright yellow to the eye, and a wholesome bitter to the taste.

Yis, dear, goldthread, she assented indulgently. Seems to me theres more of it than anything except grass an hardhack. Good for canker, but no better than two or three other things I can call to mind; but I always lay in a good wisp of it, for old times sake. Now, I want to know why you should a bit it, and took away all the taste o your nice peach? I was just thinkin what a hansome entertainment weve had. Ive got so I sociate certain things with certain folks, and goldthread was somethin Lizy Wisby couldnt keep house without, no ways whatever. I believe she took so much it kind o puckered her disposition.

Lizy Wisby? I repeated inquiringly.

You knew her, if ever by the name of Mis Deacon Brimblecom, answered my friend, as if this were only a brief preface to further information, so I waited with respectful expectation. Mrs. Goodsoe had grown tired out in the sun, and a good story would be an excuse for sufficient rest. It was a most lovely place where we sat, halfway up the long hillside; for my part, I was perfectly contented and happy. Youve often heard of Deacon Brimblecom? she asked, as if a great deal depended upon his being properly introduced.

I remember him, said I. They called him Deacon Brimfull, you know, and he used to go about with a witch-hazel branch to show people where to dig wells.

Thats the one, said Mrs. Goodsoe, laughing. I didnt know s you could go so far back. Im always divided between whether you can remember everything I can, or are only a babe in arms.

I have a dim recollection of there being something strange about their marriage, I suggested, after a pause, which began to appear dangerous. I was so much afraid the subject would be changed.

I can tell you all about it, I was quickly answered. Deacon Brimblecom was very pious accordin to his lights in his early years. He lived way back in the country then, and there come a rovin preacher along, and set everybody up that way all by the ears. Ive heard the old folks talk it over, but I forget most of his doctrine, except some of his followers was persuaded they could dwell among the angels while yet on airth, and this Deacon Brimfull, as you call him, felt sure he was called by the voice of a spirit bride. So he left a good, deservin wife he had, an four children, and built him a new house over to the other side of the land hed had from his father. They didnt take much pains with the buildin, because they expected to be translated before long, and then the spirit brides and them folks was goin to appear and divide up the airth amongst em, and the worlds folks and onbelievers was goin to serve em or be sent to torments. They had meetins about in the school-houses, an all sorts o goins on; some on em went crazy, but the deacon held on to what wits he had, an by an by the spirit bride didnt turn out to be much of a housekeeper, an he had always been used to good livin, so he sneaked home agin. One o mothers sisters married up to Ash Hill, where it all took place; thats how I come to have the particulars.

Then how did he come to find his Eliza Wisby? I inquired. Do tell me the whole story; youve got mullein leaves enough.

Theres all yisterdays at home, if I havent, replied Mrs. Goodsoe. The way he come a-courtin o Sister Wisby was this: she went a-courtin o him.

There was a spell he lived to home, and then his poor wife died, and he had a spirit bride in good earnest, an the childn was placed about with his folks and hers, for they was both out o good families; and I dont know what come over him, but he had another pious fit that looked for all the world like the real thing. He hadnt no family cares, and he lived with his brothers folks, and turned his land in with theirs. He used to travel to every meetin an conference that was within reach of his old sorrel hosss feeble legs; he jined the Christian Baptists that was just in their early prime, and he was a great exhorter, and got to be called deacon, though I guess he want deacon, less it was for a spare hand when deacon timber was scercer n usual. An one time there was a four days protracted meetin to the church in the lower part of the town. Twas a real solemn time; something more n usual was goin forward, an they collected from the whole country round. Women folks liked it, an the men too; it give em a change, an they was quartered round free, same as conference folks now. Some on em, for a joke, sent Silas Brimblecom up to Lizy Wisbys, though shed give out she couldnt accommodate nobody, because of expectin her cousins folks. Everybody knew t was a lie; she was amazin close considerin she had plenty to do with. There was a streak that want just right somewheres in Lizys wits, I always thought. She was very kind in case o sickness, Ill say that for her.

You know where the house is, over there on what they call Windy Hill? There the deacon went, all unsuspectin, and stead o Lizys resentin of him she put in her own hoss, and they come back together to evenin meetin. She was prominent among the sect herself, an he bawled and talked, and she bawled and talked, an took up more n the time allotted in the exercises, just as if they was showin off to each other what they was able to do at expoundin. Everybody was laughin at em after the meetin broke up, and that next day an the next, an all through, they was constant, and seemed to be havin a beautiful occasion. Lizy had always give out she scorned the men, but when she got a chance at a particular one t was altogether different, and the deacon seemed to please her somehow or nother, and — There! you dont want to listen to this old stuff thats past an gone?

Oh yes, I do, said I.

I run on like a clock thats onset her striking hand, said Mrs. Goodsoe mildly. Sometimes my kitchen timepiece goes on half the forenoon, and I says to myself the day before yisterday I would let it be a warnin, and keep it in mind for a check on my own speech. The next news that was heard was that the deacon an Lizy — well, opinions differed which of em had spoke first, but them fools settled it before the protracted meetin was over, and give away their hearts before he started for home. They considered t would be wise, though, considerin their short acquaintance, to take one another on trial a spell; t was Lizys notion, and she asked him why he wouldnt come over and stop with her till spring, and then, if they both continued to like, they could git married any time t was convenient. Lizy, she come and talked it over with mother, and mother disliked to offend her, but she spoke pretty plain; and Lizy felt hurt, an thought they was showin excellent judgment, so much harm come from hasty unions and folks comin to a realizin sense of each others failins when t was too late.

So one day our folks saw Deacon Brimfull a-ridin by with a gret coopful of hens in the back o his wagon, and bundles o stuff tied on top and hitched to the exes underneath; and he riz a hymn just as he passed the house, and was speedin the old sorrel with a willer switch. T was most Thanksgivin time, an sooner n she expected him. New Years was the time she set; but he thought hed better come while the roads was fit for wheels. They was out to meetin together Thanksgivin Day, an that used to be a gret season for marryin; so the young folks nudged each other, and some on em ventured to speak to the couple as they come down the aisle. Lizy carried it off real well; she want afraid o what nobody said or thought, and so home they went. Theyd got out her yaller sleigh and her hoss; she never would ride after the deacons poor old creatur, and I believe it died long o the winter from stiffenin up.

Yes, said Mrs. Goodsoe emphatically, after we had silently considered the situation for a short space of time,— yes, there was considerble talk, now I tell you! The raskil boys pestered em just about to death for a while. They used to collect up there an rap on the winders, and theyd turn out all the deacons hens long at nine oclock o night, and chase em all over the dingle; an one night they even lugged the pig right out o the sty, and shoved it into the back entry, an run for their lives. Theyd stuffed its mouth full o somethin, so it couldnt squeal till it got there. There want a sign o nobody to be seen when Lizy hasted out with the light, and she an the deacon had to persuade the creatur back as best they could; t was a cold night, and they said it took em till towards mornin. You see the deacon was just the kind of a man that a hog wouldnt budge for; it takes a masterful man to deal with a hog. Well, there was no end to the works nor the talk, but Lizy left em pretty much alone. She did pear kind of dignified about it, I must say!

And then, were theymarried in the spring?

I was tryin to remember whether it was just before Fast Day or just after, responded my friend, with a careful look at the sun, which was nearer the west than either of us had noticed. I think likely t was along in the last o April, any way some of us looked out o the window one Monday mornin early, and says, for goodness sake! Lizys sent the deacon home again! His old sorrel havin passed away, he was ridin in Ezry Welshs hoss-cart, with his hen-coop and more bundles than he had when he come, and he looked as meechin as ever you see. Ezry was drivin, and he let a glance fly swiftly round to see if any of us was lookin out; an then I declare if he didnt have the malice to turn right in towards the barn, where he see my oldest brother, Joshuay, an says he real natural, Joshuay, just step out with your wrench. I believe I hear my kingbolt rattlin kind o loose. Brother, he went out an took in the sitooation, an the deacon bowed kind of stiff. Joshuay was so full o laugh, and Ezry Welsh, that they couldnt look one another in the face. There want nothing ailed the kingbolt, you know, an when Josh riz up he says, Goin up country for a spell, Mr. Brimblecom?

I be, says the deacon, lookin dreadful mortified and cast down.

Aint things turned out well with you an Sister Wisby? says Joshuay. You had ought to remember that the woman is the weaker vessel.

Hang her, let her carry less sail, then! the deacon bust out, and he stood right up an shook his fist there by the hen-coop, he was so mad; an Ezrys hoss was a young creatur, an started up an set the deacon right over backwards into the chips. We didnt know but hed broke his neck; but when he see the women folks runnin out, he jumped up quick as a cat, an clim into the cart, an off they went. Ezry said he told him that he couldnt git along with Lizy, she was so fractious in thundery weather; if there was a rumble in the day-time she must go right to bed an screech, and if t was night she must git right up an go an call him out of a sound sleep. But everybody knew hed never a gone home unless shed a sent him.

Somehow they made it up agin right away, him an Lizy, and she had him back. Shed been countin all along on not havin to hire nobody to work about the gardin an so on, an she said she want goin to let him have a whole winters board for nothin. So the old hens was moved back, and they was married right off fair an square, an I dont know but they got along well as most folks. He brought his youngest girl down to live with em after a while, an she was a real treasure to Lizy; everybody spoke well o Phebe Brimblecom. The deacon got over his pious fit, and there was considerble work in him if you kept right after him. He was an amazin cider-drinker, and he airnt the name you know him by in his latter days. Lizy never trusted him with nothin, but she kep him well. She left everything she owned to Phebe, when she died, cept somethin to satisfy the law. There, theyre all gone now: seems to me sometimes, when I get thinkin, as if Id lived a thousand years!

I laughed, but I found that Mrs. Goodsoes thoughts had taken a serious turn.

There, I come by some old graves down here in the lower edge of the pasture, she said as we rose to go. I couldnt help thinking how I should like to be laid right out in the pasture ground, when my time comes; it looked sort o comfortable, and I have ranged these slopes so many summers. Seems as if I could see right up through the turf and tell when the weather was pleasant, and get the goodness o the sweet fern. Now, dear, just hand me my apernful o mulleins out o the shade. I hope you wont come to need none this winter, but Ill dry some special for you.

Im going home by the road, said I, or else by the path across the meadows, so I will walk as far as the house with you. Arent you pleased with my company? for she demurred at my going the least bit out of the way.

So we strolled toward the little gray house, with our plunder of mullein leaves slung on a stick which we carried between us. Of course I went in to make a call, as if I had not seen my hostess before; she is the last maker of muster-gingerbread, and before I came away I was kindly measured for a pair of mittens.

Youll be sure to come an see them two peach-trees after I get em well growin? Mrs Goodsoe called after me when I had said good-by, and was almost out of hearing down the road.
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THE PASSENGER AND mail transportation between the towns of North Kilby and Sanscrit Pond was carried on by Mr. Jefferson Briley, whose two-seated covered wagon was usually much too large for the demands of business. Both the Sanscrit Pond and North Kilby people were stayers-at-home, and Mr. Briley often made his seven-mile journey in entire solitude, except for the limp leather mail-bag, which he held firmly to the floor of the carriage with his heavily shod left foot. The mail-bag had almost a personality to him, born of long association. Mr. Briley was a meek and timid-looking body, but he held a warlike soul, and encouraged his fancies by reading awful tales of bloodshed and lawlessness, in the far West. Mindful of stage robberies and train thieves, and of express messengers who died at their posts, he was prepared for anything; and although he had trusted to his own strength and bravery these many years, he carried a heavy pistol under his front-seat cushion for better defense. This awful weapon was familiar to all his regular passengers, and was usually shown to strangers by the time two of the seven miles of Mr. Brileys route had been passed. The pistol was not loaded. Nobody (at least not Mr. Briley himself) doubted that the mere sight of such a weapon would turn the boldest adventurer aside.

Protected by such a man and such a piece of armament, one gray Friday morning in the edge of winter, Mrs. Fanny Tobin was traveling from Sanscrit Pond to North Kilby. She was an elderly and feeble-looking woman, but with a shrewd twinkle in her eyes, and she felt very anxious about her numerous pieces of baggage and her own personal safety. She was enveloped in many shawls and smaller wrappings, but they were not securely fastened, and kept getting undone and flying loose, so that the bitter December cold seemed to be picking a lock now and then, and creeping in to steal away the little warmth she had. Mr. Briley was cold, too, and could only cheer himself by remembering the valor of those pony-express drivers of the pre-railroad days, who had to cross the Rocky Mountains on the great California route. He spoke at length of their perils to the suffering passenger, who felt none the warmer, and at last gave a groan of weariness.

How fur did you say t was now?

I do knows I said, Mis Tobin, answered the driver, with a frosty laugh. You see them big pines, and the side of a barn just this way, with them yellow circus bills? Thats my three-mile mark.

Be we got four more to make? Oh, my laws! mourned Mrs. Tobin. Urge the beast, cant ye, Jeffson? I aint used to bein out in such bleak weather. Seems if I couldnt git my breath. Im all pinched up and wigglin with shivers now. T aint no use lettin the hoss go step-a-ty-step, this fashion.

Landy me! exclaimed the affronted driver. I dont see why folks expects me to race with the cars. Everybody that gits in wants me to run the hoss to death on the road. I make a good everage o time, and thats all I can do. Ef you was to go back an forth every day but Sabbath fur eighteen years, youd want to ease it all you could, and let those thrash the spokes out o their wheels that wanted to. North Kilby, Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays; Sanscrit Pond, Tuesdays, Thusdays, an Saturdays. Me an the beasts done it eighteen years together, and the creatur warnt, so to say, young when we begun it, nor I neither. I relly didnt knows shed hold out till this time. There, git up, will ye, old mar! as the beast of burden stopped short in the road.

There was a story that Jefferson gave this faithful creature a rest three times a mile, and took four hours for the journey by himself, and longer whenever he had a passenger. But in pleasant weather the road was delightful, and full of people who drove their own conveyances, and liked to stop and talk. There were not many farms, and the third growth of white pines made a pleasant shade, though Jefferson liked to say that when he began to carry the mail his way lay through an open country of stumps and sparse underbrush, where the white pines nowadays completely arched the road.

They had passed the barn with circus posters, and felt colder than ever when they caught sight of the weather-beaten acrobats in their tights.

My gorry! exclaimed Widow Tobin, them pore creaturs looks as cheerless as little birch-trees in snow-time. I hope they dresses em warmer this time o year. Now, there! look at that one jumpin through the little hoop, will ye?

He couldnt git himself through there with two pair o pants on, answered Mr. Briley. I expect they must have to keep limber as eels. I used to think, when I was a boy, that t was the only thing I could ever be reconciled to do for a livin. I set out to run away an follow a rovin showman once, but mother needed me to home. There warnt nobody but me an the little gals.

You aint the only one thats ben disappinted o their hearts desire, said Mrs. Tobin sadly. T warnt so that I could be spared from home to learn the dressmakers trade.

T would a come handy later on, I declare, answered the sympathetic driver, bein s you went an had such a passel o gals to clothe an feed. There, them thats livin is all well off now, but it must ha been some inconvenient for ye when they was small.

Yes, Mr. Briley, but then Ive had my mercies, too, said the widow somewhat grudgingly. I take it master hard now, though, havin to give up my own home and live round from place to place, if they be my own childen. There was Adline and Susan Ellen fussin an bickerin yesterday about whod got to have me next; and, Lord be thanked, they both wanted me right off but I hated to hear em talkin of it over. Id rather live to home, and do for myself.

Ive got considerble used to boardin, said Jefferson, sence maam died, but it made me ache long at the fust ont, I tell ye. Bein on the roads I be, I couldnt do no ways at keepin house. I should want to keep right there and see to things.

Course you would, replied Mrs. Tobin, with a sudden inspiration of opportunity which sent a welcome glow all over her. Course you would, Jeffson, — she leaned toward the front seat; that is to say, onless you had jest the right one to do it for ye.

And Jefferson felt a strange glow also, and a sense of unexpected interest and enjoyment.

See here, Sister Tobin, he exclaimed with enthusiasm. Why cant ye take the trouble to shift seats, and come front here long o me? We could put one bufflo top o the other, — theyre both wearin thin, — and set close, and I do know but we shd be more protected aginst the weather.

Well, I couldnt be no colder if I was froze to death, answered the widow, with an amiable simper. Dont ye let me delay you, nor put you out, Mr. Briley. I dont knows Id set forth to-day if Id knownt was so cold; but I had all my bundles done up, and I aint one that puts my hand to the plough an looks back, cordin to Scriptur.

You wouldnt wanted me to ride all them seven miles alone? asked the gallant Briley sentimentally, as he lifted her down, and helped her up again to the front seat. She was a few years older than he, but they had been schoolmates, and Mrs. Tobins youthful freshness was suddenly revived to his minds eye. She had a little farm; there was nobody left at home now but herself, and so she had broken up housekeeping for the winter. Jefferson himself had savings of no mean amount.

They tucked themselves in, and felt better for the change, but there was a sudden awkwardness between them; they had not had time to prepare for an unexpected crisis.

They say Elder Bickers, over to East Sanscrit, s been and got married again to a gal thats four year younger than his oldest daughter, proclaimed Mrs. Tobin presently. Seems to me t was fools business.

I view it so, said the stage-driver. Theres goin to be a mild open winter for that famly.

What a joker you be for a man thats had so much responsibility! smiled Mrs. Tobin, after they had done laughing. Aint you never fraid, carryin mail matter and such valuable stuff, that youll be set on an robbed, specially by night?

Jefferson braced his feet against the dasher under the worn buffalo skin. It is kind o scary, or would be for some folks, but Id like to see anybody get the better o me. I go armed, and I dont care who knows it. Some o them drover men that comes from Canady looks as if they didnt care what they did, but I look em right in the eye every time.

Men folks is brave by natur, said the widow admiringly. You know how Tobin would let his fist right out at anybody that ondertook to sass him. Town-meetin days, if he got disappointed about the way things went, hed lay em out in winrows; and ef he hadnt been a church-member hed been a real fightin character. I was always fraid to have him roused, for all he was so willin and meechin to home, and set round clever as anybody. My Susan Ellen used to boss him sames the kitten, when she was four year old.

Ive got a kind of a sideways cant to my nose, that Tobin give me when we was to school. I dont knows you ever noticed it, said Mr. Briley. We was scufflin, as lads will. I never bore him no kind of a grudge. I pitied ye, when he was taken away. I relly did, now, Fanny. I liked Tobin first-rate, and I liked you. I used to say you was the hansomest girl to school.

Lemme see your nose. T is all straight, for what I know, said the widow gently, as with a trace of coyness she gave a hasty glance. I dont know but what t is warped a little, but nothin to speak of. Youve got real nice features, like your marms folks.

It was becoming a sentimental occasion, and Jefferson Briley felt that he was in for something more than he had bargained. He hurried the faltering sorrel horse, and began to talk of the weather. It certainly did look like snow, and he was tired of bumping over the frozen road.

I shouldnt wonder if I hired a hand here another year, and went off out West myself to see the country.

Why, how you talk! answered the widow.

Yes m, pursued Jefferson. T is tamer here than I like, and I was tellin em yesterday Ive got to know this road most too well. Id like to go out an ride in the mountains with some o them great clipper coaches, where the driver dont know one minute but hell be shot dead the next. They carry an awful sight o gold down from the mines, I expect.

I should be scairt to death, said Mrs. Tobin. What creaturs men folks be to like such things! Well, I do declare.

Yes, explained the mild little man. Theres sights of despradoes makes a hansome livin out o followin them coaches, an stoppin an robbin em clean to the bone. Your money or your life! and he flourished his stub of a whip over the sorrel mare.

Landy me! you make me run all of a cold creep. Do tell somethin heartenin, this cold day. I shall dream bad dreams all night.

They put on black crape over their heads, said the driver mysteriously. Nobody knows who most on em be, and like as not some o them fellows come o good families. Theyve got so they stop the cars, and go right through em bold as brass. I could make your hair stand on end, Mis Tobin, — I could so!

I hope none on em ll git round our way, Im sure, said Fanny Tobin. I dont want to see none on em in their crape bunnits comin after me.

I aint goin to let nobody touch a hair o your head, and Mr. Briley moved a little nearer, and tucked in the buffaloes again.

I feel considerable warm to what I did, observed the widow by way of reward.

There, I used to have my fears, Mr. Briley resumed, with an inward feeling that he never would get to North Kilby depot a single man. But you see I hadnt nobody but myself to think of. Ive got cousins, as you know, but nothin nearer, and what Ive laid up would soon be parted out; and — well, I suppose some folks would think o me if anything was to happen.

Mrs. Tobin was holding her cloud over her face, — the wind was sharp on that bit of open road, — but she gave an encouraging sound, between a groan and a chirp.

T wouldnt be like nothin to me not to see you drivin by, she said, after a minute. I shouldnt know the days o the week. I says to Susan Ellen last week I was sure t was Friday, and she said no, t was Thursday; but next minute you druv by and headin toward North Kilby, so we found I was right.

Ive got to be a featur of the landscape, said Mr. Briley plaintively. This kind o weather the old mare and me, we wish we was done with it, and could settle down kind o comfortable. Ive been lookin this good while, as I drove the road, and Ive picked me out a piece o land two or three times. But I cant abide the thought o buildin,— t would plague me to death; and both Sister Peak to North Kilby and Mis Deacon Ash to the Pond, they vie with one another to do well by me, fear Ill like the other stoppin-place best.

I shouldnt covet livin long o neither one o them women, responded the passenger with some spirit. I see some o Mis Peaks cookin to a farmers supper once, when I was visitin Susan Ellens folks, an I says Deliver me from sech pale-complected baked beans as them! and she give a kind of a quack. She was settin jest at my left hand, and couldnt help hearin of me. I wouldnt have spoken if I had known, but she neednt have let on they was hers an make everything unpleasant. I guess them beans taste just as well as other folks, says she, and she wouldnt never speak to me afterward.

Do knows I blame her, ventured Mr. Briley. Women folks is dreadful pudjicky about their cookin. Ive always heard you was one o the best o cooks, Mis Tobin. I know them doughnuts an things youve give me in times past, when I was drivin by. Wish I had some on em now. I never let on, but Mis Ashs cookin s the best by a long chalk. Mis Peaks handy about some things, and looks after mendin of me up.

It doos seem as if a man o your years and your quiet make ought to have a home you could call your own, suggested the passenger. I kind of hate to think o your bangein here and boardin there, and one old woman mendin, and the other settin ye down to meals that likes not dont agree with ye.

Lor, now, Mis Tobin, les not fuss round no longer, said Mr. Briley impatiently. You know you covet me same s I do you.

I dont nuther. Dont you go an say folish things you cant stand to.

Ive been tryin to git a chance to put in a word with you ever sence — Well, I expected youd want to get your feelins kind o calloused after losin Tobin.

Theres nobody can fill his place, said the widow.

I do know but I can fight for ye town-meetin days, on a pinch, urged Jefferson boldly.

I never see the beat o you men fur conceit, and Mrs. Tobin laughed. I aint goin to bother with ye, gone half the time as you be, an carryin on with your Mis Peaks and Mis Ashes. I dare say youve promised yourself to both on em twenty times.

I hope to gracious if I ever breathed a word to none on em! protested the lover. T aint for lack o opportunities set afore me, nuther; and then Mr. Briley craftily kept silence, as if he had made a fair proposal, and expected a definite reply.

The lady of his choice was, as she might have expressed it, much beat about. As she soberly thought, she was getting along in years, and must put up with Jefferson all the rest of the time. It was not likely she would ever have the chance of choosing again, though she was one who liked variety.

Jefferson wasnt much to look at, but he was pleasant and appeared boyish and young-feeling. I do knows I should do better, she said unconsciously and half aloud. Well, yes, Jefferson, seein its you. But were both on us kind of old to change our situation. Fanny Tobin gave a gentle sigh.

Hooray! said Jefferson. I was scairt you meant to keep me sufferin here a half an hour. I declare, Im more pleased than I calclated on. An I expected till lately to die a single man!

T would relly have been a shame; t aint natur, said Mrs. Tobin, with confidence. I dont see how you held out so long with bein solitary.

Ill hire a hand to drive for me, and well have a good comfortable winter, me an you an the old sorrel. Ive been promisin of her a rest this good while.

Better keep her a steppin, urged thrifty Mrs. Fanny. Shell stiffen up master, an disappint ye, come spring.

Youll have me, now, wont ye, sartin? pleaded Jefferson, to make sure. You aint one o them that plays with a mans feelins. Say right out youll have me.

I spose I shall have to, said Mrs. Tobin somewhat mournfully. I feel for Mis Peak an Mis Ash, pore creaturs. I expect theyll be hardshipped. Theyve always been hard-worked, an may have kind o looked forward to a little ease. But one on em would be left lamentin, anyhow, and she gave a girlish laugh. An air of victory animated the frame of Mrs. Tobin. She felt but twenty-five years of age. In that moment she made plans for cutting her Brileys hair, and making him look smartened-up and ambitious. Then she wished that she knew for certain how much money he had in the bank; not that it would make any difference now. He neednt bluster none before me, she thought gayly. Hes harmless as a fly.

Whod have thought wed done such a piece of engineerin, when we started out? inquired the dear one of Mr. Brileys heart, as he tenderly helped her to alight at Susan Ellens door.

Both on us, jest the least grain, answered the lover. Gimme a good smack, now, you clever creatur; and so they parted. Mr. Briley had been taken on the road in spite of his pistol.


THE MISTRESS OF SYDENHAM PLANTATION.
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A HIGH WIND was blowing from the water into the Beaufort streets, — a wind with as much reckless hilarity as March could give to her breezes, but soft and spring-like, almost early-summer-like, in its warmth.

In the gardens of the old Southern houses that stood along the bay, roses and petisporum-trees were blooming, with their delicious fragrance. It was the time of wistarias and wild white lilies, of the last yellow jas-mines and the first Cherokee roses. It was the Saturday before Easter Sunday.

In the quaint churchyard of old St. Helenas Church, a little way from the bay, young figures were busy among the graves with industrious gardening. At first sight, one might have thought that this pretty service was rendered only from loving sentiments of loyalty to ones ancestors, for under the great live-oaks, the sturdy brick walls about the family burying-places and the gravestones themselves were moss-grown and ancient-looking; yet here and there the wounded look of the earth appealed to the eye, and betrayed a new-made grave. The old sarcophagi and heavy tablets of the historic Beaufort families stood side by side with plain wooden crosses. The armorial bearings and long epitaphs of the one and the brief lettering of the other suggested the changes that had come with the war to these families, yet somehow the wooden cross touched ones heart with closer sympathy. The padlocked gates to the small inclosures stood open, while gentle girls passed in and out with their Easter flowers of remembrance. On the high churchyard wall and great gate-posts perched many a mocking-bird, and the golden light changed the twilight under the live-oaks to a misty warmth of color. The birds began to sing louder; the gray moss that hung from the heavy boughs swayed less and less, and gave the place a look of pensive silence.

In the church itself, most of the palms and rose branches were already in place for the next days feast, and the old organ followed a fresh young voice that was being trained for the Easter anthem. The five doors of the church were standing open. On the steps of that eastern door which opened midway up the side aisle, where the morning sun had shone in upon the white faces of a hospital in war-time, — in this eastern doorway sat two young women.

I was just thinking, one was saying to the other, that for the first time Mistress Sydenham has forgotten to keep this day. You know that when she has forgotten everything and everybody else, she has known when Easter came, and has brought flowers to her graves.

Has she been more feeble lately, do you think? asked the younger of the two. Mamma saw her the other day, and thought that she seemed more like herself; but she looked very old, too. She told mamma to bring her dolls, and she would give her some bits of silk to make them gowns. Poor mamma! and she had just been wondering how she could manage to get us ready for summer, this year, — Célestine and me, and the speaker smiled wistfully.

It is a mercy that the dear old lady did forget all that happened; and the friends brushed some last bits of leaves from their skirts, and rose and walked away together through the churchyard.

The ancient church waited through another Easter Even, with its flowers and long memory of prayer and praise. The great earthquake had touched it lightly, time had colored it softly, and the earthly bodies of its children were gathered near its walls in peaceful sleep.

From one of the high houses which stood fronting the sea, with their airy balconies and colonnades, had come a small, slender figure, like some shy, dark thing of twilight out into the bright sunshine. The street was empty, for the most part; before one or two of the cheap German shops a group of men watched the little old lady step proudly by. She was a very stately gentlewoman, for one so small and thin; she was feeble, too, and bending somewhat with the weight of years, but there was true elegance and dignity in the way she moved, and those who saw her — persons who shuffled when they walked, and boasted loudly of the fallen pride of the South — were struck with sudden deference and admiration. Behind the lady walked a gray-headed negro, a man who was troubled in spirit, who sometimes gained a step or two, and offered an anxious but quite unheeded remonstrance. He was a poor, tottering old fellow; he wore a threadbare evening coat that might have belonged to his late master thirty years before.

The pair went slowly along the bay street to the end of a row of new shops, and the lady turned decidedly toward the water, and approached the ferry-steps. Her servitor groaned aloud, but waited in respectful helplessness. There was a group of negro children on the steps, employed in the dangerous business of crab-fishing; at the foot, in his flat-bottomed boat, sat a wondering negro lad, who looked up in apprehension at his passengers. The lady seemed like a ghost. Old Peter, — with whose scorn of modern beings and their ways he was partially familiar, — old Peter was making frantic signs to him to put out from shore. But the ladys calm desire for obedience prevailed, and presently, out of the knot of idlers that gathered quickly, one, more chivalrous than the rest, helped the strange adventurers down into the boat. It was the fashion to laugh and joke, in Beaufort, when anything unusual was happening before the eyes of the younger part of the colored population; but as the ferryman pushed off from shore, even the crab-fishers kept awe-struck silence, and there were speechless, open mouths and much questioning of eyes that showed their whites in vain. Somehow or other, before the boat was out of hail, long before it had passed the first bank of raccoon oysters, the tide being at the ebb, it was known by fifty people that for the first time in more than twenty years the mistress of the old Sydenham plantation on St. Helenas Island had taken it into her poor daft head to go to look after her estates, her crops, and her people. Everybody knew that her estates had been confiscated during the war; that her people owned it themselves now, in three and five and even twenty acre lots; that her crops of rice and Sea Island cotton were theirs, planted and hoed and harvested on their own account. All these years she had forgotten Sydenham, and the live-oak avenue, and the outlook across the water to the Hunting Islands, where the deer ran wild; she had forgotten the war; she had forgotten her children and her husband, except that they had gone away, — the graves to which she carried Easter flowers were her mothers and her fathers graves, — and her life was spent in a strange dream.

Old Peter sat facing her in the boat; the ferryman pulled lustily at his oars, and they moved quickly along in the ebbing tide. The ferryman longed to get his freight safely across; he was in a fret of discomfort whenever he looked at the clear-cut, eager face before him in the stern. How still and straight the old mistress sat! Where was she going? He was awed by her presence, and took refuge, as he rowed, in needless talk about the coming of the sandflies and the great drum-fish to Beaufort waters. But Peter had clasped his hands together and bowed his old back, as if he did not dare to look anywhere but at the bottom of the boat. Peter was still groaning softly; the old lady was looking back over the water to the row of fine houses, the once luxurious summer homes of Rhetts and Barnwells, of many a famous household now scattered and impoverished. The ferryman had heard of more one than bereft lady or gentleman who lived in seclusion in the old houses. He knew that Peter still served a mysterious mistress with exact devotion, while most of the elderly colored men and women who had formed the retinues of the old families were following their own affairs, far and wide.

Oh, Lord, ole mis! what kin I go to do? mumbled Peter, with his head in his hands. Tharll be nothin to see. Po ole mis, I do kno what you say. Trouble, trouble!

But the mistress of Sydenham plantation had a way of speaking but seldom, and of rarely listening to what any one was pleased to say in return. Out of the mistiness of her clouded brain a thought had come with unwonted clearness. She must go to the island: her husband and sons were detained at a distance; it was the time of year to look after corn and cotton; she must attend to her house and her slaves. The remembrance of that news of battle and of the three deaths that had left her widowed and childless had faded away in the illness it had brought. She never comprehended her loss; she was like one bewitched into indifference; she remembered something of her youth, and kept a simple routine of daily life, and that was all.

I tought she done fogit ebryting, groaned Peter again. O Lord, hab mercy on ole mis!

The landing-place on Ladies Island was steep and sandy, and the oarsman watched Peter help the strange passenger up the ascent with a sense of blessed relief. He pushed off a little way into the stream, for better self-defense. At the top of the bluff was a rough shed, built for shelter, and Peter looked about him eagerly, while his mistress stood, expectant and imperious, in the shade of a pride of India tree, that grew among the live-oaks and pines of a wild thicket. He was wretched with a sense of her discomfort, though she gave no sign of it. He had learned to know by instinct all that was unspoken. In the old times she would have found four oarsmen waiting with a cushioned boat at the ferry; she would have found a saddle-horse or a carriage ready for her on Ladies Island for the five miles journey, but the carriage had not come. The poor gray-headed old man recognized her displeasure. He was her only slave left, if she did but know it.

Fo Gords sake, git me some kin of a cart. Ole mis, she done wake up and mean to go out to Sydnam dis day, urged Peter. Who dis hoss an kyart in de shed? Who make dese track wid huffs jus now, like dey done ride by? Yo go git somebody fo me, or she be right mad, shore.

The elderly guardian of the shed, who was also of the old régime, hobbled away quickly, and backed out a steer that was broken to harness, and a rickety two-wheeled cart. Their owner had left them there for some hours, and had crossed the ferry to Beaufort. Old mistress must be obeyed, and they looked toward her beseechingly where she was waiting, deprecating her disapproval of this poor apology for a conveyance. The lady long since had ceased to concern herself with the outward shapes of things; she accepted this possibility of carrying out her plans, and they lifted her light figure to the chair, in the carts end, while Peter mounted before her with all a coachmans dignity, — he once had his ambitions of being her coachman, — and they moved slowly away through the deep sand.

My Gord Amighty, look out fo us now, said Peter over and over. Ole mis, she done fogit, good Lord, she done fogit how de Good Marsa up dere done took fom her ebryting; she spect now she find Sydnam all de same likes it was fo de war. She aint know bout whats been sence day of de gun-shoot on Port Royal and dar-away. O Lord Amighty, yo know how yo stove her po head wid dem gun-shoot; be easy to ole mis.

But as Peter pleaded in the love and sorrow of his heart, the lady who sat behind him was unconscious of any cause for grief. Some sweet vagaries in her own mind were matched to the loveliness of the day. All her childhood, spent among the rustic scenes of these fertile Sea Islands, was yielding for her now an undefined pleasantness of association. The straight-stemmed palmettos stood out with picturesque clearness against the great level fields, with their straight furrows running out of sight. Figures of men and women followed the furrow paths slowly; here were men and horses bending to the ploughshare, and there women and children sowed with steady hand the rich seed of their crops. There were touches of color in the head kerchiefs; there were sounds of songs as the people worked, — not gay songs of the evening, but some repeated line of a hymn, to steady the patient feet and make the work go faster, — the unconscious music of the blacks, who sing as the beetle drones or the cricket chirps slowly under the dry grass. It had a look of permanence, this cotton-planting. It was a thing to paint, to relate itself to the permanence of art, an everlasting duty of mankind; terrible if a thing of force, and compulsion and for anothers gain, but the birthright of the children of Adam, and not unrewarded nor unnatural when one drew by it ones own life from the earth.

Peter glanced through the hedge-rows furtively, this way and that. What would his mistress say to the cabins that were scattered all about the fields now, and that were no longer put together in the long lines of the quarters? He looked down a deserted lane, where he well remembered fifty cabins on each side of the way. It was gay there of a summer evening; the old times had not been without their pleasures, and the poor old mans heart leaped with the vague delight of his memories. He had never been on the block; he was born and bred at old Sydenham; he had been trusted in house and field.

I done like dem ole times de best, ventures Peter, presently, to his unresponding companion. Dere was good bout dem times. I say I like de ole times good as any. Young folks may be a change fom me.

He was growing gray in the face with apprehension; he did not dare to disobey.

The slow-footed beast of burden was carrying them toward Sydenham step by step, and he dreaded the moment of arrival. He was like a mesmerized creature, who can only obey the force of a directing will; but under pretense of handling the steers harness, he got stiffly to the ground to look at his mistress. He could not turn to face her, as he sat in the cart; he could not drive any longer and feel her there behind him. The silence was too great. It was a relief to see her placid face, and to see even a more youthful look in its worn lines. She had been a very beautiful woman in her young days. And a solemn awe fell upon Peters tender heart, lest the veil might be lifting from her hidden past, and there, alone with him on the old plantation, she would die of grief and pain. God only knew what might happen! The old man mounted to his seat, and again they plodded on.

Peter, said the mistress, — he was always frightened when she spoke,— Peter, we must hurry. I was late in starting. I have a great deal to do. Urge the horses.

Yas, mis, — yas, mis, and Peter laughed aloud nervously, and brandished his sassafras switch, while the steer hastened a little. They had come almost to the gates.

Who are these? the stately wayfarer asked once, as they met some persons who gazed at them in astonishment.

I spect dem de good ladies fom de Norf, what come down to show de cullud folks how to do readin, answered Peter bravely. It do look kind o comfoble over here, he added wistfully, half to himself. He could not understand even now how oblivious she was of the great changes on St. Helenas.

There were curious eyes watching from the fields, and here by the roadside an aged black woman came to her cabin door.

Lord! exclaimed Peter, what kin I do now? An ole Sibyl, shes done crazy too, and deyll be mischievous together.

The steer could not be hurried past, and Sibyl came and leaned against the wheel. Mornin, mistis, said Sibyl, an yo too, Peter. Hows all? Day ob judgments comin in mornin! Some nice buttermilk? I done git rich; tats my cow, and she pointed to the field and chuckled. Peter felt as if his brain were turning. Bless de Lord, I no more slave, said old Sibyl, looking up with impudent scrutiny at her old mistresss impassive face. Yo know Mars Middleton, what yo buy me fom? He my foster-brother; we push away from same breast. He got trouble, po genelman; he sorry to sell Sibyl; he give me silver dollar dat day, an feel bad. Neber min, I say. I get good mistis, young mistis at Sydenham. I like her well, I did so. I pick my two hunderd poun all days, an I aint whipped. Too bad sold me, po Mars Middleton, but he in trouble. He done come see me last plantin, Sibyl went on proudly. Oh, Gord, he grown ole and poor-lookin. He come in, just in dat do, an he say, Sibyl, I long an long to see you, an now I see you; an he kiss an kiss me. An deres one wide ribber o Jordan, an well soon be dere, black an white. I was right glad I see ole Mars Middleton fore I die.

The old creature poured forth the one story of her great joy and pride; she had told it a thousand times. It had happened, not the last planting, but many plantings ago. It remained clear when everything else was confused. There was no knowing what she might say next. She began to take the strange steps of a slow dance, and Peter urged his steer forward, while his mistress said suddenly, Good-by, Sibyl. I am glad you are doing so well, with a strange irrelevancy of graciousness. It was in the old days before the war that Sibyl had fallen insensible, one day, in the cotton-field. Did her mistress think that it was still that year, and — Peters mind could not puzzle out this awful day of anxiety.

They turned at last into the live-oak avenue, — they had only another half mile to go; and here, in the place where the lady had closest association, her memory was suddenly revived almost to clearness. She began to hurry Peter impatiently; it was a mischance that she had not been met at the ferry. She was going to see to putting the house in order, and the women were all waiting. It was autumn, and they were going to move over from Beaufort; it was spring next moment, and she had to talk with her overseers. The old imperiousness flashed out. Did not Peter know that his master was kept at the front, and the young gentlemen were with him, and their regiment was going into action? It was a blessing to come over and forget it all, but Peter must drive, drive. They had taken no care of the avenue; how the trees were broken in the storm! The house needed — They were going to move the next day but one, and nothing was ready. A party of gentlemen were coming from Charleston in the morning! — 

They passed the turn of the avenue; they came out to the open lawn, and the steer stopped and began to browse. Peter shook from head to foot. He climbed down by the wheel, and turned his face slowly. Ole mis! he said feebly. Ole mis!

She was looking off into space. The cart jerked as it moved after the feeding steer. The mistress of Sydenham plantation had sought her home in vain. The crumbled, fallen chimneys of the house were there among the weeds, and that was all.



On Christmas Day and Easter Day, many an old man and woman come into St. Helenas Church who are not seen there the rest of the year. There are not a few recluses in the parish, who come to listen to their teacher and to the familiar prayers, read with touching earnestness and simplicity, as one seldom hears the prayers read anywhere. This Easter morning dawned clear and bright, as Easter morning should. The fresh-bloomed roses and lilies were put in their places. There was no touch of paid hands anywhere, and the fragrance blew softly about the church. As you sat in your pew, you could look out through the wide-opened doors, and see the drooping branches, and the birds as they sat singing on the gravestones. The sad faces of the old people, the cheerful faces of the young, passed by up the aisle. One figure came to sit alone in one of the pews, to bend its head in prayer after the ancient habit. Peter led her, as usual, to the broad-aisle doorway, and helped her, stumbling himself, up the steps, and many eyes filled with tears as his mistress went to her place. Even the tragic moment of yesterday was lost already in the acquiescence of her mind, as the calm sea shines back to the morning sun when another wreck has gone down.


THE TOWN POOR.
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MRS. WILLIAM TRIMBLE and Miss Rebecca Wright were driving along Hampden east road, one afternoon in early spring. Their progress was slow. Mrs. Trimbles sorrel horse was old and stiff, and the wheels were clogged by day mud. The frost was not yet out of the ground, although the snow was nearly gone, except in a few places on the north side of the woods, or where it had drifted all winter against a length of fence.

There must be a good deal o snow to the norard of us yet, said weather-wise Mrs. Trimble. I feel it in the air; t is more than the ground-damp. We aint goin to have real nice weather till the up-country snows all gone.

I heard say yesterday that there was good sleddin yet, all up through Parsley, responded Miss Wright. I shouldnt like to live in them northern places. My cousin Ellens husband was a Parsley man, an he was obliged, as you may have heard, to go up north to his fathers second wifes funeral; got back day before yesterday. T was about twenty-one miles, an they started on wheels; but when theyd gone nine or ten miles, they found t was no sort o use, an left their wagon an took a sleigh. The man that owned it charged em four an six, too. I shouldnt have thought he would; they told him they was goin to a funeral; an they had their own buffaloes an everything.

Well, I expect its a good deal harder scratching up that way; they have to git money where they can; the farms is very poor as you go north, suggested Mrs. Trimble kindly. T aint none too rich a country where we be, but Ive always been grateful I want born up to Parsley.

The old horse plodded along, and the sun, coming out from the heavy spring clouds, sent a sudden shine of light along the muddy road. Sister Wright drew her large veil forward over the high brim of her bonnet. She was not used to driving, or to being much in the open air; but Mrs. Trimble was an active business woman, and looked after her own affairs herself, in all weathers. The late Mr. Trimble had left her a good farm, but not much ready money, and it was often said that she was better off in the end than if he had lived. She regretted his loss deeply, however; it was impossible for her to speak of him, even to intimate friends, without emotion, and nobody had ever hinted that this emotion was insincere. She was most warm-hearted and generous, and in her limited way played the part of Lady Bountiful in the town of Hampden.

Why, theres where the Bray girls lives, aint it? she exclaimed, as, beyond a thicket of witch-hazel and scrub-oak, they came in sight of a weather-beaten, solitary farmhouse. The barn was too far away for thrift or comfort, and they could see long lines of light between the shrunken boards as they came nearer. The fields looked both stony and sodden. Somehow, even Parsley itself could be hardly more forlorn.

Yesm, said Miss Wright, thats where they live now, poor things. I know the place, though I aint been up here for years. You dont suppose, Mis Trimble — I aint seen the girls out to meetin all winter. Ive relly been covetin — 

Why, yes, Rebecca, of course we could stop, answered Mrs. Trimble heartily. The exercises was over earlier n I expected, an youre goin to remain over night long o me, you know. There wont be no tea till we git there, so we cant be late. Im in the habit o sendin a basket to the Bray girls when any o our folks is comin this way, but I aint been to see em since they moved up here. Why, it must be a good deal over a year ago. I know t was in the late winter they had to make the move. T was cruel hard, I must say, an if I hadnt been down with my pleurisy fever Id have stirred round an done somethin about it. There was a good deal o sickness at the time, an — well, t was kind o rushed through, breakin of em up, an lots o folks blamed the selecmen; but whent was done, t was done, an nobody took holt to undo it. Ann an Mandy looked sames ever when they come to meetin, long in the summer, — kind o wishful, perhaps. Theyve always sent me word they was gittin on pretty comfortable.

That would be their way, said Rebecca Wright. They never was any hand to complain, though Mandys less cheerful than Ann. If Mandy d been spared such poor eyesight, an Ann hadnt got her lame wrist that want set right, theyd kep off the town fast enough. They both shed tears when they talked to me about havin to break up, when I went to see em before I went over to brother Asas. You see we was brought up neighbors, an we went to school together, the Brays an me. T was a special Providence brought us home this road, Ive been so covetin a chance to git to see em. My lameness hampers me.

Im glad we come this way, myself, said Mrs. Trimble.

Id like to see just how they fare, Miss Rebecca Wright continued. They give their consent to goin on the town because they knew theyd got to be dependent, an so they felt t would come easier for all than for a few to help em. They acted real dignified an right-minded, contrary to what most do in such cases, but they was dreadful anxious to see who would bid em off, town-meeting day; they did so hope t would be somebody right in the village. I just sat down an cried good when I found Abel Janess folks had got hold of em. They always had the name of bein slack an poor-spirited, an they did it just for what they got out o the town. The selectmen this last year aint what we have had. I hope theyve been considerate about the Bray girls.

I should have ben more considerate about fetchin of you over, apologized Mrs. Trimble. Ive got my horse, an you re lame-footed; t is too far for you to come. But time does slip away with busy folks, an I forgit a good deal I ought to remember.

Theres nobody more considerate than you be, protested Miss Rebecca Wright.

Mrs. Trimble made no answer, but took out her whip and gently touched the sorrel horse, who walked considerably faster, but did not think it worth while to trot. It was a long, round-about way to the house, farther down the road and up a lane.

I never had any opinion of the Bray girls father, leavin em as he did, said Mrs. Trimble.

He was much praised in his time, though there was always some said his early life hadnt been up to the mark, explained her companion. He was a great favorite of our then preacher, the Reverend Daniel Longbrother. They did a good deal for the parish, but they did it their own way. Deacon Bray was one that did his part in the repairs without urging. You know t was in his time the first repairs was made, when they got out the old soundin-board an them handsome square pews. It cost an awful sight o money, too. They hadnt done payin up that debt when they set to alter it again an git the walls frescoed. My grandmother was one that always spoke her mind right out, an she was dreadful opposed to breakin up the square pews where shed always set. They was countin up what t would cost in parish meetin, an she riz right up an said t wouldnt cost nothin to let em stay, an there want a house carpenter left in the parish that could do such nice work, an time would come when the great-grandchildren would give their eye-teeth to have the old meetin-house look just as it did then. But haul the inside to pieces they would and did.

There come to be a real fight over it, didnt there? agreed Mrs. Trimble soothingly. Well, t want good taste. I remember the old house well. I come here as a child to visit a cousin o mothers, an Mr. Trimbles folks was neighbors, an we was drawed to each other then, youngs we was. Mr. Trimble spoke of it manys the time, — that first time he ever see me, in a leghorn hat with a feather; t was one that mother had, an pressed over.

When I think of them old sermons that used to be preached in that old meetin-house of all, Im glad its altered over, sos not to remind folks, said Miss Rebecca Wright, after a suitable pause. Them old brimstone discourses, you know, Mis Trimble. Preachers is far more reasonable, nowadays. Why, I set an thought, last Sabbath, as I listened, that if old Mr. Longbrother an Deacon Bray could hear the difference they d crack the ground over em like pole beans, an come right up long side their headstones.

Mrs. Trimble laughed heartily, and shook the reins three or four times by way of emphasis. Theres no gitting round you, she said, much pleased. I should think Deacon Bray would want to rise, any way, if t was so he could, an knew how his poor girls was farin. A man ought to provide for his folks hes got to leave behind him, specially if theyre women. To be sure, they had their little home; but weve seen how, with all their industrious ways, they hadnt means to keep it. I spose he thought hed got time enough to lay by, when he give so generous in collections; but he didnt lay by, an there they be. He might have took lessons from the squirrels: even them little wild creators makes them their winter hoards, an men-folks ought to know enough if squirrels does. Be just before you are generous: thats what was always set for the Bs in the copy-books, when I was to school, and it often runs through my mind.

As for man, his days are as grass, — that was for A; the two go well together, added Miss Rebecca Wright soberly. My good gracious, aint this a starved-lookin place? It makes me ache to think them nice Bray girls has to brook it here.

The sorrel horse, though somewhat puzzled by an unexpected deviation from his homeward way, willingly came to a stand by the gnawed corner of the door-yard fence, which evidently served as hitching-place. Two or three ragged old hens were picking about the yard, and at last a face appeared at the kitchen window, tied up in a handkerchief, as if it were a case of toothache. By the time our friends reached the side door next this window, Mrs. Janes came disconsolately to open it for them, shutting it again as soon as possible, though the air felt more chilly inside the house.

Take seats, said Mrs. Janes briefly. Youll have to see me just as I be. I have been suffering these four days with the ague, and everything to do. Mr. Janes is to court, on the jury. T was inconvenient to spare him. I should be pleased to have you lay off your things.

Comfortable Mrs. Trimble looked about the cheerless kitchen, and could not think of anything to say; so she smiled blandly and shook her head in answer to the invitation. Well just set a few minutes with you, to pass the time o day, an then we must go in an have a word with the Miss Brays, bein old acquaintance. It aint been so we could git to call on em before. I dont knows youre acquainted with Miss Rbecca Wright. Shes been out of town a good deal.

I heard she was stopping over to Plainfields with her brothers folks, replied Mrs. Janes, rocking herself with irregular motion, as she sat close to the stove. Got back some time in the fall, I believe?

Yesm, said Miss Rebecca, with an undue sense of guilt and conviction. Weve been to the installation over to the East Parish, an thought wed stop in; we took this road home to see if t was any better. How is the Miss Brays gettin on?

Theyre wells common, answered Mrs. Janes grudgingly. I was put out with Mr. Janes for fetchin of em here, with all Ive got to do, an I own I was kind o surly to em long to the first of it. He gits the money from the town, an it helps him out; but he bid em off for five dollars a month, an we cant do much for em at no such price as that. I went an dealt with the selecmen, an made em promise to find their firewood an some other things extra. They was glad to get rid o the matter the fourth time I went, an would ha promised most anything. But Mr. Janes dont keep me half the time in oven-wood, hes off so much, an we was cramped o room, any way. I have to store things up garrit a good deal, an that keeps me trampin right through their room. I do the best for em I can, Mis Trimble, but t aint so easy for me as t is for you, with all your means to do with.

The poor woman looked pinched and miserable herself, though it was evident that she had no gift at house or home keeping. Mrs. Trimbles heart was wrung with pain, as she thought of the unwelcome inmates of such a place; but she held her peace bravely, while Miss Rebecca again gave some brief information in regard to the installation.

You go right up them back stairs, the hostess directed at last. Im glad some o you church folks has seen fit to come an visit em. There aint been nobody here this long spell, an theyve aged a sight since they come. They always send down a taste out of your baskets, Mis Trimble, an I relish it, I tell you. Ill shut the door after you, if you dont object. I feel every draught o cold air.

Ive always heard she was a great hand to make a poor mouth. Want she from somewheres up Parsley way? whispered Miss Rebecca, as they stumbled in the half-light.

Poor meechin body, wherever she come from, replied Mrs. Trimble, as she knocked at the door.

There was silence for a moment after this unusual sound; then one of the Bray sisters opened the door. The eager guests stared into a small, low room, brown with age, and gray, too, as if former dust and cobwebs could not be made wholly to disappear. The two elderly women who stood there looked like captives. Their withered faces wore a look of apprehension, and the room itself was more bare and plain than was fitting to their evident refinement of character and self-respect. There was an uncovered small table in the middle of the floor, with some crackers on a plate; and, for some reason or other, this added a great deal to the general desolation.

But Miss Ann Bray, the elder sister, who carried her right arm in a sling, with piteously drooping fingers, gazed at the visitors with radiant joy. She had not seen them arrive.

The one window gave only the view at the back of the house, across the fields, and their coming was indeed a surprise. The next minute she was laughing and crying together. Oh, sister! she said, if here aint our dear Mis Trimble! — an my heart o goodness, t is Becca Wright, too! What dear good creaturs you be! Ive felt all day as if something good was goin to happen, an was just sayin to myself t was most sundown now, but I wouldnt let on to Mandany Id give up hope quite yet. You see, the scissors stuck in the floor this very mornin an its always a reliable sign. There, Ive got to kiss ye both again!

I dont know where we can all set, lamented sister Mandana. There aint but the one chair an the bed; t other chairs too rickety; an weve been promised another these ten days; but first theyve forgot it, an next Mis Janes cant spare it, — one excuse an another. I am goin to git a stump o wood an nail a board on to it, when I can git outdoor again, said Mandana, in a plaintive voice. There, I aint goin to complain o nothin, now youve come, she added; and the guests sat down, Mrs. Trimble, as was proper, in the one chair.

Weve sat on the bed manys the time with you, Beeca, an talked over our girl nonsense, aint we? You know where t was — in the little back bedroom we had when we was girls, an used to peek out at our beaux through the strings o mornin-glories, laughed Ann Bray delightedly, her thin face shining more and more with joy. I brought some o them mornin-glory seeds along when we come away, wed raised em so many years; an we got em started all right, but the hens found em out. I declare I chased them poor hens, foolish as t was; but the mornin-glories Id counted on a sight to remind me o home. You see, our debts was so large, after my long sickness an all, that we didnt feel t was right to keep back anything we could help from the auction.

It was impossible for any one to speak for a moment or two; the sisters felt their own uprooted condition afresh, and their guests for the first time really comprehended the piteous contrast between that neat little village house, which now seemed a palace of comfort, and this cold, unpainted upper room in the remote Janes farmhouse. It was an unwelcome thought to Mrs. Trimble that the well-to-do town of Hampden could provide no better for its poor than this, and her round face flushed with resentment and the shame of personal responsibility. The girls shall be well settled in the village before another winter, if I pay their board myself, she made an inward resolution, and took another almost tearful look at the broken stove, the miserable bed, and the sisters one hair-covered trunk, on which Mandana was sitting. But the poor place was filled with a golden spirit of hospitality.

Rebecca was again discoursing eloquently of the installation; it was so much easier to speak of general subjects, and the sisters had evidently been longing to hear some news. Since the late summer they had not been to church, and presently Mrs. Trimble asked the reason.

Now, dont you go to pouring out our woes, Mandy! begged little old Ann, looking shy and almost girlish, and as if she insisted upon playing that life was still all before them and all pleasure. Dont you go to spoilin their visit with our complaints! They know wells we do that changes must come, an wed been so wonted to our home things that this come hard at first; but then they felt for us, I know just as wells can be. T will soon be summer again, an t is real pleasant right out in the fields here, when there aint too hot a spell. Ive got to know a sight o singin birds since we come.

Give me the folks Ive always known, sighed the younger sister, who looked older than Miss Ann, and less even-tempered. You may have your birds, if you want em. I do relly long to go to meetin an see folks go by up the aisle. Now, I will speak of it, Ann, whatever you say. We need, each of us, a pair o good stout shoes an rubbers, — ours are all wore out; an weve asked an asked, an they never think to bring em, an — 

Poor old Mandana, on the trunk, covered her face with her arms and sobbed aloud. The elder sister stood over her, and patted her on the thin shoulder like a child, and tried to comfort her. It crossed Mrs. Trimbles mind that it was not the first time one had wept and the other had comforted. The sad scene must have been repeated many times in that long, drear winter. She would see them forever after in her mind as fixed as a picture, and her own tears fell fast.

You didnt see Mis Janess cunning little boy, the next one to the baby, did you? asked Ann Bray, turning round quickly at last, and going cheerfully on with the conversation. Now, hush, Mandy, dear; theyll think youre childish! Hes a dear, friendly little creatur, an likes to stay with us a good deal, though we feels if it t was too cold for him, now we are waitin to get us more wood.

When I think of the acres o woodland in this town! groaned Rebecca Wright. I believe Im goin to preach next Sunday, stead o the minister, an Ill make the sparks fly. Ive always heard the saying, Whats everybodys business is nobodys business, an Ive come to believe it.

Now, dont you, Becca. Youve happened on a kind of a poor time with us, but weve got more belongings than you see here, an a good large cluset, where we can store those things there aint room to have about. You an Miss Trimble have happened on a kind of poor day, you know. Soons I git me some stout shoes an rubbers, as Mandy says, I can fetch home plenty o little dry boughs o pine; you remember I was always a great hand to roam in the woods? If we could only have a front room, so t we could look out on the road an see passin, an was shod for meetin, I don knows we should complain. Now were just goin to give you what weve got, an make out with a good welcome. We make more tea n we want in the mornin, an then let the fire go down, since t has been so mild. Weve got a good cluset (disappearing as she spoke), an I know this to be good tea, cause its some o yourn, Mis Trimble. An heres our sprigged chiny cups that Rbecca knows by sight, if Mis Trimble dont. We kep out four of em, an put the even half dozen with the rest of the auction stuff. Ive often wondered who d got em, but I never asked, for fear t would be somebody that would distress us. They was mothers, you know.

The four cups were poured, and the little table pushed to the bed, where Rebecca Wright still sat, and Mandana, wiping her eyes, came and joined her. Mrs. Trimble sat in her chair at the end, and Ann trotted about the room in pleased content for a while, and in and out of the closet, as if she still had much to do; then she came and stood opposite Mrs. Trimble. She was very short and small, and there was no painful sense of her being obliged to stand. The four cups were not quite full of cold tea, but there was a clean old tablecloth folded double, and a plate with three pairs of crackers neatly piled, and a small — it must be owned, a very small — piece of hard white cheese. Then, for a treat, in a glass dish, there was a little preserved peach, the last — Miss Rebecca knew it instinctively — of the household stores brought from their old home. It was very sugary, this bit of peach; and as she helped her guests and sister Mandy, Miss Ann Bray said, half unconsciously, as she often had said with less reason in the old days, Our preserves aint so good as usual this year; this is beginning to candy. Both the guests protested, while Rebecca added that the taste of it carried her back, and made her feel young again. The Brays had always managed to keep one or two peach-trees alive in their corner of a garden. Ive been keeping this preserve for a treat, said her friend. Im glad to have you eat some, Becca. Last summer I often wished you was home an could come an see us, stead o being away off to Plainfields.

The crackers did not taste too dry. Miss Ann took the last of the peach on her own cracker; there could not have been quite a small spoonful, after the others were helped, but she asked them first if they would not have some more. Then there was a silence, and in the silence a wave of tender feeling rose high in the hearts of the four elderly women. At this moment the setting sun flooded the poor plain room with light; the unpainted wood was all of a golden-brown, and Ann Bray, with her gray hair and aged face, stood at the head of the table in a kind of aureole. Mrs. Trimbles face was all aquiver as she looked at her; she thought of the text about two or three being gathered together, and was half afraid.

I believe we ought to ve asked Mis Janes if she wouldnt come up, said Ann. Shes real good feelin, but shes had it very hard, an gits discouraged. I cant find that shes ever had anything real pleasant to look back to, as we have. There, next time well make a good heartenin time for her too.







The sorrel horse had taken a long nap by the gnawed fence-rail, and the cool air after sundown made him impatient to be gone. The two friends jolted homeward in the gathering darkness, through the stiffening mud, and neither Mrs. Trimble nor Rebecca Wright said a word until they were out of sight as well as out of sound of the Janes house. Time must elapse before they could reach a more familiar part of the road and resume conversation on its natural level.

I consider myself to blame, insisted Mrs. Trimble at last. I havent no words of accusation for nobody else, an I aint one to take comfort in calling names to the board o selecmen. I make no reproaches, an I take it all on my own shoulders; but Im goin to stir about me, I tell you! I shall begin early to-morrow. Theyre goin back to their own house, — its been stand-in empty all winter, — an the towns goin to give em the rent an what firewood they need; it wont come to more than the boards payin out now. An you an me ll take this same horse an wagon, an ride an go afoot by turns, an git means enough together to buy back their furniture an whatever was sold at that plaguey auction; an then well put it all back, an tell em theyve got to move to a new place, an just carry em right back again where they come from. An dont you never tell, Rbecca, but here I be a widow woman, layin up what I make from my farm for nobody knows who, an Im goin to do for them Bray girls all Im a mind to. I should be scat to wake up in heaven, an hear anybody there ask how the Bray girls was. Dont talk to me about the town o Hampden, an dont ever let me hear the name o town poor! Im ashamed to go home an see whats set out for supper. I wish Id brought em right along.

I was goin to ask if we couldnt git the new doctor to go up an do somethin for poor Anns arm, said Miss Rebecca. They say hes very smart. If she could get sos to braid straw or hook rugs again, shed soon be earnin a little somethin. An may be he could do somethin for Mandys eyes. They did use to live so neat an ladylike. Somehow I couldnt speak to tell em there that t was I bought them six best cups an saucers, time of the auction; they went very low, as everything else did, an I thought I could save it some other way. They shall have em back an welcome. Youre real whole-hearted, Mis Trimble. I expect Ann ll be sayin that her fathers childn want goin to be left desolate, an that all the bread he cast on the waters comin back through you.

I dont care what she says, dear creatur! exclaimed Mrs. Trimble. Im full o regrets I took time for that installation, an set there seepin in a lot o talk this whole day long, except for its kind of bringin us to the Bray girls. I wish to my heart t was to-morrow mornin aready, an I a-startin for the selecmen.


THE QUEST OF MR. TEABY.
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THE TREES WERE bare on meadow and hill, and all about the country one saw the warm brown of lately fallen leaves. There was still a cheerful bravery of green in sheltered places, — a fine, live green that flattered the eye with its look of permanence; the first three quarters of the year seemed to have worked out their slow processes to make this perfect late-autumn day. In such weather I found even the East Wilby railroad station attractive, and waiting three hours for a slow train became a pleasure; the delight of idleness and even booklessness cannot be properly described.

The interior of the station was bleak and gravelly, but it would have been possible to find fault with any interior on such an out-of-doors day; and after the station-master had locked his ticket-office door and tried the handle twice, with a comprehensive look at me, he went slowly away up the road to spend some leisure time with his family. He had ceased to take any interest in the traveling public, and answered my questions as briefly as possible. After he had gone some distance he turned to look back, but finding that I still sat on the baggage truck in the sunshine, just where he left me, he smothered his natural apprehensions, and went on.

One might spend a good half hour in watching crows as they go southward resolutely through the clear sky, and then waver and come straggling back as if they had forgotten something; one might think over all ones immediate affairs, and learn to know the outward aspect of such a place as East Wilby as if born and brought up there. But after a while I lost interest in both past and future; there was too much landscape before me at the moment, and a lack of figures. The weather was not to be enjoyed merely as an end, yet there was no temptation to explore the up-hill road on the left, or the level fields on the right; I sat still on my baggage truck and waited for something to happen. Sometimes one is so happy that there is nothing left to wish for but to be happier, and just as the remembrance of this truth illuminated my mind, I saw two persons approaching from opposite directions. The first to arrive was a pleasant-looking elderly countrywoman, well wrapped in a worn winter cloak with a thick plaid shawl over it, and a white worsted cloud tied over her bonnet. She carried a well-preserved bandbox, — the outlines were perfect under its checked gingham cover, — and had a large bundle beside, securely rolled in a newspaper. From her dress I felt sure that she had made a mistake in dates, and expected winter to set in at once. Her face was crimson with undue warmth, and what appeared in the end to have been unnecessary haste. She did not take any notice of the elderly man who reached the platform a minute later, until they were near enough to take each other by the hand and exchange most cordial greetings.

Well, this is a treat! said the man, who was a small and shivery-looking person. He carried a great umbrella and a thin, enameled-cloth valise, and wore an ancient little silk hat and a nearly new greenish linen duster, as if it were yet summer. I was full o thinkin o you day before yisterday; strange, want it? he announced impressively, in a plaintive voice. I was sayin to myself, if there was one livin bein I coveted to encounter over East Wilby way, t was you, Sister Pinkham.

Warm to-day, aint it? responded Sister Pinkham. Hows your health, Mr. Teaby? I guess Id better set right down here on the aidge of the platform; shant we git more air than if we went inside the depot? Its necessary to git my breath before I rise the hill.

You cant seem to account for them foresights, continued Mr. Teaby, putting down his tall, thin valise and letting the empty top of it fold over. Then he stood his umbrella against the end of my baggage truck, without a glance at me. I was glad that they were not finding me in their way. Well, if this aint very singlar, I never saw nothin that was, repeated the little man. Nobody can set forth to explain why the thought of you should have been so borne in upon me day before yisterday, your livin countenance an all, an here we be today settin side o one another. Ive come to rely on them foresights; theyve been of considerble use in my business, too.

Trade good as common this fall? inquired Sister Pinkham languidly. You dont carry such a thing as a good palm-leaf fan amonst your stuff, I expect? It does appear to me as if I hadnt been more het up any day this year.

I should ha had the observation to offer it before, said Mr. Teaby, with pride. Yes, Sister Pinkham, Ive got an excellent fan right here, an you shall have it.

He reached for his bag; I heard a clink, as if there were bottles within. Presently his companion began to fan herself with that steady sway and lop of the palm-leaf which one sees only in country churches in midsummer weather. Mr. Teaby edged away a little, as if he feared such a steady trade-wind.

We might ha picked out a shadier spot, on your account, he suggested. Cant you unpin your shawl?

Not while Im so het, answered Sister Pinkham coldly. Is there anything new recommended for rheumatic complaints?

Theyre gittin up new compounds right straight along, and sends sights o printed bills urgin of me to buy em. I dont beseech none o my customers to take them strange nostrums that I aint able to recommend.

Some is new cotches made o the good old stand-bys, I expect, said Sister Pink-ham, and there was a comfortable silence of some minutes.

Im kind of surprised to meet with you to-day, when alls said an done; it kind of started me when I see t was you, after dwellin on you so day before yisterday, insisted Mr. Teaby; and this time Sister Pinkham took heed of the interesting coincidence.

Thinkin o me, was you? and she stopped the fan a moment, and turned to look at him with interest.

I was so. Well, I never see nobody that kep her looks as you do, and ben a sufferer too, as one may express it.

Sister Pinkham sighed heavily, and began to ply the fan again. You was sayin just now that you found them foresight notions work into your business.

Yesm; I saved a valuble life this last spring. I was puttin up my vials to start out over Briggsville way, an t was impressed upon me that Id better carry a portion o opodildack. I was loaded up heavy, had all I could lug of spring goods; salts an seny, and them big-bottle spring bitters o mine that folks counts on regular. I couldnt git the opodildack out o my mind noway, and I didnt want it for nothin nor nobody, but I had to remove a needed vial o some kind of essence to give it place. When I was goin down the lane twards Abel Deans house, his women folks come flyin out. Childs a-dyin in here, says they; tumbled down the sullar stairs. They was like crazy creaturs; I give em the vial right there in the lane, an they run in an I followed em. Last time I was there the child was a-playin out; looked rugged and hearty. Theyve never forgot it an never will, said Mr. Teaby impressively, with a pensive look toward the horizon. Want me to stop over night with em any time, or come an take the hoss, or anything. Mis Dean, she buys four times the essences an stuff she wants; kind o gratified, you see, an didnt want to lose the child, I expect, though shes got a number o others. If it hadnt ben for its bein so impressed on my mind, I should have omitted that opodildack. I deem it a winter remedy, chiefly.

Perhaps the young one would ha come to without none; they do survive right through everything, an then again they seem to be taken away right in their tracks. Sister Pinkham grew more talkative as she cooled. Heard any news as you come along?

Some, vaguely responded Mr. Teaby. Folks ginerally relates anythin thats occurred since they see me before. I aint no great hand for news, an never was.

Pity bout you, Uncle Teaby! There, anybody dont like to have deaths occur an them things, and be unawares of em, an the last to know when folks calls in. Sister Pinkham laughed at first, but said her say with spirit.

Certain, certain, we ought all of us to show an interest. I did hear it reported that Elder Fry calculates to give up preachin an go into the creamery business another spring. You know hes had means left him, and his throats kind o give out; trouble with the pipes. I called it brown caters, an explained nigh as I could without hurtin of his pride that hed bawled more n any pipes could stand. I git so wore out settin under him that I feel to go an lay right out in the woods arterwards, where its still. T wont never do for him to deal so with callin of his cows; theyd be so aggravated t would be more n any butter business could bear.

You hadnt ought to speak so light now; hes a very feelin man towards any one in trouble, Sister Pinkham rebuked the speaker. I set considerble by Elder Fry. You sort o divert yourself dallying round the country with your essences and remedies, an you aint never sagged down with no settled grievance, as most do. Think o what the Elders ben through, a-losin o three good wives. Im one o them that aint found life come none too easy, an Elder Frys preachin stayed my mind considerble.

I spose youre right, if you think you be, acknowledged the little man humbly. I cant say as I esteem myself so fortunate as most. I in a lonesome creatur, an always was; you know I be. I did expect somebody d engage my affections before this.

There, plenty d be glad to have ye.

I expect they would, but I dont seem to be drawed to none on em, replied Mr. Teaby, with a mournful shake of his head. Ive spoke pretty decided to quite a number in my time, take em all together, but it always appeared best not to follow it up; an so when Id come their way again Id laugh it off or somethin, in case t was referred to. I see one now an then that I kind o fancy, but t aint the real thing.

You mustnt expect to pick out a handsome gal, at your age, insisted Sister Pinkham, in a business-like way. Times past for all that, an youve got the name of a rover. Ive heard some say that you was rich, but that aint every thin. You must take who you can git, and look you up a good home; I would. If you was to be taken down with any settled complaint, youd be distressed to be without a place o your own, an Im glad to have this chance to tell ye so. Plenty o folks is glad to take you in for a short spell, an youve had an excellent chance to look the ground over well. I tell you youre beginnin to git along in years.

I know I be, said Mr. Teaby. I cant travel now as I used to. I have to favor my left leg. I do know but I be spoilt for settlin down. This business I never meant to follow stiddy, in the fust place; t was a means to an end, as one may say.

Folks would miss ye, but you could take a good long trip, say spring an fall, an live quiet the rest of the year. What if they do git out o essence o lemon an pepmint! Theres sufficient to the stores; t aint as t used to be when you begun.

Theres Ann Maria Hart, my oldest sisters daughter. I kind of call it home with her by spells and when the travelin s bad.

Good King Agrippy! if thats the best you can do, I feel for you, exclaimed the energetic adviser. Shes a harmless creatur and seems to keep ploddin, but slack aint no description, an runs on talkin about nothin till it strikes right in an numbs ye. Shes pressed for house room, too. Hart ought to put on an addition long ago, but hes too stingy to live. Folks was tellin me that somebody observed to him how hed got a real good, stiddy man to work with him this summer. Hes called a very pious man, too, great hand in meetins, Mr. Hart, says they; an says he, Id have you reclect hes a-prayin out o my time! Said it hasty, too, as if he meant it.

Well, I can put up with Hart; hes near, but he uses me well, an I try to do the same by him. I dont bange on em; I pay my way, an I feel as if everything was temprary. I did plan to go way over North Dexter way, where Ive never ben, an see if there want somebody, but the weather aint ben settled as I could wish. Im always expectin to find her, I be so, — at which I observed Sister Pinkhams frame shake.

I felt a slight reproach of conscience at listening so intently to these entirely private affairs, and at this point reluctantly left my place and walked along the platform, to remind Sister Pinkham and confiding Mr. Teaby of my neighborhood. They gave no sign that there was any objection to the presence of a stranger, and so I came back gladly to the baggage truck, and we all kept silence for a little while. A fine flavor of extracts was wafted from the valise to where I sat. I pictured to myself the solitary and hopeful wanderings of Mr. Teaby. There was an air about him of some distinction; he might have been a decayed member of the medical profession. I observed that his hands were unhardened by any sort of rural work, and he sat there a meek and appealing figure, with his antique hat and linen duster, beside the well-wadded round shoulders of friendly Sister Pinkham. The expression of their backs was most interesting.

You might express it that Ive got quite a number o good homes; Ive got me sorted out a few regular places where I mostly stop, Mr. Teaby explained presently. I like to visit with the old folks an speak o the past together; an the boys an gals, they always have some kind o fun goin on when I git along. They always have to git me out to the barn an tell me, if theyre a-courtin, and I fetch an carry for em in that case, an help out all I can. Ive made peace when they got into some o their misunderstanding, an them times they set a good deal by Uncle Teaby; but they aint all got along as well as they expected, and thats ben one thing thats made me desirous not to git fooled myself. But I do know as folks would be reconciled to my settlin down in one place. Ive gathered a good many extry receipts for things, an folks all calls me somethin of a doctor; you know my grandther was one, on my mothers side.

Well, youve had my counsel for what t is wuth, said the woman, not unkindly. Trouble is, you want better bread thans made o wheat.

Im most ashamed to ask ye again if t would be any use to lay the matter before Hannah Jane Pinkham? This was spoken lower, but I could hear the gentle suggestion.

Im obleeged to you said the lady of Mr. Teabys choice, but I aint the right one. Dont you go to settin your mind on me: t aint wuth while. Im older than you be, an apt to break down with my rheumatic complaints. You dont want nobody on your hands. Id git a younger woman, I would so.

Ive ben a-lookin for the right one a sight o years, Hannah Jane. Ive had a kind o notion I should know her right off when I fust see her, but Im afeared it aint goin to be that way. Ive seen a sight o nice, smart women, but when the thought o you was so impressed on my mind day before yisterday — 

Im sorry to disobleege you, but if I have anybody, Im kind o half promised to Elder Fry, announced Sister Pinkham bravely. I consider it more on the off side than I did at first. If hed continued preachin Id favor it more, but I dread havin to tend to a growin butter business an to sense them new machines. T aint as if hed stablished it. Ive just begun to have things easy; but there, I feel as if I had a lot o work left in me, an I dont knows t is right to let it go to waste. I expect the Elder would preach some, by spells, an we could ride about an see folks; an hed always be called to funerals, an have some variety one way an another. I urge him not to quit preachin.

Id rather he ondertook most anythin else, said Mr. Teaby, rising and trying to find the buttons of his linen duster.

I could see a bitter shade of jealousy cloud his amiable face; but Sister Pinkham looked up at him and laughed. Set down, set down, she said. We aint in no great hurry; and Uncle Teaby relented, and lingered. Im all out o rose-water for the eyes, she told him, an if youve got a vial o lemon left that youll part with reasonable, I do know but Ill take that. Id rather have caught you when you was outward bound; your bag looks kind o slim.

Everythin s fresh-made just before I started, cept the ginger, an that I buy, but its called the best there is.

The two sat down and drove a succession of sharp bargains, but finally parted the best of friends. Mr. Teaby kindly recognized my presence from a business point of view, and offered me a choice of his wares at reasonable prices. I asked about a delightful jumping-jack which made its appearance, and wished very much to become the owner, for it was curiously whittled out and fitted together by Mr. Teabys own hands. He exhibited the toy to Sister Pinkham and me, to our great pleasure, but scorned to sell such a trifle, it being worth nothing; and beside, he had made it for a little girl who lived two miles farther along the road he was following. I could see that she was a favorite of the old mans, and said no more about the matter, but provided myself, as recommended, with an ample package of court-plaster, in case of accident before I got to where I was going, and a small bottle of smelling-salts, described as reviving to the faculties.

Then we watched Mr. Teaby plod away, a quaint figure, with his large valise nearly touching the ground as it hung slack from his right hand. The greenish-brown duster looked bleak and unseasonable as a cloud went over the sun; it appeared to symbolize the youthful and spring-like hopes of the wearer, decking the autumn days of life.

Poor creatur! said Sister Pinkham. There, he doos need somebody to look after him.

She turned to me frankly, and I asked how far he was going.

Oh, hell put up at that little gals house an git his dinner, and give her the jumpin-jack an trade a little; an then hell work along the road, callin from place to place. Hes got a good deal o system, an was a smart boy, so that folks expected he was goin to make a doctor, but he kind o petered out. Hes long-winded an harpin, an some folks prays him by if they can; but there, most likes him, an theres nobody would be more missed. He dont make no trouble for em; hell take right holt an help, and there aint nobody more gentle with the sick. Always has some o his nonsense over to me.

This was added with sudden consciousness that I must have heard the recent conversation, but we only smiled at each other, and good Sister Pinkham did not seem displeased. We both turned to look again at the small figure of Mr. Teaby, as he went away, with his queer, tripping gait, along the level road.

Pretty day, if t want quite so warm, said Sister Pinkham, as she rose and reached for her bandbox and bundle, to resume her own journey. There, if here aint Uncle Teabys umbrilla! He forgits everything that belongs to him but that old valise. Folks wouldnt know him if he left that. You may as well just hand it to Asa Briggs, the depot-master, when he gits back. Likes not the old gentleman ll think to call for it as he comes back along. Heres his fan, too, but he wont be likely to want that this winter.

She looked at the large umbrella; there was a great deal of good material in it, but it was considerably out of repair.

I dont know but Ill stop an mend it up for him, poor old creatur, she said slowly, with an apologetic look at me. Then she sat down again, pulled a large rolled-up needlebook from her deep and accessible pocket, and sewed busily for some time with strong stitches.

I sat by and watched her, and was glad to be of use in chasing her large spool of linen thread, which repeatedly rolled away along the platform. Sister Pinkhams affectionate thoughts were evidently following her old friend.

Ive a great mind to walk back with the umbrilla; he may need it, an t aint a great ways, she said to me, and then looked up quickly, blushing like a girl. I wished she would, for my part, but it did not seem best for a stranger to give advice in such serious business. Ill tell you what I will do, she told me innocently, a moment afterwards. Ill take the umbrilla along with me, and leave word with Asa Briggs Ive got it. I go right by his house, so you neednt charge your mind nothin about it.

By the time she had taken off her gold-bowed spectacles and put them carefully away and was ready to make another start, she had learned where I came from and where I was going and what my name was, all this being but poor return for what I had gleaned of the history of herself and Mr. Teaby. I watched Sister Pinkham until she disappeared, umbrella in hand, over the crest of a hill far along the road to the eastward.


THE LUCK OF THE BOGANS.

I.
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THE OLD BEGGAR women of Bantry streets had seldom showered their blessings upon a departing group of emigrants with such hearty good will as they did upon Mike Bogan and his little household one May morning.

Peggy Muldoon, she of the game leg and green-patched eye and limber tongue, steadied herself well back against the battered wall at the street corner and gave her whole energy to a torrent of speech unusual to even her noble powers. She would not let Mike Bogan go to America unsaluted and unblessed; she meant to do full honor to this second cousin, once removed, on the mothers side.

Yirra, Mike Bogan, is it yerself thin, goyn away beyant the says? she began with true dramatic fervor. Let poor owld Peg take her last look on your laughing face me darlin. Shell be under the ground this time next year, God give her grace, and you far away lavin to strange spades the worruk of hapin the sods of her grave. Give me one last look at me darlin lad wid his swate Biddy an the shild. Oh that I live to see this day!

Pegs companions, old Marget Dunn and Biddy OHern and no-legged Tom Whinn, the fragment of a once active sailor who propelled himself by a low truckle cart and two short sticks; these interesting members of society heard the shrill note of their leaders eloquence and suddenly appeared like beetles out of unsuspected crevices near by. The side car, upon which Mike Bogan and his wife and child were riding from their little farm outside the town to the place of departure, was stopped at the side of the narrow street. A lank yellow-haired lad, with eyes red from weeping sat swinging his long legs from the car side, another car followed, heavily laden with Mikes sisters family, and a mourning yet envious group of acquaintances footed it in the rear. It was an excited, picturesque little procession; the town was quickly aware of its presence, and windows went up from house to house, and heads came out of the second and third stories and even in the top attics all along the street. The air was thick with blessings, the quiet of Bantry was permanently broken.

Lard bliss us and save us! cried Peggy, her shrill voice piercing the chatter and triumphantly lifting itself in audible relief above the din,— Lard bliss us an save us for the flower o Bantry is lavin us this day. Break my heart wid yer goyn will ye Micky Bogan and make it black night to the one eye thats left in me gray head this fine mornin o spring. I that hushed the mother of you and the father of you babies in me arms, and that was a wake old woman followin and crapin to see yerself christened. Oh may the saints be good to you Micky Bogan and Biddy Flaherty the wife, and forgive you the sin an shame of turning yer proud backs on ould Ireland. Aint there pigs and praties enough for ye in poor Bantry town that her crabbedest childer must lave her. Oh wisha wisha, Ill see your face no more, may the luck o the Bogans follow you, that failed none o the Bogans yet. May the sun shine upon you and grow two heads of cabbage in the same sprout, may the little by live long and get him a good wife, and if she aint good to him may she die from him. May every hair on both your heads turn into a blessed candle to light your ways to heaven, but not yit me darlins — not yit!

The jaunting car had been surrounded by this time and Mike and his wife were shaking hands and trying to respond impartially to the friendly farewells and blessings of their friends. There never had been such a leave-taking in Bantry. Peggy Muldoon felt that her eloquence was in danger of being ignored and made a final shrill appeal. Wholl bury me now? she screamed with a long wail which silenced the whole group; wholl lay me in the grave, Micky bein gone from me that always gave me the kind word and the pinny or trippence ivery market day, and the wife of him Biddy Flaherty the rose of Glengariff; manys the fine meal shes put before old Peggy Muldoon that is old and blind.

Awh, give the ould sowl a pinny now, said a sympathetic voice, t will bring you luck, more power to you. And Mike Bogan, the tears streaming down his honest cheeks, plunged deep into his pocket and threw the old beggar a broad five-shilling piece. It was a monstrous fortune to Peggy. Her one eye glared with joy, the jaunting car moved away while she fell flat on the ground in apparent excess of emotion. The farewells were louder for a minute — then they were stopped; the excitable neighborhood returned to its business or idleness and the street was still. Peggy rose rubbing an elbow, and said with the air of a queen to her retinue, Coom away now poor crathurs, so well drink long life to him. And Marget Dunn and Biddy OHern and no-legged Tom Whinn with his truckle cart disappeared into an alley.

Whats all this whillalu? asked a sober-looking, clerical gentleman who came riding by.

T is the Bogans going to Ameriky, yer reverence, responded Jim Kalehan, the shoemaker, from his low window. The folks gived them their wake whilst they were here to enjoy it and them was the keeners that was goin hippety with lame legs and fine joy down the convanient alley for beer, God bless the poor souls!

Mike Bogan and Biddy his wife looked behind them again and again. Mike blessed himself fervently as he caught a last glimpse of the old church on the hill where he was christened and married, where his father and his grandfather had been christened and married and buried. He remembered the day when he had first seen his wife, who was there from Glengariff to stay with her old aunt, and coming to early mass, had looked to him like a strange sweet flower abloom on the gray stone pavement where she knelt. The old church had long stood on the steep height at the head of Bantry street and watched and waited for her children. He would never again come in from his little farm in the early morning — he never again would be one of the Bantry men. The golden stories of life in America turned to paltry tinsel, and a love and pride of the old country, never forgotten by her sons and daughters, burned with fierce flame on the inmost altar of his heart. It had all been very easy to dream fine dreams of wealth and landownership, but in that moment the least of the pink daisies that were just opening on the roadside was dearer to the simple-hearted emigrant than all the world beside.

Lave me down for a bit of sod, he commanded the wondering young driver, who would have liked above all things to sail for the new world. The square of turf from the hedge foot, sparkling with dew and green with shamrock and gay with tiny flowers, was carefully wrapped in Mikes best Sunday handkerchief as they went their way. Biddy had covered her head with her shawl — it was she who had made the plan of going to America, it was she who was eager to join some successful members of her family who had always complained at home of their unjust rent and the difficulties of the crops. Everybody said that the times were going to be harder than ever that summer, and she was quick to catch at the inflammable speeches of some lawless townsfolk who were never satisfied with anything. As for Mike, the times always seemed alike, he did not grudge hard work and he never found fault with the good Irish weather. His nature was not resentful, he only laughed when Biddy assured him that the gorse would soon grow in the thatch of his head as it did on their cabin chimney. It was only when she said that, in America they could make a gentleman of baby Dan, that the fathers blue eyes glistened and a look of determination came into his face.

God grant well come back to it some day, said Mike softly. I didnt know, faix indeed, how sorry Id be for lavin the owld place. Awh Biddy girl t is many the weary day well think of the home weve left, and Biddy removed the shawl one instant from her face only to cover it again and burst into a new shower of tears. The next day but one they were sailing away out of Queenstown harbor to the high seas. Old Ireland was blurring its green and purple coasts moment by moment; Kinsale lay low, and they had lost sight of the white cabins on the hillsides and the pastures golden with furze. Hours before the old women on the wharves had turned away from them shaking their great cap borders. Hours before their own feet had trodden the soil of Ireland for the last time. Mike Bogan and Biddy had left home, they were well on their way to America. Luckily nobody had been with them at last to say good-by — they had taken a more or less active part in the piteous general leave-taking at Queenstown, but those were not the faces of their own mothers or brothers to which they looked back as the ship slid away through the green water.

Well, sure, were gone now, said Mike setting his face westward and tramping the steerage deck. I like the say too, I belave, me own grandfather was a sailor, an t is a fine life for a man. Heres little Dan goin to Ameriky and niver mistrustin. Well be sindin the gossoon back again, rich and fine, to the owld place by and by, tis thrue for us, Biddy.

But Biddy, like many another woman, had set great changes in motion and then longed to escape from their consequences. She was much discomposed by the ships unsteadiness. She accused patient Mike of having dragged her away from home and friends. She grew very white in the face, and was helped to her hard steerage berth where she had plenty of time for reflection upon the vicissitudes of seafaring. As for Mike, he grew more and more enthusiastic day by day over their prospects as he sat in the shelter of the bulkhead and tended little Dan and talked with his companions as they sailed westward.

Who of us have made enough kindly allowance for the homesick quick-witted ambitious Irish men and women, who have landed every year with such high hopes on our shores. There are some of a worse sort, of whom their native country might think itself well rid — but what thrifty New England housekeeper who takes into her home one of the pleasant-faced little captive maids, from Southern Ireland, has half understood the change of surroundings. That was a life in the open air under falling showers and warm sunshine, a life of wit and humor, of lavishness and lack of provision for more than the passing day — of constant companionship with ones neighbors, and a cheerful serenity and lack of nervous anticipation born of the vicinity of the Gulf Stream. The climate makes the characteristics of Cork and Kerry; the fierce energy of the Celtic race in America is forced and stimulated by our own keen air. The beauty of Ireland is little hinted at by an average orderly New England town — many a young girl and many a blundering sturdy fellow is heartsick with the homesickness and restraint of his first year in this golden country of hard work. To so many of them a house has been but a shelter for the night — a sleeping-place: if you remember that, you do not wonder at fumbling fingers or impatience with our houses full of trinkets. Our needless tangle of furnishing bewilders those who still think the flowers that grow of themselves in the Irish thatch more beautiful than anything under the cover of our prosaic shingled roofs.

Faix, a fellow on deck was telling me a nate story the day, said Mike to Biddy Bogan, by way of kindly amusement. Says he to me, Mike, says he, did ye ever hear of wan Pathrick OBrien that heard some blaguard tell how in Ameriky you picked up money in the streets? No, says I. He wint ashore in a place, says he, and he walked along and he come to a sign on a wall. Silver Street was on it. I ont stap here, says he, it aint wort my while at all, at all. Ill go on to Gold Street, says he, but he walked ever since and he aint got there yet.

Biddy opened her eyes and laughed feebly. Mike looked so bronzed and ruddy and above all so happy, that she took heart. Were sound and young, thanks be to God, and well earn an honest living, said Mike, proudly. T is the childher Im thinkin of all the time, an how theyll get a chance the best of us niver had at home. God bless old Bantry forever in spite of it. An theres a smart rid-headed man that has every bother to me why ont I go with him and keep a tidy bar. Hes been in the same business this four year gone since he come out, and twenty pince in his pocket when he landed, and this year he took a month off and went over to see the ould folks and build em a dacint house intirely, and hire a man to farm wid em now the old ones is old. He says will I put in my money wid him, an hell give me a great start I wouldnt have in three years else.

Did you have the fools head on you then and let out to him what manes you had? whispered Biddy, fiercely and lifting herself to look at him.

I did then; t was no harm, answered the unsuspecting Mike.

T was a black-hearted rascal won the truth from you! and Biddy roused her waning forces and that very afternoon appeared on deck. The red-headed man knew that he had lost the day when he caught her first scornful glance.

God pity the old folks of him an their house, muttered the sharp-witted wife to Mike, as she looked at the low-lived scheming fellow whom she suspected of treachery.

He said thim was old clothes he was wearin on the sea, apologized Mike for his friend, looking down somewhat consciously at his own comfortable corduroys. He and Biddy had been well to do on their little farm, and on good terms with their landlord the old squire. Poor old gentleman, it had been a sorrow to him to let the young people go. He was a generous, kindly old man, but he suffered from the evil repute of some shortsighted neighbors. If I gave up all I had in the world and went to the almshouse myself, they would still damn me for a landlord, he said, desperately one day. But I never thought Mike Bogan would throw up his good chances. I suppose some worthless fellow called him stick-in-the-mud and off he must go.

There was some unhappiness at first for the young people in America. They went about the streets of their chosen town for a day or two, heavy-hearted with disappointment. Their old neighbors were not housed in palaces after all, as the letters home had suggested, and after a few evenings of visiting and giving of messages, and a few days of aimless straying about, Mike and Biddy hired two rooms at a large rent up three flights of stairs, and went to housekeeping. Litte Dan rolled down one flight the first day; no more tumbling on the green turf among the daisies for him, poor baby boy. His father got work at the forge of a carriage shop, having served a few months with a smith at home, and so taking rank almost as a skilled laborer. He was a great favorite speedily, his pay was good, at least it would have been good if he had lived on the old place among the fields, but he and Biddy did not know how to make the most of it here, and Dan had a baby sister presently to keep him company, and then another and another, and there they lived up-stairs in the heat, in the cold, in daisy time and snow time, and Dan was put to school and came home with a knowledge of sums in arithmetic which set his fathers eyes dancing with delight, but with a knowledge besides of foul language and a brutal way of treating his little sisters when nobody was looking on.

Mike Bogan was young and strong when he came to America, and his good red blood lasted well, but it was against his nature to work in a hot half-lighted shop, and in a very few years he began to look pale about the mouth and shaky in the shoulders, and then the enthusiastic promises of the red-headed man on the ship, borne out, we must allow, by Mikes own observation, inclined him and his hard earned capital to the purchase of a tidy looking drinking shop on a side street of the town. The owner had died and his widow wished to go West to live with her son. She knew the Bogans and was a respectable soul in her way. She and her husband had kept a quiet place, everybody acknowledged, and everybody was thankful that since drinking shops must be kept, so decent a man as Mike Bogan was taking up the business.

II.

The luck of the Bogans proved to be holding true in this generation. Their proverbial good fortune seemed to come rather from an absence of bad fortune than any special distinction granted the generation or two before Mikes time. The good fellow sometimes reminded himself gratefully of Peggy Muldoons blessing, and once sent her a pound to keep Christmas upon. If he had only known it, that unworthy woman bestowed curses enough upon him because he did not repeat it the next year, to cancel any favors that might have been anticipated. Good news flew back to Bantry of his prosperity, and his comfortable home above the store was a place of reception and generous assistance to all the westward straying children of Bantry. There was a bit of garden that belonged to the estate, the fences were trig and neat, and neither Mike nor Biddy were persons to let things look shabby while they had plenty of money to keep them clean and whole. It was Mike who walked behind the priest on Sundays when the collection was taken. It was Mike whom good Father Miles trusted more than any other member of his flock, whom he confided in and consulted, whom perhaps his reverence loved best of all the parish because they were both Bantry men, born and bred. And nobody but Father Miles and Biddy and Mike Bogan knew the full extent of the fathers and mothers pride and hope in the cleverness and beauty of their only son. Nothing was too great, and no success seemed impossible when they tried to picture the glorious career of little Dan.

Mike was a kind father to his little daughters, but all his hope was for Dan. It was for Dan that he was pleased when people called him Mr. Bogan in respectful tones, and when he was given a minor place of trust at town elections, he thought with humble gladness that Dan would have less cause to be ashamed of him by and by when he took his own place as gentleman and scholar. For there was something different about Dan from the rest of them, plain Irish folk that they were. Dan was his fathers idea of a young lord; he would have liked to show the boy to the old squire, and see his look of surprise. Money came in at the shop door in a steady stream, there was plenty of it put away in the bank and Dan must wear well-made clothes and look like the best fellows at the school. He was handsomer than any of them, he was the best and quickest scholar of his class. The president of the great carriage company had said that he was a very promising boy more than once, and had put his hand on Mikes shoulder as he spoke. Mike and Biddy, dressed in their best, went to the school examinations year after year and heard their son do better than the rest, and saw him noticed and admired. For Dans sake no noisy men were allowed to stay about the shop. Dan himself was forbidden to linger there, and so far the boy had clear honest eyes, and an affectionate way with his father that almost broke that honest heart with joy. They talked together when they went to walk on Sundays, and there was a plan, increasingly interesting to both, of going to old Bantry some summer — just for a treat. Oh happy days! They must end as summer days do, in winter weather.

There was an outside stair to the two upper stories where the Bogans lived above their place of business, and late one evening, when the shop shutters were being clasped together below, Biddy Bogan heard a familiar heavy step and hastened to hold her brightest lamp in the doorway.

God save you, said his reverence Father Miles, who was coming up slowly, and Biddy dropped a decent courtesy and devout blessing in return. His reverence looked pale and tired, and seated himself wearily in a chair by the window — while Biddy coasted round by a bedroom door to whist at two wakeful daughters who were teasing each other and chattering in bed.

T is long since we saw you here, sir, she said, respectfully. T is warm weather indade for you to be about the town, and folks sick an dyin and needing your help, sir. Mikell be up now, your reverence. I hear him below.

Biddy had grown into a stout mother of a family, red-faced and bustling; there was little likeness left to the rose of Glengariff with whom Mike had fallen in love at early mass in Bantry church. But the change had been so gradual that Mike himself had never become conscious of any damaging difference. She took a fresh loaf of bread and cut some generous slices and put a piece of cheese and a knife on the table within reach of Father Miless hand. I suppose tis waste of time to give you more, so it is, she said to him. Bread an cheese and no better will you ate I suppose, sir, and she folded her arms across her breast and stood looking at him.

How is the luck of the Bogans to-day? asked the kind old man. The head of the school I make no doubt? and at this moment Mike came up the stairs and greeted his priest with reverent affection.

Youre looking faint, sir, he urged. Biddy get a glass now, were quite by ourselves sir — and Ive something for sickness thats very soft and fine entirely.

Well, well, this once then, answered Father Miles, doubtfully. Ive had a hard day.

He held the glass in his hand for a moment and then pushed it away from him on the table. Indeed its not wrong in itself, said the good priest looking up presently, as if he had made something clear to his mind. The wrong is in ourselves to make beasts of ourselves with taking too much of it. I dont shame me with this glass of the best that youve poured for me. My own sin is in the coffee-pot. It wilds my head when Ive got most use for it, and Im sure of an aching pate — God forgive me for indulgence; but I must have it for my breakfast now, and then. Give me a bit of bread and cheese; yes, thats what I want Bridget, and he pushed the glass still farther away.

Ive been at a sorry place this night, he went on a moment later, the smell of the stuff cant but remind me. T is a comfort to come here and find your house so clean and decent, and both of you looking me in the face. God save all poor sinners! and Mike and his wife murmured assent.

I wish to God you were out of this business and every honest man with you, said the priest, suddenly dropping his fatherly, Bantry good fellowship and making his host conscious of the solemnity of the church altar. T is a decent shop you keep, Mike, my lad, I know. I know no harm of it, but there are weak souls that cant master themselves, and the drink drags them down. Theres little use in doing away with the shops though. Weve got to make young men strong enough to let drink alone. The drink will always be in the world. Heres your bright young son; what are they teaching him at his school, do ye know? Has his characther grown, do ye think Mike Bogan, and is he going to be a man for good, and to help decent things get a start and bad things to keep their place? I dont care how he does his sums, so I dont, if he has no characther, and they may fight about beer and fight about temperance and carry their Father Matthew flags flying high, so they may, and its all no good, lessen we can raise the young folks up above the place where drink and shame can touch them. God grant us help, he whispered, dropping his head on his breast. Im getting to be an old man myself, and Ive never known the temptation thats like a hounding devil to many men. I can let drink alone, God pity those who cant. Keep the young lads out from it Mike. Youre a good fellow, youre careful, but poor human souls are weak, God knows!

T is thrue for you indade sir! responded Biddy. Her eyes were full of tears at Father Miless tone and earnestness, but she could not have made clear to herself what he had said.

Will I put a dhrap more of wather in it, your riverence? she suggested, but the priest shook his head gently, and, taking a handful of parish papers out of his pocket, proceeded to hold conference with the master of the house. Biddy waited a while and at last ventured to clear away the good priests frugal supper. She left the glass, but he went away without touching it, and in the very afterglow of his parting blessing she announced that she had the makings of a pain within, and took the cordial with apparent approval.

Mike did not make any comment; he was tired and it was late, and long past their bedtime.

Biddy was wide awake and talkative from her tonic, and soon pursued the subject of conversation.

What set the father out wid talking I do know? she inquired a little ill-humoredly. T was thrue for him that we kape a dacint shop anyhow, an how will it be in the way of poor Danny when its finding the manes to put him where he is?

T want that he mint at all, answered Mike from his pillow. Didnt ye hear what he said? after endeavoring fruitlessly to repeat it in his own words— Hes right, sure, about a bys getting thim books and having no characther. He thinks well of Danny, and he knows no harm of him. Wisha! what ll we do wid that by, Biddy, I do know! Fadther, says he to me today, why couldnt ye wait an bring me into the wurruld on American soil, says he and maybe Id been prisident, says he, and t was the thruth for him.

Id rather for him to be a priest meself, replied the mother.

Thats what Father Miles said himself the other day, announced Mike wide awake now. I wish hed the makings of a good priest, said he. Therell soon be need of good men and hard picking for em too, said he, and he let a great sigh. T is money they want and place they want, most o them blaguard bys in the siminary. T is the old fashioned min like mesilf that think however will they get souls through this life and through heavens gate at last, wid clane names and God-fearin, dacint names left after them. Thim was his own words indade.

Idication was his cry always, said Bridget, blessing herself in the dark. T was only last confission he took no note of me own sins while he redded himself in the face with why dont I kape Mary Ellen to the school, and myself not an hour in the day to rest my poor bones. I have to kape her in, to mind the shmall childer, says I, an t was thrue for me, so it was. She gave a jerk under the blankets, which represented the courtesy of the occasion. She had a great respect and some awe for Father Miles, but she considered herself to have held her ground in that discussion.

Well do our best by them all, sure, answered Mike. T is tribbling me money I am ivery day, he added, gayly. The lord-liftinant himsilf is no surer of a good bury-in than you an me. What if we made a priest of Dan intirely? with a great outburst of proper pride. A son of your own at the alther saying mass for you, Biddy Flaherty from Glengariff!

Hes no mind for it, mores the grief, answered the mother, unexpectedly, shaking her head gloomily on the pillow, but marruk me wuds now, hell ride in his carriage when Im under the sods, give me grace and you too Mike Bogan! Look at the airs of him and the toss of his head. Mother, says he to me, Im goin to be a big man! says he, whin I grow up. D ye think anybody ll take me fer an Irishman?

Bad cess to the blaguard fer that then! said Mike. Its spoilin him you are. T is me own pride of heart to come from old Bantry, an he lied to me yesterday gone, saying would I take him to see the old place. Wisha! hes got too much tongue, and hes spindin me money for me.

But Biddy pretended to be falling asleep. This was not the first time that the honest pair had felt anxiety creeping into their pride about Dan. He frightened them sometimes; he was cleverer than they, and the mother had already stormed at the boy for his misdemeanors, in her garrulous fashion, but covered them from his father notwithstanding. She felt an assurance of the merely temporary damage of wild oats; she believed it was just as well for a boy to have his freedom and his fling. She even treated his known lies as if they were truth. An easy-going comfortable soul was Biddy, who with much shrewdness and only a trace of shrewishness got through this evil world as best she might.

The months flew by. Mike Bogan was a middle-aged man, and he and his wife looked somewhat elderly as they went to their pew in the broad aisle on Sunday morning. Danny usually came too, and the girls, but Dan looked contemptuous as he sat next his father and said his prayers perfunctorily. Sometimes he was not there at all, and Mike had a heavy heart under his stiff best coat. He was richer than any other member of Father Miless parish, and he was known and respected everywhere as a good citizen. Even the most ardent believers in the temperance cause were known to say that little mischief would be done if all the rumsellers were such men as Mr. Bogan. He was generous and in his limited way public spirited. He did his duty to his neighbor as he saw it. Every one used liquor more or less, somebody must sell it, but a low groggery was as much a thing of shame to him as to any man. He never sold to boys, or to men who had had too much already. His shop was clean and wholesome, and in the evening when a dozen or more of his respectable acquaintances gathered after work for a social hour or two and a glass of whiskey to rest and cheer them after exposure, there was not a little good talk about affairs from their point of view, and plenty of honest fun. In their own houses very likely the rooms were close and hot, and the chairs hard and unrestful. The wife had taken her bit of recreation by daylight and visited her friends. This was their comfortable club-room, Mike Bogans shop, and Mike himself the leader of the assembly. There was a sober-mindedness in the man; his companions were contented though he only looked on tolerantly at their fun, for the most part, without taking any active share himself.

One cool October evening the company was well gathered in, there was even a glow of wood fire in the stove, and two of the old men were sitting close beside it. Corny Sullivan had been a soldier in the British army for many years, he had been wounded at last at Sebastopol, and yet here he was, full of military lore and glory, and propped by a wooden leg. Corny was usually addressed an Timber-toes by his familiars; he was an irascible old follow to deal with, but as clean as a whistle from long habit and even stately to look at in his arm-chair. He had a nephew with whom he made his home, who would give him an arm presently and get him home to bed. His mate was an old sailor much bent in the back by rheumatism, Jerry Bogan; who, though no relation, was tenderly treated by Mike, being old and poor. His score was never kept, but he seldom wanted for his evening grog. Jerry Bogan was a cheerful soul; the wit of the Celts and their pathetic wilfulness were delightful in him. The priest liked him, the doctor half loved him, this old-fashioned Irishman who had a graceful compliment or a thrust of wit for whoever came in his way. What a treasury of old Irish lore and legend was this old sailor! What broadness and good cheer and charity had been fostered in his sailor heart! The delight of little children with his clever tales and mysterious performances with bits of soft pine and a sharp jackknife, a very Baron Munchausen of adventure, and here he sat, round backed and head pushed forward like an old turtle, by the fire. The other men sat or stood about the low-walled room. Mike was serving his friends; there was a clink of glass and a stirring and shaking, a pungent odor of tobacco, and much laughter.

Soombody, whoiver it was, thrun a cat down in Tom Auleys well las night, announced Corny Sullivan with more than usual gravity.

Theyll have no luck thin, says Jerry. Anybody that meddles wid wather ill have no luck while they live, faix they ont thin.

Tom Auleys been up watchin this three nights now, confides the other old gossip. Thim dirty bys troublin his pigs in the sthy, and having every stramash about the place, all for revinge upon him for gettin the police afther thim when they sthole his hins. T was as well for him too, theyre dirty bligards, the whole box and dice of them.

Whishper now! and Jerry pokes his great head closer to his friend. The divil of em all is young Dan Bogan, Mikes son. Sorra a bit o good is all his schoolin, and Mikes heart ll be soon broke from him. I see him goin about wid his nose in the air. Hes a pritty boy, but the divil is in him an t is he ought to have been a praste wid his chances and Father Miles himself tarkin and tarkin wid him tryin to make him a crown of pride to his people after all they did for him. There was niver a spade in his hand to touch the ground yet. Look at his poor father now! Look at Mike, thats grown old and gray since winther time. And they turned their eyes to the bar to refresh their memories with the sight of the disappointed face behind it.

There was a rattling at the door-latch just then and loud voices outside, and as the old men looked, young Dan Bogan came stumbling into the shop. Behind him were two low fellows, the worst in the town, they had all been drinking more than was good for them, and for the first time Mike Bogan saw his only sons boyish face reddened and stupid with whiskey. It had been an unbroken law that Dan should keep out of the shop with his comrades; now he strode forward with an absurd travesty of manliness, and demanded liquor for himself and his friends at his fathers hands.

Mike staggered, his eyes glared with anger. His fatherly pride made him long to uphold the poor boy before so many witnesses. He reached for a glass, then he pushed it away — and with quick step reached Dans side, caught him by the collar, and held him. One or two of the spectators chuckled with weak excitement, but the rest pitied Mike Bogan as he would have pitied them.

The angry father pointed his sons companions to the door, and after a moments hesitation they went skulking out, and father and son disappeared up the stairway. Dan was a coward, he was glad to be thrust into his own bedroom upstairs, his head was dizzy, and he muttered only a feeble oath. Several of Mike Bogans customers had kindly disappeared when he returned trying to look the same as ever, but one after another the great tears rolled down his cheeks. He never had faced despair till now; he turned his back to the men, and fumbled aimlessly among the bottles on the shelf. Some one came, in unconscious of the pitiful scene, and impatiently repeated his order to the shopkeeper.

God help me, boys, I cant sell more this night! he said brokenly. Go home now and lave me to myself.

They were glad to go, though it cut the evening short. Jerry Bogan bundled his way last with his two canes. Sind the by to say, he advised in a gruff whisper. Sind him out wid a good captain now, Mike,t will make a man of him yet.

A man of him yet! alas, alas — for the hopes that had been growing so many years. Alas for the pride of a simple heart, alas for the day Mike Bogan came away from sunshiny old Bantry with his baby son in his arms for the sake of making that son a gentleman.

III.

Winter had fairly set in, but the snow had not come, and the street was bleak and cold. The wind was stinging mens faces and piercing the wooden houses. A hard night for sailors coming on the coast — a bitter night for poor people everywhere.

From one house and another the lights went out in the street where the Bogans lived; at last there was no other lamp than theirs, in a window that lighted the outer stairs. Sometimes a womans shadow passed across the curtain and waited there, drawing it away from the panes a moment as if to listen the better for a footstep that did not come. Poor Biddy had waited many a night before this. Her husband was far from well, the doctor said that his heart was not working right, and that he must be very careful, but the truth was that Mikes heart was almost broken by grief. Dan was going the downhill road, he had been drinking harder and harder, and spending a great deal of money. He had smashed more than one carriage and lamed more than one horse from the livery stables, and he had kept the lowest company in vilest dens. Now he threatened to go to New York, and it had come at last to being the only possible joy that he should come home at any time of night rather than disappear no one knew where. He had laughed in Father Miless face when the good old man, after pleading with him, had tried to threaten him.

Biddy was in an agony of suspense as the night wore on. She dozed a little only to wake with a start, and listen for some welcome sound out in the cold night. Was her boy freezing to death somewhere? Other mothers only scolded if their sons were wild, but this was killing her and Mike, they had set their hopes so high. Mike was groaning dreadfully in his sleep to-night — the fire was burning low, and she did not dare to stir it. She took her worn rosary again and tried to tell its beads. Mother of Pity, pray for us! she said, wearily dropping the beads in her lap.

There was a sound in the street at last, but it was not of one mans stumbling feet, but of many. She was stiff with cold, she had slept long, and it was almost day. She rushed with strange apprehension to the doorway and stood with the flaring lamp in her hand at the top of the stairs. The voices were suddenly hushed. Go for Father Miles! said somebody in a hoarse voice, and she heard the words. They were carrying a burden, they brought it tip to the mother who waited. In their arms lay her son stone dead; he had been stabbed in a fight, he had struck a man down who had sprung back at him like a tiger. Dan, little Dan, was dead, the luck of the Bogans, the end was here, and a wail that pierced the night, and chilled the hearts that heard it, was the first message of sorrow to the poor father in his uneasy sleep.

The group of men stood by — some of them had been drinking, but they were all awed and shocked. You would have believed every one of them to be on the side of law and order. Mike Bogan knew that the worst had happened. Biddy had rushed to him and fallen across the bed; for one minute her aggravating shrieks had stopped; he began to dress himself, but he was shaking too much; he stepped out to the kitchen and faced the frightened crowd.

Is my son dead, then? asked Mike Bogan of Bantry, with a piteous quiver of the lip, and nobody spoke. There was something glistening and awful about his pleasant Irish face. He tottered where he stood, he caught at a chair to steady himself. The luck o the Bogans is it? and he smiled strangely, then a fierce hardness came across his face and changed it utterly. Come down, come down! he shouted, and snatching the key of the shop went down the stairs himself with great sure-footed leaps. What was in Mike? was he crazy with grief? They stood out of his way and saw him fling out bottle after bottle and shatter them against the wall. They saw him roll one cask after another to the doorway, and out into the street in the gray light of morning, and break through the staves with a heavy axe. Nobody dared to restrain his fury — there was a devil in him, they were afraid of the man in his blinded rage The odor of whiskey and gin filled the cold air — some of them would have stolen the wasted liquor if they could, but no man there dared to move or speak, and it was not until the tall figure of Father Miles came along the street, and the patient eyes that seemed always to keep vigil, and the calm voice with its flavor of Bantry brogue, came to Mike Bogans help, that he let himself be taken out of the wrecked shop and away from the spilt liquors to the shelter of his home.

A week later he was only a shadow of his sturdy self, he was lying on his bed dreaming of Bantry Bay and the road to Glengariff — the hedge roses were in bloom, and he was trudging along the road to see Biddy. He was working on the old farm at home and could not put the seed potatoes in their trench, for little Dan kept falling in and getting in his way. Dans not going to be plagued with the bad craps, he muttered to Father Miles who sat beside the bed. Dan will be a fine squire in Ameriky, but the priest only stroked his hand as it twitched and lifted on the coverlet. What was Biddy doing, crying and putting the candles about him? Then Mikes poor brain grew steady.

Oh, my God, if we were back in Bantry! I saw the gorse bloomin in the tatch d ye know. Oh wisha wisha the poor ould home an the green praties that day we come from it — with our luck smilin us in the face.

Whist darlin: kape aisy darlin! mourned Biddy, with a great sob. Father Miles sat straight and stem in his chair by the pillow — he had said the prayers for the dying, and the holy oil was already shining on Mike Bogans forehead. The keeners were swaying themselves to and fro, there where they waited in the next room.


FAIR DAY.
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WIDOW MERCY BASCOM came back alone into the empty kitchen and seated herself in her favorite splint-bottomed chair by the window, with a dreary look on her face.

I spose I be an old woman, an past goin to cattle shows an junketings, but folks neednt take it so for granted. Im sure I dont want to be on my feet all day, trapesin fair grounds an swallowin everybodys dust; not but what Im as able as most, though I be seventy-three year old.

She folded her hands in her lap and looked out across the deserted yard. There was not even a hen in sight; she was left alone for the day. Tobiass folks, as she called the sons family with whom she made her home — Tobiass folks had just started for a days pleasuring at the county fair, ten miles distant. She had not thought of going with them, nor expected any invitation; she had even helped them off with her famous energy; but there was an unexpected reluctance at being left behind, a sad little feeling that would rise suddenly in her throat as she stood in the door and saw them drive away in the shiny, two-seated wagon. Johnny, the youngest and favorite of her grandchildren, had shouted back in his piping voice, I wish you was goin, Grandma.

The only one on em that thought of me, said Mercy Bascom to herself, and then not being a meditative person by nature, she went to work industriously and proceeded to the repairing of Tobiass work-day coat. It was sharp weather now in the early morning, and he would soon need the warmth of it. Tobiass placid wife never anticipated and always lived in a state of trying to catch up with her work. It never had been the elder womans way, and Mercy reviewed her own active career with no mean pride. She had been left a widow at twenty-eight, with four children and a stony New Hampshire farm, but had bravely won her way, paid her debts, and provided the three girls and their brother Tobias with the best available schooling.

For a woman of such good judgment and high purpose in life, Mrs. Bascom had made a very unwise choice in marrying Tobias Bascom the elder. He was not even the owner of a good name, and led her a terrible life with his drunken shiftlessness, and hindrance of all her own better aims. Even while the children were babies, however, and life was at its busiest and most demanding stages, the determined soul would not be baffled by such damaging partnership. She showed the plainer of what stuff she was made, and simply worked the harder and went her ways more fiercely. If it were sometimes whispered that she was unamiable, her wiser neighbors understood the power of will that was needed to cope with circumstances that would have crushed a weaker woman. As for her children, they were very fond of her in the undemonstrative New England fashion. Only the two eldest could remember their father at all, and after he was removed from this world Tobias Bascom left but slight proofs of having ever existed at all, except in the stern lines and premature aging of his wifes face.

The years that followed were years of hard work on the little farm, but diligence and perseverance had their reward. When the three daughters came to womanhood they were already skilled farmhouse keepers, and were dispatched for their own homes well equipped with feather-beds and homespun linen and woolen. Mercy Bascom was glad to have them well settled, if the truth were known. She did not like to have her own will and law questioned or opposed, and when she sat down to supper alone with her son Tobias, after the last daughters wedding, she had a glorious feeling of peace and satisfaction.

Theres a sight o work left yet in the old maam, she said to Tobias, in an unwontedly affectionate tone. I guess we shall keep house together as comfortable as most folks. But Tobias grew very red in the face and bent over his plate.

I don knows I want the girls to get ahead of me, he said sheepishly. I aint meanin to put you out with another wedding right away, but Ive been a-lookin round, an I guess Ive found somebody to suit me.

Mercy Bascom turned cold with misery and disappointment. Why Tbias, she said, anxiously, folks always said that you was cut out for an old bachelor till I come to believe it, an Ive been lottin on — 

Course nobodys goin to wrench me an you apart, said Tobias gallantly. I made up my mind long ago you an me was yoke-mates, mother. An I had it in my mind to fetch you somebody that would ease you o quite so much work now Lizas gone off.

I dont want nobody, said the grieved woman, and she could eat no more supper; that festive supper for which she had cooked her very best. Tobias was sorry for her, but he had his rights, and now simply felt light-hearted because he had freed his mind of this unwelcome declaration. Tobias was slow and stolid to behold, but he was a man of sound ideas and great talent for farming. He had found it difficult to choose between his favorites among the marriageable girls, a bright young creature who was really too good for him, but penniless, and a weaker damsel who was heiress to the best farm in town. The farm won the day at last; and Mrs. Bascom felt a thrill of pride at her sons worldly success; then she asked to know her sons plans, and was wholly disappointed. Tobias meant to sell the old place; he had no idea of leaving her alone as she wistfully complained; he meant to have her make a new home at the Bassett place with him and his bride.

That she would never do: the old place which had given them a living never should be left or sold to strangers. Tobias was not prepared for her fierce outburst of reproach at the mere suggestion. She would live alone and pay her way as she always had done, and so it was, for a few years of difficulties. Tobias was never ready to plough or plant when she needed him; his own great farm was more than he could serve properly. It grew more and more difficult to hire workmen, and they were seldom worth their wages. At last Tobiass wife, who was a kindly soul, persuaded her reluctant mother-in-law to come and spend a winter; the old woman was tired and for once disheartened; she found herself deeply in love with her grandchildren, and so next spring she let the little hill farm on the halves to an impecunious but hard-working young couple.

To everybodys surprise the two women lived together harmoniously. Tobiass wife did everything to please her mother-in-law except to be other than a Bassett. And Mercy, for the most part, ignored this misfortune, and rarely was provoked into calling it a fault. Now that the necessity for hard work and anxiety was past, she appeared to have come to an Indian summer shining-out of her natural amiability and tolerance. She was sometimes indirectly reproachful of her daughters easy-going ways, and set an indignant example now and then by a famous onslaught of unnecessary work, and always dressed and behaved herself in plainest farm fashion, while Mrs. Tobias was given to undue worldliness and style. But they worked well together in the main, for, to use Mercys own words, she had seen enough of life not to want to go into other folks houses and make trouble.

As people grow older their interests are apt to become fewer, and one of the thoughts that came oftenest to Mercy Bascom in her old age was a time-honored quarrel with one of her husbands sisters, who had been her neighbor many years before, and then moved to greater prosperity at the other side of the county. It is not worth while to tell the long story of accusations and misunderstandings, but while the two women did not meet for almost half a lifetime the grievance was as fresh as if it were yesterdays. Wrongs of defrauded sums of money and contested rights in unproductive acres of land, wrongs of slighting remarks and contempt of equal claims; the remembrance of all these was treasured as a miser fingers his gold. Mercy Bascom freed herself from the wearisome detail of every-day life whenever she could find a patient listener to whom to tell the long story. She found it as interesting as a story of the Arabian Nights, or an exciting play at the theatre. She would have you believe that she was faultless in the matter, and would not acknowledge that her sister-in-law Ruth Bascom, now Mrs. Parlet, was also a hard-working woman with dependent little children at the time of the great fray. Of late years her son had suspected that his mother regretted the alienation, but he knew better than to suggest a peace-making. Let them work — let them work! he told his wife, when she proposed one night to bring the warring sisters-in-law unexpectedly together. It may have been that old Mercy began to feel a little lonely and would be glad to have somebody of her own age with whom to talk over old times. She never had known the people much in this Bassett region, and there were few but young folks left at any rate.

As the pleasure-makers hastened toward the fair that bright October morning Mercy sat by the table sewing at a sufficient patch in the old coat. There was little else to do all day but to get herself a luncheon at noon and have supper ready when the family came home cold and tired at night. The two cats came purring about her chair; one persuaded her to open the cellar door, and the other leaped to the top of the kitchen table unrebuked, and blinked herself to sleep there in the sun. This was a favored kitten brought from the old home, and seemed like a link between the old days and these. Her mistress noticed with surprise that pussy was beginning to look old, and she could not resist a little sigh. Land! the next world may seem dreadful new too, and Ive got to get used to that, she thought with a grim smile of foreboding. How do folks live that wants always to be on the go? There was Ruth Parlet, that must be always a visitin and goin — well, I wont say that there wasnt a time when I wished for the chance. Justice always won the day in such minor questions as this.

Ruth Parlets name started the usual thoughts, but somehow or other Mercy could not find it in her heart to be as harsh as usual. She remembered one thing after another about their girlhood together. They had been great friends then, and the animosity may have had its root in the fact that Ruth helped forward her brothers marriage. But there were years before that of friendly foregathering and girlish alliances and rivalries; spinning and herb gathering and quilting. It seemed, as Mercy thought about it, that Ruth was good company after all. But what did make her act so, and turn right round later on?

The morning grew warm, and at last Mrs. Bascom had to open the window to let out the buzzing flies and an imprisoned wild bee. The patch was finished and the elbow would serve Tobias as good as new. She laid the coat over a chair and put her bent brass thimble into the paper-collar box that served as work-basket. She used to have a queer splint basket at the old place, but it had been broken under something heavier when her household goods were moved. Some of the family had long been tired of hearing that basket regretted, and another had never been found worthy to take its place. The thimble, the smooth mill bobbin on which was wound black linen thread, the dingy lump of beeswax, and a smart leather needle-book, which Johnny had given her the Christmas before, all looked ready for use, but Mrs. Bascom pushed them farther back on the table and quickly rose to her feet. T aint nine oclock yet, she said, exultantly. Ill just take a couple o crackers in my pocket and step over to the old place. Ill take my time and be back soon enough to make em that pan o my hot gingerbread theyll be counting on for supper.

Half an hour later one might have seen a bent figure lock the side door of the large farmhouse carefully, trying the latch again and again to see if it were fast, putting the key into a safe hiding-place by the door, and then stepping away up the road with eager determination. I aint felt so like a jaunt this five year, said Mercy to herself, an if Tobias was here an Ann, theyd take all the fun out fussin and talkin, an bein afeard Id tire myself, or wantin me to ride over. I do like to be my own master once in a while.

The autumn day was glorious, with a fine flavor of fruit and ripeness in the air. The sun was warm, there was a cool breeze from the great hills, and far off across the wide valley the old woman could see her little gray house on its pleasant eastern slope; she could even trace the outline of the two small fields and large pasture. I done well with it, if I wasnt nothin but a woman with four dependin on me an no means, said Mercy proudly as she came in full sight of the old place. It was a long drive from one farm to the other by roundabout highways, but there was a footpath known to the wayfarer which took a good piece off the distance. Now, aint this a sight better than them hustlin fairs? Mercy asked gleefully as she felt herself free and alone in the wide meadow-land. She had long been promising little Johnny to take him over to Granmas house, as she loved to call it still. She could not help thinking longingly how much he would enjoy this escapade. Why, Im running away just like a young-one, thats what I be, she exclaimed, and then laughed aloud for very pleasure.

The weather-beaten farmhouse was deserted that day, as its former owner suspected. She boldly gathered some of her valued spice-apples, with an assuring sense of proprietorship as she crossed the last narrow field. The Browns, man and wife and little boy and baby, had hied them early to the fair with nearly the whole population of the countryside. The house and yard and out-buildings never had worn such an aspect of appealing pleasantness as when Mercy Bascom came near. She felt as if she were going to cry for a minute, and then hurried to get inside the gate. She saw the outgoing track of horses feet with delight, but went discreetly to the door and knocked, to make herself perfectly sure that there was no one left at home. Out of breath and tired as she was, she turned to look off at the view. Yes, there was Tobiass place, prosperous and white-painted; she could just get a glimpse of the upper roofs and gables. It was always a sorrow and complaint that a low hill kept her from looking up at this farm from any of the windows, but now that she was at the farm itself she found herself regarding Tobiass home with a good deal of affection. She looked sharply with an apprehension of fire, but there was no whiff of alarming smoke against the dear sky.

Now I must git me a drink o that water first of anything, and she hastened to the creaking well-sweep and lowered the bucket. There was the same rusty, handleless tin dipper that she had left years before, standing on the shelf inside the well-curb. She was proud to find that the bucket was no heavier than ever, and was heartily thankful for the clear water. There never was such a well as that, and it seemed as if she had not been away a day. What an old gal I be, said Mercy, with plaintive merriment. Well, they aint made no great changes since I was here last spring, and then she went over and held her face close against one of the kitchen windows, and took a hungry look at the familiar room. The bedroom door was open and a new sense of attachment to the place filled her heart. It seems as if I was locked out o my own home, she whispered as she looked in.

There were the same old spruce and pine boards that she had scrubbed so many times and trodden thin as she hurried to and fro about her work. It was very strange to see an unfamiliar chair or two, but the furnishings of a farm kitchen were much the same, and there was no great change. Even the cradle was like that cradle in which her own children had been rocked. She gazed and gazed, poor old Mother Bascom, and forgot the present as her early life came back in vivid memories. At last she turned away from the window with a sigh.

The flowers that she had planted herself long ago had bloomed all summer in the garden; there were still some ragged sailors and the snowberries and phlox and her favorite white mallows, of which she picked herself a posy. Im glad the old place is so well took care of, she thought, gratefully. An theyve new-silled the old barn I do declare, and battened the cracks to keep the dumb creatures warm. T was a sham-built barn anyways, but t was the best I could do when the childn needed something every handturn o the day. It put me to some expense every year, tinkering of it up where the poor lumber warped and split. There, I enjoyed tryn to cope with things and gettin the better of my disadvantages! The grounds too rich for me over there to Tobiass; I dont want things too easy, for my part. I feel most as young as ever I did, and I aint agoin to play helpless, not for nobody.

I declare for t, I mean to come up here by an by a spell an stop with the young folks, an give em a good lift with their work. I aint needed all the time to Tobias s now, and they can hire help, while these cant. Ive been favoring myself till Im as soft as an old hoss thats right out of pasture an cant pull two wheels without wheezin.

There was a sense of companionship in the very weather. The bees were abroad as if it were summer, and a flock of little birds came fluttering down close to Mrs. Bascom as she sat on the doorstep. She remembered the biscuits in her pocket and ate them with a hunger she had seldom known of late, but she threw the crumbs generously to her feathered neighbors. The soft air, the brilliant or fading colors of the wide landscape, the comfortable feeling of relationship to her surroundings all served to put good old Mercy into a most peaceful state. There was only one thought that would not let her be quite happy. She could not get her sister-in-law Ruth Parlet out of her mind. And strangely enough the old grudge did not present itself with the usual power of aggravation; it was of their early friendship and Ruths good fellowship that memories would come.

I declare for t, I wouldnt own up to the folks, but I should like to have a good visit with Ruth if so be that we could set aside the past, she said, resolutely at last. I never thought I should come to it, but if she offered to make peace I wouldnt do nothin to hinder it. Not to say but what I should have to free my mind on one or two points before we could start fair. Ive waited forty year to make one remark to Ruthy Parlet. But there! were gettin to be old folks. Mercy rebuked herself gravely. I dont want to go off with hard feelins to nobody. Whether this was the culmination of a long, slow process of reconciliation, or whether Mrs. Bascoms placid satisfaction helped to hasten it by many stages, nobody could say. As she sat there she thought of many things; her life spread itself out like a picture; perhaps never before had she been able to detach herself from her immediate occupation in this way. She never had been aware of her own character and exploits to such a degree, and the minutes sped by as she thought with deep interest along the course of her own history. There was nothing she was ashamed of to an uncomfortable degree but the long animosity between herself and the childrens aunt. How harsh she had been sometimes; she had even tried to prejudice everybody who listened to these tales of an offender. I want more n half right, now I come to look myself full in the face, said Mercy Bascom, and I never owned it till this day.

The sun was already past noon, and the good woman dutifully rose and with instant consciousness of resource glanced in at the kitchen window to tell the time by a familiar mark on the floor. I neednt start just yet, she muttered. Oh my! how I do wish I could git in and poke round into every corner! T would make this day just perfect.

There now! she continued, praps they leave the key just where our folks used to. And in another minute the key lay in Mercys worn old hand. She gave a shrewd look along the road, opened the door, which creaked what may have been a hearty welcome, and stood inside the dear old kitchen. She had not been in the house alone since she left it, but now she was nobodys guest. It was like some shell-fish finding its own old shell again and settling comfortably into the convolutions. Even we must not follow Mother Bascom about from the dark cellar to the hot little attic. She was not curious about the Browns worldly goods; indeed, she was nearly unconscious of anything but the comfort of going up and down the short flight of stairs and looking out of her own windows with nobody to watch.

Theres the place where Tobias scratched the cupboard door with a nail. Didnt I thrash him for it good? she said once with a proud remembrance of the time when she was a lawgiver and proprietor and he dependent.

At length a creeping fear stole over her lest the family might return. She stopped one moment to look back into the little bedroom. How good I did use to sleep here, she said. I worked as stout as I could the day through, and there want no wakin up by two oclock in the morning, and smellin for fire and harkin for thieves like I have to nowadays.

Mercy stepped away down the long sloping field like a young woman. It was a long walk back to Tobiass, even if one followed the pleasant footpaths across country. She was heavy-footed, but entirely light-hearted when she came safely in at the gate of the Bassett place. Ive done extra for me, she said as she put away her old shawl and bonnet; but Im goin to git the best supper Tobiass folks have eat for a year, and so she did.

Ive ben over to the old place to-day, she announced bravely to her son, who had finished his work and his supper and was now tipped back in his wooden arm-chair against the wall.

You aint, mother! responded Tobias, with instant excitement. Next fall, then, I wont take no for an answer but what youll go to the fair and see whats goin. You aint footed it way over there?

Mother Bascom nodded. I have, she answered solemnly, a minute later, as if the nod were not enough.

Tbias, son, she added, lowering her voice, I aint one to give in my rights, but I was thinkin it all over about yr Aunt Ruth Parlet — 

Now if that aint curis! exclaimed Tobias, bringing his chair down hastily upon all four legs. I didnt know just how youd take it, mother, but I see Aunt Ruth to-day to the fair, and she made everything o me and wanted to know how you was, and she got me off from the rest, an says she: I declare I should like to see your marm again. I wonder if she wont agree to let bygones be bygones.

My sakes! said Mercy, who was startled by this news. T is the hand o Providence! How did she look, son?

A sight older n you look, but kind of natural too. One o her sons wives that shes made her home with, has led her a dance, folks say.

Poor old creatur! well have her over here, if your folks dont find fault. Ive had her in my mind — 

Tobiass folks, in the shape of his wife and little Johnny, appeared from the outer kitchen. I havent had such a supper I dont know when, repeated the younger woman for at least the fifth time. You must have been keepin busy all day, Mother Bascom.

But Mother Bascom and Tobias looked at each other and laughed.

I aint had such a good time I dont know when, but my feet are all of a fidget now, and Ive got to git to bed. Ive ben runnin away since youve ben gone, Ann! said the pleased old soul, and then went away, still laughing, to her own room. She was strangely excited and satisfied, as if she had at last paid a long-standing debt. She could trudge across pastures as well as anybody, and the old grudge was done with. Mercy hardly noticed how her fingers trembled as she unhooked the old gray gown. The odor of sweet fern shook out fresh and strong as she smoothed and laid it carefully over a chair. There was a little rent in the skirt, but she could mend it by daylight.

The great harvest moon was shining high in the sky, and she needed no other light in the bedroom. Ive ben a smart woman to work in my day, and Ive airnt a little pleasurin, said Mother Bascom sleepily to herself. Poor Ruthy! so she looks old, does she? Im goin to tell her right out, t was I that spoke first to Tobias.


GOING TO SHREWSBURY.
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THE TRAIN STOPPED at a way station with apparent unwillingness, and there was barely time for one elderly passenger to be hurried on board before a sudden jerk threw her almost off her unsteady old feet and we moved on. At my first glance I saw only a perturbed old countrywoman, laden with a large basket and a heavy bundle tied up in an old-fashioned bundle-handkerchief; then I discovered that she was a friend of mine, Mrs. Peet, who lived on a small farm, several miles from the village. She used to be renowned for good butter and fresh eggs and the earliest cowslip greens; in fact, she always made the most of her farms slender resources; but it was some time since I had seen her drive by from market in her ancient thorough-braced wagon.

The brakeman followed her into the crowded car, also carrying a number of packages. I leaned forward and asked Mrs. Peet to sit by me; it was a great pleasure to see her again. The brakeman seemed relieved, and smiled as he tried to put part of his burden into the rack overhead; but even the flowered carpet-bag was much too large, and he explained that he would take care of everything at the end of the car. Mrs. Peet was not large herself, but with the big basket, and the bundle-handkerchief, and some possessions of my own we had very little spare room.

So this ere is what you call ridin in the cars! Well, I do declare! said my friend, as soon as she had recovered herself a little. She looked pale and as if she had been in tears, but there was the familiar gleam of good humor in her tired old eyes.

Where in the world are you going, Mrs. Peet? I asked.

Cant be you aint heared about me, dear? said she. Well, the worlds bigger than I used to think t was. Ive broke up,— t was the only thing to do, — and Im a-movin to Shrewsbury.

To Shrewsbury? Have you sold the farm? I exclaimed, with sorrow and surprise. Mrs. Peet was too old and too characteristic to be suddenly transplanted from her native soil, T want mine, the place want. Her pleasant face hardened slightly. He was coaxed an over-persuaded into signin off before he was taken away. Isiah, son of his sister that married old Josh Peet, come it over him about his bein past work and how hed do for him like an own son, an we owed him a little somethin. Id paid off everythin but that, an was fool enough to leave it till the last, on account o Isiahs bein a relation and not needin his pay much as some others did. Its hurt me to have the place fall into other hands. Some wanted me to go right to law; but t wouldnt be no use. Isiahs smarter n I be about them matters. You see hes got my name on the paper, too; he said t was somethin bout bein responsible for the taxes. We was scant o money, an I was wore out with watchin an being broke o my rest. After my tryin hard for risin forty-five year to provide for bein past work, here I be, dear, here I be! I used to drive things smart, you remember. But we was fools enough in 72 to put about everythin we had safe in the bank into that spool factory that come to nothin. But I tell ye I could ha kept myself longs I lived, if I could ha held the place. Id parted with most o the woodland, if Isiah d coveted it. He was welcome to that, cept what might keep me in oven-wood. Ive always desired to travel an see somethin o the world, but Ive got the chance now when I dont value it no great.

Shrewsbury is a busy, pleasant place, I ventured to say by way of comfort, though my heart was filled with rage at the trickery of Isaiah Peet, who had always looked like a fox and behaved like one.

Shrewsburys ben held up considable for me to smile at, said the poor old soul, but I tell ye, dear, its hard to go an live twenty-two miles from where youve always had your home and friends. It may divert me, but it wont be home. You might as well set out one o my old apple-trees on the beach, so t could see the waves come in, — there wouldnt be no please to it.

Where are you going to live in Shrewsbury? I asked presently.

I dont expect to stop long, dear creatur. Im most seventy-six year old, and Mrs. Peet turned to look at me with pathetic amusement in her honest wrinkled face. I said right out to Isiah, before a roomful o the neighbors, that I expected it of him to git me home an bury me when my time come, and do it respectable; but I wanted to airn my livin, if t was so I could, till then. Hed made sly talk, you see, about my electin to leave the farm and go long some o my own folks; but — and she whispered this carefully— he didnt give me no chance to stay there without hurtin my pride and dependin on him. I aint said that to many folks, but all must have suspected. A good sight on ems had money of Isiah, though, and they dont like to do nothin but take his part an be pretty soft spoken, fear itll git to his ears. Well, well, dear, well let it be bygones, and not think of it no more; but I saw the great tears roll slowly down her cheeks, and she pulled her bonnet forward impatiently, and looked the other way.

There looks to be plenty o good farmin land in this part o the country, she said, a minute later. Where be we now? See them handsome farm buildings; he must be a well-off man. But I had to tell my companion that we were still within the borders of the old town where we had both been born. Mrs. Peet gave a pleased little laugh, like a girl. Im expectin Shrewsbury to pop up any minute. Im feared to be kerried right by. I want never aboard of the cars before, but Ive so often thought about em I dont know but it seems natural. Aint it jest like flyin through the air? I cant catch holt to see nothin. Land! and heres my old cat goin too, and never mistrustin. I aint told you that Id fetched her.

Is she in that basket? I inquired with interest.

Yis, dear. Truth was, I calculated to have her put out o the misery o movin, an spoke to one o the Barnes boys, an he promised me all fair; but he want there in season, an I kind o made excuse to myself to fetch her along. Shes an old creatur, like me, an I can make shift to keep her some way or nuther; theres probably mice where were goin, an shes a proper mouser that can about keep herself if theres any sort o chance. T will be somethin o home to see her goin an comin, but I expect were both on us goin to miss our old haunts. Id love to know what kind o mousin theres goin to be for me.

You mustnt worry, I answered, with all the bravery and assurance that I could muster. Your niece will be thankful to have you with her. Is she one of Mrs. Winns daughters?

Oh, no, they aint able; its Sister Waylands darter Isabella, that married the overseer of the gret carriage-shop. I aint seen her since just after she was married; but I turned to her first because I knew she was best able to have me, and then I can see just how the other girls is situated and make me some kind of a plot. I wrote to Isabella, though she is ambitious, and said t was so Id got to ask to come an make her a visit, an she wrote back she would be glad to have me; but she didnt write right off, and her letter was scented up dreadful strong with some sort o essence, and I dont feel heartened about no great of a welcome. But there, Ive got eyes, an I can see how t is when I git where t is. Sister Winns gals aint married, an theyve always boarded, an worked in the shop on trimmins. Isabella s well off; she had some means from her fathers sister. I thought it all over by night an day, an I recalled that our folks kept Sister Waylands folks all one winter, when hed failed up and got into trouble. Im reckonin on sendin over to-night an gittin the Winn gals to come and see me and advise. Perhaps some on em may know of somebody that ll take me for what help I can give about house, or some clever folks that have been lookin for a smart cat, any ways; no, I dont knows I could let her go to strangers.

There was two or three o the folks round home that acted real warm-hearted towards me, an urged me to come an winter with em, continued the exile; an this mornin I wished Id agreed to, t was so hard to break away. But now its done I feel more n ever its best. I couldnt bear to live right in sight o the old place, and come spring I shouldnt prove of nothing Isiah ondertakes to do with the land. Oh, dear sakes! now it comes hard with me not to have had no childn. When I was young an workin hard and into everything, I felt kind of free an superior to them that was so blessed, an their houses cluttered up from mornin till night, but I tell ye it comes home to me now. Id be most willin to own to even Isiah, means he is; but I tell ye Id took it out of him fore he was a grown man, if there d ben any virtue in cow-hidin of him. Folks dont look like wild creators for nothin. Isiahs got fox blood in him, an prhaps t is his misfortune. His own mother always favored the looks of an old fox, trues the world; she was a poor tool, — a poor tool! I d knows we ought to blame him sames we do.

Ive always been a master proud woman, if I was riz among the pastures, Mrs. Peet added, half to herself. There was no use in saying much to her; she was conscious of little beside her own thoughts and the smouldering excitement caused by this great crisis in her simple existence. Yet the atmosphere of her loneliness, uncertainty, and sorrow was so touching that after scolding again at her nephews treachery, and finding the tears come fast to my eyes as she talked, I looked intently out of the car window, and tried to think what could be done for the poor soul. She was one of the old-time people, and I hated to have her go away; but even if she could keep her home she would soon be too feeble to live there alone, and some definite plan must be made for her comfort. Farms in that neighborhood were not valuable. Perhaps through the agency of the law and quite in secret, Isaiah Peet could be forced to give up his unrighteous claim. Perhaps, too, the Winn girls, who were really no longer young, might have saved something, and would come home again. But it was easy to make such pictures in ones mind, and I must do what I could through other people, for I was just leaving home for a long time. I wondered sadly about Mrs. Peets future, and the ambitious Isabella, and the favorite Sister Winns daughters, to whom, with all their kindliness of heart, the care of so old and perhaps so dependent an aunt might seem impossible. The truth about life in Shrewsbury would soon be known; more than half the short journey was already past.

To my great pleasure, my fellow-traveler now began to forget her own troubles in looking about her. She was an alert, quickly interested old soul, and this was a bit of neutral ground between the farm and Shrewsbury, where she was unattached and irresponsible. She had lived through the last tragic moments of her old life, and felt a certain relief, and Shrewsbury might be as far away as the other side of the Rocky Mountains for all the consciousness she had of its real existence. She was simply a traveler for the time being, and began to comment, with delicious phrases and shrewd understanding of human nature, on two or three persons near us who attracted her attention.

Where do you spose they be all goin? she asked contemptuously. There aint none on em but what looks kind o respectable. Ill warrant theyve left work to home theyd ought to be doin. I knowed, if ever I stopped to think, that cars was hived full o folks, an want run to an fro for nothin; but these cant be quite up to the average, be they? Some on ems real thrifless? guess theyve ben shoved out o the last place, an goin to try the next one, — like me, I suppose youll want to say! Jest see that flauntin old creatur that looks like a stopped clock. There! everybody cant be o one goodness, even preachers.

I was glad to have Mrs. Peet amused, and we were as cheerful as we could be for a few minutes. She said earnestly that she hoped to be forgiven for such talk, but there were some kinds of folks in the cars that she never had seen before. But when the conductor came to take her ticket she relapsed into her first state of mind, and was at a loss.

You ll have to look after me, dear, when we get to Shrewsbury, she said, after we had spent some distracted moments in hunting for the ticket, and the cat had almost escaped from the basket, and the bundle-handkerchief had become untied and all its miscellaneous contents scattered about our laps and the floor. It was a touching collection of the last odds and ends of Mrs. Peets housekeeping: some battered books, and singed holders for flatirons, and the faded little shoulder shawl that I had seen her wear many a day about her bent shoulders. There were her old tin match-box spilling all its matches, and a goose-wing for brushing up ashes, and her much-thumbed Leavitts Almanac. It was most pathetic to see these poor trifles out of their places. At last the ticket was found in her left-hand woolen glove, where her stiff, work-worn hand had grown used to the feeling of it.

I shouldnt wonder, now, if I come to like living over to Shrewsbury first-rate, she insisted, turning to me with a hopeful, eager look to see if I differed. You see t wont be so tough for me as if I hadnt always felt it lurking within me to go off some day or nother an see how other folks did things. I do know but what the Winn gals have laid up somethin sufficient for us to take a house, with the little mite Ive got by me. I might keep house for us all, stead o boardin round in other folks houses. That I aint never been demeaned to, but I dare say I should find it pleasant in some ways. Town folks has got the upper hand o country folks, but with all their work an pride they cant make a dandelion. I do know the times when Ive set out to wash Monday mornins, an tied out the line betwixt the old pucker-pear tree and the corner o the barn, an thought, Here I be with the same kind o weeks work right over again. Id wonder kind o ferce if I couldnt git out of it noways; an now here I be out of it, and an uprooteder creatur never stood on the airth. Just as I got to feel I had somethin ahead come that spool-factory business. There! you know he never was a forehanded man; his health was slim, and he got discouraged pretty nigh before ever he begun. I hope he dont know Im turned out o the old place. Isiahs well off; hell do the right thing by ye, says he. But my! I turned hot all over when I found out what Id put my name to, — me that had always ben counted a smart woman! I did undertake to read it over, but I couldnt sense it. Ive told all the folks so when they laid it off on to me some: but hand-writin is awful tedious readin and my head felt that day as if the works was gone.

I aint goin to sag on to nobody, she assured me eagerly, as the train rushed along. Ive got more work in me now than folks expects at my age. I may be considable use to Isabella. Shes got a family, an Ill take right holt in the kitchen or with the little gals. She had four on em, last I heared. Isabella was never one that liked house-work. Little gals! I do know now but what they must be about grown, time doos slip away so. I expect I shall look outlandish to em. But there! everybody knows me to home, an nobody knows me to Shrewsbury; t wont make a mite o difference, if I take holt willin.

I hoped, as I looked at Mrs. Peet, that she would never be persuaded to cast off the gathered brown silk bonnet and the plain shawl that she had worn so many years; but Isabella might think it best to insist upon more modern fashions. Mrs. Peet suggested, as if it were a matter of little consequence, that she had kept it in mind to buy some mourning; but there were other things to be thought of first, and so she had let it go until winter, any way, or until she should be fairly settled in Shrewsbury.

Are your nieces expecting you by this train? I was moved to ask, though with all the good souls ready talk and appealing manner I could hardly believe that she was going to Shrewsbury for more than a visit; it seemed as if she must return to the worn old farmhouse over by the sheep-lands. She answered that one of the Barnes boys had written a letter for her the day before, and there was evidently little uneasiness about her first reception.

We drew near the junction where I must leave her within a mile of the town. The cat was clawing indignantly at the basket, and her mistress grew as impatient of the car. She began to look very old and pale, my poor fellow-traveler, and said that she felt dizzy, going so fast. Presently the friendly red-cheeked young brakeman came along, bringing the carpet-bag and other possessions, and insisted upon taking the alarmed cat beside, in spite of an aggressive paw that had worked its way through the wicker prison. Mrs. Peet watched her goods disappear with suspicious eyes, and clutched her bundle-handkerchief as if it might be all that she could save. Then she anxiously got to her feet, much too soon, and when I said good-by to her at the car door she was ready to cry. I pointed to the car which she was to take next on the branch line of railway, and I assured her that it was only a few minutes ride to Shrewsbury, and that I felt certain she would find somebody waiting. The sight of that worn, thin figure adventuring alone across the platform gave my heart a sharp pang as the train carried me away.

Some of the passengers who sat near asked me about my old friend with great sympathy, after she had gone. There was a look of tragedy about her, and indeed it had been impossible not to get a good deal of her history, as she talked straight on in the same tone, when we stopped at a station, as if the train were going at full speed, and some of her remarks caused pity and amusements by turns. At the last minute she said, with deep self-reproach, Why, I havent asked a word about your folks; but youd ought to excuse such an old stray hen as I be.

In the spring I was driving by on what the old people of my native town call the sheep-lands road, and the sight of Mrs. Peets former home brought our former journey freshly to my mind. I had last heard from her just after she got to Shrewsbury, when she had sent me a message.

Have you ever heard how she got on? I eagerly asked my companion.

Didnt I tell you that I met her in Shrewsbury High Street one day? I was answered. She seemed perfectly delighted with everything. Her nieces have laid up a good bit of money, and are soon to leave the mill, and most thankful to have old Mrs. Peet with them. Somebody told me that they wished to buy the farm here, and come back to live, but she wouldnt hear of it, and thought they would miss too many privileges. She has been going to concerts and lectures this winter, and insists that Isaiah did her a good turn.

We both laughed. My own heart was filled with joy, for the uncertain, lonely face of this homeless old woman had often haunted me. The rain-blackened little house did certainly look dreary, and a whole lifetime of patient toil had left few traces. The pucker-pear tree was in full bloom, however, and gave a welcome gayety to the deserted door-yard.

A little way beyond we met Isaiah Peet, the prosperous money-lender, who had cheated the old woman of her own. I fancied that he looked somewhat ashamed, as he recognized us. To my surprise, he stopped his horse in most social fashion.

Old Aunt Peets passed away, he informed me briskly. She had a shock, and went right off sudden yisterday forenoon. Im about now tendin to the funeral rangements. Shes ben extry smart, they say, all winter, — out to meetin last Sabbath; never enjoyed herself so complete as she has this past month. Shed ben a very hard-workin woman. Her folks was glad to have her there, and give her every attention. The place here never was good for nothin. The old genleman, — uncle, you know, — he wore hisself out tryin to make a livin off from it.

There was an ostentatious sympathy and half-suppressed excitement from bad news which were quite lost upon us, and we did not linger to hear much more. It seemed to me as if I had known Mrs. Peet better than any one else had known her. I had counted upon seeing her again, and hearing her own account of Shrewsbury life, its pleasures and its limitations. I wondered what had become of the cat and the contents of the faded bundle-handkerchief.


THE TAKING OF CAPTAIN BALL.

I.
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THERE WAS A natural disinclination to the cares of housekeeping in the mind of Captain Ball, and he would have left the sea much earlier in life if he had not liked much better to live on board ship. A man was his own master there, and meddlesome neighbors and parsons and tearful women-folks could be made to keep their distance. But as years went on, and the extremes of weather produced much affliction in the shape of rheumatism, this, and the decline of the merchant service, and the degeneracy of common seamen, forced Captain Ball to come ashore for good. He regretted that he could no longer follow the sea, and, in spite of many alleviations, grumbled at his hard fate. He might have been condemned to an inland town, but in reality his house was within sight of tide-water, and he found plenty of companionship in the decayed seaport where he had been born and bred. There were several retired shipmasters who closely approached his own rank and dignity. They all gave other excuses than that of old age and infirmity for being out of business, took a sober satisfaction in their eleven oclock bitters, and discussed the shipping list of the morning paper with far more interest than the political or general news of the other columns.

While Captain Asaph Ball was away on his long voyages he had left his house in charge of an elder sister, who was joint owner. She was a grim old person, very stern in matters of sectarian opinion, and the captain recognized in his heart of hearts that she alone was his superior officer. He endeavored to placate her with generous offerings of tea and camels-hair scarfs and East Indian sweetmeats, not to speak of unnecessary and sometimes very beautiful china for the parties that she never gave, and handsome dress patterns with which she scorned to decorate her sinful shape of clay. She pinched herself to the verge of want in order to send large sums of money to the missionaries, but she saved the captains money for him against the time when his willful lavishness and improvidence might find him a poor man. She was always looking forward to the days when he would be aged and forlorn, that burly seafaring brother of hers. She loved to remind him of his latter end, and in writing her long letters that were to reach him in foreign ports, she told little of the neighborhood news and results of voyages, but bewailed, in page after page, his sad condition of impenitence and the shortness of time. The captain would rather have faced a mutinous crew any day than his sisters solemn statements of this sort, but he loyally read them through with heavy sighs, and worked himself into his best broadcloth suit, at least once while he lay in port, to go to church on Sunday, out of good New England habit and respect to her opinions. It was not his sisters principles but her phrases that the captain failed to comprehend. Sometimes when he returned to his ship he took pains to write a letter to dear sister Ann, and to casually mention the fact of his attendance upon public worship, and even to recall the text and purport of the sermon. He was apt to fall asleep in his humble place at the very back of the church, and his report of the services would have puzzled a far less keen theologian than Miss Ann Ball. In fact these poor makeshifts of religious interest did not deceive her, and the captain had an uneasy consciousness that, to use his own expression, the thicker he laid on the words, the quicker she saw through them. And somehow or other that manly straightforwardness and honesty of his, that free-handed generosity, that true unselfishness which made him stick by his ship when the crew had run away from a poor black cook who was taken down with the yellow-fever, which made him nurse the frightened beggar as tenderly as a woman, and bring him back to life, and send him packing afterward with plenty of money in his pocket — all these fine traits that made Captain Ball respected in every port where his loud voice and clumsy figure and bronzed face were known, seemed to count for nothing with the stern sister. At least her younger brother thought so. But when, a few years after he came ashore for good, she died and left him alone in the neat old white house, which his instinctive good taste and his fathers before him had made a museum of East Indian treasures, he found all his letters stored away with loving care after they had been read and reread into tatters, and among her papers such touching expressions of love and pride and longing for his souls good, that poor Captain Asaph broke down altogether and cried like a school-boy. She had saved every line of newspaper which even mentioned his ships names. She had loved him deeply in the repressed New England fashion, that under a gray and forbidding crust of manner, like a chilled lava bed, hides glowing fires of loyalty and devotion.

Sister Ann was a princess among housekeepers, and for some time after her death the captain was a piteous mourner indeed. No growing school-boy could be more shy and miserable in the presence of women than he, though nobody had a readier friendliness or more off-hand sailor ways among men. The few intimate family friends who came to his assistance at the time of his sisters illness and death added untold misery to the gloomy situation. Yet he received the minister with outspoken gratitude in spite of that worthy mans trepidation. Everybody said that poor Captain Ball looked as if his heart was broken. I tell ye I feel as if I was tied in a bag of fleas, said the distressed mariner, and his pastor turned away to cough, hoping to hide the smile that would come. Widders an old maids, theyre busier than the divil in a gale o wind, grumbled the captain. Poor Ann, she was worth every one of em lashed together, and here you find me with a head-wind every way I try to steer. The minister was a man at any rate; his very presence was a protection.

Some wretched days went by while Captain Ball tried to keep his lonely house with the assistance of one Silas Jenkins, who had made several voyages with him as cook, but they soon proved that the best of sailors may make the worst of housekeepers. Life looked darker and darker, and when, one morning, Silas inadvertently overheated and warped the new cooking stove, which had been the pride of Miss Balls heart, the breakfastless captain dismissed him in a fit of blind rage. The captain was first cross and then abject when he went hungry, and in this latter stage was ready to abase himself enough to recall Widow Sparks, his sisters lieutenant, who lived close by in Ropewalk Lane, forgetting that he had driven her into calling him an old hog two days after the funeral. He groaned aloud as he thought of her, but reached for his hat and cane, when there came a gentle feminine rap at the door.

Let em knock! grumbled the captain, angrily, but after a moments reflection, he scowled and went and lifted the latch.

There stood upon the doorstep a middle-aged woman, with a pleasant though determined face. The captain scowled again, but involuntarily opened his fore-door a little wider.

Captin Asaph Ball, I presume?

The same, answered the captain.

Ive been told, sir, that you need a housekeeper, owing to recent affliction.

There was a squally moment of resistance in the old sailors breast, but circumstances seemed to be wrecking him on a lee shore. Down came his flag on the run.

I cant say but what I do, maam, and with lofty courtesy, such as an admiral should use to his foe of equal rank, the master of the house signified that his guest might enter. When they were seated opposite each other in the desolate sitting-room he felt himself the weaker human being of the two. Five years earlier, and he would have put to sea before the weeks end, if only to gain the poor freedom of a coastwise lime schooner.

Well, speak up, cant ye? he said, trying to laugh. Tell me whats the tax, and how much you can take hold and do, without coming to me for orders every hands turn o the day. Ive had Silas Jinkins here, one o my old ships cooks; he served well at sea, and I thought he had some head; but weve been beat, I tell ye, and youll find some work to put things ship-shape. Hes gitting in years, thats the trouble; I oughtnt to have called on him, said Captain Ball, anxious to maintain even so poorly the dignity of his sex.

I like your looks; you seem a good steady hand, with no nonsense about ye. He cast a shy glance at his companion, and would not have believed that any woman could have come to the house a stranger, and have given him such an immediate feeling of confidence and relief.

Ill tell ye whats about the worst of the matter, and the captain pulled a letter out of his deep coat pocket. His feelings had been pent up too long. At the sight of the pretty handwriting and aggravatingly soft-spoken sentences, Asaph Ball was forced to inconsiderate speech. The would-be housekeeper pushed back her rocking-chair as he began, and tucked her feet under, beside settling her bonnet a little, as if she were close-reefed and anchored to ride out the gale.

Im in most need of an able person, he roared, on account of this letters settin me adrift about knowing what to do. T is from a gal that wants to come and make her home here. Land sakes alive, puts herself right forrard! I dont want her, an I wont have her. She may be a great-niece; I dont say she aint; but what should I do with one o them jiggetin gals about? In the name o reason, why should I be set out o my course? Im left at the mercy o you women-folks, and the captain got stiffly to his feet. If youve had experience, an think you can do for me, why, stop an try, an Ill be much obleeged to ye. Youll find me a good provider, and well let one another alone, and get along some way or nother.

The captains voice fairly broke; he had been speaking as if to a brother man; he was tired out and perplexed. His sister Ann had saved him so many petty trials, and now she was gone. The poor man had watched her suffer and seen her die, and he was as tender-hearted and as lonely as a child, however he might bluster. Even such infrequent matters as family letters had been left to his busy sister. It happened that they had inherited a feud with an elder half-brothers family in the West, though the captain was well aware of the existence of this forth-putting great-niece, who had been craftily named for Miss Ann Ball, and so gained a precarious hold on her affections; but to harbor one of the race was to consent to the whole. Captain Ball was not a man to bring down upon himself an army of interferers and plunderers, and he now threw down the poor girls well-meant letter with an outrageous expression of his feelings. Then he felt a silly weakness, and hastened to wipe his eyes with his pocket-handkerchief.

Ive been beat, I tell ye, he said brokenly.

There was a look of apparent sympathy, mingled with victory, on the housekeepers face. Perhaps she had known some other old sailor of the same make, for she rose and turned her face aside to look out of the window until the captains long upper lip had time to draw itself straight and stern again. Plainly she was a woman of experience and discretion.

Ill take my shawl and bunnit right off, sir, she said, in a considerate little voice. I see a-plenty to do; therell be time enough after I get you your dinner to see to havin my trunk here; but it neednt stay a day longer than you give the word.

Thats clever, said the captain. Ill step right down street and get us a good fish, an you can fry it or make us a chowder, just which you see fit. It now wants a little of eleven — and an air of pleased anticipation lighted his face— I must be on my way.

If its all the same to you, I guess we dont want no company till we get to rights a little. Youre kind of tired out, sir, said the housekeeper, feelingly. By-and-by you can have the young girl come an make you a visit, and either let her go or keep her, cordin as seems fit. I may not turn out to suit.

What may I call you, maam? inquired Captain Ball. Mis French? Not one o them Fleet Street Frenches? (suspiciously). Oh, come from Massachusetts way! (with relief).

I was stopping with some friends that had a letter from some o the ministers folks here, and they told how bad off you was, said Mrs. French, modestly. I was out of employment, an I said to myself that I should feel real happy to go and do for that Captain Ball. He knows what he wants, and I know what I want, and no flummery.

You know somethin o life, I do declare, and the captain fairly beamed. I never was called a hard man at sea, but I like to give my orders, and have folks foller em. If it was women-folks that wrote, they may have set me forth more n ordinary. I had every widder and single woman in town here while Ann lay dead, and my natural feelins were all worked up. I see em dressed up and smirkin and settin their nets to ketch me when I was in an extremity. I wouldnt give a kentle o spiled fish for the whole on em. I aint a marryin man, theres once for all for ye, and the old sailor stepped toward the door with some temper.

Ef youll write to the young woman, sir, just to put off comin for a couple or three weeks, suggested Mrs. French.

This afternoon, maam, said the captain, as if it were the ay, ay, sir, of an able seaman who sprang to his duty of reefing the main-topsail.

Captain Ball walked down to the fish shop with stately steps and measured taps of his heavy cane. He stopped on the way, a little belated, and assured two or three retired ship-masters that he had manned the old brig complete at last; he even gave a handsome wink of his left eye over the edge of a glass, and pronounced his morning grog to be A No. 1, prime.

Mrs. French picked up her gown at each side with thumb and finger, and swept the captain a low courtesy behind his back as he went away; then she turned up the aforesaid gown and sought for one of the lamented Miss Ann Balls calico aprons, and if ever a New England woman did a mornings work in an hour, it was this same Mrs. French.

T aint every one knows how to make what I call a chowder, said the captain, pleased and replete, as he leaned back in his chair after dinner. Mis French, you shall have everything to do with, an I aint no kitchen colonel myself to bother ye.

There was a new subject for gossip in that seaport town. More than one woman had felt herself to be a fitting helpmate for the captain, and was confident that if time had been allowed, she could have made sure of even such wary game as he. When a stranger stepped in and occupied the ground at once, it gave nobody a fair chance, and Mrs. French was recognized as a presuming adventuress by all disappointed aspirants for the captains hand. The captain was afraid at times that Mrs. French carried almost too many guns, but she made him so comfortable that she kept the upper hand, and at last he was conscious of little objection to whatever this able housekeeper proposed. Her only intimate friends were the minister and his wife, and the captain himself was so won over to familiarity by the kindness of his pastor in the time of affliction, that when after some weeks Mrs. French invited the good people to tea, Captain Ball sat manfully at the foot of his table, and listened with no small pleasure to the delighted exclamations of the parsons wife over his store of china and glass. There was a little feeling of guilt when he remembered how many times in his sisters day he had evaded such pleasant social occasions by complaint of inward malady, or by staying boldly among the wharves until long past supper-time, and forcing good Miss Ann to as many anxious excuses as if her brothers cranky ways were not as well known to the guests as to herself.

II.

Mrs. Captain Topliff and Miss Miranda Hull were sitting together one late summer afternoon in Mrs. Topliffs south chamber. They were at work upon a black dress which was to be made over, and each sat by a front window with the blinds carefully set ajar.

This is a real handy room to sew in, said Miranda, who had come early after dinner for a good long afternoon. You git the light as long as there is any; and I do like a straw carpet; I dont feels if I made so much work scatterin pieces.

Dont you have no concern about pieces, answered Mrs. Topliff, amiably. I was precious glad to get you right on the sudden so. You see, I counted on my other dress lasting me till winter, and sort of put this by to do at a leisure time. I knew t want fit to wear as t was. Anyway, Ive done dealin with Stover; he told me, lookin me right in the eye, that it was as good a wearin piece o goods as he had in the store. T was a real cheat; you can put your finger right through it.

Youve got some wear but of it, ventured Miranda, meekly, bending over her work. I made it up quite a spell ago, I know. Six or seven years, aint it, Mis Topliff?

Yes, to be sure, replied Mrs. Topliff, with suppressed indignation; but this were to work on I had before the Centennial. I know I wouldnt take it to Philadelphy because t was too good. An the first two or three years of a dress dont count. You know how t is; you just wear em to meetin a pleasant Sunday, or to a funeral, praps, an keep em in a safe cluset meanwhiles.

Goods dont wear as t used to, agreed Miranda; but t is all the better for my trade. Land! theres some dresses in this town Im sick o bein called on to make goods new. Now I call you reasonable about such things, but theres some I could name — Miss Hull at this point put several pins into her mouth, as if to guard a secret.

Mrs. Topliff looked up with interest. I always thought Ann Ball was the meanest woman about such expense. She always looked respectable too, and I spose she d said the heathen was gittin the good o what she saved. She must have given away hundreds o dollars in that direction.

She left plenty too, and I spose Capn Asaphs Mis French will get the good of it now, said Miranda through the pins. Seems to me hes gittin caught in spite of himself. Old vain creatur, he seemed to think all the women-folks in town was in love with him.

Some was, answered Mrs. Topliff. I think any woman that needed a home would naturally think t was a good chance. She thought that Miranda had indulged high hopes, but wished to ignore them now.

Some that had a home seemed inclined to bestow their affections, I observed, retorted the dressmaker, who had lost her little property by unfortunate investment, but would not be called homeless by Mrs. Topliff. Everybody knew that the widow had set herself down valiantly to besiege the enemy; but after this passage at arms between the friends they went on amiably with their conversation.

Seems to me the minister and Mis Calvinn are dreadful intimate at the Capns. I wonder if the Capns goin to give as much to the heathen as his sister did? said Mrs. Topliff, presently.

I understood he told the minister that none o the heathen was wuth it that ever he see, replied Miranda in a pinless voice at last. Mr. Calvinn only laughed; he knows the Capns ways. But I shouldnt thought Asaph Ball would have let his hired help set out and ask company to tea just four weeks from the day his only sister was laid away. T want feelin.

That Mis French wanted to get the ministers folks to back her up, dont you understand? was Mrs. Topliffs comment. I should think the Calvinns wouldnt want to be so free and easy with a woman from nobody knows where. She runs in and out o the parsonage any time o day, as Ann Ball never took it upon her to do. Ann liked Mis Calvinn, but she always had to go through with just so much, and be formal with everybody.

Ill tell you something that exasperated me, confided the disappointed Miranda. That night they was there to tea, Mis Calvinn was praising up a handsome flowered china bowl that was on the table, with some new kind of a fancy jelly in it, and the Capn told her to take it along when she went home, if she wanted to, speakin right out thoughtless, as men do; and that Mis French chirped up, Yes, Im glad; you ought to have somethin to remember the capns sister by, says she. Cant you hear just how up an comin it was?

I can so, said Mrs. Topliff. I see that bowl myself on Miss Calvinns card-table, when I was makin a call there day before yesterday. I wondered how she come by it. Tis an elegant bowl. Ann must have set the world by it, poor thing. Wonder if he aint goin to give remembrances to those that knew his sister ever since they can remember? Mirandy Hull, that Mis French is a fox!

T was Widow Sparks gave me the particulars, continued Mrs. Topliff. She declared at first that never would she step foot inside his doors again, but I always thought the capn put up with a good deal. Her husbands havin been killed in one o his ships by a fall when he was full o liquor, and her bein there so much to help Ann, and their havin provided for her all these years one way an another, didnt give her the right to undertake the housekeepin and direction o everything soon as Ann died. She dressed up as if t was for meetin, and tended the front door, and saw the folks that came. Youd thought she was maam of everything; and to hear her talk up to the capn! I thought I should die o laughing when he blowed out at her. You know how he gives them great whoos when hes put about. Go below, cant ye, till your watchs called, says he, sames t was aboard ship; but there! everybody knew he was all broke down, and everything tried him. But to see her flounce out o that back door!

T was the evenin after the funeral, Miranda said, presently. I was there, too, you may reclect, seeing what I could do. The capn thought I was the proper one to look after her things, and guard against moths. He said there want no haste, but I knew better, an told him Id brought some camphire right with me. Well, did you git anything further out o Mis Sparks?

That French woman made all up with her, and Mis Sparks swallowed her resentment. Shes a good-feelin, ignorant kind o woman, an she needed the money bad, answered Mrs. Topliff. If youll never repeat, Ill tell you somethin thatll make your eyes stick out, Miranda.

Miranda promised, and filled her mouth with pins preparatory to proper silence.

You know the Balls had a half-brother that went off out West somewhere in New York State years ago. I dont remember him, but he brought up a family, and some of em came here an made visits. Ann used to get letters from em sometimes, shes told me, and I dare say used to do for em. Well, Mis Sparks says that there was a smart young Miss Ball, niece, or great-niece o the capn, wrote on and wanted to come an live with him for the sake o the home — his own blood and kin, you see, and very needy — and Mis Sparks heard em talk about her, and that wicked, low, offscourin has got round Asaph Ball till hes consented to put the pore girl off. You see, she wants to contrive time to make him marry her, and then shell do as she pleases about his folks. Now aint it a shame? When I see her parade up the broad aisle, I want to stick out my tongue at her — I do so, right in meetin. If the capns goin to have a shock within a year, I could wish it might be soon, to disappoint such a woman. Who is she, anyway? She makes me think o some carron bird pouncin down on us right out o the air. Mrs. Topliff sniffed and jerked about in her chair, having worked herself into a fine fit of temper.

There aint no up nor down to this material, is there? inquired Miranda, meekly. She was thinking that if she were as well off as Mrs. Topliff, and toward seventy years of age, she would never show a matrimonial disappointment in this open way. It was ridiculous for a woman who had any respect for herself and for the opinion of society. Miranda had much more dignity, and tried to cool off Mrs. Topliffs warmth by discussion of the black gown.

T aint pleasant to have such a character among us. Do you think it is, Mirandy? asked Mrs. Topliff, after a few minutes of silence. Shes a good-looking person, but with something sly about her. I dont mean to call on her again until she accounts for herself. Livin nearer than any of Anns friends, I thought there would be a good many ways I could oblige the capn if hed grant the opportunity, but t aint so to be. Now Mr. Topliff was such an easy-goin, pleasant-tempered man, that I take time to remember others is made different.

Miranda smiled. Her companion had suffered many things from a most trying husband; it was difficult to see why she was willing to risk her peace of mind again.

Capn Asaph looks now as meek as Moses, she suggested, as she pared a newly basted seam with her creaking scissors. Mis French, whoever she may be, has got him right under her thumb. I, for one, believe shell never get him, for all her pains. Hes as sharp as she is any day, when it comes to that; but hes made comfortable, and she starches his shirt bosoms sos you can hear em creak way across the meeting-house. I was in there the other night — she wanted to see me about some work — and t was neat as wax, and an awful good scent o somethin theyd had for supper.

That kinds always smart enough, granted the widow Topliff. I want to know if she cooks him a hot supper every night? Well, shell catch him if anybody can. Why dont you get a look into some o the clusets, if you go there to work? Ann was so formal I never spoke up as I wanted to about seeing her things. They must have an awful sight of china, and as for the linen and so on that the capn and his father before him fetched home from sea, you couldnt find no end to it. Ann never made way with much. I hope the mice aint hivin into it and makin their nests. Ann was very particular, but I dare say it wore her out tryin to take care o such a houseful.

Im going there Wednesday, said Miranda. Ill spy round all I can, but I dont like to carry news from one house to another. I never was one to make trouble; t would make my business more difficult thant is aready.

Id trust you, responded Mrs. Topliff, emphatically. But there, Mirandy, you know you can trust me too, and anything you say goes no further.

Yesm, returned Miranda, somewhat absently. To cut this the way you want it is going to give the folds a terble skimpy look.

I thought it would from the first, was Mrs. Topliffs obliging answer.

III.

The captain could not believe that two months had passed since his sisters death, but Mrs. French assured him one evening that it was so. He had troubled himself very little about public opinion, though hints of his housekeepers suspicious character and abominable intentions had reached his ears through more than one disinterested tale-bearer. Indeed, the minister and his wife were the only persons among the old family friends who kept up any sort of intercourse with Mrs. French. The ladies of the parish themselves had not dared to asperse her character to the gruff captain, but were contented with ignoring her existence and setting their husbands to the fray. Why dont you tell him what folks think? was a frequent question; but after a first venture even the most intimate and valiant friends were sure to mind their own business, as the indignant captain bade them. Two of them had been partially won over to Mrs. Frenchs side by a taste of her good cooking. In fact, these were Captain Dunn and Captain Allister, who, at the eleven oclock rendezvous, reported their wives as absent at the County Conference, and were promptly bidden to a chowder dinner by the independent Captain Ball, who gloried in the fact that neither of his companions would dare to ask a friend home unexpectedly. Our hero promised his guests that what they did not find in eatables they should make up in drinkables, and actually produced a glistening decanter of Madeira that had made several voyages in his fathers ships while he himself was a boy. There were several casks and long rows of cobwebby bottles in the cellar, which had been provided against possible use in case of illness, but the captain rarely touched them, though he went regularly every morning for a social glass of what he frankly persisted in calling his grog. The dinner party proved to be a noble occasion, and Mrs. French won the esteem of the three elderly seamen by her discreet behavior, as well as by the flavor of the chowder.

They walked out into the old garden when the feast was over, and continued their somewhat excited discussion of the decline of shipping, on the seats of the ancient latticed summer-house. There Mrs. French surprised them by bringing out a tray of coffee, served in the handsome old cups which the captains father had brought home from France. She was certainly a good-looking woman, and stepped modestly and soberly along the walk between the mallows and marigolds. Her feminine rivals insisted that she looked both bold and sly, but she minded her work like a steam-tug, as the captain whispered admiringly to his friends.

Aint never ascertained where she came from last, have ye? inquired Captain Alister, emboldened by the best Madeira and the good-fellowship of the occasion.

Im acquainted with all I need to know, answered Captain Ball, shortly; but his face darkened, and when his guests finished their coffee they thought it was high time to go away.

Everybody was sorry that a jarring note had been struck on so delightful an occasion, but it could not be undone. On the whole, the dinner was an uncommon pleasure, and the host walked back into the house to compliment his housekeeper, though the sting of his friends untimely question expressed itself by a remark that they had made most too much of an every-day matter by having the coffee in those best cups.

Mrs. French laughed. T will give em something to talk about; t was excellent good coffee, this last you got, anyway, and Captain Asaph walked away, restored to a pleased and cheerful frame of mind. When he waked up after a solid after-dinner nap, Mrs. French, in her decent afternoon gown, as calm as if there had been no company to dinner, was just coming down the front stairs.

She seated herself by the window, and pretended to look into the street. The captain shook his newspaper at an invading fly. It was early September and flies were cruelly persistent. Somehow his nap had not entirely refreshed him, and he watched his housekeeper with something like disapproval.

I want to talk with you about something, sir, said Mrs. French.

Shes going to raise her pay, the captain grumbled to himself. Well, speak out, cant ye maam? he said.

You know Ive been sayin all along that you ought to get your niece — 

Shes my great-niece, blew the captain, an I dont know as I want her. The awful certainty came upon him that those hints were well-founded about Mrs. Frenchs determination to marry him, and his stormy nature rose in wild revolt. Cant you keep your place, maam? and he gave a great whoo! as if he were letting off superabundant steam. She might prove to carry too many guns for him, and he grew very red in the face. It was a much worse moment than when a vessel comes driving at you amidships out of the fog.

Why, yes, sir, I should be glad to keep my place, said Mrs. French, taking the less grave meaning of his remark by instinct, if not by preference; only it seems your duty to let your great-niece come some time or other, and I can go off. Perhaps it is an untimely season to speak, about it, but, you see, I have had it in mind, and now Ive got through with the preserves, and theres a space between now and house-cleaning, I guess youd better let the young woman come. Folks have got wind about your refusing her earlier, and think hard of me: my position isnt altogether pleasant, and she changed color a little, and looked him full in the face.

The captains eyes fell. He did owe her something. He never had been so comfortable in his life, on shore, as she had made him. She had heard some cursed ill-natured speeches, and he very well knew that a more self-respecting woman never lived. But now her moment of self-assertion seemed to have come, and, to use his own words, she had him fast. Stop! there was a way of escape.

Then I will send for the gal. Perhaps youre right, maam. Ive slept myself into the doldrums. Whoo! whoo! he said, loudly — anything to gain a little time. Anything you say, maam, he protested. Ive got to step down-town on some business, and the captain fled with ponderous footsteps out through the dining-room to the little side entry where he hung his hat; then a moment later he went away, clicking his cane along the narrow sidewalk.

He had escaped that time, and wrote the brief note to his great-niece, Ann Ball — how familiar the name looked! — with a sense of victory. He dreaded the next interview with his housekeeper, but she was business-like and self-possessed, and seemed to be giving him plenty of time. Then the captain regretted his letter, and felt as if he were going to be broken up once more in his home comfort. He spoke only when it was absolutely necessary, and simply nodded his head when Mrs. French said that she was ready to start as soon as she showed the young woman about the house. But what favorite dishes were served the captain in those intervening days! and there was one cool evening beside, when the housekeeper had the social assistance of a fire in the Franklin stove. The captain thought that his only safety lay in sleep, and promptly took that means of saving himself from a dangerous conversation. He even went to a panorama on Friday night, a diversion that would usually be quite beneath his dignity. It was difficult to avoid asking Mrs. French to accompany him, she helped him on with his coat so pleasantly, but shed git her claws on me comin home perhaps, mused the self-distrustful mariner, and stoutly went his way to the panorama alone. It was a very dull show indeed, and he bravely confessed it, and then was angry at a twinkle in Mrs. Frenchs eyes. Yet he should miss the good creature, and for the life of him he could not think lightly of her. She well knows how able she is to do for me. Women-folks is capns ashore, sighed the captain as he went upstairs to bed.

Women-folks is capns ashore, he repeated, in solemn confidence to one of his intimate friends, as they stood next day on one of the deserted wharves, looking out across the empty harbor roads. There was nothing coming in. How they had watched the deep-laden ships enter between the outer capes and drop their great sails in home waters! How they had ruled those ships, and been the ablest ship-masters of their day, with nobody to question their decisions! There is no such absolute monarchy as a sea-captains. He is a petty king, indeed, as he sails the high seas from port to port.

There was a fine easterly breeze and a bright sun that day, but Captain Ball came toiling up the cobble-stoned street toward his house as if he were vexed by a headwind. He carried a post-card between his thumb and finger, and grumbled aloud as he stumped along. Mis French! he called, loudly, as he opened the door, and that worthy woman appeared with a floured apron, and a mind divided between her employers special business and her own affairs of pie-making.

Shes coming this same day, roared the captain. Might have given some notice, Im sure. Be with you Saturday afternoon, and signed her name. Thats all shes written. Whoo! whoo! tis a dreadful close day, and the poor old fellow fumbled for his big silk handkerchief. I dont know what train shell take. I aint going to hang round up at the depot; my rheumatism troubles me.

I wouldnt, if I was you, answered Mrs. French, shortly, and turned from him with a pettish movement to open the oven door.

The captain passed into the sitting-room, and sat down heavily in his large chair. On the wall facing him was a picture of his old ship the Ocean Rover leaving the harbor of Bristol. It was not valuable as a marine painting, but the sea was blue in that picture, and the white canvas all spread to the very sky-scrapers; it was an emblem of that freedom which Captain Asaph Ball had once enjoyed. Dinner that day was a melancholy meal, and after it was cleared away the master of the house forlornly watched Mrs. French gather an armful of her own belongings, and mount the stairs as if she were going to pack her box that very afternoon. It did not seem possible that she meant to leave before Monday, but the captain could not bring himself to ask any questions. He was at the mercy of womankind. A jiggeting girl. I dont know how to act with her. She shant rule me, he muttered to himself. She and Mis French may think theyve got things right to their hands, but Ill stand my ground — Ill stand my ground, and the captain gently slid into the calmer waters of his afternoon nap.

When he waked the house was still, and with sudden consciousness of approaching danger, and a fear lest Mrs. French might have some last words to say if she found him awake, he stole out of his house as softly as possible and went down-town, hiding his secret woes and joining in the long seafaring reminiscences with which he and his friends usually diverted themselves. As he came up the street again toward supper-time, he saw that the blinds were thrown open in the parlor windows, and his heart began to beat loudly. He could hear womens voices, and he went in by a side gate and sought the quiet garden. It had suffered from a touch of frost; so had the captain.

Mrs. French heard the gate creak, and presently she came to the garden door at the end of the front entry. Come in, wont ye, capn? she called, persuasively, and with a mighty sea oath the captain rose and obeyed.

The house was still. He strode along the entry lite a brave man: there was nothing of the coward about Asaph Ball when he made up his mind to a thing. There was nobody in the best parlor, and he turned toward the sitting-room, but there sat smiling Mrs. French.

Where is the gal? blew the captain.

Here I be, sir, said Mrs. French, with a flushed and beaming face. I thought t was full time to put you out of your misery.

Whats all this mean? Whoo! whoo!

Here I be; take me or leave me, uncle, answered the housekeeper: she began to be anxious, the captain looked so bewildered and irate. Folks seemed to think that you was peculiar, and I was impressed that it would be better to just come first without a words bein said, and find out how you an me got on; then, if we didnt make out, nobody d be bound. Im sure I didnt want to be.

Who was that I heard talking with ye as I come by? blew the captain very loud.

That was Mis Capn Topliff; an an old cat she is, calmly replied Mrs. French. She hasnt been near me before this three months, but plenty of stories shes set goin about us, and plenty of spyin shes done. I thought Id tell you who I was within a week after I come, but I found out how things was goin, and I had to spite em well before I got through. I expected that something would turn up, an the whole story get out. But weve been middlin comfortable, havent we, sir? an I thought t was bout time to give you a little surprise. Mis Calvinn and the minister knows the whole story, she concluded: I wouldnt have kep it from them. Mis Calvinn said all along t would be a good lesson — 

Who wrote that card from the post-office? demanded the captain, apparently but half persuaded.

I did, said Mrs. French.

Good Hector, you women-folks! but Captain Ball ventured to cross the room and establish himself in his chair. Then, being a man of humor, he saw that he had a round turn on those who had spitefufly sought to question him.

You neednt let on, that you havent known me all along, suggested Mrs. French. I should be pleased if you would call me by my Christian name, sir. I was married to Mr. French only a short time; he was taken away very sudden. The letter that came after aunts death was directed to my maiden name, but aunt knew all about me. Ive got some means, an I aint distressed but what I can earn my living.

They dont call me such an old Turk, I hope! exclaimed the excited captain, deprecating the underrated estimate of himself which was suddenly presented. I aint a hard man at sea, now I tell ye, and he turned away, much moved at the injustice of society. Ive got no head for geneology. Ann usually set in to give me the family particulars when I was logy with sleep a Sunday night. I thought you was a French from Massachusetts way.

I had to say somethin, responded the housekeeper, promptly.

Well, well! and a suppressed laugh shook the captain like an earthquake. He was suddenly set free from his enemies, while an hour before he had been hemmed in on every side.

They had a cheerful supper, and Ann French cut a pie, and said, as she passed him more than a quarter part of it, that she thought she should give up when she was baking that morning, and saw the look on his face as he handed her the post-card.

Youre fit to be captain of a privateer, acknowledged Captain Asaph Ball, handsomely. The complications of shore life were very astonishing to this seafaring man of the old school.

Early on Monday morning he had a delightful sense of triumph. Captain Allister, who was the chief gossip of the waterside club, took it upon himself — a cheap thing to do, as everybody said afterwards — to ask many questions about those unvalued relatives of the Balls, who had settled long ago in New York State. Were there any children left of the captains half-brothers family?

Ive got a niece living — a great-niece she is, answered Captain Ball, with a broad smile— makes me feel old. You see, my half-brother was a grown man when I was born. I never saw him scarcely; there was some misunderstanding an he always lived with his own mothers folks; and father, he married again, and had me and Ann thirty year after. Why, my half-brother d been most a hundred; I dont know but more.

Captain Ball spoke in a cheerful tone; the audience meditated, and Captain Allister mentioned meekly that time did slip away.

Ever see any of em? he inquired. In some way public interest was aroused in the niece.

Ever see any of em? repeated the captain, in a loud tone. You fool, Allister, whos keepin my house this minute? Why, Ann French; Ann Ball that was, and a smart, likely woman she is. I aint a marryin man: theres been plenty o fools to try me. Ive been picked over well by you and others, and I thought if t pleased you, you could take your own time.

The honest captain for once lent himself to deception. One would have thought that he had planned the siege himself. He took his stick from where it leaned against a decaying piece of ship-timber and went clicking away. The explanation of his housekeeping arrangements was not long in flying about the town, and Mrs. Captain Topliff made an early call to say that she had always suspected it from the first, from the family likeness.

From this time Captain Ball submitted to the rule of Mrs. French, and under her sensible and fearless sway became, as everybody said, more like other people than ever before. As he grew older it was more and more convenient to have a superior officer to save him from petty responsibilities. But now and then, after the first relief at finding that Mrs. French was not seeking his hand in marriage, and that the jiggeting girl was a mere fabrication, Captain Ball was both surprised and a little ashamed to discover that something in his heart had suffered disappointment in the matter of the great-niece. Those who knew him well would have as soon expected to see a flower grow out of a cobble-stone as that Captain Asaph Ball should hide such a sentiment in his honest breast. He had fancied her a pretty girl in a pink dress, who would make some life in the quiet house, and sit and sing at her sewing by the front window, in all her foolish furbelows, as he came up the street.


BY THE MORNING BOAT.
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ON THE COAST of Maine, where many green islands and salt inlets fringe the deep-cut shore line; where balsam firs and bayberry bushes send their fragrance far seaward, and song-sparrows sing all day, and the tide runs plashing in and out among the weedy ledges; where cowbells tinkle on the hills and herons stand in the shady coves, — on the lonely coast of Maine stood a small gray house facing the morning light. All the weather-beaten houses of that region face the sea apprehensively, like the women who live in them.

This home of four people was as bleached and gray with wind and rain as one of the pasture rocks close by. There were some cinnamon rose bushes under the window at one side of the door, and a stunted lilac at the other side. It was so early in the cool morning that nobody was astir but some shy birds, that had come in the stillness of dawn to pick and flutter in the short grass.

They flew away together as some one softly opened the unlocked door and stepped out. This was a bent old man, who shaded his eyes with his hand, and looked at the west and the east and overhead, and then took a few lame and feeble steps farther out to see a wooden vane on the barn. Then he sat down on the doorstep, clasped his hands together between his knees, and looked steadily out to sea, scanning the horizon where some schooners had held on their course all night, with a light westerly breeze. He seemed to be satisfied at sight of the weather, as if he had been anxious, as he lay unassured in his north bedroom, vexed with the sleeplessness of age and excited by thoughts of the coming day. The old seaman dozed as he sat on the doorstep, while dawn came up and the world grew bright; and the little birds returned, fearfully at first, to finish their breakfast, and at last made bold to hop close to his feet.

After a time some one else came and stood in the open door behind him.

Why, father! seems to me youve got an early start; t aint but four oclock. I thought I was foolish to get up so soon, but t want so I could sleep.

No, darter. The old man smiled as he turned to look at her, wide awake on the instant. T aint so soon as I git out some o these arly mornins. The birds wake me up singin, and its plenty light, you know. I wanted to make sure Lisha would have a fair day to go.

I expect hed have to go if the weather want good, said the woman.

Yes, yes, but tis useful to have fair weather, an a good sign some says it is. This is a great event for the boy, aint it?

I cant face the thought o losin on him, father. The woman came forward a step or two and sat down on the doorstep. She was a hard-worked, anxious creature, whose face had lost all look of youth. She was apt, in the general course of things, to hurry the old man and to spare little time for talking, and he was pleased by this acknowledged unity of their interests. He moved aside a little to give her more room, and glanced at her with a smile, as if to beg her to speak freely. They were both undemonstrative, taciturn New Englanders; their hearts were warm with pent-up feeling, that summer morning, yet it was easier to understand one another through silence than through speech.

No, I couldnt git much sleep, repeated the daughter at last. Some things I thought of that aint come to mind before for years, — things I dont relish the feelin of, all over again.

T was just such a mornin as this, pore little Lishas father went off on that last vyge o his, answered the old sailor, with instant comprehension. Yes, youve had it master hard, pore gal, aint you? I advised him against goin off on that old vessel with a crew that want capable.

Such a mornin as this, when I come out at sun-up, I always seem to see her top-sils over there beyond the pint, where she was to anchor. Well, I thank Heaven Lisha was averse to goin to sea, declared the mother.

Theres dangers ashore, Lucy Ann, said the grandfather, solemnly; but there was no answer, and they sat there in silence until the old man grew drowsy again.

Yisterday was the first time it fell onto my heart that Lisha was goin off, the mother began again, after a time had passed. Praps folks was right about our needing of him. Ive been workin every way I could to further him and git him a real good chance up to Boston, and now that weve got to part with him I dont see how to put up with it.

All nateral, insisted the old man. My mother wept the night through before I was goin to sail on my first vyge; she was kind of satisfied, though, when I come home next summer, grown a full man, with my savins in my pocket, an I had a master pretty little figured shawl Id bought for her to Bristol.

I dont want no shawls. Partin is partin to me, said the woman.

T aint everybody can stand in her fore-door an see the chimbleys o three childns houses without a glass, he tried eagerly to console her. All ready an willin to do their part for you, so as you could let Lisha go off and have his chance.

I dont know how it is, she answered, but none on em never give me the rooted home feelin that Lisha has. They was more varyin and kind o fast growin and scatterin; but Lisha was always Lisha when he was a babe, and I settled on him for the one to keep with me.

Then hes just the kind to send off, one you aint got to worry about. Theyre all good childn, said the man. Weve reason to be thankful none on ems been like some young sprigs, more grief n glory to their folks. An I aint regrettin Lishas goin one mite; I believe youd rather go on doin for him an cossetin. I think t was high time to shove him out o the nest.

You aint his mother, said Lucy Ann.

What be you goin to give him for his breakfast? asked the stern grandfather, in a softened, less business-like voice.

I dont knows Id thought about it, special, sir. I did lay aside that piece o apple pie we had left yisterday from dinner, she confessed.

Fry him out a nice little crisp piece o pork, Lucy Ann, an t will relish with his baked potatoes. Hell think o his breakfast more times n you expect. I know a lads feelins when homes put behind him.

The sun was up clear and bright over the broad sea inlet to the eastward, but the shining water struck the eye by its look of vacancy. It was broad daylight, and still so early that no sails came stealing out from the farmhouse landings, or even from the gray groups of battered fish-houses that overhung, here and there, a sheltered cove. Some crows and gulls were busy in the air; it was the time of day when the world belongs more to birds than to men.

Poor Lisha! the mother went on compassionately. I expect it has been a long night to him. He seemed to take it in, as he was goin to bed, how t was his last night to home. I heard him thrashin about kind o restless, sometimes.

Come, Lucy Ann, the boy ought to be stirrin! exclaimed the old sailor, without the least show of sympathy. Hes got to be ready when John Sykes comes, an he aint so quick as some lads.

The mother rose with a sigh, and went into the house. After her own sleepless night, she dreaded to face the regretful, sleepless eyes of her son; but as she opened the door of his little bedroom, there lay Elisha sound asleep and comfortable to behold. She stood watching him with gloomy tenderness until he stirred uneasily, his consciousness roused by the intentness of her thought, and the mysterious current that flowed from her wistful, eager eyes.

But when the lad waked, it was to a joyful sense of manliness and responsibility; for him the change of surroundings was coming through natural processes of growth, not through the uprooting which gave his mother such an aching heart.

A little later Elisha came out to the breakfast-table, arrayed in his best sandy-brown clothes set off with a bright blue satin cravat, which had been the pride and delight of pleasant Sundays and rare holidays. He already felt unrelated to the familiar scene of things, and was impatient to be gone. For one thing, it was strange to sit down to breakfast in Sunday splendor, while his mother and grandfather and little sister Lydia were in their humble every-day attire. They ate in silence and haste, as they always did, but with a new constraint and awkwardness that forbade their looking at one another. At last the head of the household broke the silence with simple straightforwardness.

Youve got an excellent good day, Lisha. I like to have a fair start myself. T aint goin to be too hot; the winds working into the north a little.

Yes, sir, responded Elisha.

The great pint about gittin on in life is bein able to cope with your headwinds, continued the old man earnestly, pushing away his plate. Any fool can run before a fair breeze, but I tell ye a good seaman is one that gits the best out o his disadvantages. You wont be treated so pretty as you expect in the store, and youll git plenty o blows to your pride; but you keep right ahead, and if you cant run before the wind you can always beat. I aint no hand to preach, but preachin aint goin to sarve ye now. Weve gone an fetched ye up the best we could, your mother an me, an you cant never say but youve started amongst honest folks. If a vessels built out o sound timber an has got good lines for sailin, why then shes seaworthy; but if she aint, she aint; an a mess o preachin aint goin to alter her over. Now youre standin out to sea, my boy, an you can bear your home in mind and work your way, sames plenty of others has done.

It was a solemn moment; the speakers voice faltered, and little Lydia dried her tearful blue eyes with her gingham apron. Elisha hung his head, and patted the old spotted cat which came to rub herself against his trowsers-leg. The mother rose hastily, and hurried into the pantry close by. She was always an appealing figure, with her thin shoulders and faded calico gowns; it was difficult to believe that she had once been the prettiest girl in that neighborhood. But her son loved her in his sober, undemonstrative way, and was full of plans for coming home, rich and generous enough to make her proud and happy. He was half pleased and half annoyed because his leave-taking was of such deep concern to the household.

Come, Lyddy, dont you take on, he said, with rough kindliness. Lets go out, and Ill show you how to feed the pig and tend to the chickens. Youll have to be chief clerk when Im gone.

They went out to the yard, hand in hand. Elisha stopped to stroke the old cat again, as she ran by his side and mewed. I wish I was off and done with it; this morning does seem awful long, said the boy.

Aint you afraid youll be homesick an want to come back? asked the little sister timidly; but Elisha scorned so poor a thought.

Youll have to see if grandpa has tended to these things, the pig an the chickens, he advised her gravely. He forgets em sometimes when Im away, but he would be cast down if you told him so, and you just keep an eye open, Lyddy. Mothers got enough to do inside the house. But grandsirll keep her in kindlins; he likes to set and chop in the shed rainy days, an hell do a sight more if youll set with him, an let him get goin on his old seafarin times.

Lydia nodded discreetly.

An, Lyddy, dont you loiter comin home from school, an dont play out late, an get em fussy, when it comes cold weather. And you tell Susy Draper, — the boys voice sounded unconcerned, but Lydia glanced at him quickly,— you tell Susy Draper that I was awful sorry she was over to her aunts, so I couldnt say good-by.

Lydias heart was the heart of a woman, and she comprehended. Lydia nodded again, more sagely than before.

See here, said the boy suddenly. Im goin to let my old woodchuck out.

Lydias face was blank with surprise. I thought you promised to sell him to big Jim Hooper.

I did, but I dont care for big Jim Hooper; you just tell him I let my wood-chuck go.

The brother and sister went to their favorite playground between the ledges, not far from the small old barn. Here was a clumsy box with wire gratings, behind which an untamed little wild beast sat up and chittered at his harmless foes. Hes a whopping old fellow, said Elisha admiringly. Big Jim Hooper shant have him! and as he opened the trap, Lydia had hardly time to perch herself high on the ledge, before the woodchuck tumbled and scuttled along the short green turf, and was lost among the clumps of juniper and bayberry just beyond.

I feel just like him, said the boy. I want to get up to Boston just as bad as that. See here, now! and he flung a gallant cart-wheel of himself in the same direction, and then stood on his head and waved his legs furiously in the air. I feel just like that.

Lydia, who had been tearful all the morning, looked at him in vague dismay. Only a short time ago she had never been made to feel that her brother was so much older than herself. They had been constant playmates; but now he was like a grown man, and cared no longer for their old pleasures. There was all possible difference between them that there can be between fifteen years and twelve, and Lydia was nothing but a child.

Come, come, where be ye? shouted the old grandfather, and they both started guiltily. Elisha rubbed some dry grass out of his short-cropped hair, and the little sister came down from her ledge. At that moment the real pang of parting shot through her heart; her brother belonged irrevocably to a wider world.

Maam Stover has sent for ye to come over; she wants to say good-by to ye! shouted the grandfather, leaning on his two canes at the end of the bam. Come, step lively, an remember you aint got none too much time, an the boat aint goin to wait a minute for nobody.

Maam Stover? repeated the boy, with a frown. He and his sister knew only too well the pasture path between the two houses. Maam Stover was a bedridden woman, who had seen much trouble, — a town charge in her old age. Her neighbors gave to her generously out of their own slender stores. Yet with all this poverty and dependence, she held firm sway over the customs and opinions of her acquaintance, from the uneasy bed where she lay year in and year out, watching the far sea line beyond a pasture slope.

The young people walked fast, sometimes running a little way, light-footed, the boy going ahead, and burst into their neighbors room out of breath.

She was calm and critical, and their excitement had a sudden chill.

So the great days come at last, Lisha? she asked; at which Lisha was conscious of unnecessary aggravation.

I dont knows its much of a day — to anybody but me, he added, discovering a twinkle in her black eyes that was more sympathetic than usual. I expected to stop an see you last night; but I had to go round and see all our folks, and when I got back t was late and the tide was down, an I knew that grandsir couldnt git the boat up all alone to our lower landin.

Well, I didnt forgit you, but I thought praps you might forgit me, an Im goin to give ye somethin. T is for your folks sake; I want ye to tell em so. I dont want ye never to part with it, even if it fails to work and you git proud an want a new one. Its been a sight o company to me. She reached up, with a flush on her wrinkled cheeks and tears in her eyes, and took a worn old silver watch from its nail, and handed it, with a last look at its white face and large gold hands, to the startled boy.

Oh, I cant take it from ye, Maam Stover. Im just as much obliged to you, he faltered.

There, go now, dear, go right along. said the old woman, turning quickly away. Be a good boy for your folks sake. If so be that Im here when you come home, you can let me see how well youve kep it.

The boy and girl went softly out, leaving the door wide open, as Maam Stover liked to have it in summer weather, her windows being small and few. There were neighbors near enough to come and shut it, if a heavy shower blew up. Sometimes the song sparrows and whippoorwills came hopping in about the little bare room.

I felt kind ofshamed to carry off her watch, protested Elisha, with a radiant face that belied his honest words.

Put it on, said proud little Lydia, trotting alongside; and he hooked the bright steel chain into his buttonhole, and looked down to see how it shone across his waistcoat. None of his friends had so fine a watch; even his grandfathers was so poor a timekeeper that it was rarely worn except as a decoration on Sundays or at a funeral. They hurried home. Maam Stover, lying in her bed, could see the two slight figures nearly all the way on the pasture path; flitting along in their joyful haste.

It was disappointing that the mother and grandfather had so little to say about the watch. In fact, Elishas grandfather only said Pore creatur once or twice, and turned away, rubbing his eyes with the back of his hand. If Maam Stover had chosen to give so rich a gift, to know the joy of such generosity, nobody had a right to protest. Yet nobody knew how much the poor wakeful soul would miss the only one of her meagre possessions that seemed alive and companionable in lonely hours. Somebody had said once that there were chairs that went about on wheels, made on purpose for crippled persons like Maam Stover; and Elishas heart was instantly filled with delight at the remembrance. Perhaps before long, if he could save some money and get ahead, he would buy one of those chairs and send it down from Boston; and a new sense of power filled his honest heart. He had dreamed a great many dreams already of what he meant to do with all his money, when he came home rich and a person of consequence, in summer vacations.

The large leather valise was soon packed, and its owner carried it out to the roadside, and put his last winters overcoat and a great new umbrella beside it, so as to be ready when John Sykes came with the wagon. He was more and more anxious to be gone, and felt no sense of his old identification with the home interests. His mother said sadly that he would be gone full soon enough, when he joined his grandfather in accusing Mr. Sykes of keeping them waiting forever and making him miss the boat. There were three rough roundabout miles to be traveled to the steamer landing, and the Sykes horses were known to be slow. But at last the team came nodding in sight over a steep hill in the road.

Then the moment of parting had come, the moment toward which all the long late winter and early summer had looked. The boy was leaving his plain little home for the great adventure of his lifes fortunes. Until then he had been the charge and anxiety of his elders, and under their rule and advice. Now he was free to choose; his was the power of direction, his the responsibility; for in the world one must be ranked by his own character and ability, and doomed by his own failures. The boy lifted his burden lightly, and turned with an eager smile to say farewell. But the old people and little Lydia were speechless with grief; they could not bear to part with the pride and hope and boyish strength, that were all their slender joy. The worn-out old man, the anxious woman who had been beaten and buffeted by the waves of poverty and sorrow, the little sister with her dreaming heart, stood at the bars and hungrily watched him go away. They feared success for him almost as much as failure. The world was before him now, with its treasures and pleasures, but with those inevitable disappointments and losses which old people know and fear; those sorrows of incapacity and lack of judgment which young hearts go out to meet without foreboding. It was a world of love and favor to which little Lydias brother had gone; but who would know her fairy prince, in that disguise of a country boys bashfulness and humble raiment from the cheap counter of a country store? The household stood rapt and silent until the farm wagon had made its last rise on the hilly road and disappeared.

Well, hes left us now, said the sorrowful, hopeful old grandfather. I expect Ive got to turn to an be a boy again myself. I feel to hope Lishall do as well as we covet for him. I seem to take it in, all my father felt when he let me go off to sea. He stood where Im standin now, an I was just as triflin as pore Lisha, and felt full as big as a man. But Lord! how I give up when it come night, an I took it in I was gone from home!

There, dont ye, father, said the pale mother gently. She was, after all, the stronger of the two. Lishas good an honest-hearted. Youll feel real proud a year from now, when he gits back. Im so glad hes got his watch to carry, — he did feel so grand. I expect them poor hens is sufferin; nobodys thought on em this livin mornin. Youd better step an feed em right away, sir. She could hardly speak for sorrow and excitement, but the old man was diverted at once, and hobbled away with cheerful importance on his two canes. Then she looked round at the poor, stony little farm almost angrily. Hed no natural turn for the sea, Lisha hadnt; but I might have kept him with me if the land was good for anything.

Elisha felt as if lie were in a dream, now that his great adventure was begun. He answered John Sykess questions mechanically, and his head was a little dull and dazed. Then he began to fear that the slow plodding of the farm horses would make him too late for the steamboat, and with sudden satisfaction pulled out the great watch to see if there were still time enough to get to the landing. He was filled with remorse because it was impossible to remember whether he had thanked Maam Stover for her gift. It seemed like a thing of life and consciousness as he pushed it back into his tight pocket. John Sykes looked at him curiously. Why, thats old Maam Stovers timepiece, aint it? Lend it to ye, did she?

Gave it to me, answered Elisha proudly.

You be careful of that watch, said the driver soberly; and Elisha nodded.

Well, good-day to ye; be a stiddy lad, advised John Sykes, a few minutes afterward. Dont start in too smart an scare m up to Boston. Pride an ambition was the downfall o old Coles dog. There, sonny, the bot aint nowheres in sight, for all your fidgetin!

They both smiled broadly at the humorous warning, and as the old wagon rattled away, Elisha stood a moment looking after it; then he went down to the wharf by winding ways among piles of decayed timber and disused lobster-pots. A small group of travelers and spectators had already assembled, and they stared at him in a way that made him feel separated from his kind, though some of them had come to see him depart. One unenlightened acquaintance inquired if Elisha were expecting friends by that mornings boat; and when he explained that he was going away himself, asked kindly whether it was to be as far as Bath. Elisha mentioned the word Boston with scorn and compassion, but he did not feel like discussing his brilliant prospects now, as he had been more than ready to do the week before. Just then a deaf old woman asked for the time of day. She sat next him on the battered bench.

Be you going up to Bath, dear? she demanded suddenly; and he said yes. Guess Ill stick to you, then, furs you go; t is kind o blind in them big places. Elisha faintly nodded a meek but grudging assent; then, after a few moments, he boldly rose, tall umbrella in hand, and joined the talkative company of old and young men at the other side of the wharf. They proceeded to make very light of a persons going to Boston to enter upon his business career; but, after all, their thoughts were those of mingled respect and envy. Most of them had seen Boston, but no one save Elisha was going there that day to stay for a whole year. It made him feel like a city man.

The steamer whistled loud and hoarse before she came in sight, but presently the gay flags showed close by above the pointed spruces. Then she came jarring against the wharf, and the instant bustle and hurry, the strange faces of the passengers, and the loud rattle of freight going on board, were as confusing and exciting as if a small piece of Boston itself had been dropped into that quiet cove.

The people on the wharf shouted cheerful good-byes, to which the young traveler responded; then he seated himself well astern to enjoy the views, and felt as if he had made a thousand journeys. He bought a newspaper, and began to read it with much pride and a beating heart. The little old woman came and sat beside him, and talked straight on whether he listened or not, until he was afraid of what the other passengers might think, but nobody looked that way, and he could not find anything in the paper that he cared to read. Alone, but unfettered and aflame with courage; to himself he was not the boy who went away, but the proud man who one day would be coming home.

Goin to Boston, be ye? asked the old lady for the third time; and it was still a pleasure to say yes, when the boat swung round, and there, far away on its gray and green pasture slope, with the dark evergreens standing back, were the low gray house, and the little square barn, and the lines of fence that shut in his home. He strained his eyes to see if any one were watching from the door. He had almost forgotten that they could see him still. He sprang to the boats side: yes, his mother remembered; there was something white waving from the doorway. The whole landscape faded from his eyes except that faraway gray house; his heart leaped back with love and longing; he gazed and gazed, until a height of green forest came between and shut the picture out. Then the country boy went on alone to make his way in the wide world.


IN DARK NEW ENGLAND DAYS.

I.
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THE LAST OF the neighbors was going home; officious Mrs. Peter Downs had lingered late and sought for additional housework with which to prolong her stay. She had talked incessantly, and buzzed like a busy bee as she helped to put away the best crockery after the funeral supper, while the sisters Betsey and Hannah Knowles grew every moment more forbidding and unwilling to speak. They lighted a solitary small oil lamp at last, as if for Sunday evening idleness, and put it on the side table in the kitchen.

We aint intending to make a late evening of it, announced Betsey, the elder, standing before Mrs. Downs in an expectant, final way, making an irresistible opportunity for saying good-night. Im sure were more than obleeged to ye, — aint we, Hannah? — but I dont feels if we ought to keep ye longer. We aint going to do no more to-night, but set down a spell and kind of collect ourselves, and then make for bed.

Susan Downs offered one more plea. Id stop all night with ye an welcome; t is gettin late — an dark, she added plaintively; but the sisters shook their heads quickly, while Hannah said that they might as well get used to staying alone, since they would have to do it first or last. In spite of herself Mrs. Downs was obliged to put on her funeral best bonnet and shawl and start on her homeward way.

Closed-mouthed old maids! she grumbled as the door shut behind her all too soon and denied her the light of the lamp along the footpath. Suddenly there was a bright ray from the window, as if some one had pushed back the curtain and stood with the lamp close to the sash. Thats Hannah, said the retreating guest. Shed told me somethin about things, I know, if it hadnt a been for Betsey. Catch me workin myself to pieces again for em. But, however grudgingly this was said, Mrs. Downss conscience told her that the industry of the past two days had been somewhat selfish on her part; she had hoped that in the excitement of this unexpected funeral season she might for once be taken into the sisters confidence. More than this, she knew that they were certain of her motive, and had deliberately refused the expected satisfaction. T aint as if I was one o them curious busy-bodies anyway, she said to herself pityingly; they might a neighbored with somebody for once, I do believe. Everybody would have a question ready for her the next day, for it was known that she had been slaving herself devotedly since the news had come of old Captain Knowless sudden death in his bed from a stroke, the last of three which had in the course of a year or two changed him from a strong old man to a feeble, chair-bound cripple.

Mrs. Downs stepped bravely along the dark country road; she could see a light in her own kitchen window half a mile away, and did not stop to notice either the penetrating dampness, or the shadowy woods at her right. It was a cloudy night, but there was a dim light over the open fields. She had a disposition of mind towards the exciting circumstances of death and burial, and was in request at such times among her neighbors; in this she was like a city person who prefers tragedy to comedy, but not having the semblance within her reach, she made the most of looking on at real griefs and departures.

Some one was walking towards her in the road; suddenly she heard footsteps. The figure stopped, then it came forward again.

Oh, t is you, aint it? with a tone of disappointment. I callated youd stop all night, t had got to be so late, an I was just going over to the Knowles gals; well, to kind o ask how they be, an — Mr. Peter Downs was evidently counting on his visit.

They never passed me the compliment, replied the wife. I declare I didnt covet the walk home; Im most beat out, bein on foot so much. I was most put out with em for letten of me see quite so plain that my room was better than my company. But I dont knows I blame em; they want to look an see what theyve got, an kind of git by theirselves, I expect. T was natural.

Mrs. Downs knew that her husband would resent her first statements, being a sensitive and grumbling man. She had formed a pacific habit of suiting her remarks to his point of view, to save an outburst. He contented Himself with calling the Knowles girls hoggish, and put a direct question as to whether they had let fall any words about their situation, but Martha Downs was obliged to answer in the negative.

Was Enoch Holt there after the folks come back from the grave?

He want; they never give him no encouragement neither.

He appeared well, I must say, continued Peter Downs. He took his place next but one behind us in the procession, long of Melinda Dutch, an walked to an from with her, give her his arm, and then I never see him after we got back; but I thought he might be somewhere in the house, an I was out about the barn an so on.

They was civil to him. I was by when he come, just steppin out of the bedroom after wed finished layin the old Capn into his coffin. Hannah looked real pleased when she see Enoch, as if she hadnt really expected him, but Betsey stuck out her hands if t was an eend o board, an drawed her face solemner n ever. There, they had natural feelins. He was their own father when all was said, the Capn was, an I dont know but he was clever to em in his way, ceptin when he disappointed Hannah about her marryin Jake Goodin. She larned to respect the old Capns foresight, too.

Sakes alive, Marthy, how you do knock folks down with one hand an set em up with t other, chuckled Mr. Downs. They next discussed the Captains appearance as he lay in state in the front room, a subject which, with its endless ramifications, would keep the whole neighborhood interested for weeks to come.

An hour later the twinkling light in the Downs house suddenly disappeared. As Martha Downs took a last look out of doors through her bedroom window she could see no other light; the neighbors had all gone to bed. It was a little past nine, and the night was damp and still.

II.

The Captain Knowles place was eastward from the Downss, and a short turn in the road and the piece of hard-wood growth hid one house from the other. At this unwontedly late hour the elderly sisters were still sitting in their warm kitchen; there were bright coals under the singing tea-kettle which hung from the crane by three or four long pothooks. Betsey Knowles objected when her sister offered to put on more wood.

Father never liked to leave no great of a fire, even though he slept right here in the bedroom. He said this floor was one that would light an catch easy, you rmember.

Another winter we can move down and take the bedroom ourselves— t will be warmer for us, suggested Hannah; but Betsey shook her head doubtfully. The thought of their old fathers grave, unwatched and undefended in the outermost dark field, filled their hearts with a strange tenderness. They had been his dutiful, patient slaves, and it seemed like disloyalty to have abandoned the poor shape; to be sitting there disregarding the thousand requirements and services of the past. More than all, they were facing a free future; they were their own mistresses at last, though past sixty years of age. Hannah was still a child at heart. She chased away a dread suspicion, when Betsey forbade the wood, lest this elder sister, who favored their father s looks, might take his place as stern ruler of the household.

Betsey, said the younger sister suddenly, well have us a cook stove, wont we, next winter? I expect were going to have something to do with?

Betsey did not answer; it was impossible to say whether she truly felt grief or only assumed it. She had been sober and silent for the most part since she routed neighbor Downs, though she answered her sisters prattling questions with patience and sympathy. Now, she rose from her chair and went to one of the windows, and, pushing back the sash curtain, pulled the wooden shutter across and hasped it.

I aint going to bed just yet, she explained. Ive been a-waiting to make sure nobody was coming in. I dont knows therell be any better time to look in the chest and see what weve got to depend on. We neverll get no chance to do it by day.

Hannah looked frightened for a moment, then nodded, and turned to the opposite window and pulled that shutter with much difficulty; it had always caught and hitched and been provoking — a warped piece of red oak, when even-grained white pine would have saved strength and patience to three generations of the Knowles race. Then the sisters crossed the kitchen and opened the bedroom door. Hannah shivered a little as the colder air struck her, and her heart beat loudly. Perhaps it was the same with Betsey.

The bedroom was clean and orderly for the funeral guests. Instead of the blue homespun there was a beautifully quilted white coverlet which had been part of their mothers wedding furnishing, and this made the bedstead with its four low posts-look unfamiliar and awesome. The lamplight shone through the kitchen door behind them, not very bright at best, but Betsey reached under the bed, and with all the strength she could muster pulled out the end of a great sea chest. The sisters tugged together and pushed, and made the most of their strength before they finally brought it through the narrow door into the kitchen. The solemnity of the deed made them both whisper as they talked, and Hannah did not dare to say what was in her timid heart — that she would rather brave discovery by daylight than such a feeling of being disapprovingly watched now, in the dead of night. There came a slight sound outside the house which made her look anxiously at Betsey, but Betsey remained tranquil.

Its nothing but a stick falling down the woodpile, she answered in a contemptuous whisper, and the younger woman was reassured.

Betsey reached deep into her pocket and found a great key which was worn smooth and bright like silver, and never had been trusted willingly into even her own careful hands. Hannah held the lamp, and the two thin figures bent eagerly over the lid as it opened. Their shadows were waving about the low walls, and looked like strange shapes bowing and dancing behind them.

The chest was stoutly timbered, as if it were built in some ship-yard, and there were heavy wrought-iron hinges and a large escutcheon for the keyhole that the ships blacksmith might have hammered out. On the top somebody had scratched deeply the crossed lines for a game of fox and geese, which had a trivial, irreverent look, and might have been the unforgiven fault of some idle ships boy. The sisters had hardly dared look at the chest or to signify their knowledge of its existence, at unwary times. They had swept carefully about it year after year, and wondered if it were indeed full of gold as the neighbors used to hint; but no matter how much found a way in, little had found the way out. They had been hampered all their lives for money, and in consequence had developed a wonderful facility for spinning and weaving, mending and making. Their small farm was an early example of intensive farming; they were allowed to use its products in a niggardly way, but the money that was paid for wool, for hay, for wood, and for summer crops had all gone into the chest. The old captain was a hard master; he rarely commended and often blamed. Hannah trembled before him, but Betsey faced him sturdily, being amazingly like him, with a feminine difference; as like as a ruled person can be to a ruler, for the discipline of life had taught the man to aggress, the woman only to defend. In the chest was a fabled sum of prize-money, besides these slender earnings of many years; all the sisters hard work and self-sacrifice were there in money and a mysterious largess besides. All their lives they had been looking forward to this hour of ownership.

There was a solemn hush in the house; the two sisters were safe from their neighbors, and there was no fear of interruption at such an hour in that hard-working community, tired with a days work that had been early begun. If any one came knocking at the door, both door and windows were securely fastened.

The eager sisters bent above the chest, they held their breath and talked in softest whispers. With stealthy tread a man came out of the woods near by.

He stopped to listen, came nearer, stopped again, and then crept close to the old house. He stepped upon the banking, next the window with the warped shutter; there was a knothole in it high above the womens heads, towards the top. As they leaned over the chest, an eager eye watched them. If they had turned that way suspiciously, the eye might have caught the flicker of the lamp and betrayed itself. No, they were too busy: the eye at the shutter watched and watched.

There was a certain feeling of relief in the sisters minds because the contents of the chest were so commonplace at first sight. There were some old belongings dating back to their fathers early days of seafaring. They unfolded a waistcoat pattern or two of figured stuff which they had seen him fold and put away again and again. Once he had given Betsey a gay China silk handkerchief, and here were two more like it. They had not known what a store of treasures might be waiting for them, but the reality so far was disappointing; there was much spare room to begin with, and the wares within looked pinched and few. There were bundles of papers, old receipts, some letters in two not very thick bundles, some old account books with worn edges, and a blackened silver can which looked very small in comparison with their anticipation, being an heirloom and jealously hoarded and secreted by the old man. The women began to feel as if his lean angry figure were bending with them over the sea chest.

They opened a package wrapped in many layers of old soft paper — a worked piece of Indian muslin, and an embroidered red scarf which they had never seen before. He must have brought them home to mother, said Betsey with a great outburst of feeling. He never was the same man again; he never would let nobody else have them when he found she was dead, poor old father!

Hannah looked wistfully at the treasures. She rebuked herself for selfishness, but she thought of her pinched girlhood and the delight these things would have been. Ah yes! it was too late now for many things besides the sprigged muslin. If I was young as I was once theres lots o things Id like to do now Im free, said Hannah with a gentle sigh; but her sister checked her anxiously — it was fitting that they should preserve a semblance of mourning even to themselves.

The lamp stood in a kitchen chair at the chests end and shone full across their faces. Betsey looked intent and sober as she turned over the old mans treasures. Under the India mull was an antique pair of buff trousers, a waistcoat of strange old-fashioned foreign stuff, and a blue coat with brass buttons, brought home from over seas, as the women knew, for their fathers wedding clothes. They had seen him carry them out at long intervals to hang them in the spring sunshine; he had been very feeble the last time, and Hannah remembered that she had longed to take them from his shaking hands.

I declare for t I wish t we had laid him out in em, stead o the robe, she whispered; but Betsey made no answer. She was kneeling still, but held herself upright and looked away. It was evident that she was lost in her own thoughts.

I cant find nothing else by eyesight, she muttered. This chest never d be so heavy with them old clothes. Stop! Hold that light down, Hannah; theres a place underneath here. Them papers in the till takes a shallow part. Oh, my gracious! See here, will ye? Hold the light, hold the light!

There was a hidden drawer in the chests side — a long, deep place, and it was full of gold pieces. Hannah had seated herself in the chair to be out of her sisters way. She held the lamp with one hand and gathered her apron on her lap with the other, while Betsey, exultant and hawk-eyed, took out handful after handful of heavy coins, letting them jingle and chink, letting them shine in the lamps rays, letting them roll across the floor — guineas, dollars, doubloons, old French and Spanish and English gold!

Now, now! Look! The eye at the window!

At last they have found it all; the bag of silver, the great roll of bank bills, and the heavy weight of gold — the prize-money that had been like Robinson Crusoes in the cave. They were rich women that night; their faces grew young again as they sat side by side and exulted while the old kitchen grew cold. There was nothing they might not do within the range of their timid ambitions; they were women of fortune now and their own mistresses. They were beginning at last to live.

The watcher outside was cramped and chilled. He let himself down softly from the high step of the winter banking, and crept toward the barn, where he might bury himself in the hay and think. His fingers were quick to find the peg that opened the little barn door; the beasts within were startled and stumbled to their feet, then went back to their slumbers. The night wore on; the light spring rain began to fall, and the sound of it on the house roof close down upon the sisters bed lulled them quickly to sleep. Twelve, one, two oclock passed by.

They had put back the money and the clothes and the minor goods and treasures and pulled the chest back into the bedroom so that it was out of sight from the kitchen; the bedroom door was always shut by day. The younger sister wished to carry the money to their own room, but Betsey disdained such precaution. The money had always been safe in the old chest, and there it should stay. The next week they would go to Riverport and put it into the bank; it was no use to lose the interest any longer. Because their father had lost some invested money in his early youth, it did not follow that every bank was faithless. Betseys self-assertion was amazing, but they still whispered to each other as they got ready for bed. With strange forgetfulness Betsey had laid the chest key on the white coverlet in the bedroom and left it there.

III.

In August of that year the whole countryside turned out to go to court.

The sisters had been rich for one night; in the morning they waked to find themselves poor with a bitter pang of poverty of which they had never dreamed. They had said little, but they grew suddenly pinched and old. They could not tell how much money they had lost, except that Hannahs lap was full of gold, a weight she could not lift nor carry. After a few days of stolid misery they had gone to the chief lawyer of their neighborhood to accuse Enoch Holt of the robbery. They dressed in their best and walked solemnly side by side across the fields and along the road, the shortest way to the man of law. Enoch Holts daughter saw them go as she stood in her doorway, and felt a cold shiver run through her frame as if in foreboding. Her father was not at home; he had left for Boston late on the afternoon of Captain Knowless funeral. He had had notice the day before of the coming in of a ship in which he owned a thirty-second; there was talk of selling the ship, and the owners agent had summoned him. He had taken pains to go to the funeral, because he and the old captain had been on bad terms ever since they had bought a piece of woodland together, and the captain declared himself wronged at the settling of accounts. He was growing feeble even then, and had left the business to the younger man. Enoch Holt was not a trusted man, yet he had never before been openly accused of dishonesty. He was not a professor of religion, but foremost on the secular side of church matters. Most of the men in that region were hard men; it was difficult to get money, and there was little real comfort in a community where the sterner, stingier, forbidding side of New England life was well exemplified.

The proper steps had been taken by the officers of the law, and in answer to the writ Enoch Holt appeared, much shocked and very indignant, and was released on bail which covered the sum his shipping interest had brought him. The weeks had dragged by; June and July were long in passing, and here was court day at last, and all the townsfolk hastening by high-roads and by-roads to the court-house. The Knowles girls themselves had risen at break of day and walked the distance steadfastly, like two of the three Fates: who would make the third, to cut the thread for their enemys disaster? Public opinion was divided. There were many voices ready to speak on the accused mans side; a sharp-looking acquaintance left his business in Boston to swear that Holt was in his office before noon on the day following the robbery, and that he had spent most of the night in Boston, as proved by several minor details of their interview. As for Holts young married daughter, she was a favorite with the townsfolk, and her husband was away at sea overdue these last few weeks. She sat on one of the hard court benches with a young child in her arms, born since its father sailed; they had been more or less unlucky, the Holt family, though Enoch himself was a man of brag and bluster.

All the hot August morning, until the noon recess, and all the hot August afternoon, fly-teased and wretched with the heavy air, the crowd of neighbors listened to the trial. There was not much evidence brought; everybody knew that Enoch Holt left the funeral procession hurriedly, and went away on horseback towards Boston. His daughter knew no more than this. The Boston man gave his testimony impatiently, and one or two persons insisted that they saw the accused on his way at nightfall, several miles from home.

As the testimony came out, it all tended to prove his innocence, though public opinion was to the contrary. The Knowles sisters looked more stern and gray hour by hour; their vengeance was not to be satisfied; their accusation had been listened to and found wanting, but their instinctive knowledge of the matter counted for nothing. They must have been watched through the knot-hole of the shutter; nobody had noticed it until, some years before, Enoch Holt himself had spoken of the lights shining through on a winters night as he came towards the house. The chief proof was that nobody else could have done the deed. But why linger over pros and cons? The jury returned directly with a verdict of not proven, and the tired audience left the court-house.

But not until Hannah Knowles with angry eyes had risen to her feet.

The sterner elder sister tried to pull her back; every one said that they should have looked to Betsey to say the awful words that followed, not to her gentler companion. It was Hannah, broken and disappointed, who cried in a strange high voice as Enoch Holt was passing by without a look:

You stole it, you thief! You know it in your heart!

The startled man faltered, then he faced the women. The people who stood near seemed made of eyes as they stared to see what he would say.

I swear by my right hand I never touched it.

Curse your right hand, then! cried Hannah Knowles, growing tall and thin like a white flame drawing upward. Curse your right hand, yours and all your folks that follow you! May I live to see the day!

The people drew back, while for a moment accused and accuser stood face to face. Then Holts flushed face turned white, and he shrank from the fire in those wild eyes, and walked away clumsily down the courtroom. Nobody followed him, nobody shook hands with him, or told the acquitted man that they were glad of his release. Half an hour later, Betsey and Hannah Knowles took their homeward way, to begin their hard round of work again. The horizon that had widened with such glory for one night, had closed round them again like an iron wall.

Betsey was alarmed and excited by her sisters uncharacteristic behavior, and she looked at her anxiously from time to time. Hannah had become the harder-faced of the two. Her disappointment was the keener, for she had kept more of the unsatisfied desires of her girlhood until that dreary morning when they found the sea-chest rifled and the treasure gone.

Betsey said inconsequently that it was a pity she did not have that black silk gown that would stand alone. They had planned for it over the open chest, and Hannahs was to be a handsome green. They might have worn them to court. But even the pathetic facetiousness of her elder sister did not bring a smile to Hannah Knowless face, and the next day one was at the loom and the other at the wheel again. The neighbors talked about the curse with horror; in their minds a fabric of sad fate was spun from the bitter words.

The Knowles sisters never had worn silk gowns and they never would. Sometimes Hannah or Betsey would stealthily look over the chest in one or the others absence. One day when Betsey was very old and her mind had grown feeble, she tied her own India silk handkerchief about her neck, but they never used the other two. They aired the wedding suit once every spring as long as they lived. They were both too old and forlorn to make up the India mull. Nobody knows how many times they took everything out of the heavy old clamped box, and peered into every nook and corner to see if there was not a single gold piece left. They never answered any one who made bold to speak of their misfortune.

IV.

Enoch Holt had been a seafaring man in his early days, and there was news that the owners of a Salem ship in which he held a small interest wished him to go out as supercargo. He was brisk and well in health, and his son-in-law, an honest but an unlucky fellow, had done less well than usual, so that nobody was surprised when Enoch made ready for his voyage. It was nearly a year after the theft, and nothing had come so near to restoring him to public favor as his apparent lack of ready money. He openly said that he put great hope in his adventure to the Spice Islands, and when he said farewell one Sunday to some members of the dispersing congregation, more than one person wished him heartily a pleasant voyage and safe return. He had an insinuating tone of voice and an imploring look that day, and this fact, with his probable long absence and the dangers of the deep, won him much sympathy. It is a shameful thing to accuse a man wrongfully, and Enoch Holt had behaved well since the trial; and, what is more, had shown no accession to his means of living. So away he went, with a fair amount of good wishes, though one or two persons assured remonstrating listeners that they thought it likely Enoch would make a good voyage, better than common, and show himself forwarded when he came to port. Soon after his departure, Mrs. Peter Downs and an intimate acquaintance discussed the ever-exciting subject of the Knowles robbery over a friendly cup of tea.

They were in the Downs kitchen, and quite by themselves. Peter Downs himself had been drawn as a juror, and had been for two days at the county town. Mrs. Downs was giving herself to social interests in his absence, and Mrs. Forder, an asthmatic but very companionable person, had arrived by two oclock that afternoon with her knitting work, sure of being welcome. The two old friends had first talked over varied subjects of immediate concern, but when supper was nearly finished, they fell back upon the lost Knowles gold, as has been already said.

They got a dreadful blow, poor gals, wheezed Mrs. Forder, with compassion. T was harder for them than for most folks; theyd had a long stent with the ol gentleman; very arbitrary, very arbitrary.

Yes, answered Mrs. Downs, pushing back her tea-cup, then lifting it again to see if it was quite empty. Yes, it took holt o Hannah, the most. I should a said Betsey was a good deal the most set in her ways an would a been most tore up, but t want so.

Lucky that Holts folks sets on the other aisle in the meetin-house, I do consider, so t they neednt face each other sure as Sabbath comes round.

I see Hannah an him come face to face two Sabbaths afore Enoch left. So happened he dallied to have a word long o Deacon Goodin, an him an Hannah stepped front of each other fore they knowed what theys about. I shd thought her eyes d looked right through him. No one of em took the word; Enoch he slinked off pretty quick.

I see em too, said Mrs. Forder; made my blood run cold.

Nothin aint come of the curse yit, — Mrs. Downs lowered the tone of her voice,— least, folks says so. It kind o worries pore Phœbe Holt — Mis Dow, I would say. She was narved all up at the time o the trial, an when her next baby come into the world, first thin she made out t ask me was whether it seemed likely, an she gived me a pleadin look as if Id got to tell her what she hadnt heart to ask. Yes, dear, says I, put up his little hands to me kind of wonted; an she turned a look on me like another creatur, so pleased an contented.

I spose you dont see no great of the Knowles gals? inquired Mrs. Forder, who lived two miles away in the other direction.

They stepped to the door yisterday when I was passin by, an I went in an set a spell long of em, replied the hostess. Theyd got pestered with that ol loom o theirn. Fore I thought, says I, T is all worn out, Betsey, says I. Why on airth dont ye git somebody to git some o your own wood an season it well so t wont warp, sames mine done, an build ye a new one? But Betsey muttered an twitched away; t want like her, but theyre dispinted at every turn, I spose, an feel poor where theyve got the sames ever to do with. Hannahs a-coughin this springs if somethin ailed her. I asked her if she had bad feelins in her pipes, an she said yis, she had, but not to speak of t before Betsey. Im goin to fix her up some hoarhound an elecampane quicks the grounds nice an warm an roots livens up a grain more. Theyre limp an wizened long to the fust of the spring. Them would be serviceble, simmered away to a syrup long o molasses; now dont you think so, Mis Forder?

Excellent, replied the wheezing dame. I covet a portion myself, now you speak. Nothin cures my complaint, but a new remedy takes holt clever sometimes, an eases me for a spell. And she gave a plaintive sigh, and began to knit again.

Mrs. Downs rose and pushed the supper-table to the wall and drew her chair nearer to the stove. The April nights were chilly.

The folks is late comin after me, said Mrs. Forder, ostentatiously. I mays well confess that I told em if they was late with the work they might let go o fetchin o me an Id walk home in the mornin; take it easy when I was fresh. Course I mean ef t wouldnt put you out: I knowed you was all alone, an I kind o wanted a change.

Them words was in my mind to utter while we was to table, avowed Mrs. Downs, hospitably. I aint reelly afeared, but t is sort o creepy fastenin up an goin to bed alone. Nobody cant help hearkin, an every common noise starts you. I never used to give nothin a thought till the Knowleses was robbed, though.

T was mysterious, I do maintain, acknowledged Mrs. Forder. Comes over me sometimes praps t wasnt Enoch; hed a branched out more in course o time. Im waitin to see if he does extry well to sea fore I let my mind come to bear on his bein clean handed.

Plenty thought t was the ole Capn come back for it an sperited it away. Enough said that t wasnt no honest gains; most ont was prize-money o slave ships, an all kinds o devils gold was mixed in. I spose youve heard that said?

Time an again, responded Mrs. Forder; an the worst ont was simple old Pappy Flanders went an told the Knowles gals themselves that folks thought the ole Capn come back an got it, and Hannah done wrong to cuss Enoch Holt an his ginerations after him the way she done.

I think it took holt on her terble after all shed gone through, said Mrs. Downs, compassionately. He aint near so simple as he is ugly, Pappy Flanders aint. Ive seen him set here an read the paper sobers anybody when Ive been goin about my mornins work in the shed-room, an when Id come in to look about hed twist it with his hands an roll his eyes an begin to git off some o his gable. I think them wander-in cheap-wits likes the fun ont an scapes stiddy work, an gits the rovin habit so fixed, it spiles em.

My granther was to the South Seas in his young days, related Mrs. Forder, impressively, an he said cussin was common there. I mean sober spitin with a cuss. He seen one o them black folks git a gredge against another an go an set down an look stiddy at him in his hut an cuss him in his mind an set there an watch, watch, until the other kind o took sick an died, all in a fortnight, I believe he said; t would make your blood run cold to hear granther describe it, t would so. He never done nothin but set an look, an folks would give him somethin to eat now an then, as if they thought t was all right, an the other one d try to go an come, an at last he hived away altogether an died. I dont know what youd call it that ailed him. Theres suthin in cussin thats bad for folks, now I tell ye, Mis Downs.

Hannahs eyes always makes me creepy now, Mrs. Downs confessed uneasily. They dont look pleadin an childish same s they used to. Seems to me as if shed had the worst ont.

We aint seen the end ont yit, said Mrs. Forder, impressively. I feel it within me, Marthy Downs, an its a terrible thing to have happened right amonst us in Christian times. If we live long enough were goin to have plenty to talk over in our old age thats come o that cuss. Some seeds shy o sproutin till a spring when the siles jest right to breed it.

Theres lobeely now, agreed Mrs. Downs, pleased to descend to prosaic and familiar levels. They aint a good crop one year in six, and then you find it in a place where you never observed none to grow afore, likes not; aint it so, reelly? And she rose to clear the table, pleased with the certainty of a guest that night. Their conversation was not reassuring to the heart of a timid woman, alone in an isolated farmhouse on a dark spring evening, especially so near the anniversary of old Captain Knowless death.

V.

Later in these rural lives by many years two aged women were crossing a wide field together, following a footpath such as one often finds between widely separated homes of the New England country. Along these lightly traced thoroughfares, the children go to play, and lovers to plead, and older people to companion one another in work and pleasure, in sickness and sorrow; generation after generation comes and goes again by these country by-ways.

The footpath led from Mrs. Forders to another farmhouse half a mile beyond, where there had been a wedding. Mrs. Downs was there, and in the June weather she had been easily persuaded to go home to tea with Mrs. Forder with the promise of being driven home later in the evening. Mrs. Downss husband had been dead three years, and her friends large family was scattered from the old nest; they were lonely at times in their later years, these old friends, and found it very pleasant now to have a walk together. Thin little Mrs. Forder, with all her wheezing, was the stronger and more active of the two: Downs had grown heavier and weaker with advancing years.

They paced along the footpath slowly, Mrs. Downs rolling in her gait like a sailor, and availing herself of every pretext to stop and look at herbs in the pasture ground they crossed, and at the growing grass in the mowing fields. They discussed the wedding minutely, and then where the way grew wider they walked side by side instead of following each other, and their voices sank to the low tone that betokens confidence.

You dont say that you really put faith in all them old stories?

It aint accident altogether, noways you can fix it in your mind, maintained Mrs. Downs. Neednt tell me that cussin dont do neither good nor harm. I shouldnt want to marry amonst the Holts if I was young agin! I rmember when this young man was born thats married to-day, an the fust thing his poor mother wanted to know was about his hands bein right. I said yes they was, but las year he was twenty year old and come home from the frontier with one o them hands — his right one — shot off in a fight. They say t happened to sights o other fel-lows, an their laigs gone too, but I count em over on my fingers, them Holts, an hes the third. May say that t was all an accident his mothers gittin throwed out o her waggin comin home from meetin, an her wrist not bein set good, an she, bein run down at the time, most lost it altogether, but thar it is, stiffened up an no good to her. There was the second. An Enoch Holt hisself come home from the Chiny seas, made a good passage an a sight o money in the pepper trade, jests we expected, an goin to build him a new house, an the frame gives a kind o lurch when they was raisin of it an surges over on to him an nips him under. Which arm? says everybody along the road when they was comin an goin with the doctor. Right one — got to lose it, says the doctor to em, an next time Enoch Holt got out to meetin he stood up in the house o God with the hymn-book in his left hand, an no right hand to turn his leaf with. He knowed what we was all a-thinkin.

Well, said Mrs. Forder, very short-breathed with climbing the long slope of the pasture hill, I dont know but Id as soon be them as the Knowles gals. Hannah never knowed no peace again after she spoke them words in the cot-house. They come back an harnted her, an you know, Miss Downs, better n I do, being door-neighbors as one may say, how they lived their lives out like wild beasts into a lair.

They used to go out some by night to git the air, pursued Mrs. Downs with interest. I used to open the door an step right in, an I used to take their yarn an stuff long o mine an sell em, an do for the poor stray creaturs longs theyd let me. Theyd be grateful for a mess o early pease or potatoes as ever you see, an Peter he allays favored em with pork, fresh an salt, when we slaughtered. The old Capn kept em childn long as he lived, an then they was too old to larn different. I allays liked Hannah the best till that change struck her. Betsey she held out to the last jest about the same. I dont know, now I come to think of it, but what she felt it the most o the two.

Theyd never let mes much as git a look at em, complained Mrs. Forder. Folks got awful stories a-goin one time. Ive heard it said, an it allays creeped me cold all over, that there was somethin come an lived with em — a kind o black shadder, a cobweb kind o a man-shape that followed em about the house an made a third to them; but they got hardened to it theirselves, only they was afraid t would follow if they went anywheres from home. You dont believe no such piece o nonsense? — But there, Ive asked ye times enough before.

Theyd got shadders enough, poor creaturs, said Mrs. Downs with reserve. Wasnt no kind o need to make em up no spooks, as I know on. Well, heres these young folks a-startin; I wish em well, Im sure. She likes him with his one hand better than most gals likes them as has a good sound pair. They looked prime happy; I hope no curse wont foller em.

The friends stopped again — poor, short-winded bodies — on the crest of the low hill and turned to look at the wide landscape, bewildered by the marvelous beauty and the sudden flood of golden sunset light that poured out of the western sky. They could not remember that they had ever observed the wide view before; it was like a revelation or an outlook towards the celestial country, the sight of their own green farms and the countryside that bounded them. It was a pleasant country indeed, their own New England: their petty thoughts and vain imaginings seemed futile and unrelated to so fair a scene of things. But the figure of a man who was crossing the meadow below looked like a malicious black insect. It was an old man, it was Enoch Holt; time had worn and bent him enough to have satisfied his bitterest foe. The women could see his empty coat-sleeve flutter as he walked slowly and unexpectantly in that glorious evening light.


THE WHITE ROSE ROAD.
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BEING A NEW Englander, it is natural that I should first speak about the weather. Only the middle of June, the green fields, and blue sky, and bright sun, with a touch of northern mountain wind blowing straight toward the sea, could make such a day, and that is all one can say about it. We were driving seaward through a part of the country which has been least changed in the last thirty years, — among farms which have been won from swampy lowland, and rocky, stamp-buttressed hillsides: where the forests wall in the fields, and send their outposts year by year farther into the pastures. There is a year or two in the history of these pastures before they have arrived at the dignity of being called woodland, and yet are too much shaded and overgrown by young trees to give proper pasturage, when they made delightful harbors for the small wild creatures which yet remain, and for wild flowers and berries. Here you send an astonished rabbit scurrying to his burrow, and there you startle yourself with a partridge, who seems to get the best of the encounter. Sometimes you see a hen partridge and her brood of chickens crossing your path with an air of comfortable door-yard security. As you drive along the narrow, grassy road, you see many charming sights and delightful nooks on either hand, where the young trees spring out of a close-cropped turf that carpets the ground like velvet. Toward the east and the quaint fishing village of Ogunquit, I find the most delightful woodland roads. There is little left of the large timber which once filled the region, but much young growth, and there are hundreds of acres of cleared land and pasture-ground where the forests are springing fast and covering the country once more, as if they had no idea of losing in their war with civilization and the intruding white settler. The pine woods and the Indians seem to be next of kin, and the former owners of this corner of New England are the only proper figures to paint into such landscapes. The twilight under tall pines seems to be untenanted and to lack something, at first sight, as if one opened the door of an empty house. A farmer passing through with his axe is but an intruder, and children straying home from school give one a feeling of solicitude at their unprotectedness. The pine woods are the red mans house, and it may be hazardous even yet for the gray farmhouses to stand so near the eaves of the forest. I have noticed a distrust of the deep woods, among elderly people, which was something more than a fear of losing their way. It was a feeling of defenselessness against some unrecognized but malicious influence.

Driving through the long woodland way, shaded and chilly when you are out of the sun; across the Great Works River and its pretty elm-grown intervale; across the short bridges of brown brooks; delayed now and then by the sight of ripe strawberries in sunny spots by the roadside, one comes to a higher open country, where farm joins farm, and the cleared fields lie all along the highway, while the woods are pushed back a good distance on either hand. The wooded hills, bleak here and there with granite ledges, rise beyond. The houses are beside the road, with green door-yards and large barns, almost empty now, and with wide doors standing open, as if they were already expecting the hay crop to be brought in. The tall green grass is waving in the fields as the wind goes over, and there is a fragrance of whiteweed and ripe strawberries and clover blowing through the sunshiny barns, with their lean sides and their festoons of brown, dusty cobwebs; dull, comfortable creatures they appear to imaginative eyes, waiting hungrily for their yearly meal. The eave-swallows are teasing their sleepy shapes, like the birds which flit about great beasts; gay, movable, irreverent, almost derisive, those barn swallows fly to and fro in the still, clear air.

The noise of our wheels brings fewer faces to the windows than usual, and we lose the pleasure of seeing some of our friends who are apt to be looking out, and to whom we like to say good-day. Some funeral must be taking place, or perhaps the women may have gone out into the fields. It is hoeing-time and strawberry-time, and already we have seen some of the younger women at work among the corn and potatoes. One sight will be charming to remember. On a green hillside sloping to the west, near one of the houses, a thin little girl was working away lustily with a big hoe on a patch of land perhaps fifty feet by twenty. There were all sorts of things growing there, as if a childs fancy had made the choice, — straight rows of turnips and carrots and beets, a little of everything, one might say; but the only touch of color was from a long border of useful sage in full bloom of dull blue, on the upper side. I am sure this was called Katys or Beckys piece by the elder members of the family. One can imagine how the young creature had planned it in the spring, and persuaded the men to plough and harrow it, and since then had stoutly done all the work herself, and meant to send the harvest of the piece to market, and pocket her honest gains, as they came in, for some great end. She was as thin as a grasshopper, this busy little gardener, and hardly turned to give us a glance, as we drove slowly up the hill close by. The sun will brown and dry her like a spear of grass on that hot slope, but a spark of fine spirit is in the small body, and I wish her a famous crop. I hate to say that the piece looked backward, all except the sage, and that it was a heavy bit of land for the clumsy hoe to pick at. The only puzzle is, what she proposes to do with so long a row of sage. Yet there may be a large family with a downfall of measles yet ahead, and she does not mean to be caught without sage-tea.

Along this road every one of the old farmhouses has at least one tall bush of white roses by the door, — a most lovely sight, with buds and blossoms, and unvexed green leaves. I wish that I knew the history of them, and whence the first bush was brought. Perhaps from England itself, like a red rose that I know in Kittery, and the new shoots from the root were given to one neighbor after another all through the district. The bushes are slender, but they grow tall without climbing against the wall, and sway to and fro in the wind with a grace of youth and an inexpressible charm of beauty. How many lovers must have picked them on Sunday evenings, in all the bygone years, and carried them along the roads or by the pasture footpaths, hiding them clumsily under their Sunday coats if they caught sight of any one coming. Here, too, where the sea wind nips many a young life before its prime, how often the white roses have been put into paler hands, and withered there! In spite of the serene and placid look of the old houses, one who has always known them cannot help thinking of the sorrows of these farms and their almost undiverted toil. Near the little gardeners plot, we turned from the main road and drove through lately cleared woodland up to an old farmhouse, high on a ledgy hill, whence there is a fine view of the country seaward and mountain-ward. There were few of the once large household left there: only the old farmer, who was crippled by war wounds, active, cheerful man that he was once, and two young orphan children. There has been much hard work spent on the place. Every generation has toiled from youth to age without being able to make much beyond a living. The dollars that can be saved are but few, and sickness and death have often brought their bitter cost. The mistress of the farm was helpless for many years; through all the summers and winters she sat in her pillowed rocking-chair in the plain room. She could watch the seldom-visited lane, and beyond it, a little way across the fields, were the woods; besides these, only the clouds in the sky. She could not lift her food to her mouth; she could not be her husbands working partner. She never went into another womans house to see her works and ways, but sat there, aching and tired, vexed by flies and by heat, and isolated in long storms. Yet the whole countryside neighbored her with true affection. Her spirit grew stronger as her body grew weaker, and the doctors, who grieved because they could do so little with their skill, were never confronted by that malady of the spirit, a desire for ease and laziness, which makes the soundest of bodies useless and complaining. The thought of her blooms in ones mind like the whitest of flowers; it makes one braver and more thankful to remember the simple faith and patience with which she bore her pain and trouble. How often she must have said, I wish I could do something for you in return, when she was doing a thousand times more than if, like her neighbors, she followed the simple round of daily life! She was doing constant kindness by her example; but nobody can tell the woe of her long days and nights, the solitude of her spirit, as she was being lifted by such hard ways to the knowledge of higher truth and experience. Think of her pain when, one after another, her children fell ill and died, and she could not tend them! And now, in the same worn chair where she lived and slept sat her husband, helpless too, thinking of her, and missing her more than if she had been sometimes away from home, like other women. Even a stranger would miss her in the house.

There sat the old farmer looking down the lane in his turn, bearing his afflictions with a patient sterness that may have been born of watching his wifes serenity. There was a half-withered rose lying within his reach. Some days nobody came up the lane, and the wild birds that ventured near the house and the clouds that blew over were his only entertainment. He had a fine face, of the older New England type, clean-shaven and strong-featured, — a type that is fast passing away. He might have been a Cumberland dalesman, such were his dignity, and self-possession, and English soberness of manner. His large frame was built for hard work, for lifting great weights and pushing his plough through new-cleared land. We felt at home together, and each knew many things that the other did of earlier days, and of losses that had come with time. I remembered coming to the old house often in my childhood; it was in this very farm lane that I first saw anemones, and learned what to call them. After we drove away, this crippled man must have thought a long time about my elders and betters, as if he were reading their story out of a book. I suppose he has hauled many a stick of timber pine down for ship-yards, and gone through the village so early in the winter morning that I, waking in my warm bed, only heard the sleds creak through the frozen snow as the slow oxen plodded by.

Near the house a trout brook comes plashing over the ledges. At one place there is a most exquisite waterfall, to which neither painters brush nor writers pen can do justice. The sunlight falls through flickering leaves into the deep glen, and makes the foam whiter and the brook more golden-brown. You can hear the merry noise of it all night, all day, in the house. A little way above the farmstead it comes through marshy ground, which I fear has been the cause of much illness and sorrow to the poor, troubled family. I had a thrill of pain, as it seemed to me that the brook was mocking at all that trouble with all its wild carelessness and loud laughter, as it hurried away down the glen.

When we had said good-by and were turning the horses away, there suddenly appeared in a footpath that led down from one of the green hills the young grandchild, just coming home from school. She was as quick as a bird, and as shy in her little pink gown, and balanced herself on one foot, like a flower. The brother was the elder of the two orphans; he was the old mans delight and dependence by day, while his hired man was afield. The sober country boy had learned to wait and tend, and the young people were indeed a joy in that lonely household. There was no sign that they ever played like other children, — no truckle-cart in the yard, no doll, no bits of broken crockery in order on a rock. They had learned a fashion of life from their elders, and already could lift and carry their share of the burdens of life.

It was a country of wild flowers; the last of the columbines were clinging to the hillsides; down in the small, fenced meadows belonging to the farm were meadow rue just coming in flower, and red and white clover; the golden buttercups were thicker than the grass, while many mulleins were standing straight and slender among the pine stumps, with their first blossoms atop. Rudbeckias had found their way in, and appeared more than ever like bold foreigners. Their names should be translated into country speech, and the children ought to call them rude-beckies, by way of relating them to bouncing-bets and sweet-williams. The pasture grass was green and thick after the plentiful rains, and the busy cattle took little notice of us as they browsed steadily and tinkled their pleasant bells. Looking off, the smooth, round back of Great Hill caught the sunlight with its fields of young grain, and all the long, wooded slopes and valleys were fresh and fair in the June weather, away toward the blue New Hampshire hills on the northern horizon. Seaward stood Agamenticus, dark with its pitch pines, and the far sea itself, blue and calm, ruled the uneven country with its unchangeable line.

Out on the white rose road again, we saw more of the rose-trees than ever, and now and then a carefully tended flower garden, always delightful to see and think about. These are not made by merely looking through a florists catalogue, and ordering this or that new seedling and a proper selection of bulbs or shrubs; everything in a country garden has its history and personal association. The old bushes, the perennials, are apt to have most tender relationship with the hands that planted them long ago. There is a constant exchange of such treasures between the neighbors, and in the spring, slips and cuttings may be seen rooting on the window ledges, while the house plants give endless work all winter long, since they need careful protection against frost in long nights of the severe weather. A flower-loving woman brings back from every one of her infrequent journeys some treasure of flower-seeds or a huge miscellaneous nosegay. Time to work in the little plot of pleasure-ground is hardly won by the busy mistress of the farmhouse. The most appealing collection of flowering plants and vines that I ever saw was in Virginia, once, above the exquisite valley spanned by the Natural Bridge, a valley far too little known or praised. I had noticed an old log house, as I learned to know the outlook from the picturesque hotel, and was sure that it must give a charming view from its perch on the summit of a hill.

One day I went there, — one April day, when the whole landscape was full of color from the budding trees, — and before I could look at the view, I caught sight of some rare vines, already in leaf, about the dilapidated walls of the cabin. Then across the low paling I saw the brilliant colors of tulips and daffodils. There were many rose-bushes; in fact, the whole top of the hill was a flower garden, once well cared for and carefully ordered. It was all the work of an old woman of Scotch-Irish descent, who had been busy with the cares of life, and a very hard worker; yet I was told that to gratify her love for flowers she would often go afoot many miles over those rough Virginia roads, with a root or cutting from her own garden, to barter for a new rose or a brighter blossom of some sort, with which she would return in triumph. I fancied that sometimes she had to go by night on these charming quests. I could see her business-like, small figure setting forth down the steep path, when she had a good conscience toward her housekeeping and the children were in order to be left. I am sure that her friends thought of her when they were away from home and could bring her an offering of something rare. Alas, she had grown too old and feeble to care for her dear blossoms any longer, and had been forced to go to live with a married son. I dare say that she was thinking of her garden that very day, and wondering if this plant or that were not in bloom, and perhaps had a heartache at the thought that her tenants, the careless colored children, might tread the young shoots of peony and rose, and make havoc in the herb-bed. It was an uncommon collection, made by years of patient toil and self-sacrifice.

I thought of that deserted Southern garden as I followed my own New England road. The flower-plots were in gay bloom all along the way; almost every house had some flowers before it, sometimes carefully fenced about by stakes and barrel staves from the miscreant hens and chickens which lurked everywhere, and liked a good scratch and fluffing in soft earth this year as well as any other. The world seemed full of young life. There were calves tethered in pleasant shady spots, and puppies and kittens adventuring from the door-ways. The trees were full of birds: bobolinks, and cat-birds, and yellow-hammers, and golden robins, and sometimes a thrush, for the afternoon was wearing late. We passed the spring which famous spot in the early settlement of the country, but many of its old traditions are now forgotten. One of the omnipresent regicides of Charles the First is believed to have hidden himself for a long time under a great rock close by. The story runs that he made his miserable home in this den for several years, but I believe that there is no record that more than three of the regicides escaped to this country, and their wanderings are otherwise accounted for. There is a firm belief that one of them came to York, and was the ancestor of many persons now living there, but I do not know whether he can have been the hero of the Bakers Spring hermitage beside. We stopped to drink some of the delicious water, which never fails to flow cold and clear under the shade of a great oak, and were amused with the sight of a flock of gay little country children who passed by in deep conversation. What could such atoms of humanity be talking about? Old times, said John, the master of horse, with instant decision.

We met now and then a man or woman, who stopped to give us hospitable greeting; but there was no staying for visits, lest the daylight might fail us. It was delightful to find this old-established neighborhood so thriving and populous, for a few days before I had driven over three miles of road, and passed only one house that was tenanted, and six cellars or crumbling chimneys where good farmhouses had been, the lilacs blooming in solitude, and the fields, cleared with so much difficulty a century or two ago, all going back to the original woodland from which they were won. What would the old farmers say to see the fate of their worthy bequest to the younger generation? They would wag their heads sorrowfully, with sad foreboding.

After we had passed more woodland and a well-known quarry, where, for a wonder, the derrick was not creaking and not a single hammer was clinking at the stone wedges, we did not see any one hoeing in the fields, as we had seen so many on the white rose road, the other side of the hills. Presently we met two or three people walking sedately, clad in their best clothes. There was a subdued air of public excitement and concern, and one of us remembered that there had been a death in the neighborhood; this was the day of the funeral. The man had been known to us in former years. We had an instinct to hide our unsympathetic pleasuring, but there was nothing to be done except to follow our homeward road straight by the house.

The occasion was nearly ended by this time: the borrowed chairs were being set out in the yard in little groups; even the funeral supper had been eaten, and the brothers and sisters and near relatives of the departed man were just going home. The new grave showed plainly out in the green field near by. He had belonged to one of the ancient families of the region, long settled on this old farm by the narrow river; they had given their name to a bridge, and the bridge had christened the meeting-house which stood close by. We were much struck by the solemn figure of the mother, a very old woman, as she walked toward her old home with some of her remaining children. I had not thought to see her again, knowing her great age and infirmity. She was like a presence out of the last century, tall and still erect, dark-eyed and of striking features, and a firm look not modern, but as if her mind were still set upon an earlier and simpler scheme of life. An air of dominion cloaked her finely. She had long been queen of her surroundings and law-giver to her great family. Royalty is a quality, one of Natures gifts, and there one might behold it as truly as if Victoria Regina Imperatrix had passed by. The natural instincts common to humanity were there undisguised, unconcealed, simply accepted. We had seen a royal progress; she was the central figure of that rural society; as you looked at the little group, you could see her only. Now that she came abroad so rarely, her presence was not without deep significance, and so she took her homeward way with a primitive kind of majesty.

It was evident that the neighborhood was in great excitement and quite thrown out of its usual placidity. An acquaintance came from a small house farther down the road, and we stopped for a word with him. We spoke of the funeral, and were told something of the man who had died. Yes, and theres a man layin very sick here, said our friend in an excited whisper. He wont last but a day or two. Theres another man buried yesterday that was struck by lightnin, comin acrost a field when that great shower begun. The lightnin stove through his hat and run down all over him, and ploughed a spot in the ground. There was a knot of people about the door; the minister of that scattered parish stood among them, and they all looked at us eagerly, as if we too might be carrying news of a fresh disaster through the countryside.

Somehow the melancholy tales did not touch our sympathies as they ought, and we could not see the pathetic side of them as at another time, the day was so full of cheer and the sky and earth so glorious. The very fields looked busy with their early summer growth, the horses began to think of the clack of the oat-bin cover, and we were hurried along between the silvery willows and the rustling alders, taking time to gather a handful of stray-away conserve roses by the roadside; and where the highway made a long bend eastward among the farms, two of us left the carriage, and followed a footpath along the green river bank and through the pastures, coming out to the road again only a minute later than the horses. I believe that it is an old Indian trail followed from the salmon falls farther down the river, where the up-country Indians came to dry the plentiful fish for their winter supplies. I have traced the greater part of this deep-worn footpath, which goes straight as an arrow across the country, the first days trail being from the falls (where Masons settlers came in 1627, and built their Great Works of a saw-mill with a gang of saws, and presently a grist mill beside) to Emerys Bridge. I should like to follow the old footpath still farther. I found part of it by accident a long time ago. Once, as you came close to the river, you were sure to find fishermen scattered along, — sometimes I myself have been discovered; but it is not much use to go fishing any more. If some public-spirited person would kindly be the Frank Buckland of New England, and try to have the laws enforced that protect the inland fisheries, he would do his country great service. Years ago, there were so many salmon that, as an enthusiastic old friend once assured me, you could walk across on them below the falls; but now they are unknown, simply because certain substances which would enrich the farms are thrown from factories and tanneries into our clear New England streams. Good river fish are growing very scarce. The smelts, and bass, and shad have all left this upper branch of the Piscataqua, as the salmon left it long ago, and the supply of one necessary sort of good cheap food is lost to a growing community, for the lack of a little thought and care in the factory companies and saw-mills, and the building in some cases of fish-ways over the dams. I think that the need of preaching against this bad economy is very great. The sight of a proud lad with a string of undersized trout will scatter half the idlers in town into the pastures next day, but everybody patiently accepts the depopulation of a fine clear river, where the tide comes fresh from the sea to be tainted by the spoiled stream, which started from its mountain sources as pure as heart could wish. Man has done his best to ruin the world he lives in, one is tempted to say at impulsive first thought; but after all, as I mounted the last hill before reaching the village, the houses took on a new look of comfort and pleasantness; the fields that I knew so well were a fresher green than before, the sun was down, and the provocations of the day seemed very slight compared to the satisfaction. I believed that with a little more time we should grow wiser about our fish and other things beside.

It will be good to remember the white rose road and its quietness in many a busy town day to come. As I think of these slight sketches, I wonder if they will have to others a tinge of sadness; but I have seldom spent an afternoon so full of pleasure and fresh and delighted consciousness of the possibilities of rural life.
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TO MY DEAR YOUNGER SISTER

C. A. E.

I have had many pleasures that were doubled because you shared them, and so I write your name at the beginning of this book.

S. O. J.

AUGUST NINTH, 1893.
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ON THE TEACHERS desk, in the little road-side school-house, there was a bunch of Mayflowers, beside a dented and bent brass bell, a small Worcesters Dictionary without any cover, and a worn morocco-covered Bible. These were placed in an orderly row, and behind them was a small wooden box which held some broken pieces of blackboard crayon. The teacher, whom no timid new scholar could look at boldly, wore her accustomed air of authority and importance. She might have been nineteen years old, — not more, — but for the time being she scorned the frivolities of youth.

The hot May sun was shining in at the smoky small-paned windows; sometimes an outside shutter swung to with a creak, and eclipsed the glare. The narrow door stood wide open, to the left as you faced the desk, and an old spotted dog lay asleep on the step, and looked wise and old enough to have gone to school with several generations of children. It was half past three oclock in the afternoon, and the primer class, settled into the apathy of after-recess fatigue, presented a straggling front, as they stood listlessly on the floor. As for the big boys and girls, they also were longing to be at liberty, but the pretty teacher, Miss Marilla Hender, seemed quite as energetic as when school was begun in the morning.

The spring breeze blew in at the open door, and even fluttered the primer leaves, but the back of the room felt hot and close, as if it were midsummer. The children in the class read their lessons in those high-keyed, droning voices which older teachers learn to associate with faint powers of perception. Only one or two of them had an awakened human look in their eyes, such as Matthew Arnold delighted himself in finding so often in the school-children of France. Most of these poor little students were as inadequate, at that weary moment, to the pursuit of letters as if they had been woolly spring lambs on a sunny hillside. The teacher corrected and admonished with great patience, glancing now and then toward points of danger and insurrection, whence came a suspicious buzz of whispering from behind a desk-lid or a pair of widespread large geographies. Now and then a toiling child would rise and come down the aisle, with his forefinger firm upon a puzzling word as if it were an unclassified insect. It was a lovely beckoning day out-of-doors. The children felt like captives; there was something that provoked rebellion in the droning voices, the buzzing of an early wild bee against the sunlit pane, and even in the stuffy familiar odor of the place, — the odor of apples and crumbs of doughnuts and gingerbread in the dinner pails on the high entry nails, and of all the little gowns and trousers that had brushed through junipers and young pines on their way to school.

The bee left his prisoning pane at last, and came over to the Mayflowers, which were in full bloom, although the season was very late, and deep in the woods there were still some graybacked snowdrifts, speckled with bits of bark and moss from the trees above.

Come, come, Ezra! urged the young teacher, rapping her desk sharply. Stop watchin that common bee! You know well enough what those letters spell. You wont learn to read at this rate until you are a grown man. Mind your book, now; you ought to remember who went to this school when he was a little boy. Youve heard folks tell about the Honorable Joseph K. Laneway? He used to be in primer just as you are now, and t wasnt long before he was out of it, either, and was called the smartest boy in school. Hes got to be a general and a Senator, and one of the richest men out West. You dont seem to have the least mite of ambition to-day, any of you!

The exhortation, entirely personal in the beginning, had swiftly passed to a general rebuke. Ezra looked relieved, and the other children brightened up as they recognized a tale familiar to their ears. Anything was better than trying to study in that dull last hour of afternoon school.

Yes, continued Miss Hender, pleased that she had at last roused something like proper attention, you all ought to be proud that you are schoolmates of District Number Four, and can remember that the celebrated General Laneway had the same early advantages as you, and think what he has made of himself by perseverance and ambition.

The pupils were familiar enough with the illustrious history of their noble predecessor. They were sure to be told, in lawless moments, that if Mr. Laneway were to come in and see them he would be mortified to death; and the members of the school committee always referred to him, and said that he had been a poorboy, and was now a self-made man, — as if every man were not self-made as to his character and reputation!

At this point, young Johnny Spencer showed his next neighbor, in the back of his Colburns Arithmetic, an imaginary portrait of their district hero, which caused them both to chuckle derisively. The Honorable Mr. Laneway figured on the flyleaf as an extremely cross-eyed person, with strangely crooked legs and arms and a terrific expression. He was outlined with red and blue pencils as to coat and trousers, and held a reddened scalp in one hand and a blue tomahawk in the other; being closely associated in the artists mind with the early settlements of the far West.

There was a noise of wheels in the road near by, and, though Miss Hender had much more to say, everybody ceased to listen to her, and turned toward the windows, leaning far forward over their desks to see who might be passing. They caught a glimpse of a shiny carriage; the old dog bounded out, barking, but nothing passed the open door. The carriage had stopped; some one was coming to the school; somebody was going to be called out! It could not be the committee, whose pompous and uninspiring spring visit had taken place only the week before.

Presently a well-dressed elderly man, with an expectant, masterful look, stood on the doorstep, glanced in with a smile, and knocked. Miss Marilla Hender blushed, smoothed her pretty hair anxiously with both hands, and stepped down from her little platform to answer the summons. There was hardly a shut mouth in the primer class.

Would it be convenient for you to receive a visitor to the school? the stranger asked politely, with a fine bow of deference to Miss Hender. He looked much pleased and a little excited, and the teacher said, — 

Certainly; step right in, wont you, sir? in quite another tone from that in which she had just addressed the school.

The boys and girls were sitting straight and silent in their places, in something like a fit of apprehension and unpreparedness at such a great emergency. The guest represented a type of person previously unknown in District Number Four. Everything about him spoke of wealth and authority. The old dog returned to the doorstep, and after a careful look at the invader approached him, with a funny doggish grin and a desperate wag of the tail, to beg for recognition.

The teacher gave her chair on the platform to the guest, and stood beside him with very red cheeks, smoothing her hair again once or twice, and keeping the hard-wood ruler fast in hand, like a badge of office. Primer class may now retire! she said firmly, although the lesson was not more than half through; and the class promptly escaped to their seats, waddling and stumbling, until they all came up behind their desks, face foremost, and added themselves to the number of staring young countenances. After this there was a silence, which grew more and more embarrassing.

Perhaps you would be pleased to hear our first class in geography, sir? asked the fair Marilla, recovering her presence of mind; and the guest kindly assented.

The young teacher was by no means willing to give up a certainty for an uncertainty. Yesterdays lesson had been well learned; she turned back to the questions about the State of Kansota, and at the first sentence the mysterious visitors dignity melted into an unconscious smile. He listened intently for a minute, and then seemed to reoccupy himself with his own thoughts and purposes, looking eagerly about the old school-house, and sometimes gazing steadily at the children. The lesson went on finely, and when it was finished Miss Hender asked the girl at the head of the class to name the States and Territories, which she instantly did, mispronouncing nearly all the names of the latter; then others stated boundaries and capitals, and the resources of the New England States, passing on finally to the names of the Presidents. Miss Hender glowed with pride; she had worked hard over the geography class in the winter term, and it did not fail her on this great occasion. When she turned bravely to see if the gentleman would like to ask any questions, she found that he was apparently lost in a deep reverie, so she repeated her own question more distinctly.

They have done very well, — very well indeed, he answered kindly; and then, to every ones surprise, he rose, went up the aisle, pushed Johnny Spencer gently along his bench, and sat down beside him. The space was cramped, and the stranger looked huge and uncomfortable, so that everybody laughed, except one of the big girls, who turned pale with fright, and thought he must be crazy. When this girl gave a faint squeak Miss Hender recovered herself, and rapped twice with the ruler to restore order; then became entirely tranquil. There had been talk of replacing the hacked and worn old school-desks with patent desks and chairs; this was probably an agent connected with that business. At once she was resolute and self-reliant, and said, No whispering! in a firm tone that showed she did not mean to be trifled with. The geography class was dismissed, but the elderly gentleman, in his handsome overcoat, still sat wedged in at Johnny Spencers side.

I presume, sir, that you are canvassing for new desks, said Miss Hender, with dignity. You will have to see the supervisor and the selectmen. There did not seem to be any need of his lingering, but she had an ardent desire to be pleasing to a person of such evident distinction. We always tell strangers — I thought, sir, you might be gratified to know — that this is the school-house where the Honorable Joseph K. Laneway first attended school. All do not know that he was born in this town, and went West very young; it is only about a mile from here where his folks used to live.

At this moment the visitors eyes fell. He did not look at pretty Marilla any more, but opened Johnny Spencers arithmetic, and, seeing the imaginary portrait of the great General Laneway, laughed a little, — a very deep-down comfortable laugh it was, — while Johnny himself turned cold with alarm, he could not have told why.

It was very still in the school-room; the bee was buzzing and bumping at the pane again; the moment was one of intense expectation.

The stranger looked at the children right and left. The fact is this, young people, said he, in a tone that was half pride and half apology, I am Joseph K. Laneway myself.

He tried to extricate himself from the narrow quarters of the desk, but for an embarrassing moment found that he was stuck fast. Johnny Spencer instinctively gave him an assisting push, and once free the great soldier, statesman, and millionaire took a few steps forward to the open floor; then, after hesitating a moment, he mounted the little platform and stood in the teachers place. Marilla Hender was as pale as ashes.

I have thought many times, the great guest began, that some day I should come back to visit this place, which is so closely interwoven with the memories of my childhood. In my counting-room, on the fields of war, in the halls of Congress, and most of all in my Western home, my thoughts have flown back to the hills and brooks of Winby and to this little old school-house. I could shut my eyes and call back the buzz of voices, and fear my teachers frown, and feel my boyish ambitions waking and stirring in my breast. On that bench where I just sat I saw some notches that I cut with my first jack-knife fifty-eight years ago this very spring. I remember the faces of the boys and girls who went to school with me, and I see their grandchildren before me. I know that one is a Goodsoe and another a Winn by the old family look. One generation goes, and another comes.

There are many things that I might say to you. I meant, even in those early restricted days, to make my name known, and I dare say that you too have ambition. Be careful what you wish for in this world, for if you wish hard enough you are sure to get it. I once heard a very wise man say this, and the longer I live the more firmly I believe it to be true. But wishing hard means working hard for what you want, and the worlds prizes wait for the men and women who are ready to take pains to win them. Be careful and set your minds on the best things. I meant to be a rich man when I was a boy here, and I stand before you a rich man, knowing the care and anxiety and responsibility of wealth. I meant to go to Congress, and I am one of the Senators from Kansota. I say this as humbly as I say it proudly. I used to read of the valor and patriotism of the old Greeks and Romans with my youthful blood leaping along my veins, and it came to pass that my own country was in danger, and that I could help to fight her battles. Perhaps some one of these little lads has before him a more eventful life than I have lived, and is looking forward to activity and honor and the pride of fame. I wish him all the joy that I have had, all the toil that I have had, and all the bitter disappointments even; for adversity leads a man to depend upon that which is above him, and the path of glory is a lonely path, beset by temptations and a bitter sense of the weakness and imperfection of man. I see my life spread out like a great picture, as I stand here in my boyhoods place. I regret my failures. I thank God for what in his kind providence has been honest and right. I am glad to come back, but I feel, as I look in your young faces, that I am an old man, while your lives are just beginning. When you remember, in years to come, that I came here to see the old school-house, remember that I said: Wish for the best things, and work hard to win them; try to be good men and women, for the honor of the school and the town, and the noble young country that gave you birth; be kind at home and generous abroad. Remember that I, an old man who had seen much of life, begged you to be brave and good.

The Honorable Mr. Laneway had rarely felt himself so moved in any of his public speeches, but he was obliged to notice that for once he could not hold his audience. The primer class especially had begun to flag in attention, but one or two faces among the elder scholars fairly shone with vital sympathy and a lovely prescience of their future. Their eyes met his as if they struck a flash of light. There was a sturdy boy who half rose in his place unconsciously, the color coming and going in his cheeks; something in Mr. Laneways words lit the altar flame in his reverent heart.

Marilla Hender was pleased and a little dazed; she could not have repeated what her illustrious visitor had said, but she longed to tell everybody the news that he was in town, and had come to school to make an address. She had never seen a great man before, and really needed time to reflect upon him and to consider what she ought to say. She was just quivering with the attempt to make a proper reply and thank Mr. Laneway for the honor of his visit to the school, when he asked her which of the boys could be trusted to drive back his hired horse to the Four Corners. Eight boys, large and small, nearly every boy in the school, rose at once and snapped insistent fingers; but Johnny Spencer alone was desirous not to attract attention to himself. The Colburns Intellectual Arithmetic with the portrait had been well secreted between his tight jacket and his shirt. Miss Hender selected a trustworthy freckled person in long trousers, who was half way to the door in an instant, and was heard almost immediately to shout loudly at the quiet horse.

Then the Hero of District Number Four made his acknowledgments to the teacher. I fear that I have interrupted you too long, he said, with pleasing deference.

Marilla replied that it was of no consequence; she hoped he would call again. She may have spoken primly, but her pretty eyes said everything that her lips forgot. My grandmother will want to see you, sir, she ventured to say. I guess you will remember her, — Mis Hender, she that was Abby Harran. She has often told me how you used to get your lessons out o the same book.

Abby Harrans granddaughter? Mr. Laneway looked at her again with fresh interest. Yes, I wish to see her more than any one else. Tell her that I am coming to see her before I go away, and give her my love. Thank you, my dear, as Marilla offered his missing hat. Good-by, boys and girls. He stopped and looked at them once more from the boys entry, and turned again to look back from the very doorstep.

Good-by, sir, — good-by, piped two or three of the young voices; but most of the children only stared, and neither spoke nor moved.

We will omit the class in Fourth Reader this afternoon. The class in grammar may recite, said Miss Hender in her most contained and official manner.

The grammar class sighed like a single pupil, and obeyed. She was very stern with the grammar class, but every one in school had an inner sense that it was a great day in the history of District Number Four. 

The Honorable Mr. Laneway found the outdoor air very fresh and sweet after the closeness of the school-house. It had just that same odor in his boyhood, and as he escaped he had a delightful sense of playing truant or of having an unexpected holiday. It was easier to think of himself as a boy, and to slip back into boyish thoughts, than to bear the familiar burden of his manhood. He climbed the tumble-down stone wall across the road, and went along a narrow path to the spring that bubbled up clear and cold under a great red oak. How many times he had longed for a drink of that water, and now here it was, and the thirst of that warm spring day was hard to quench! Again and again he stopped to fill the birch-bark dipper which the school-children had made, just as his own comrades made theirs years before. The oak-tree was dying at the top. The pine woods beyond had been cut and had grown again since his boyhood, and looked much as he remembered them. Beyond the spring and away from the woods the path led across overgrown pastures to another road, perhaps three quarters of a mile away, and near this road was the small farm which had been his former home. As he walked slowly along, he was met again and again by some reminder of his youthful days. He had always liked to refer to his early life in New England in his political addresses, and had spoken more than once of going to find the cows at nightfall in the autumn evenings, and being glad to warm his bare feet in the places where the sleepy beasts had lain, before he followed their slow steps homeward through bush and brier. The Honorable Mr. Laneway had a touch of true sentiment which added much to his really stirring and effective campaign speeches. He had often been called the king of the platform in his adopted State. He had long ago grown used to saying Go to one man, and Come to another, like the ruler of old; but all his natural power of leadership and habit of authority disappeared at once as he trod the pasture slopes, calling back the remembrance of his childhood. Here was the place where two lads, older than himself, had killed a terrible woodchuck at bay in the angle of a great rock; and just beyond was the sunny spot where he had picked a bunch of pink and white anemones under a prickly barberry thicket, to give to Abby Harran in morning school. She had put them into her desk, and let them wilt there, but she was pleased when she took them. Abby Harran, the little teachers grandmother, was a year older than he, and had wakened the earliest thought of love in his youthful breast.

It was almost time to catch the first sight of his birthplace. From the knoll just ahead he had often seen the light of his mothers lamp, as he came home from school on winter afternoons; but when he reached the knoll the old house was gone, and so was the great walnut-tree that grew beside it, and a pang of disappointment shot through this devout pilgrims heart. He never had doubted that the old farm was somebodys home still, and had counted upon the pleasure of spending a night there, and sleeping again in that room under the roof, where the rain sounded loud, and the walnut branches brushed to and fro when the wind blew, as if they were the claws of tigers. He hurried across the worn-out fields, long ago turned into sheep pastures, where the last years tall grass and golden-rod stood gray and winter-killed; tracing the old walls and fences, and astonished to see how small the fields had been. The prosperous owner of Western farming lands could not help remembering those widespread luxuriant acres, and the broad outlooks of his Western home.

It was difficult at first to find exactly where the house had stood; even the foundations had disappeared. At last in the long, faded grass he discovered the doorstep, and near by was a little mound where the great walnut-tree stump had been. The cellar was a mere dent in the sloping ground; it had been filled in by the growing grass and slow processes of summer and winter weather. But just at the pilgrims right were some thorny twigs of an old rosebush. A sudden brightening of memory brought to mind the love that this mother — dead since his fifteenth year — had kept for his sweetbrier. How often she had wished that she had brought it to her new home! So much had changed in the world, so many had gone into the world of light, and here the faithful blooming thing was yet alive! There was one slender branch where green buds were starting, and getting ready to flower in the new year.

The afternoon wore late, and still the gray-haired man lingered. He might have laughed at some one else who gave himself up to sad thoughts, and found fault with himself, with no defendant to plead his cause at the bar of conscience. It was an altogether lonely hour. He had dreamed all his life, in a sentimental, self-satisfied fashion, of this return to Winby. It had always appeared to be a grand affair, but so far he was himself the only interested spectator at his poor occasion. There was even a dismal consciousness that he had been undignified, perhaps even a little consequential and silly, in the old school-house. The picture of himself on the war-path, in Johnny Spencers arithmetic, was the only tribute that his longed-for day had held, but he laughed aloud delightedly at the remembrance and really liked that solemn little boy who sat at his own old desk. There was another older lad, who sat at the back of the room, who reminded Mr. Laneway of himself in his eager youth. There was a spark of light in that fellows eyes. Once or twice in the earlier afternoon, as he drove along, he had asked people in the road if there were a Laneway family in that neighborhood, but everybody had said no in indifferent fashion. Somehow he had been expecting that every one would know him and greet him, and give him credit for what he had tried to do, but old Winby had her own affairs to look after, and did very well without any of his help.

Mr. Laneway acknowledged to himself at this point that he was weak and unmanly. There must be some old friends who would remember him, and give him as hearty a welcome as the greeting he had brought for them. So he rose and went his way westward toward the sunset. The air was growing damp and cold, and it was time to make sure of shelter. This was hardly like the visit he had meant to pay to his birthplace. He wished with all his heart that he had never come back. But he walked briskly away, intent upon wider thoughts as the fresh evening breeze quickened his steps. He did not consider where he was going, but was for a time the busy man of affairs, stimulated by the unconscious influence of his surroundings. The slender gray birches and pitch pines of that neglected pasture had never before seen a hat and coat exactly in the fashion. They may have been abashed by the presence of a United States Senator and Western millionaire, though a piece of New England ground that had often felt the tread of his bare feet was not likely to quake because a pair of smart shoes stepped hastily along the school-house path. 

There was an imperative knock at the side door of the Hender farmhouse, just after dark. The young school-mistress had come home late, because she had stopped all the way along to give people the news of her afternoons experience. Marilla was not coy and speechless any longer, but sat by the kitchen stove telling her eager grandmother everything she could remember or could imagine.

Whos that knocking at the door? interrupted Mrs. Hender. No, Ill go myself; Im nearest.

The man outside was cold and foot-weary. He was not used to spending a whole day unrecognized, and, after being first amused, and even enjoying a sense of freedom at escaping his just dues of consideration and respect, he had begun to feel as if he were old and forgotten, and was hardly sure of a friend in the world.

Old Mrs. Hender came to the door, with her eyes shining with delight, in great haste to dismiss whoever had knocked, so that she might hear the rest of Marillas story. She opened the door wide to whoever might have come on some country errand, and looked the tired and faint-hearted Mr. Laneway full in the face.

Dear heart, come in! she exclaimed, reaching out and taking him by the shoulder, as he stood humbly on a lower step. Come right in, Joe. Why, I should know you anywhere! Why, Joe Laneway, you same boy!

In they went to the warm, bright, country kitchen. The delight and kindness of an old friends welcome and her instant sympathy seemed the loveliest thing in the world. They sat down in two old straight-backed kitchen chairs. They still held each other by the hand, and looked in each others face. The plain old room was aglow with heat and cheerfulness; the tea-kettle was singing; a drowsy cat sat on the wood-box with her paws tucked in; and the house dog came forward in a friendly way, wagging his tail, and laid his head on their clasped hands.

And to think I havent seen you since your folks moved out West, the next spring after you were thirteen in the winter, said the good woman. But I spose there aint been anybody that has followed your career closer than I have, accordin to their opportunities. Youve done a great work for your country, Joe. Im proud of you clean through. Sometimes folks has said, `There, there, Mis Hender, what be you goin to say now? but Ive always told em to wait. I knew you saw your reasons. You was always an honest boy. The tears started and shone in her kind eyes. Her face showed that she had waged a bitter war with poverty and sorrow, but the look of affection that it wore, and the warm touch of her hard hand, misshapen and worn with toil, touched her old friend in his inmost heart, and for a minute neither could speak.

They do say that women folks have got no natural head for politics, but I always could seem to sense what was goin on in Washington, if there was any sense to it, said grandmother Hender at last.

Nobody could puzzle you at school, I remember, answered Mr. Laneway, and they both laughed heartily. But surely this granddaughter does not make your household? You have sons?

Two beside her father. He died; but theyre both away, up toward Canada, buying cattle. We are getting along considerable well these last few years, since they got a might o capital together; but the old farm wasnt really able to maintain us, with the heavy expenses that fell on us unexpected year by year. Ive seen a great sight of trouble, Joe. My boy John, Marillas father, and his nice wife, — I lost em both early, when Marilla was but a child. John was the flower o my family. He would have made a name for himself. You would have taken to John.

I was sorry to hear of your loss, said Mr. Laneway. He was a brave man. I know what he did at Fredericksburg. You remember that I lost my wife and my only son?

There was a silence between the friends, who had no need for words now; they understood each others heart only too well. Marilla, who sat near them, rose and went out of the room.

Yes, yes, daughter, said, Mrs. Hender, calling her back, we ought to be thinkin about supper.

I was going to light a little fire in the parlor, explained Marilla, with a slight tone of rebuke in her clear girlish voice.

Oh, no, you aint, — not now, at least, protested the elder woman decidedly. Now, Joseph, what should you like to have for supper? I wish to my heart I had some fried turnovers, like those you used to come after when you was a boy. I can make em just about the same as mother did. Ill be bound youve thought of some old-fashioned dish that you d relish for your supper.

Rye drop-cakes, then, if they wouldnt give you too much trouble, answered the Honorable Joseph, with prompt seriousness, and dont forget some cheese. He looked up at his old playfellow as she stood beside him, eager with affectionate hospitality.

Youve no idea what a comfort Marillas been, she stooped to whisper. Always took right hold and helped me when she was a baby. Shes as good as made up already to me for my having no daughter. I want you to get acquainted with Marilla.

The granddaughter was still awed and anxious about the entertainment of so distinguished a guest when her grandmother appeared at last in the pantry.

I aint goin to let you do no such a thing, darlin, said Abby Hender, when Marilla spoke of making something that she called fairy gems for tea, after a new and essentially feminine recipe. You just let me get supper to-night. The Genral has enough kickshaws to eat; he wants a good, hearty, old-fashioned supper, — the same country cooking he remembers when he was a boy. He went so far himself as to speak of rye drop-cakes, an there aint one in a hundred, nowadays, knows how to make the kind he means. You go an lay the table just as we always have it, except you can get out them old big sprigged cups o my mothers. Dont put on none o the parlor cluset things.

Marilla went off crestfallen and demurring. She had a noble desire to show Mr. Laneway that they knew how to have things as well as anybody, and was sure that he would consider it more polite to be asked into the best room, and to sit there alone until tea was ready; but the illustrious Mr. Laneway was allowed to stay in the kitchen, in apparent happiness, and to watch the proceedings from beginning to end. The two old friends talked industriously, but he saw his rye drop-cakes go into the oven and come out, and his tea made, and his piece of salt fish broiled and buttered, a broad piece of honeycomb set on to match some delightful thick slices of brown-crusted loaf bread, and all the simple feast prepared. There was a sufficient piece of Abby Henders best cheese; it must be confessed that there were also some baked beans, and, as one thing after another appeared, the Honorable Joseph K. Laneway grew hungrier and hungrier until he fairly looked pale with anticipation and delay, and was bidden at that very moment to draw up his chair and make himself a supper if be could. What cups of tea, what uncounted rye drop-cakes, went to the making of that successful supper! How gay the two old friends became, and of what old stories they reminded each other, and how late the dark spring evening grew, before the feast was over and the straight-backed chairs were set against the kitchen wall!

Marilla listened for a time with more or less interest, but at last she took one of her school-books, with slight ostentation, and went over to study by the lamp. Mrs. Hender had brought her knitting-work, a blue woolen stocking, out of a drawer, and sat down serene and unruffled, prepared to keep awake as late as possible. She was a woman who had kept her youthful looks through the difficulties of farm life as few women can, and this added to her guests sense of homelikeness and pleasure. There was something that he felt to be sisterly and comfortable in her strong figure; he even noticed the little plaid woolen shawl that she wore about her shoulders. Dear, uncomplaining heart of Abby Hender! The appealing friendliness of the good woman made no demands except to be allowed to help and to serve everybody who came in her way.

Now began in good earnest the talk of old times, and what had become of this and that old schoolmate; how one family had come to want and another to wealth. The changes and losses and windfalls of good fortune in that rural neighborhood were made tragedy and comedy by turns in Abby Henders dramatic speech. She grew younger and more entertaining hour by hour, and beguiled the grave Senator into confidential talk of national affairs. He had much to say, to which she listened with rare sympathy and intelligence. She astonished him by her comprehension of difficult questions of the day, and by her simple good sense. Marilla grew hopelessly sleepy, and departed, but neither of them turned to notice her as she lingered a moment at the door to say good-night. When the immediate subjects of conversation were fully discussed, however, there was an unexpected interval of silence, and, after making sure that her knitting stitches counted exactly right, Abby Hender cast a questioning glance at the Senator to see if he had it in mind to go to bed. She was reluctant to end her evening so soon, but determined to act the part of considerate hostess. The guest was as wide awake as ever: eleven oclock was the best part of his evening.

Cider? he suggested, with an expectant smile, and Abby Hender was on her feet in a moment. When she had brought a pitcher from the pantry, he took a candle from the high shelf and led the way.

To think of your remembering our old cellar candlestick all these years! laughed the pleased woman, as she followed him down the steep stairway, and then laughed still more at his delight in the familiar look of the place.

Unchanged as the pyramids! he said.

I suppose those pound sweetings that used to be in that farthest bin were eaten up months ago?

It was plain to see that the household stores were waning low, as befitted the time of year, but there was still enough in the old cellar. Care and thrift and gratitude made the poor farmhouse a rich place. This woman of real ability had spent her strength from youth to age, and had lavished as much industry and power of organization in her narrow sphere as would have made her famous in a wider one. Joseph Laneway could not help sighing as he thought of it. How many things this good friend had missed, and yet how much she had been able to win that makes everywhere the very best of life! Poor and early widowed, there must have been a constant battle with poverty on that stony Harran farm, whose owners had been pitied even in his early boyhood, when the best of farming life was none too easy. But Abby Hender had always been one of the leaders of the town.

Now, before we sit down again, I want you to step into my best room. Perhaps you wont have time in the morning, and Ive got something to show you, she said persuasively.

It was a plain, old-fashioned best room, with a look of pleasantness in spite of the spring chill and the stiffness of the best chairs. They lingered before the picture of Mrs. Henders soldier son, a poor work of a poorer artist in crayons, but the spirit of the young face shone out appealingly. Then they crossed the room and stood before some bookshelves, and Abby Henders face brightened into a beaming smile of triumph.

You didnt expect we should have all those books, now, did you, Joe Laneway? she asked.

He shook his head soberly, and leaned forward to read the titles. There were no very new ones, as if times had been hard of late; almost every volume was either history, or biography, or travel. Their owner had reached out of her own narrow boundaries into other lives and into far countries. He recognized with gratitude two or three congressional books that he had sent her when he first went to Washington, and there was a life of himself, written from a partisan point of view, and issued in one of his most exciting campaigns; the sight of it touched him to the heart, and then she opened it, and showed him the three or four letters that be had written her, — one, in boyish handwriting, describing his adventures on his first Western journey.

There are a hundred and six volumes now, announced the proud owner of such a library. I lend em all I can, or most of them would look better. I have had to wait a good while for some, and some werent what I expected em to be, but most of ems as good books as there is in the world. Ive never been so situated that it seemed best for me to indulge in a daily paper, and I dont know but its just as well; but stories were never any great of a temptation. I know pretty well whats goin on about me, and I can make that do. Real lifes interestin enough for me.

Mr. Laneway was still looking over the books. His heart smote him for not being thoughtful; he knew well enough that the overflow of his own library would have been delightful to this self-denying, eager-minded soul. Ive been a very busy man all my life, Abby, he said impulsively, as if she waited for some apology for his forgetfulness, but Ill see to it now that you have what you want to read. I dont mean to lose hold of your advice on state matters. They both laughed, and he added, Ive always ways thought of you, if I havent shown it.

Theres more time to read than there used to be; Ive had what was best for me, answered the woman gently, with a grateful look on her face, as she turned to glance at her old friend. Marilla takes hold wonderfully and helps me with the work. In the long winter evenings you cant think what a treat a new book is. I wouldnt change places with the queen.

They had come back to the kitchen, and she stood before the cupboard, reaching high for two old gayly striped crockery mugs. There were some doughnuts and cheese at hand; their early supper seemed quite forgotten. The kitchen was warm, and they had talked themselves thirsty and hungry; but with what an unexpected tang the cider freshened their throats! Mrs. Hender had picked the apples herself that went to the press; they were all chosen from the old russet tree and the gnarly, red-cheeked, ungrafted fruit that grew along the lane. The flavor made one think of frosty autumn mornings on high hillsides, of north winds and sunny skies. It livens one to the heart, as Mrs. Hender remarked proudly, when the Senator tried to praise it as much as it deserved, and finally gave a cheerful laugh, such as he had not laughed for many a day.

Why, it seems like drinking the month of October, he told her; and at this the hostess reached over, protesting that the striped mug was too narrow to hold what it ought, and filled it up again.

Oh, Joe Laneway, to think that I see you at last, after all these years! she said. How rich I shall feel with this evening to live over! Ive always wanted to see somebody that Id read about, and now Ive got that to remember; but Ive always known I should see you again, and I believe t was the Lords will.

Early the next morning they said good-by. The early breakfast had to be hurried, and Marilla was to drive Mr. Laneway to the station, three miles away. It was Saturday morning, and she was free from school.

Mr. Laneway strolled down the lane before breakfast was ready, and came back with a little bunch of pink anemones in his hand. Marilla thought that he meant to give them to her, but he laid them beside her grandmothers plate. You mustnt put those in your desk, he said with a smile, and Abby Hender blushed like a girl.

Ive got those others now, dried and put away somewhere in one of my books, she said quietly, and Marilla wondered what they meant.

The two old friends shook hands warmly at parting. I wish you could have stayed another day, so I could have had the minister come and see you, urged Mrs. Hender regretfully.

You couldnt have done any more for me. I have had the best visit in the world, he answered, a little shaken, and holding her hand a moment longer, while Marilla sat, young and impatient, in the high wagon. Youre a dear good woman, Abby. Sometimes when things have gone wrong Ive been sorry that I ever had to leave Winby.

The womans clear eyes looked straight into his; then fell. You wouldnt have done everything you have for the country, she said.

Give me a kiss; were getting to be old folks now, said the General; and they kissed each other gravely.

A moment later Abby Hender stood alone in her dooryard, watching and waving her hand again and again, while the wagon rattled away down the lane and turned into the highroad.

Two hours after Marilla returned from the station, and rushed into the kitchen.

Grandma! she exclaimed, you never did see such a crowd in Winby as there was at the depot! Everybody in town had got word about General Laneway, and they were pushing up to shake hands, and cheering same as at election, and the cars waited much as ten minutes, and all the folks was lookin out of the windows, and came out on the platforms when they heard who it was. Folks say that he d been to see the selectmen yesterday before he came to school, and hes goin to build an elegant town hall, and have the names put up in it of all the Winby men that went to the war. Marilla sank into a chair, flushed with excitement. Everybody was asking me about his being here last night and what he said to the school. I wished that you d gone down to the depot instead of me.

I had the best part of anybody, said Mrs. Hender, smiling and going on with her Saturday morning work. Im real glad they showed him proper respect, she added a moment afterward, but her voice faltered.

Why, you aint been cryin, grandma? asked the girl. I guess youre tired. You had a real good time, now, didnt you?

Yes, dear heart!  said Abby Hender. T aint pleasant to be growin old, thats all. I couldnt help noticin his age as he rode away. Ive always been lookin forward to seein him again, an now it s all over.


DECORATION DAY.

[image: img74.jpg]

A WEEK BEFORE the thirtieth of May, three friends — John Stover and Henry Merrill and Asa Brown — happened to meet on Saturday evening at Bartons store at the Plains. They were ready to enjoy this idle hour after a busy week. After long easterly rains, the sun had at last come out bright and clear, and all the Barlow farmers had been planting. There was even a good deal of ploughing left to be done, the season was so backward.

The three middle-aged men were old friends. They had been school-fellows, and when they were hardly out of their boyhood the war came on, and they enlisted in the same company, on the same day, and happened to march away elbow to elbow. Then came the great experience of a great war, and the years that followed their return from the South had come to each almost alike. These men might have been members of the same rustic household, they knew each others history so well.

They were sitting on a low wooden bench at the left of the store door as you went in. People were coming and going on their Saturday night errands, — the post-office was in Bartons store, — but the friends talked on eagerly, without being interrupted, except by an occasional nod of recognition. They appeared to take no notice at all of the neighbors whom they saw oftenest. It was a most beautiful evening; the two great elms were almost half in leaf over the blacksmiths shop which stood across the wide road. Farther along were two small old-fashioned houses and the old white church, with its pretty belfry of four arched sides and a tiny dome at the top. The large cockerel on the vane was pointing a little south of west, and there was still light enough to make it shine bravely against the deep blue eastern sky. On the western side of the road, near the store, were the parsonage and the storekeepers modern house, which had a French roof and some attempt at decoration, which the long-established Barlow people called gingerbread-work, and regarded with mingled pride and disdain. These buildings made the tiny village called Barlow Plains. They stood in the middle of a long narrow strip of level ground. They were islanded by green fields and pastures. There were hills beyond; the mountains themselves seemed very near. Scattered about on the hill slopes were farmhouses, which stood so far apart, with their clusters of out-buildings, that each looked lonely, and the pine woods above seemed to besiege them all. It was lighter on the uplands than it was in the valley, where the three men sat on their bench, with their backs to the store and the western sky.

Well, here we be most into June, an I aint got a bush-bean above ground, lamented Henry Merrill.

Your lands always late, aint it? But you always catch up with the rest on us, Asa Brown consoled him. Ive often observed that your land, though early planted, was late to sprout. I view it theres a good weeks difference betwixt me an Stover an your folks, but come first o July we all even up.

Tis just so, said John Stover, taking his pipe out of his mouth, as if he had a good deal more to say, and then replacing it, as if he had changed his mind.

Made it extry hard having that long wet spell. Cant none on us take no day off this season, said Asa Brown; but nobody thought it worth his while to respond to such evident truth.

Next Saturdayll be the thirtieth o May — thats Decoration Day, aint it? — come round again. Lord! how the years slip by after you git to be forty-five an along there! said Asa again. I spose some o our folksll go over to Alton to see the procession, same s usual. Ive got to git one o them small flags to stick on our Joels grave, an Mis Dexter always counts on havin some for Harrisons lot. I calculate to get em somehow. I must make time to ride over, but I dont know where the times comin from out o next week. I wish the women folks would tend to them things. Theres the spot where Eb Munson an John Tighe lays in the poor-farm lot, an I did mean certain to buy flags for em last year an year before, but I went an forgot it. Id like to have folks that rode by notice em for once, if they was town paupers. Eb Munson was as darin a man as ever stepped out to tuck o drum.

So he was, said John Stover, taking his pipe with decision and knocking out the ashes. Drink was his ruin; but I want one that could be harsh with Eb, no matter what he done. He worked hard long s he could, too; but he want like a sound man, an I think he took somethin first not so much cause he loved it, but to kind of keep his strength up so s he could work, an then, all of a sudden, rum clinched with him an threw him. Eb was talkin long o me one day when he was about half full, an says he, right out, I wouldnt have fell to this state, says he, if Id had me a home an a little famly; but it dont make no difference to nobody, and its the best comfort I seem to have, an I aint goin to do without it. Im ailin all the time, says he, an if I keep middlin full, I make out to hold my own an to keep along o my work. I pitied Eb. I says to him, You aint goin to bring no disgrace on us old army boys, be you, Eb? an he says no, he want. I think if hed lived to get one o them big fat pensions, hed had it easier. Eight dollars a month paid his board, while hed pick up what cheap work he could, an then he got so that decent folks didnt seem to want the bother of him, an so he come on the town.

There was somethin else to it, said Henry Merrill soberly. Drink come natural to him, twas born in him, I expect, an there want nobody that could turn the divil out same s they did in Scriptur. His father an his granfather was drinkin men; but they was kind-hearted an good neighbors, an never set out to wrong nobody. Twas the custom to drink in their day; folks was colder an lived poorer in early times, an thats how most of em kept a-goin. But what stove Eb all up was his disappintment with Marthy Peck — her forsakin of him an marryin old John Down whilst Eb was off to war. Ive always laid it up aginst her.

Sove I, said Asa Brown. She didnt use the poor fellow right. I guess she was full as well off, but its one thing to show judgment, an another thing to have heart.

There was a long pause; the subject was too familiar to need further comment.

There aint no public sperit here in Barlow, announced Asa Brown, with decision. I dont spose we could ever get up anything for Decoration Day. Ive felt kind of shamed, but it always comes in a busy time; t want no time to have it, anyway, right in late plantin.

T aint no use to look for public sperit less youve got some yourself, observed John Stover soberly; but something had pleased him in the discouraged suggestion. Perhaps we could mark the day this year. It comes on a Saturday; that aint nigh so bad as bein in the middle of the week.

Nobody made any answer, and presently he went on, — 

There was a time along back when folks was too nigh the war-time to give much thought to the bigness of it. The best fellows was them that had stayed to home an worked their trades an laid up money; but I dont know s its so now.

Yes, the fellows that stayed at home got all the fat places, an when we come back we felt dreadful behind the times, grumbled Asa Brown. I remember how twas.

They begun to call us heroes an old stick-in-the-mud just about the same time, resumed Stover, with a chuckle. We want no hand for strippin woodland nor even tradin hosses them first few years. I don know why twas we were so beat out. The best most on us could do was to sag right on to the old folks. Father he never wanted me to go to the war,— twas partly his Quaker breed, an he used to be dreadful mortified with the way I hung round down here to the store an loafed round a-talkin about when I was out South, an arguin with folks that didnt know nothin, about what the generals done. There! I see me now just as he see me then; but after I had my boy-strut out, I took holt o the old farm long o father, an Ive made it bounce. Look at them old meadows an see the herds grass that come off of em last year! I aint ashamed o my place now, if I did go to the war.

It all looks a sight bigger to me now than it did then, said Henry Merrill. Our goin to the war, I refer to. We didnt sense it no more than other folks did. I used to be sick o hearin their stuff about patriotism and lovin your country, an them pieces o poetry women folks wrote for the papers on the old flag, an our fallen heroes, an them things; they didnt seem to strike me in the right place; but I tell ye it kind o starts me now every time I come on the flag sudden, — it does so. A spell ago— long in the fall, I guess it was — I was over to Alton, an there was a fire company paradin. Theyd got the prize at a fair, an had just come home on the cars, an I heard the band; so I stepped to the front o the store where me an my woman was tradin, an the company felt well, an was comin along the street most as good as troops. I see the old flag a-comin, kind of blowin back, an it went all over me. Somethin worked round in my throat; I vow I come near cryin. I was glad nobody see me.

Id go to war again in a minute, declared Stover, after an expressive pause; but I expect we should know better what we was about. I don know but weve got too many rooted opinions now to make us the best o soldiers.

Martin Tighe an John Tighe was considerable older than the rest, and they done well, answered Henry Merrill quickly. We three was the youngest of any, but we did think at the time we knew the most.

Well, whatever you may say, that war give the country a great start, said Asa Brown. I tell ye we just begin to see the scope on t. There was my cousin, you know, Danl Evins, that stopped with us last winter; he was tellin me that one o his coastin trips he was into the port o Beaufort lodin with yaller-pine lumber, an he roved into an old buryin-ground there is there, an he see a stone that had on it some young Southern fellows name that was killed in the war, an under it was, He died for his country. Danl knowed how I used to feel about them South Carlina goings on, an I did feel kind o red an ugly for a minute, an then somethin come over me, an I says, Well, I don know but what the poor chap did, Dan Evins, when you come to view it all round.

The other men made no answer.

Les see what we can do this year. I dont care if we be a poor hanful, urged Henry Merrill. The young folks ought to have the good of it; Id like to have my boys see somethin different. Les get together what men there is. How manys left, anyhow? I know there was thirty-seven went from old Barlow, three-months men an all.

There cant be over eight now, countin out Martin Tighe; he cant march, said Stover. No, t aint worth while. But the others did not notice his disapproval.

Theres nine in all, announced Asa Brown, after pondering and counting two or three times on his fingers. I cant make us no more. I never could carry figurs in my head.

I make nine, said Merrill. Well have Martin ride, an Jesse Dean too, if he will. Hes awful lively on them canes o his. An theres Jo Wade with his crutch; hes amazin spry for a short distance. But we cant let em go far afoot; theyre decripped men. Well make em all put on what theyve got left o their uniforms, an well scratch round an have us a fife an drum, an make the best show we can.

Why, Martin Tighes boy, the next to the oldest, is an excellent hand to play the fife! said John Stover, suddenly growing enthusiastic. If you two are set on it, lets have a word with the minister to-morrow, an see what he says. Perhaps hell give out some kind of a notice. You have to have a good many bunches o flowers. I guess wed better call a meetin, some few on us, an talk it over first o the week. T wouldnt be no great of a range for us to take to march from the old buryin-ground at the meetin-house here up to the poor-farm an round by Deacon Elwells lane, so s to notice them two stones he set up for his boys that was sunk on the man-o-war. I expect they notice stones same s if the folks laid there, dont they?

He spoke wistfully. The others knew that Stover was thinking of the stone he had set up to the memory of his only brother, whose nameless grave had been made somewhere in the Wilderness.

I dont know but what theyll be mad if we dont go by every house in town, he added anxiously, as they rose to go home. T is a terrible scattered population in Barlow to favor with a procession.

It was a mild starlit night. The three friends took their separate ways presently, leaving the Plains road and crossing the fields by foot-paths toward their farms.

II.

The week went by, and the next Saturday morning brought fair weather. It was a busy morning on the farms — like any other; but long before noon the teams of horses and oxen were seen going home from work in the fields, and everybody got ready in haste for the great event of the afternoon. It was so seldom that any occasion roused public interest in Barlow that there was an unexpected response, and the green before the old white meeting-house was covered with country wagons and groups of people, whole families together, who had come on foot. The old soldiers were to meet in the church; at half past one the procession was to start, and on its return the minister was to make an address in the old burying-ground. John Stover had been first lieutenant in the war, so he was made captain of the day. A man from the next town had offered to drum for them, and Martin Tighes proud boy was present with his fife. He had a great longing — strange enough in that peaceful, sheep-raising neighborhood — to go into the army; but he and his elder brother were the mainstay of their crippled father, and he could not be spared from the large household until a younger brother could take his place; so that all his fire and military zeal went for the present into martial tunes, and the fife was a safety-valve for his enthusiasm.

The army men were used to seeing each other; everybody knew everybody in the little country town of Barlow; but when one comrade after another appeared in what remained of his accoutrements, they felt the day to be greater than they had planned, and the simple ceremony proved more solemn than any one expected. They could make no use of their every-day jokes and friendly greetings. Their old blue coats and tarnished army caps looked faded and antiquated enough. One of the men had nothing left but his rusty canteen and rifle; but these he carried like sacred emblems. He had worn out all his army clothes long ago, because he was too poor when he was discharged to buy any others.

When the door of the church opened, the veterans were not abashed by the size and silence of the crowd. They came walking two by two down the steps, and took their places in line as if there were nobody looking on. Their brief evolutions were like a mystic rite. The two lame men refused to do anything but march as best they could; but poor Martin Tighe, more disabled than they, was brought out and lifted into Henry Merrills best wagon, where he sat up, straight and soldierly, with his boy for driver. There was a little flag in the whip-socket before him, which flapped gayly in the breeze. It was such a long time since he had been seen out-of-doors that everybody found him a great object of interest, and paid him much attention. Even those who were tired of being asked to contribute to his support, who resented the fact of his having a helpless wife and great family; who always insisted that with his little pension and hopeless lameness, his fingerless left hand and failing sight, he could support himself and his household if he chose, — even those persons came forward now to greet him handsomely and with large approval. To be sure, he enjoyed the conversation of idlers, and his wife had a complaining way that was the same as begging, especially since her boys began to grow up and be of some use; and there were one or two near neighbors who never let them really want; so other people, who had cares enough of their own, could excuse themselves for forgetting him the year round, and even call him shiftless. But there were none to look askance at Martin Tighe on Decoration Day, as he sat in the wagon, with his bleached face like a captives, and his thin, afflicted body. He stretched out his whole hand impartially to those who had remembered and those who had forgotten both hiscourage at Fredericksburg and his sorry need in Barlow.

Henry Merrill had secured the engine companys large flag in Alton, and now carried it proudly. There were eight men in line, two by two, and marching a good bit apart, to make their line the longer. The fife and drum struck up gallantly together, and the little procession moved away slowly along the country road. It gave an unwonted touch of color to the landscape, — the scarlet, the blue, between the new-ploughed fields and budding roadside thickets, between the wide dim ranges of the mountains, under the great white clouds of the spring sky. Such processions grow more pathetic year by year; it will not be so long now before wondering children will have seen the last. The aging faces of the men, the renewed comradeship, the quick beat of the hearts that remember, the tenderness of those who think upon old sorrows, — all these make the day a lovelier and a sadder festival. So mens hearts were stirred, they knew not why, when they heard the shrill fife and the incessant drum along the quiet Barlow road, and saw the handful of old soldiers marching by. Nobody thought of them as familiar men and neighbors alone, — they were a part of that army which had saved its country. They had taken their lives in their hands and gone out to fight for their country, plain John Stover and Jesse Dean and the rest. No matter if every other day in the year they counted for little or much, whether they were lame-footed and lagging, whether their farms were of poor soil or rich.

The little troop went in slender line along the road; the crowded country wagons and all the people who went afoot followed Martin Tighes wagon as if it were a great gathering at a country funeral. The route was short, and the long, straggling line marched slowly; it could go no faster than the lame men could walk.

In one of the houses by the roadside an old woman sat by a window, in an old-fashioned black gown, and clean white cap with a prim border which bound her thin, sharp features closely. She had been for a long time looking out eagerly over the snowberry and cinnamon-rose bushes; her face was pressed close to the pane, and presently she caught sight of the great flag as it came down the road.

Let me see em! Ive got to see em go by! she pleaded, trying to rise from her chair alone when she heard the fife, and the women helped her to the door, and held her so that she could stand and wait. She had been an old woman when the war began; she had sent sons and grandsons to the field; they were all gone now. As the men came by, she straightened her bent figure with all the vigor of youth. The fife and drum stopped suddenly; the colors lowered. She did not heed that, but her old eyes flashed and then filled with tears to see the flag going to salute the soldiers graves. Thank ye, boys; thank ye! she cried, in her quavering voice, and they all cheered her. The cheer went back along the straggling line for old Grandmother Dexter, standing there in her front door between the lilacs. It was one of the great moments of the day.

The few old people at the poor-house, too, were waiting to see the show. The keepers young son, knowing that it was a day of festivity, and not understanding exactly why, had put his toy flag out of the gable window, and there it showed against the gray clapboards like a gay flower. It was the only bit of decoration along the veterans way, and they stopped and saluted it before they broke ranks and went out to the field corner beyond the poor-farm barn to the bit of ground that held the paupers unmarked graves. There was a solemn silence while Asa Brown went to the back of Tighes wagon, where such light freight was carried, and brought two flags, and he and John Stover planted them straight in the green sod. They knew well enough where the right graves were, for these had been made in a corner by themselves, with unwonted sentiment. And so Eben Munson and John Tighe were honored like the rest, both by their flags and by great and unexpected nosegays of spring flowers, daffies and flowering currant and red tulips, which lay on the graves already. John Stover and his comrade glanced at each other curiously while they stood singing, and then laid their own bunches of lilacs down and came away.

Then something happened that almost none of the people in the wagons understood. Martin Tighes boy, who played the fife, had studied well his part, and on his poor short-winded instrument now sounded taps as well as he could. He had heard it done once in Alton at a soldiers funeral. The plaintive notes called sadly over the fields, and echoed back from the hills. The few veterans could not look at each other; their eyes brimmed up with tears; they could not have spoken. Nothing called back old army days like that. They had a sudden vision of the Virginian camp, the hillside dotted white with tents, the twinkling lights in other camps, and far away the glow of smouldering fires. They heard the bugle call from post to post; they remembered the chilly winter night, the wind in the pines, the laughter of the men. Lights out! Martin Tighes boy sounded it again sharply. It seemed as if poor Eb Munson and John Tighe must hear it too in their narrow graves.

The procession went on, and stopped here and there at the little graveyards on the farms, leaving their bright flags to flutter through summer and winter rains and snows, and to bleach in the wind and sunshine. When they returned to the church, the minister made an address about the war, and every one listened with new ears. Most of what he said was familiar enough to his listeners; they were used to reading those phrases about the results of the war, the glorious future of the South, in their weekly newspapers; but there never had been such a spirit of patriotism and loyalty waked in Barlow as was waked that day by the poor parade of the remnant of the Barlow soldiers. They sent flags to all the distant graves, and proud were those households who claimed kinship with valor, and could drive or walk away with their flags held up so that others could see that they, too, were of the elect. 

III.

It is well that the days are long in the last of May, but John Stover had to hurry more than usual with his evening work, and then, having the longest distance to walk, he was much the latest comer to the Plains store, where his two triumphant friends were waiting for him impatiently on the bench. They also had made excuse of going to the post-office and doing an unnecessary errand for their wives, and were talking together so busily that they had gathered a group about them before the store. When they saw Stover coming, they rose hastily and crossed the road to meet him, as if they were a committee in special session. They leaned against the post-and-board fence, after they had shaken hands with each other solemnly.

Well, weve had a great day, aint we, John? asked Henry Merrill. You did lead off splendid. Weve done a grand thing, now, I tell you. All the folks say weve got to keep it up every year. Everybody had to have a talk about it as I went home. They say they had no idea we should make such a show. Lord! I wish wed begun while there was more of us!

That hansome flag was the great feature, said Asa Brown generously. I want to pay my part for hirin it. An then folks was glad to see poor old Martin made o some consequence.

There was half a dozen said to me that another year they was goin to have flags out, and trim up their places somehow or nother. Folks has feelin enough, but youve got to rouse it, said Merrill.

I have thought o joinin the Grand Army over to Alton time an again, but its a good ways to go, an then the expense has been o some consideration, Asa continued. I dont know but two or three over there. You know, most o the Alton men natrally went out in the rigiments t other side o the State line, an they was in other battles, an never camped nowheres nigh us. Seems to me we ought to have home feelin enough to do what we can right here.

The minister says to me this afternoon that he was goin to arrange an have some talks in the meetin-house next winter, an have some of us tell where we was in the South; an one night t will be about camp life, an one about the long marches, an then about the battles, that would take some time, — an tell all we could about the boys that was killed, an their record, so they wouldnt be forgot. He said some of the folks must have the letters we wrote home from the front, an we could make out quite a history of us. I call Elder Dallas a very smart man; hed planned it all out aready, for the benefit o the young folks, he said, announced Henry Merrill, in a tone of approval.

I spose there aint none of us but could add a little somethin, answered John Stover modestly. T would relly learn the young folks a good deal. I should be scared numb to try an speak from the pulpit. That aint what the Elder means, is it? Now I was one that had a good chance to see somethin o Washinton. I shook hands with President Lincoln, an I always think Im worth lookin at for that, if I aint for nothin else. twas that time I was just out o hospitl, an able to crawl about some. Ive often told you how twas I met him, an he stopped an shook hands an asked where Id been at the front an how I was gettin along with my hurts. Well, well see how t is when winter comes. I never thought I had no gift for public speakin, less twas for drivin cattle or pollin the house town-meetin days. Here! Ive got somethin in mind. You neednt speak about it if I tell it to ye, he added suddenly. You know all them hansome flowers that was laid on to Eb Munsons grave an Tighes? I mistrusted you thought the same thing I did by the way you looked. They come from Marthy Downs front yard. My woman told me when we got home that she knew em in a minute; there want nobody in town had that kind o red flowers but her. She must ha kind o harked back to the days when she was Marthy Peck. She must have come over with em after dark, or else dreadful early in the mornin.

Henry Merrill cleared his throat. There aint nothin half-way bout Mis Down, he said. I wouldnt ha spoken bout this less you had led right on to it; but I overtook her when I was gittin towards home this afternoon, an I see by her looks she was worked up a good deal; but we talked about how well things had gone off, an she wanted to know what expenses wed been put to, an I told her; and she said shed give five dollars any day Id stop in for it. An then she spoke right out. Im alone in the world, says she, and Ive got somethin to do with, an Id like to have a plain stone put up to Eb Munsons grave, with the number of his rigiment on it, an Ill pay the bill. T aint out o Mr. Downs money, she says; t is mine, an I want you to see to it. I said I would, but wed made a plot to git some o them soldiers headstones thats provided by the government. Twas a shame it had been overlooked so long. No, says she; Im goin to pay for Ebs myself. An I told her there wouldnt be no objection. Dont ary one o you speak about it. T wouldnt be fair. She was real well-appearin. I never felt to respect Marthy so before.

We was kind o hard on her sometimes, but folks couldnt help it. Ive seen her pass Eb right by in the road an never look at him when he first come home, said John Stover.

If she hadnt felt bad, she wouldnt have cared one way or t other, insisted Henry Merrill. T aint for us to judge. Sometimes folks has to get along in years before they see things fair. Come; I must be goin home. Im tired as an old dog.

It seemed kind o natural to be steppin out together again. Strange we three got through with so little damage, an so many dropped round us, said Asa Brown. Ive never been one mite sorry I went out in old A Company. I was thinkin when I was marchin to-day, though, that we should all have to take to the wagons before long an do our marchin on wheels, so many of us felt kind o stiff. Theres one thing, — folks wont never say again that we cant show no public sperit here in old Barlow.


JIMS LITTLE WOMAN.

I.
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THERE WAS LAUGHTER in the lanes of St. Augustine when Jim returned from a Northern voyage with a Northern wife. He had sailed on the schooner Dawn of Day, one hundred and ninety-two tons burden, with a full cargo of yellow pine and conch-shells. Not that the conch-shells were mentioned in the bill of lading, any more than five handsome tortoise-shells that were securely lashed to the beams in the captains cabin. These were a private venture of the captains and Jims. The Dawn of Day did a great deal of trading with the islands, and it was only when the season of Northern tourists was over that her owners found it more profitable to charter her in the lumber business. It was too hot for bringing any more bananas from Jamaica, the last were half spoiled in the hold; and those Northerners who came excitedly after corals and sprouted cocoanuts and Jamaica baskets, who would gladly pay thirty cents apiece for the best of the conch-shells, brought primarily by way of ballast, — those enthusiastic, money-squandering Northerners had all flown homeward at the first hints of unmistakable summer heat, and market was over for that spring.

St. Augustine is a city of bright sunshine and of cool sea winds, a different place from the steaming-hot, listless-aired Southern ports which Jim knew well, — Kingston and Nassau and the rest. He had sailed between the islands and St. Augustine and Savannah, and made trading voyages round into the Gulf, ever since he ran away to sea on an ancient brigantine bound for Havana, in his early youth. Jims grandfather was a Northern man by birth, a New-Englander, who had married a Minorcan woman, and settled down in St. Augustine to spend the rest of his days. Their old coquina house near the sea-wall faced one of the narrow lanes that ran up from the water, but it had a wide window in the seaward end, and here Jim remembered that the intemperate old sailor sat and watched the harbor, and criticised the rigging of vessels, and defended his pet orange-tree from the ravages of boys. His wife died long before he did, and the daughter, Jims mother, was married, and her husband ran away and never was heard from, and Jim himself was ten years old when he walked at the head of the funeral procession, dimly imagining that the old man had gone up North, and that he was to live again there among the scenes of his youth. There were a few old shipmates walking two by two, who had known the captain in his active life, but they held no definite views about his permanent location in high latitudes. Still, there was a long procession and a handsome funeral; and after a few years Jims mother died too, a friendly, sad-faced little creature whom everybody lamented. Jim came into port one day after a long absence, expecting to be kissed and cried over and coaxed to church and mended up, to find the old coquina house locked and empty. He shipped again gloomily; there was nothing for him to do ashore; and that year the boys took all the oranges, and people said that the old captains ghost lived in the house. The bishop stopped Jim one day on the plaza, and told him that he must come to church sometimes for his mothers sake: she was a good little woman, and had said many a prayer for her boy. Did Jim ever say a prayer for himself? It was a hard life, going to sea, and he must not let it be too hard for his soul. Marry you a good wife soon, said the kind bishop. Be a good man in your own town; you will be tired of roving and will want a home. God have pity on you, my boy!

Jim took off his hat reverently, and his frank, bold eyes met the bishops sad, kind eyes, and fell. He had never really thought what a shocking sort of fellow he was until that moment. He had grown used to his mothers crying, but it was two or three years now since she died. The fellows on board ship were afraid of him when he was surly, and owned him for king when he was pleased to turn life into a joke. He was Northern and Southern by turns, this Southern-born young sailor. He could talk in Yankee fashion like his grandfather until the crew shook the ships timbers with their laughter. But in all his roving sea-life he had never been to the coast of Maine until this story begins.

The Dawn of Day was a slow sailer, and what wind she had was only a light south-westerly breeze. Every other day was a dead calm, and so they drifted up the Northern coast as if the Gulf Stream alone impelled them, making for the island of Mount Desert with their yellow pine for house-finishing; and somewhere near Boothbay Harbor their provisions got low, and the drinking-water was too bad altogether, and there was nothing else left to drink, so the captain put in for supplies. They could not get up to the inner harbor next the town, but came to anchor near a little village when the wind fell at sundown. There were some houses in sight, dotted along the shore, and a long, low building at the waters edge, close to the little bay. Jim and the captain and another man pulled ashore to see what could be done about the water-casks, and the old water-tank, which had been rusty, was leaky and good for nothing when they first put to sea.

Jim went ashore, and presently put his head into a window of the long, low building; there were a dozen young people there, and two or three men, with heaps of lobster shells and long rows of shining cans. It was a lobster-canning establishment, and work was going on after hours. Somebody screamed when Jims shaggy head and broad shoulders shut out the little daylight that was left, and a bevy of girls laughed provokingly; but one of them — Jim thought she was a child until she came quite close to him — asked what he wanted, and listened with intelligent patience until he had quite explained his errand. It proved easy to get somebody to solder up the water-tank, and in spite of the other girls this little red-haired, white-faced creature caught her hat from a nail by the door, and went off with Jim to find the solderer, who lived a quarter of a mile down the shore.

Jim thought of the old bishop many times as he walked decently along by the little womans side. He thought of his mother, too, and how she used to cry over him; he never pitied her for it before. He remembered his cross old grandfather and those stories about the North, and by a strange turn of memory he mentally cursed the boys who came to steal the old mans oranges, there in the garden of his own empty little coquina house. What a thing to have a good little warm-hearted wife of his own! Jim felt as if he had been set on fire; as if something hindered him from ever feeling like himself again; as if he must forever belong to this little bit of a woman, who almost ran, trying to keep up with his great rolling sea strides along the road. She had a clear, pleasant little voice, and kept looking up at him, asking now and then something about the voyage as if she were used to voyages, and seemed pleased with his gruff, shy answers. He heaved a great sigh when they came to the solderers door.

The solderer came out and walked back with them, saying that his tools were all at the factory. He told Jim that there was the best cold spring on the coast convenient to the schooner, just beyond the factory, and a good grocery store near by. There was no reason for going up to Boothbay Harbor and losing all that time in the morning, and Jims heart grew light at the news. He sent the solderer off to the schooner, and stayed ashore himself. The captain had already heard about the grocery, and had gone there. The grumbling member of the crew, who was left in the boat, looked back with heart-felt astonishment to see Jim sit down on a piece of ship timber beside that strange little woman, and begin to talk with her as if they were old friends. It was a clear June evening, the sky was pale yellow in the west, and on the high land above the shore a small jangling bell rang in its white steeple. A salt breath of sea wind ruffled the smooth water. The lights went out in the canning factory and twinkled with bright reflections from the schooner. The solderer finished his work on board, and was put ashore close to his own house; as for the captain, he remained with some new-made friends at the grocery.

They wondered on the deck of the Dawn of Day what had come over Jim; they laughed and joked, and thought that he might have found one of his relations about whom he had told the Yankee stories. As long as there was any light to see, there he sat, an erect, great fellow, with the timid-looking woman like a child by his side. The captain came off late, and in a state unbefitting the laws of Maine, and Jim came with him, sober, pleasant, but holding his head in that high, proud way which forbade any craven soul from putting an unwelcome question.

The next morning, when the wind rose, the Dawn of Day put out to sea again. Somebody besides Jim may have noticed that a white handkerchief fluttered at one of the canning-factory windows, but nobody knew that it meant so much to Jim as this: the little woman was going to marry him, and promised by that signal to come to Mount Desert to meet him. They had no more time for courtship; it was now or never with the quick-tempered fellow. Little Martha did not dare to promise until she had thought it over that night; but she was a lonely orphan, and had no ties to keep her there. Jim had told her about his home and his orange-tree in the South, and when morning came she had thought it over and said yes, and then even cried a little to see the old schooner go out to sea. She said yes because she loved him; because she had never thought that anybody would fall in love with her, she was so small and queer, and not like the rest of the girls. Jim had certainly waved his handkerchief in reply; and as Marty remembered that, she felt in her pocket for a queer smooth shell to make herself sure that she was not dreaming. Jim had carried this shell in his pocket for good luck, as his strange old seafaring grandfather had done before him, and by it he plighted his faith and troth. Before they sighted Monhegan, running far out to catch the wind, he told the skipper that he was going to be married, and expected to carry his wife down to St. Augustine in the Dawn of Day. The skipper swore roundly, but Jim was the ablest man aboard, and had been shipped that voyage as first mate. They were short-handed, and he was in Jims power in many ways. There was a wedding, before the week was out, at a ministers house, and Jim gave the ministers wife a pretty basket of shells besides what Marty considered to be a generous wedding fee. He had bought a suit of ready-made clothes before he went to the cousins house where the little woman had promised to wait for him. Marty did not explain to this cousin that she had only seen her lover once in the twilight. She wondered if people would think Jim rough and strange, that was all; but Jim for once was in possession of small savings, and when he came, so tall and dark, shaven and shorn and dressed like other people, she fell to crying with joy and excitement, and had much difficulty in explaining to her lover that it was nothing but happiness and love that had brought such tears. And after the yellow pine was on the wharf, and the conch-shells sold at unexpected rates to a dealer in curiosities at Bar Harbor, who got news of them, and after much dickering gave but a meagre price for the tortoises also, the Dawn of Day set forth again southward with dried fish and flour from Portland, where, with his share of the conch-shell gains, Jim had given his wife such a pleasuring as he thought a lord who had an earldom at his back might give his fair lady.

When the crew first caught sight of Jims small, red-headed, and pale-faced wife, the discrepancy in the size of the happy couple was more than could be silently borne. Jim always spoke of her as his little woman, and Jims little woman she was to the world in general. She was as proud-spirited as he. She seldom scolded, but she could grow pale in the face and keep silence if things went wrong. The schooner was a different place on that return voyage. They had the captains cabin, and she made it look pretty with her girlish arts. She mended everybodys clothes, and took care of the schooners boy when he was sick with a fever turn, — a hard-faced little chap, who had run about from ship to ship, just as Jim had; and though the wind failed them most of the time going south, they were all sorry when they reached St. Augustine bar. The last Sunday night of all, Jims little woman got out her Moody and Sankey song-book for the last time, and sang every tune she knew in her sweet, old-fashioned voice. She was rough in her way sometimes, but the crew of the Dawn of Day kept to the level of its best manners in her hearing all the time she was on board. As they lay out beyond the bar, waiting for enough water to get in, she strained her eyes to see her future home. There was the queer striped light-house, with its corkscrew pattern of black and white, and far beyond were the tall, slender towers of a town that looked beautiful against the sunset, and a long, low shore, white with sand and green here and there with a new greenness which she believed to be orange-trees. She may have had a pang of homesickness for the high ledgy pasture shores at home, but nobody ever guessed it. If ever anybody in this world married for love, it was Jims little woman.

II.

It was not long before the dismal little, boarded-up, spidery coquina house was as clean as a whistle, with new glass windows, and fresh whitewash inside and yellow wash outside; with curtains and rugs and calico cushions, and a shining cooking-stove, on which such meals were concocted as Jim never dreamed of having for his own. The little woman had a small inheritance of housekeeping goods, which had been packed into the schooners hold; luckily these had been in charge of the Northeast Harbor cousin; as Jim said, they had to get married, for everything came right and there was nothing else to do. He seemed as happy as the day was long, and for once was glad to be ashore. They went together to do their marketing, and he showed her the gray old fort one afternoon and the great hotels with the towers. In narrow St. George Street, under the high flower-lined balconies, everybody seemed to know Jim, and they had to spend much time in doing a trifling errand. Go into St. George Street when she would, the narrow thoroughfare was filled with people, and dark-eyed men and women leaned from the balconies and talked to passers-by in a strange lingo which Jim seemed to know. People laughed a good deal as they passed, and the little woman feared that they might think that she was queer-looking. She hated to be so little when Jim himself was so big; but somehow the laughter all stopped after one day, when a man with an evil face said something in a mocking voice, and Jim, blazing with wrath, caught him by the waist and threw him over the fence into a garden.

They laugh to think o me getting so small a wife, said Jim frankly one day, in one of his best moods. One o the boys thought Id raised me a fambly while we was gone, and said Id done well for a little gal, but where was the old lady. I promised Id bring him round to supper some night, too; hes a good fellow, added Jim. Well have some o your clam fritters, and near about stuff him to death.

The summer days flew by, and to everybodys surprise Jim lived the life of a sober man. He went to work on one of the new harbor jetties at his wifes recommendation, and did good service. He gave Marty his pay, and was amused and astonished to see how far she made it go. With plenty of good food, he seemed to have lost his craving for drink in great measure; and they had two boarders, steady men and Jims mates, for there was plenty of room; and the little woman was endlessly busy and happy. Jim had his dark Spanish days with a black scowl, and Marty had her own hot tempers, that came, as she said, of the color of her hair. Like other people, they had their great and small trials and troubles, but these always ended in Martys stealing into her husbands lap as he sat by the window in his grandfathers old chair. The months went by, and winter came, and spring and their baby came, and then they were happier than ever. Jim, for his mothers sake, carried him to the old bishop to be christened, and all the neighbors flocked in afterward and were feasted. But there was no mistake about it, Jim drank more than was good for him that day in his pride and joy, and had an out and out spree while the babys mother was helpless in bed; it was the first great worry and sorrow of their married life. The neighbors came and sat with Marty and told her all about him; and she got well as fast as she could, and went out, pale and weak, after him, and found Jim in a horrid den and brought him home. But he was sorry, and said it was all the other fellows fault, and a fellow must have his fling. The little woman sighed, and cried too when there was nobody to see her. She had never believed, though she had had warnings enough, that there was any need of being anxious about Jim. Men were different from women. Yet anybody so strong and masterful ought surely to master himself. But things grew worse and worse; and at last, when the old schooner, with a rougher-looking crew than usual, came into the harbor, the babys father drank with them all one night, and shipped with them next morning, and sailed away, in spite of tears and coaxing, on a four months voyage. Marty had only three cents in her thrifty little purse at the time. It was a purse that her mate at the canning factory gave her the Christmas before she was married. All the simple, fearless old life came up before her as she looked at it. The giver had cried when they parted, and had written once or twice, but the last letter had been long unanswered. Marty had lost all her heart now about writing; she must wait until Jim was at home and steady again. Alas, the months went by, and it seemed as if that time would never come.

Jim came home at last, drunk and scolding, and when he went away again with the schooner it would have been a relief to be rid of him, if it were not for the worry. He did not look so strong and well as he used. Under the tropic skies his habits were murdering him slowly. The only comfort Marty could take in him was when he lay asleep, with the black hair curling about his smooth white forehead, and that pleasant boyish look coming out on his face instead of the Spanish scowl. The little woman lost her patience at last, and began to wear a scowl too. She was a peppery little body, and sometimes Jim felt himself aggrieved and called her sharp names in foreign tongues. He had a way of bringing his cronies home to supper when she was tired, and ordering her about contemptuously before the low-faced men. At last, one night, they made such a racket that a group of idle negroes clustered about the house, laughing and jeering at the company within. Martys Northern fury rose like a winter gale; she was vexed by the taunts of a woman who lived up the lane, who used to come out and sit on her high blue balcony and spy all their goings on, and call the baby poor child so that his mother could hear. Jims little woman drove the ribald company out of doors that night, and they quailed, drunk as they were, before her angry eyes. They chased the negroes in their turn, and went off shouting and swearing down the bayside. They tried to walk on the sea-wall, and one man fell over and was too drunk to find his way ashore, and lay down on the wet, shelly mud. The tide came up and covered Joe Black, and that was the last of him, which was not without its comfort, for Jim stayed humbly at home, and tried to make his wife think better of him, for days together. He had won an out and out bad name in the last year. Nobody would give him a good job ashore now, so that he had to go to sea. He was apt to lead his companions astray, and go off on a frolic with too many followers. Yet everybody liked Jim, and greeted him warmly when he came ashore; and he could walk as proudly as ever through the town when he had had just drink enough to make him think well of himself and everybody else. He dodged round many a corner to avoid meeting the bishop, that good, gray-haired man with the kind, straightforward eyes.

Marty made a good bit of money in the season. She liked to work, and was always ready to do anything there was to do, — scrubbing or washing and ironing or sewing, — and she came to be known in the town for her quickness and power of work. While Jim was away she always got on well and saved something; but when he came in from his voyages things went from bad to worse; and after a while there was news of another baby, and the first one was cross and masterful; and the woman up the lane, in her rickety blue balcony, did nothing but spy discomforts with her mocking eyes.

Jim was more like himself that last week before he went to sea than for a long time before. He seemed sorry to go, and kept astonishingly sober all the last few days, and picked the oranges and planted their little vegetable garden without being asked, and made Marty a new bench for her tubs that she had only complained of needing once or twice. He worked at loading the schooner down at the sawmill, and came home early in the evening, and Marty began to believe she had at last teased him and shamed him into being decent. She even thought of writing to her friend in Boothbay after two years silence, she had such new hopes about being happy and prosperous again. She talked to Jim about that night when they first saw each other, and Jim was not displeased when she got the lucky shell out of a safe hiding-place and showed him that she had kept it. They looked each other in the face as they seldom did now, and each knew that the other thought the shell had brought little luck of late. Jim sat down by the window and pulled Marty into his lap, and she began to cry the minute her head was on his shoulder. Life had been so hard. What had come over Jim?

That old bishop o my mothers, faltered Jim. Hes been givin it to me; he catched me out by the old gates, and he says, Jim, youre goin to break your little womans heart. Was that so, Marty?

Marty said nothing; she only nodded her head against his shoulder and cried like a child. She could feel his warm shoulder through his coat, and in a minute he asked her again, Was that so, Marty? And Marty, for answer, only cried a little less. It was night, and Jim was going away in the morning. The crickets were chirping in the garden. Somebody went along the sea-wall singing, and Jim and his little woman sat there by the window.

The devil gets me, said Jim at last, in a sober-minded Northern way that he had sometimes. Theres an awful wild streak in me. I aint goin to have you cry like mother always done. Im goin to settle down an git a steady job ashore, after this one vyge to the islands. Im goin to fetch ye home the handsomest basketful of shells that ever you see, an then Im done with shipping, I am so.

T aint me only; tis them poor little babies, said Marty, in a tired, hopeful little voice. She had done crying now. She felt somehow as if the reward for all her patience and misery was coming.

I wouldnt go off an leave ye now, as things be with ye, said Jim, but you see we need the money; an then Ive shipped, and the old mans got my word. Im stout to work aboard ship, an he knows it, the capn does. The old bishop he warned me against the capn; he said if t want for him Id be master o a better vessel myself. He works me hard an keeps me under. I do believe the bishops right about him, and Id kept clear from drink often if t want for the old man.

Youve kep you under, said honest Marty. Nobody aint master over you when it comes to that. Youve got to set your mind right against drink an the capn, Jim.

Its so cursed hot in them islands, Jim explained. You get spent, and have to work right through everything; but I give you my honest word Ill bring you home my pay this trip.

At which promise the little woman gave a pleased sigh, and moved her head as if for sheer comfort. She tried to think whether there was anything else she could have done to the poor clothes in his battered sea-chest; then she fell asleep. When she waked in the morning, Jim had laid her on the bed like a child, and spread an old shawl over her, and had gone. At high tide in the early morning the schooner Dawn of Day had come up from the sawmill wharf with a tug, and sent a boat ashore for Jim. Marty had never missed him as she did that morning; she had never felt so sure of his loving her, and had waked thinking to find herself still in his arms as she had fallen asleep. There stood the empty chair by the window; and through the window, over beyond the marshes, she could see the gray sails of the schooner standing out to sea. Oh, Jim! Jim! and their little child was crying in the crib, like a hungry bird in its nest — the poor little fellow! — and calling his father with pleading confidence. Jim liked the brave little lad. When he was sober, he always dressed up on Sundays and took little Jim and his mother for a walk. Sometimes they went to the old Spanish burying-ground, and Jim used to put the baby on his grandfathers great tombstone, built strong over his grave like a little house, and pick the moss from the epitaph with his great sea jack-knife. His mother had paid for the tomb. She was laid at one side of it, but Jim had never built any tomb for her. He meant to do it, some time, and Marty always picked some flowers and green sprigs and laid them on the grave with its bits of crumbling coquina at the head and foot.

In spite of a pain at her heart, and a foreboding that Jim would never come back from his unwilling voyage, the little woman went up the lane boldly that late morning after he sailed; she no longer feared the mocking smile and salutation of the neighbor in the balcony. She went to her work cheerfully, and sang over it one of her Moody and Sankey hymns. She made a pleasure for the other women who were washing too, with her song and her cheerful face. She was such a little woman that she had a box to stand on while she washed, but there never was such a brisk little creature for work.

III.

Somehow everything prospered in the next two months until the new baby came. Some young women hired all her spare rooms, and paid well for their lodging, besides being compassionate and ready to give a little lift with the housework when they had the time. Marty had never laid by so much money before, and often spoke with pride of her handsome husband to the lodgers, who had never seen him: they were girls from the North, and one of them had once worked in a canning factory. One day Marty wrote to her own old friend, and asked her to come down by the steamer to Savannah, and then the rest of the way by rail, to make her a long visit. There was plenty of hotel work in the town; her lodgers themselves got good wages on George Street.

Jim was not skilled with his pen; he never wrote to her when he went away, but ever since they were married Marty always had a dream one of the nights while he was gone, in which she saw the schooners white sails against a blue sky, and Jim himself walking the deck to and fro, holding his head high, as he did when he was pleased. She always saw the Dawn of Day coming safe into harbor in this dream; but one day she thought with a sudden chill that for this voyage the good omen was lacking. Jim had taken the lucky shell along; at any rate, she could not find it after he went away; that was a little thing, to be sure, but it gave some comfort until one morning, in shaking and brushing the old chair by the seaward window, out dropped the smooth white shell. The luck had stayed with her instead of going with poor Jim, and the time was drawing near for his return. The new baby was a dear little girl; she knew that Jim wanted a girl baby, and now, with the girl baby in her arms, she began her weary watch for white sails beyond the marshes.

The winter days dawned with blue skies and white clouds sailing over; the town began to fill with strangers. As she got strong enough there was plenty of work waiting for her. The two babies were a great deal too large and heavy for their little mother to tend; they seemed to take after Jim in size, and to grow apace, and Marty took the proud step of hiring help. There was a quiet little colored girl, an efficient midget of a creature, who had minded babies for a white woman in Baya Lane, and was not without sage experience. Marty had bought a perambulator the year before from a woman at one of the boarding-houses, who did not care to carry it North. When she left the hired help in charge that first morning, and hurried away to her own work, the neighbor of the blue balcony stood in her lower doorway and bade her a polite good-morning. But Jims little womans eyes glittered with strange light as she hurried on in the shadow of the high wall, where the orange boughs hung over, and beyond these, great branches laden with golden clusters of ripening loquats. She had not looked out of the seaward window, as she always liked to do before she left the house, and she was sorry, but there was no time to go back.

The old city of St. Augustine had never been more picturesque and full of color than it was that morning. Its narrow thoroughfares, with the wide, overhanging upper balconies that shaded them, were busy and gay. Strangers strolled along, stopping in groups before the open fronts of the fruit shops, or were detained by eager venders of flowers and orange-wood walking-sticks. There were shining shop windows full of photographs and trinkets of pink shell-work and palmetto. There were pink feather fans, and birds in cages, and strange shapes and colors of flowers and fruits, and stuffed alligators. The narrow street was full of laughter and the sound of voices. Lumbering carriages clattered along the palmetto pavement, and boys and men rode by on quick, wild little horses as if for dear life, and to the frequent peril of persons on foot. Sometimes these small dun or cream-colored marsh tackeys needed only a cropped mane to prove their suspected descent from the little steeds of the Northmen, or their cousinship to those of the Greek friezes; they were, indeed, a part of the picturesqueness of the city.

The high gray towers of the beautiful Ponce de Leon Hotel, with their pointed red roofs, were crowned with ornaments like the berries of the chinaberry-trees, and Marty looked up at them as she walked along, and at the trees themselves, hung with delicate green leaves like a veil. Spring seemed to come into the middle of summer in that country; it was the middle of February, but the season was very early. There was a mocking-bird trying its voice here and there in the gardens. The wind-tattered bananas, like wrecked windmills, were putting out fresh green leaves among their ragged ones. There were roses and oranges in bloom, and the country carts were bringing in new vegetables from beyond the old city gates; green lettuces and baskets of pease and strawberries, and trails of golden jasmine were everywhere about the gray town. Down at the foot of the narrow lanes the bay looked smooth and blue, and white sails flitted by as you stood and looked. The great bell of the old cathedral had struck twelve, and as Marty entered the plaza, busy little soul that she was and in a hurry as usual, she stopped, full of a never outgrown Northern wonder at the foreign sights and sounds, — the tall palmettoes; the riders with their clinking spurs; the gay strangers; the three Sisters of St. Joseph, in their quaint garb of black and white, who came soberly from their parish school close by. Jims little woman looked more childlike than ever. She always wore a short dress about her work, and her short crop of red curly hair stood out about her pale face under the round palmetto hat. She had been thinking of Jim, and of her afternoons affairs, and of a strange little old negro woman who had been looking out of a doorway on George Street, as she passed. It seemed to Marty as if this old withered creature could see ghosts in the street instead of the live passers-by. She never looked at anybody who passed, but sometimes she stood there for an hour looking down the street and mumbling strange words to herself. Jims little woman was not without her own superstitions; she had been very miserable of late about Jim, and especially since she found his lucky shell. If she could only see him coming home in her dream; she had always dreamed of him before!

Suddenly she became aware that all the little black boys were running through the streets like ants, with single bananas, or limp, over-ripe bunches of a dozen; and she turned quickly, running a few steps in her eagerness to see the bay. Why had she not looked that way before? There at the pier were the tall masts and the black and green hull of the Dawn of Day. She had come in that morning. Marty felt dizzy, and had to lean for a minute against the old cathedral doorway. There was a drone of music inside; she heard it and lost it; then it came again as her faintness passed, and she ran like a child down the street. Her hat blew off and she caught it with one hand, but did not stop to put it on again. The long pier was black with people down at the end next the schooner, and they were swarming up over the side and from the deck. There were red and white parasols from the hotel in the middle of the crowd, and a general hurry and excitement. Everybody but Marty seemed to have known hours before that the schooner was in. Perhaps she ought to go home first; Jim might be there. Now she could see the pretty Jamaica baskets heaped on the top of the cabin, and the shining colors of shells, and green plumes of sprouted cocoanuts for planting, and the great white branches and heads of coral; she could smell the ripe fruit in the hold, and catch sight of some of the crew. At last she was on the gangway, and somebody on deck swore a great oath under his breath. Boys, he said, in a loud whisper, heres Jims little woman! and two or three of them dropped quickly between decks and down into the hold rather than face her. When she came on board, there was nobody to be seen but the hard-faced cabin-boy whom she had taken care of in a fever as they came down from Boothbay. He had been driving a brisk trade with some ladies down in the captains cabin.

Wheres Jim gone? said Marty, looking at him fiercely with her suspicious gray eyes.

Youd better go ask the capn, said the boy. He was two years older than when she first knew him, but he looked much the same, only a little harder. Then he remembered how good Marty had been to him, and that the old man was in a horrid temper. He took hold of Martys thin, freckled, hard-worked little hand, and got her away aft into the shadow and behind the schooners large boat. Look here, he faltered, Im awful sorry, Marty; its too bad, but — Jims dead.

Jims wife looked the young fellow straight in the face, as if she were thinking about something else, and had not heard him.

Here, sit right down on this box, said the boy. But Marty would not sit down; she had a dull sense that she must not stay any longer, and that the sun was hot, and that she could not walk home along the sea-wall alone.

Ill go home with you, said the boy, giving her a little push; but she took hold of his hand and did not move.

Say it over again what you said, she insisted, looking more and more strange; her short red hair was blowing in the wind all about her face, and her eyes had faded and faded until they looked almost white.

Jims dead, said the hard-looking boy, who thought he should cry himself, and wished that he were out of such a piece of business. The people who had come to chaffer for shells began to look at them and to whisper. Hes dead. He — well, he was as steady as a gig most all the time we was laying off o Kingston, and the ol man couldnt master him to go an drink by night; and Jim he wouldnt let me go ashore; told me hed bout kill me; an I sassed him up an down for bossin, and he never hit me a clip back nor nothin: he was queer this voyage. I never see him drunk but once, — when we first put into Nassau, — and then he was a-cryin afterwards; and into Kingston he got dizzy turns, and was took sick and laid in his bunk while we was unloadin. Twas blazin hot. You never see it so hot; an the ol man told how twas his drinkin the water that gave him a fever; an when he went off his head, the old man got the hospitl folks, an they lugged him ashore a-ravin; an he was just breathin his last the day we sailed. We see his funeral as we come out o harbor; they was goin out buryin of him right off. I aint seen it myself, but Jim Peet was the last ashore, an he asked if twas our Jim, an they said twas. Theyd sent word in the mornin he was bout gone, and we might s well sail f we was ready.

Jim Peet saw his funeril? gasped the little woman. He felt sure twas Jim?

Yes m. You come home long o me; folks is lookin, said the boy. Come, now; Ill tell you some more goin along.

Marty came with him through the crowd. She held her hat in her hand, and she went feeling her way, as if she were blind, down the gangway plank. When they reached the shore and had gone a short distance, she turned, and told the lad that he need not come any farther; if he would bring his clothes over before the schooner sailed, she would mend them all up nice for him. Then she crept slowly along Bay Street bareheaded; the sun on the water at the right blinded her a little. Sometimes she stopped and leaned against the fence or a house front, and so at last got home. It was midday, there was not a soul in the house, and Jim was dead. 

That night she dreamed of a blue sky, and white sails, and Jim, with his head up, walking the deck, as he came into harbor. 

IV.

All the townsfolk who lived by the water-side and up and down the lanes, and many of the strangers at the hotels, heard of poor Martys trouble. Her poorest neighbors were the first to send a little purse that they had spared out of their small savings and earnings; then by and by some of the hotel people and those who were well to do in the town made her presents of money and of clothes for the children; and even the spying neighbor of the balcony brought a cake, and some figs, all she had on her tree, the night the news was known, and put them on the table, and was going away without a word, but Marty ran after her and kissed her, for the poor souls husband had been lost at sea, and so they could weep together. But after the dream everybody said that Marty was hurt in her mind by the shock. She could not cry for her own loss when she was told over and over about her neighbors man; she only said to the people who came that they were very kind, and she was seeing trouble, but she was sure that Jim would come back; she knew it by her dream. They must wait and see. She could not force them to take their money back, and when she grew too tired and unstrung to plead about it any longer, she put it together in a little box, and hid it on a high cupboard shelf in the chimney. There was a wonderful light of hope in her face in these days; she kept the little black girl to tend the two babies, and kept on with her own work. Everybody said that she was not quite right in the brain. She was often pointed out to strangers in that spring season, a quaint figure, so small, so wan, and battling against the world for her secret certainty and hope.

Never a mans footstep came by the house at night that she did not rouse and start with her heart beating wildly; but one, two, three months went by, and still she was alone. Once she went across the bay to the lighthouse island, — babies, baby-carriage, the small hired help, and all, — and took the railway that leads down to the south beach. It was a holiday, and she hoped that from this southern point she might look far seaward, and catch sight of the returning sails of the old schooner. She would not listen to her own warnings that Jim had plenty of ways of getting home besides waiting for the Dawn of Day. Those who saw the little company strike out across the sand to the beach laughed at the sight. The hired help pushed the empty perambulator with all the strength she could muster through the deep white sand, and over the huge green, serpent-like vines that wound among the low dunes. Marty carried the baby and tugged the little boy by the other hand, and sat down at the edge of the beach all alone, while the children played in the sand or were pushed to and fro. She strained her eyes after sails, but only a bark was in sight to the northward beyond the bar, and a brigantine was beating southward, and far beyond that was a schooner going steadily north, and it was not the Dawn of Day. All the time Jims little woman kept saying to herself: I had the dream; I had the dream. Jim will come home. But as this miserable holiday ended, and they left the great sand desert and the roar of the sea behind them, she felt a new dread make her heart heavier than ever it had been before; perhaps even the dream was mocking her, and he was dead indeed.

Then Marty had need of comfort. She believed that as long as she kept faith in her omen it would come true, and yet her faith slowly ebbed in spite of everything. It was a cruel test, and she could not work as she used; she felt the summer heat as she never had before. All her old associations with the cool Northern sea-coast began to call her to come home. She wondered if it would not do to go North for a while and wait for Jim there. The old friend had written that next winter she would come down for a visit, and somehow Marty longed to get home for a while, and then they could come South together; but at last she felt too tired and weak, and gave up the thought. If it were not for the children, she could go to Jamaica and find out all about Jim. She had sent him more than one letter to Kingston, but no answer came. Perhaps she would wait now until next summer, and then go North with Lizzie.

In midsummer the streets are often empty at midday, and the old city seems deserted. Marty sometimes took the children and sat with them in the plaza, where it was shady. Often in the spring they all wandered up the white pavement of the street by the great hotel to see the gay Spanish flags, and to hear the band play in the gardens of the Ponce de Leon; but the band did not play as it used. Marty used to tell the eldest of the children that when his father came home he would take him sailing in the bay, and the little fellow got a touching fashion of asking every morning if his father were coming that day. It was a sad summer, — a sad summer. Marty knew that her neighbors thought her a little crazed; at last she wondered if they were not right. She began to be homesick, and at last she had to give up work altogether. She hated the glare of the sun and the gay laughter of the black people; when she heard the sunset gun from the barracks it startled her terribly. She almost doubted sometimes whether she had really dreamed the dream.

One afternoon when the cars stopped at the St. Augustine station, Marty was sitting in the old chair by the seaward window, looking out and thinking of her sorrow. There was a vine about the window that flickered a pretty shadow over the floor in the morning, and it was dancing and waving in the light breeze that blows like a long, soft breath, and then stops at sundown. She saw nothing in the bay but a few small pleasure-boats, and there was nothing beyond the bar. News had come some time before that the Dawn of Day had gone north again with yellow pine, and the few other schooners that came now and then to the port were away on the sea, nobody knew where. They came in as if they dropped out of the sky, as far as Marty was concerned. She thought about Jim as she sat there; how good he was before he sailed that last time, and had really tried to keep his promise on board ship, according to the cabin-boys story. Somehow Jim was like the moon to her at first; his Spanish blood and the Church gave an unknown side to his character that was always turned away; but another side shone fair through his Northern traits, and of late she had understood him as she never had before. She used to be too smart-spoken and too quick with him; she saw it all now; a quick man ought to have a wife with head enough to keep her own temper for his sake. I couldnt help being born red-headed, thought Marty with a wistful smile, and then she was dreaming and dozing, and fell fast asleep.

The train had stopped in the station, and among the strangers who got out was a very dark young man, with broad shoulders, and of uncommon height. He was smartly dressed in a sort of uniform, and looked about him with a familiar smile as he strolled among the idlers on the platform. Suddenly somebody caught him by the hand, with a shout, and there was an eager crowd about him in a minute. Jim! Heres dead Jim! cried some one, with a shrill laugh, and there was a great excitement.

No, said Jim, I aint dead. Whats the matter with you all? Ive been up North with the best yacht you ever see; first we went cruisin in the Gulf an over to Martinique. Why, my wife knowd I was goin. I had a fellow write her from Kingston, an not to expect me till I come. I give him a quarter to do it.

She thinks youre dead. No; other folks says so, an she wont. Word come by the schooner that you was dead in hospitl, of a Jamaica fever, somebody explained in the racket and chatter.

They always was a pack o fools on that leaky old Dawn o Day, said Jim contemptuously, looking down the steep, well-clothed precipice of himself to the platform. I dont sail with those kind o horse-marines any more.

Then he thought of Marty with sudden intensity. She never had got his letter! He shouldered his great valise and strode away; there was something queer about his behavior; nobody could keep up with his long steps and his quick runs, and away he went toward home.

Jims steps grew softer and slower as he went down the narrow lane; he saw the little house, and its door wide open. The woman in the blue balcony saw him, and gave a little scream, as if he were a ghost. The minute his foot touched the deep-worn coquina step, Marty in her sleep heard it and opened her eyes. She had dreamed again at last of the blue sky and white sails; she opened her eyes to see him standing there, with his head up, in the door. Jim not dead! not dead! but Jim looking sober, and dressed like a gentleman, come home at last!

That evening they walked up Bay Street to King Street, and round the plaza, and home again through George Street, making a royal progress, and being stopped by everybody. They told the story over and over of its having been another sailor from a schooner, poor fellow! who had died in Kingston that day, alone in hospital. Jim himself had gone down to the gates of death and turned back. There was a yacht in harbor that had lost a hand, and the owner saw handsome Jim on the pier, looking pale and unfriended, and took a liking to him, and found how well he knew the Gulf and the islands, so they struck a bargain at once. They had cruised far south and then north again, and Jim only had leave to come home for a few days to bring away his little woman and the children, because he was to keep with the yacht, and spend the summer cruising in Northern waters. Marty had always been wishing to make a visit up in Maine, where she came from. Jim fingered his bright buttons and held his head higher than ever, as if he had been told that she felt proud to show him to her friends. He looked down at little Marty affectionately; it was very queer about that dream and other peoples saying he was dead. He must buy her a famous new rig before they started to go North; she looked worn out and shabby. It seemed all a miracle to Marty; but her dream was her dream, and she felt as tall as Jim himself as she remembered it. As they went home at sunset, they met the bishop, who stopped before them and looked down at the little woman, and then up at Jim.

So youre doing well now, my boy? he said good humoredly, to the great, smiling fellow. Ah, Jim, manys the prayer your pious mother said for you, and I myself not a few. Come to Mass and be a Christian man for the sake of her. God bless you, my children! and the good man went his wise and kindly way, not knowing all their story either, but knowing well and compassionately the sorrows and temptations of poor humanity.

It seemed to Marty as if she had had time to grow old since the night Jim went away and left her sleeping, but the long misery was quickly fading out of her mind, now that he was safe at home again. In a few days more, the old coquina house was carefully shut and locked for the summer, and they gave the key to the woman of the blue balcony. The morning that they started northward, Marty caught a glimpse of the Dawn of Day coming in through the mist over the harbor bar. She wisely said nothing to Jim; she thought with apprehension of the captains usual revelry the night he came into port. She took a last look at the tall light-house, and remembered how it had companioned her with its clear ray through many a dark and anxious night. Then she thought joyfully how soon she should see the far-away spark on Monhegan, and the bright light of Seguin, and presently the towers of St. Augustine were left out of sight behind the level country and the Southern pines.


THE FAILURE OF DAVID BERRY.
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MR. DAVID BERRY kept his shop in a small wooden building in his own yard, and worked steadily there a great many years, being employed by a large manufacturing company in Lynn at soling and heeling mens boots. There were many such small shoe shops as his scattered among the villages and along the country roads. Most of the farmers knew something of the shoemaking trade, and they and their sons worked in their warm little shops in winter when they had nothing else to do, and so added a good deal of ready money to their narrow incomes. The great Lynn teams, piled high with clean wooden shoe boxes, came and went along the highways at regular times, to deliver and collect the work. Many of the women bound shoes, and sometimes in pleasant weather half a dozen friends came together with their bundles, and had a bit of friendly gossip while they stitched. The little shops were only large enough for the shoe benches, with shiny leather seats and trays of small tools, sprinkled with steel and wooden shoe pegs and snarled with waxed ends; for their whetstones and lapstones and lasts, and the rusty, raging little stoves, with a broken chair or two, where idlers or customers could make themselves permanently comfortable. No womans broom or duster had any right to invade the pungent, leathery, dusty, pasty abodes of shoemaking; these belonged wholly to men, and had a rudeness akin to savagery, together with a delightful, definite sort of hospitality as warm as the atmosphere itself. If there were not a life-sustaining broken pane of glass somewhere, the door had to be left ajar. There were apt to be apples on the high window ledges, and any one might choose the best and eat it, and throw the core down among the chips of leather. The shoemaker usually had a dog, which wagged an impartial tail at each new-comer; for the shoemaker always sat in the same place, and society came and found him there, and told news and heard it, and went away again. There were some men who passed their time as guests in shoemakers shops, especially in winter; their wives were fortunate in having other sources of income, and merely looked out for their rights in the matter of neighborhood news. These shoemakers guests were a distinct and recognized class. There never were many of them, and they each had a sufficient excuse for idleness, either in their diligent wives, or some slight physical hindrance to active labor.

One cannot follow a farmer as he ploughs his furrows in a clayey field and expect the time to be given to steady conversation, but a shoemaker sits all day pounding, pegging, and silently shaping leather with his thin, sharp knife, at the receipt of custom and news. He likes to have his time beguiled with idle talk; he grows wise in many ways, and deeply reflective as he grows old. The humble hero of this brief tale, Mr. David Berry, was one of the pleasantest and wisest and least prejudiced of shoemakers. You could not spend five minutes pegging time with him and miss hearing some ever-to-be-remembered piece of rural wisdom, some light coin of country speech, bearing the stamp of that mint where wit holds the hammer.

He was always an old-looking man for his years, and as wise of countenance as a Greek philosopher. In the days when parishioners listened critically to sermons, and on Mondays and Tuesdays argued excitedly for and against the ministers opinions, Mr. David Berry, though never a fierce partisan, could always keep the points and heads of the discourses very clear in his mind. He was much respected among the old residents of the town, and always made Judge Huttons and General Barstows best boots, and patiently repaired the foot-gear of half the men and women of his neighborhood. Everything prospered with him in early life; his wife was busy and cheerful, and helped him to earn, though nobody could help him to save. His steady business brought in enough — Lynn work and custom work together — to pay for their house and a bit of land in course of time, but David Berry was one who liked to give for givings sake; he believed with all his heart in foreign missions; he considered the poor, and was in every way a generous man. People did not notice this trait at first, because he never had large sums to give, and one never looked for his cramped handwriting at the head of a subscription paper, but you might always find it before you came to the end.

Everything prospered until he and his wife were far past middle life; then they suddenly became aware that the growth of the town was leaving them at one side. The tide of business had swept away from the old shoe shop. Sometimes Mr. Berry did not have a customer all day, and his wife came out with her sewing and sat on the doorstep to keep him company. The idlers had disappeared: some had gone to another world, and the rest evidently had followed the track of business; they were off at the square looking at men who drove new horses by, and tried to look unconscious; at mercantile strangers who came from Boston; at the great brick walls of the new mills which were going to bring so much money to the town. Professional idlers have no spirit of loyalty, they find occupation in the occupation of others, and they are fond of novelty.

Business had gone to another part of the town, and it was the plainest sort of good sense to follow it. One morning, after much trotting back and forward, an express wagon was backed up to the door of the little shoe shop in David Berrys yard, and loaded with the old shoe bench and the rusty stove, and all the sole-leather and old shoes and boots, and the idlers chairs, and a great quantity of queer-shaped wooden lasts, and these were soon bestowed, looking meagre enough, in a narrow brick store down town. The rent had been a great lion in the way to a man who had never paid any rent; but Mrs. Berry was sanguine, and had no sentimental ties to the old shop, which she had always complained of as a dirty place and a temptation to the loafers of that neighborhood. Before long she succeeded in getting a good offer for the empty little building from a neighbor who was enlarging his hen house, and could not understand why her husband was slow to seize upon such a good handful of ready money, and even after he had taken it, would not stay at home and lend a hand at the moving. Mrs. Berry declared that the yard looked a great deal better without the old shoe shop. She could sit at her favorite window in the kitchen now, where the light was best, and look far down the street, as she never could before, to see the passing.

But David Berry felt old and bewildered in his new quarters. The light was not nearly so good, and his tools were scattered, and he had to get up and cross the room half a dozen times in an hour, when formerly he had only to reach to the shelf above his head or across to the cutting board. He put up some signs in his window, made for him long ago out of friendship by one of the idlers, whose only gift was one for ornamental penmanship. Boots and Shoes Repaired While You Wait was the most prominent of these, and brought the industrious little man a good many hurried ten-cent jobs of pegging and heeling. Some of his old friends followed him; those who could afford to have their boots made still did so, for David Berry had won considerable renown for making comfortable shoes. But almost every one in the fast-growing, extravagant little town thought it better to spend two dollars three times in the six months than five dollars once, and ready-made boots and shoes were coming more and more into favor. Still there was work enough to do, though life was not half so friendly and pleasant as it used to be; and it always seemed strange to the little round-shouldered old man to take his long walk down the street after breakfast, and put the new key into the lock of an unfamiliar door. Mrs. Berry thought that her husband had lacked exercise, and that his walk did him good. She promoted him to a higher station of respectability in her own mind because he had a store down town, even though that store was a queer little three-cornered place tucked in at the head of the street between two large blocks.

There was only a north light in the new shop, and this seemed strange to a man who had been browned like a piece of the leather he worked upon because, small as the old shoe shop was, there were five windows in it, facing east and west and north, besides the upper half of the door, which was glazed, and faced to the southward. In dark weather, as the autumn came on, he had to light up early, and the care of the three lamps which were necessary for the new place of business seemed very troublesome. But he pegged and pounded away bravely. The old bench and the lapstone and all the tools were familiar, if the surroundings were not. He often said to himself that he should have felt like a king when he was a young journeyman to have had such a good location and outlook for business as this. There was an opportunity, besides, for making new friends. An old sailor with a wooden leg came in one morning to have his one boot patched, and the two men instantly recognized a capacity for comfortable companionship in one another. David Berry had made one wretched fishing voyage to the Banks before he finally settled upon his trade, and this made him a more intelligent listener to the life history of a mariner than was commonly to be found.

So the old sailor was unmolested in the best seat by the stove, by the time winter had set in. There was a poor little child, too, who came almost every day, and sat by the work-bench and watched the sharp knife and the round-headed hammer, the waxed ends and the lapstone, do their work. Mr. Berry had seen the little thing as he went to his work in the morning, and it being natural to him to inspect peoples shoes before he glanced at their faces, he had been compassionate toward a worn-out sole, and offered his services at mending it. The child put her little hand into his, and they walked along together to the shop. She was a poor little body, and grateful for the luxurious warmth and for an apple, but the mended shoe she took quite as a matter of course. Ever since, she had come every day for a while, — to sit beside the bench, to run errands, to love the kind old man and look at him eagerly, — but into what crevice of the town she disappeared when she went out of the shop door, he never knew.

It came into Mr. David Berrys thoughts sometimes in the old shop how he had pegged away on his bench year after year, and how many men and women had kept him company for a time and then disappeared. There had been six ministers of the parish to which he and his wife belonged, and they had all gone away or died. It sometimes seemed as if he were going to peg away forever just the same, and the rest of the world change and change; but in these later days the world outside seemed to fare on its prosperous and unhindered way, while he was battling against change himself. But for all that, he liked many things in the new life. He was doing more business, if only the rent were not so high; and Mrs. Berry was completely satisfied with him, which was most delightful of all. She could not have treated him better if he had owned the whole new shoe factory that was just being fitted with its machinery and office furniture. Some misguided persons went so far as to suggest that David should apply for work there, but his wife was scornful in the extreme, and so, to tell the truth, was David himself. Since his days as apprentice, and a few months spent as a journeyman in seeing the shoemaking world, he had been his own man.

Some time went by, and business seemed just as good, and even the continuous stream of passers-by in the street made the old shoemaker feel as if he could not work fast enough to keep up with the times. There was no question among Mr. David Berrys friends about his unflagging prosperity. His friend the doctor, who said always and everywhere when he found opportunity that no shoemaker in town understood the anatomy of the human foot as Mr. Berry did, looked at him sharply once or twice, and asked if he got light enough, and if he had a good appetite nowadays, but there never was anything but an unaffectedly cheerful answer. The change had been good on the whole, and the rent was always paid on the day it was due, though Mrs. Berry forgot about it every quarter, and could not imagine what her man did with his money. Think of the work he had now! As much again as came to him in his shop in the yard. She asked him sometimes if he spent it for nuts and candy, remembering that in his early days he had yielded to such temptations, but David colored, and shook his head soberly. He did buy an apple or an orange for the little girl sometimes, but he could not confess it even to his wife. Mrs. Berry sometimes looked into the place of business, and once or twice had found the child there, and asked all sorts of questions, but the old man hastened to suggest another subject, saying that she did no mischief, and kept some others out of that chair who would be in it and bothering him if she were not. When the little clerks mysterious grandmother kept her at home, Mr. Berry felt very lonely. She was an odd, silent child; but they felt the warmth of each others affection without a word being said, and were contented in their opportunity of being together. Mr. Berry sometimes believed that if the grandmother should die, from whom this stray little person ran away daily, as a matter of course, he should try to persuade his wife to give the child a home. Before long, Mrs. Berry would need some one to help in the house; but all this got no further than being a pleasant holiday flight of his imagination.

In the second year of Mr. David Berrys occupation of the down-town place of business he yielded to bad advice, and enlarged his business unguardedly. Sam Wescott, the man who had bought the old shoe shop, came in one night to get a pair of new boots, and after beating the price down unmercifully, and robbing honest David of nearly all his small profits, under pretense of hard times, and being a neighbor who had shown past favors about buying the building, he sat down for a friendly talk, saying that it was almost time for closing up, and then they could walk home together. David was glad to have a companion in his evenings journey of three quarters of a mile. He used to go home to dinner at first, but of late it seemed to keep him out of his shop just when the mill people were likely to wish to come in. The little girl was apt to come in at noon and share his feast.

Youve got more room than you want here, said the unprofitable customer, looking about with a lordly air. Why dont you put in some new stock? Why dont you keep ready-made boots?

I cant recommend them to customers, said the shoemaker, frowning.

You neednt recommend them; theyll be snapped up quick enough if you keep the prices low. Plenty of ways of getting round recommendations.

David Berry said nothing.

And you are doing well as you are, so what you could sell extra would be clear gain, and draw in a sight o folks who dont come now. I hear they sell second-choice shoes at the factory for next to nothing. My woman gets hers that way. You see, the threadll break, or the needle, and make a scratch on the leather, or therell be some little defect, and the shoes just as good to wear, but t wont do to put in the shipping cases.

I aint goin to palm off no such stuff on folks that respect either me or themselves, said Mr. David Berry, reddening.

You can tell folks just what they be, urged the poultry merchant. Some likes that kind the best. I can lend ye something to start on; just as soon lend ye as not.

The shoemaker rose and put by his tools and his apron, but made no answer. The little girl, who was lingering late, waited until he had put on his coat and hat and locked the door, then put her hand into his and trotted at his side. Sam Wescott was amused at the sight, but after they passed two or three squares, the child slipped away silently down the side street.

Id think the matter over about extending your business, he suggested again; and this time David Berry said gravely that he would think of it, and ask Mrs. Berry; then he spoke decidedly about other matters, but would hear no more of business until they parted.

He went in at the side door of his little house, and hung up his coat and hat in the narrow entry-way before he opened the door of the kitchen. Mrs. Berry was putting some old-fashioned shoe lasts into the stove. She was dressed all in her best, and there was a look of festivity; it was evident that she had company to tea.

Step into the bedroom quick as you can, David, an put on a clean shirt and your best coat. Mis Lester is here an her sons wife. They come over from West Farms in the stage, shopping, and I over-persuaded em to spend the night. I just run over and asked the Wescotts to come too. Ive been wantin to invite them this great while, you know; theyre some connection o the Lesters. I cant make this fire burn, no matter what I do. Them lasts is got too old-fashioned even to burn.

There, hold! hold! exclaimed David, rescuing a treasure from the very jaws of the devouring stove. That one aint to be burnt; its a very particular last with me. I wont have ye take any o those in the barrel.

Theyre all one to me, said Mrs. Berry, laughing. I wish barrel and all was out o my way. Come, go and dress up, David, and have some ambition besides hoardin them old lasts! She was very busy, but she turned round to look at him. You feel well, dont you? she asked anxiously, disturbed by an unexplainable change in his looks. Now youre doin so well, you might shut up shop for a week, and go off and have a good visit somewhere. Id like a change, she pleaded. There, David Berry, you dont know how glad I be to have you out o that little sixpenny shoe shop. I feel so free to have company when I want it, and not to stop and count every cent. Im going to make some o my best tea-cakes, the kind that takes six eggs.

David stood, with the last in his hand, looking at her and faintly smiling approval. He was childishly delighted when she was pleased with herself and him, as she appeared to be to-night. Then he turned and went into the bedroom, and found his clean shirt and satin stock and Sunday coat spread out for him on the bed.

After tea was over, and the women had settled down to steady conversation, Sam Wescott returned to the subject of the extension of David Berrys capital, and David said that he had been thinking it over, and believed it would be no harm to try and work off a few dozen pairs of the factory shoes. He had put by something for a rainy day, though his rent hampered him all the time, and his wood bill had been double what he expected. There was no place to store firewood at the little shop, and he had to buy a foot at a time at an increased price. Before the tea party broke up, he had borrowed fifty dollars from Sam Wescott. There was nothing said about the interest not being put so high because they were neighbors. David Berry felt uneasy about this departure from his rule of never borrowing money, but he didnt like to touch what they had in the bank. It was little enough, and yet his wife really wanted to feel better off, now that she was in her prime. For himself, he was older, and would be contented to do without tea parties and the tea-cakes that took six eggs. But for several days Mrs. Berry kept saying, — 

What makes you so dumb, David? And David would look at her with his slow smile, and make no excuse for himself.

A year went slowly by in these plain lives, and brought no change except that Mrs. Berry had a long siege of illness, and a woman had to be hired to take care of her, and the doctors considerate bill was paid, and David Berry, that prudent, saving man, who had feared debt as if it were a tiger, found himself likely to be behindhand with his rent, and obliged for the first time to tell the parish collector that he could not pay the quarters pew rent or his punctual missionary subscription until next month. The situation was not so terrible, after all, as he might have expected. His wife was slowly recovering her strength, and he had plenty of work to do. The little three-cornered shop was reopened, and he set himself to work again, and felt as prosperous as usual as soon as he felt the old hammer in his hand. The little girl was waiting about the door, though he had not been there for several weeks except for an hour or two at a time. He had forgotten his obligations to the business world in his cares of nursing and forlorn housekeeping; but now, as he assured the little clerk, for lack of a wiser confidante, he had found a good woman, who was glad to come and spend the rest of the winter. She looked at him wonderingly. It never occurred to him to persuade her into more confiding speech, because she always smiled at him when he looked up and smiled at her.

It is astonishing how one may feel secure in the presence of dreaded danger. David Berry became used to the surly calls of the rent agent and the wood and coal man, and to Sam Wescotts disagreeable references to the money that was still owed on account. David answered them all soberly that they must give him a little time. He had been in hard sledding lately, but was picking up his trade fast. The ready-made shoe business had not been successful, and while he was at home, a leak in the roof ruined the best of the stock, but he had managed to pay Sam Wescott all but sixteen dollars of the fifty. If it had not been his rule to pay the doctors bill first after the ministers dues, he might have been ready with his rent. David Berry never was quick-handed; he was growing slower every year, and took great pains with his stitches and patches. At ten and fifteen cents each for his minor pieces of work, it took a good while to earn a dollar. Give me a little time, he always said; I mean to pay ye; Ive always paid my bills, and asked no favors of any man until now. He worked as fast as he could and as long as he could, and spring was coming on; with the long days he could do even better.

One day, Sam Wescott, an impetuous, thoughtless sort of man, who liked to have his own way about things, and was rather fond of his petty grudges, met the rent collector of the property to which David Berrys place of business belonged.

Can you get anything out of old Berry yet? asked the rent collector.

No, not yet; he keeps promising. I guess hell pay, but Im beginning to want my money, said Wescott pompously, as if he liked the reputation of having money out at interest.

T aint our rule to keep tenants who get behindhand, said the other. Hes getting along in years, and all that. It aint a shop thats been called desirable heretofore, but theres an Italian fellow after it sharp that wants to keep fruit, and Ive got to warn old Berry out, I guess, one o these days.

Wescott ought to have been ashamed, but he really felt a lurking sense of satisfaction. The time had been when he had been in debt, not to say disgrace, which David Berry had taken occasion to justly comment upon, and the chance had now come to assist at Davids own downfall. He might always have been steady at church, a good neighbor, and prompt of pay, and able to look every man in the face, but the welcome time had come to show him up as no better than other folks.

A few days afterward, the mischief having been set in motion, the blow fell out of a clear sky. The wood and coal man heard a whisper of other debts, and was quickly to the fore with his own account; and the shoe-factory book-keeper sent an insolent young fellow to demand instant pay for the last purchase of shoes, although it wanted two weeks to the regular time of payment. Sam Wescott felt sorry when he slouched into the little shop and saw his old neighbors scared, hurt, grayish face. David Berry was keeping on with his work out of sheer force of habit. He did not know what his hands were doing; his honest heart grew duller and heavier every minute with pain.

I was going to pay your bill to-morrow, sir, he said appealingly to the rent collector. I thought that ought to come first. Ive been hard up for ready money, but Ive got within two dollars of it. He did not look at Sam Wescott.

The rest of us has some rights, said the shoe-factory messenger loudly.

A crowd was gathering about the door; the poor little girl — the little clerk — began to cry. There were angry voices; somebody had brought a law paper. In a few minutes it was all over, like dying. David Berry had failed, and they were putting up his shutters.

When he fairly comprehended the great blow, he stood up, swaying a little, just in front of the old shoe bench. It aint fair, neighbors, he said brokenly,— it aint fair. I had my rent most ready, and I dont owe Sam Wescott but sixteen dollars.

Then he burst into tears, — pleasant old David Berry, with his gray head and stooping shoulders, — and the little crowd ceased staring, and quickly disappeared, as if they felt a sense of shame.

They say he owes everybody, one man told another contemptuously.

David Berry took his old hat at last, and stepped out of the door. The agent locked it, and took the key himself and put it into his pocket.

Ill send up your things this afternoon, sir; the law cant touch a mans tools, you know, he said compassionately; but it was too late now for compassion to do David Berry any good. The old man walked feebly away, holding the ragged little girl by her thin hand.

Sam Wescott did not like the tone with which all his neighbors commented upon the news of Mr. Berrys failure. He explained carefully to every one that he felt sorry, but of course he had to put in his little bill with the rest. The whole sum of the old shoemakers indebtedness came to less than a hundred dollars.

All the neighbors and friends rallied to show their sympathy and good-will, but Mr. Berry did not have much to say. A look of patience under the blows of fate settled into his worn old face. He had his shoe bench put into the kitchen, and then wrote his name and occupation on a piece of paper, and tacked it to the gate. He sent away the woman who took care of his wife, though the good soul begged to stay, and he worked on and on from earliest morning to latest night. Presently his wife was about again, nervous and fretful, and ready to tiresomely deplore their altered fortunes to every customer. After the first influx of business prompted by sympathy, they seemed to be nearly forgotten again, and the old skilled workman bent his pride so low as to beg for work at the shoe factory, only to be contemptuously refused, simply because he was old.

Within a few months the doctor, who had been as kind as a brother to David Berry and his wife, met Sam Wescott going down the street, and with a set look in his kind face stopped his horse, and beckoned to the poultry merchant.

Sam stepped out to the roadside.

Ive just come from David Berrys, the doctor said; and the good old man is going to die.

What do you mean? asked Sam, staring indignantly.

Hes going to die, repeated the doctor. And I make no accusation, because I would rather believe you were thoughtless than malicious in shutting him up. But you might have fended off his troubles by a single word; you might have said youd stand security for his rent. It broke his honest heart. Youve seen yourself how hes grown twenty years older. You took away his pride, and you took away his living, and now hes got a touch of pneumonia, and is going as fast as he can go. I cant do anything for him; his vitality is all spent.

The doctor shook his reins and drove on, and Wescott went back to the sidewalk, very angry and somewhat dismayed. Nobody knew what made him so cross at home, especially on the day that David Berry died. The day of the funeral he pushed away from the gate a tearful little girl who stood there wistfully looking in. He muttered something about children being underfoot and staring at such times, and did not know that she was the silent little clerk, who had a perfect right to count herself among the mourners. She watched everybody go into the house and waited until they came out, and when the humble procession started, she walked beside it along the sidewalk, all the way to the burying-ground, as a faithful little dog might have done.

The next week somebody hung out a small red flag, and the neighbors gathered again to the auction. Mrs. Berry was broken in health, and every one said that it was best for her to sell the house, keeping some furniture for one room, and go up country to live with a cousin. Everything else was sold, — the best-room furniture (of which the good people had been so proud), the barrel of lasts, the lapstone and round hammer, the old shoe bench itself. David Berry was always slow and behind the times, many people said; he had been a good workman in his day, but he ran into debt and failed, and died; and his wife had broken up house-keeping and gone to live up country. Hardly anyone remembered to say that he paid all his debts before he died, with interest, if there were any; the world could think of him only as a man that had failed in business.

Everybody missed him and his honest work unexpectedly, — the people who had been his near neighbors and received many kindnesses at his hands, whom he had watched with at night through their sicknesses and always been friendly with by day. Even strangers missed his kind face as he passed their houses.

One day Sam Wescott was standing in the old shoe shop, which made a little shed outside his poultry-yard, and he happened to notice a bit of printed paper pasted to the wall, low down, where it must have been close to the old shoe bench. He stooped to read it, out of curiosity, and found that it was only a verse out of the Bible: Owe no man anything but to love one another.

Sam Wescott looked at it again, then he walked away down the path with his hands behind him. In a minute or two he came back, took his jack-knife out of his pocket, and scratched the verse from the wall. Somehow there was no getting rid of ones thoughts about the old man. He had laughed once, and told somebody that David Berry could travel all day in a peck measure; but now it seemed as if David Berry marched down upon him from the skies with a great army of those who owed no man anything but love, and had paid their debt.


THE PASSING OF SISTER BARSETT.
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MRS. MERCY CRANE was of such firm persuasion that a house is meant to be lived in, that during many years she was never known to leave her own neat two-storied dwelling-place on the Ridge road. Yet being very fond of company, in pleasant weather she often sat in the side doorway looking out on her green yard, where the grass grew short and thick and was undisfigured even by a path toward the steps. All her faded green blinds were securely tied together and knotted on the inside by pieces of white tape; but now and then, when the sun was not too hot for her carpets, she opened one window at a time for a few hours, having pronounced views upon the necessity of light and air. Although Mrs. Crane was acknowledged by her best friends to be a peculiar person and very set in her ways, she was much respected, and one acquaintance vied with another in making up for her melancholy seclusion by bringing her all the news they could gather. She had been left alone many years before by the sudden death of her husband from sunstroke, and though she was by no means poor, she had, as some one said, such a pretty way of taking a little present that you couldnt help being pleased when you gave her anything.

For a lover of society, such a life must have had its difficulties at times, except that the Ridge road was more traveled than any other in the township, and Mrs. Crane had invented a system of signals, to which she always resorted in case of wishing to speak to some one of her neighbors.

The afternoon was wearing late, one day toward the end of summer, and Mercy Crane sat in her doorway dressed in a favorite old-fashioned light calico and a small shoulder shawl figured with large palm leaves. She was making some tatting of a somewhat intricate pattern; she believed it to be the prettiest and most durable of trimmings, and having decorated her own wardrobe in the course of unlimited leisure, she was now making a few yards apiece for each of her more intimate friends, so that they might have something to remember her by. She kept glancing up the road as if she expected some one, but the time went slowly by, until at last a woman appeared to view, walking fast, and carrying a large bundle in a checked handkerchief.

Then Mercy Crane worked steadily for a short time without looking up, until the desired friend was crossing the grass between the dusty road and the steps. The visitor was out of breath, and did not respond to the polite greeting of her hostess until she had recovered herself to her satisfaction. Mrs. Crane made her the kind offer of a glass of water or a few peppermints, but was answered only by a shake of the head, so she resumed her work for a time until the silence should be broken.

I have come from the house of mourning, said Sarah Ellen Dow at last, unexpectedly.

You dont tell me that Sister Barsett — 

Shes left us this time, shes really gone, and the excited news-bringer burst into tears. The poor soul was completely overwrought; she looked tired and wan, as if she had spent her forces in sympathy as well as hard work. She felt in her great bundle for a pocket handkerchief, but was not successful in the search, and finally produced a faded gingham apron with long, narrow strings, with which she hastily dried her tears. The sad news appealed also to Mercy Crane, who looked across to the apple-trees, and could not see them for a dazzle of tears in her own eyes. The spectacle of Sarah Ellen Dow going home with her humble workaday possessions, from the house where she had gone in haste only a few days before to care for a sick person well known to them both, was a very sad sight.

You sent word yesterday that you should be returnin early this afternoon, and would stop. I presume I received the message as you gave it? asked Mrs. Crane, who was tenacious in such matters; but I do declare I never looked to hear she was gone.

Shes been failin right along sence yisterday about this time, said the nurse. Shes taken no notice to speak of, an been eatin the vally o nothin, I may say, sence I went there a-Tuesday. Her sisters both come back yisterday, an of course I was expected to give up charge to them. Theyre used to sickness, an both havin such a name for bein great housekeepers!

Sarah Ellen spoke with bitterness, but Mrs. Crane was reminded instantly of her own affairs. I feel condemned that I aint begun my own fall cleanin yet, she said, with an ostentatious sigh.

Plenty o time to worry about that, her friend hastened to console her.

I do desire to have everything decent about my house, resumed Mrs. Crane. Theres nobody to do anything but me. If I was to be taken away sudden myself, I shouldnt want to have it said afterwards that there was wisps under my sofy or — There! I cant dwell on my own troubles with Sister Barsetts loss right before me. I cant seem to believe shes really passed away; she always was saying she should go in some o these spells, but I deemed her to be troubled with narves.

Sarah Ellen Dow shook her head. Im all nerved up myself, she said brokenly. I made light of her sickness when I went there first, Id seen her what she called dreadful low so many times; but I saw her looks this morning, an I begun to believe her at last. Them sisters o hers is the master for unfeelin hearts. Sister Barsett was a-layin there yisterday, an one of em was a-settin right by her tellin how difficult t was for her to leave home, her niece was goin to graduate to the high school, an they was goin to have a time in the evening, an all the exercises promised to be extry interesting. Poor Sister Barsett knew what she said an looked at her with contempt, an then she give a glance at me an closed up her eyes as if t was for the last time. I know she felt it.

Sarah Ellen Dow was more and more excited by a sense of bitter grievance. Her rule of the afflicted household had evidently been interfered with; she was not accustomed to be ignored and set aside at such times. Her simple nature and uncommon ability found satisfaction in the exercise of authority, but she had now left her post feeling hurt and wronged, besides knowing something of the pain of honest affliction.

If it hadnt been for esteemin Sister Barsett as I always have done, I should have told em no, an held to it, when they asked me to come back an watch to-night. T aint for none o their sakes, but Sister Barsett was a good friend to me in her way. Sarah Ellen broke down once more, and felt in her bundle again hastily, but the handkerchief was again elusive, while a small object fell out upon the doorstep with a bounce.

T aint nothin but a little taste-cake I spared out o the loaf I baked this mornin, she explained, with a blush. I was so shoved out that I seemed to want to turn my hand to somethin useful an feel I was still doin for Sister Barsett. Try a little piece, wont you, Mis Crane? I thought it seemed light an good.

They shared the taste-cake with serious enjoyment, and pronounced it very good indeed when they had finished and shaken the crumbs out of their laps. Theres nobody but you shall come an do for me at the last, if I can have my way about things, said Mercy Crane impulsively. She meant it for a tribute to Miss Dows character and general ability, and as such it was meekly accepted.

Youre a younger person than I be, an less wore, said Sarah Ellen, but she felt better now that she had rested, and her conversational powers seemed to be refreshed by her share of the little cake. Doctor Bangs has behaved real pretty, I can say that, she continued presently in a mournful tone.

Heretofore, in the sickness of Sister Barsett, I have always felt to hope certain that she would survive; shes recovered from a sight o things in her day. She has been the first to have all the new diseases thats visited this region. I know she had the spinal mergeetis months before there was any other case about, observed Mrs. Crane with satisfaction.

An the new throat troubles, all of em, agreed Sarah Ellen; an has made trial of all the best patent medicines, an could tell you their merits as no one else could in this vicinity. She never was one that depended on herbs alone, though she considered em extremely useful in some cases. Everybody has their herb, as we know, but I m free to say that Sister Barsett sometimes done everything she could to kill herself with such rovin ways o dosin. She must see it now shes gone an cant stuff down no more invigorators! Sarah Ellen Dow burst out suddenly with this, as if she could no longer contain her honest opinion.

There, there! youre all worked up, answered placid Mercy Crane, looking more interested than ever.

An she was dreadful handy to talk religion to other folks, but I ve come to a realizin sense that religion is somethin besides opinions. She an Elder French has been mostly of one mind, but I dont know s theyve got hold of all the religion there is.

Why, why, Sarah Ellen! exclaimed Mrs. Crane, but there was still something in her tone that urged the speaker to further expression of her feelings. The good creature was much excited, her face was clouded with disapproval.

I aint forgettin nothin about their good points either, she went on in a more subdued tone, and suddenly stopped.

Preachin ll be done away with soon or late, — preachin o Elder Frenchs kind, announced Mercy Crane, after waiting to see if her guest did not mean to say anything more. I should like to read em out that verse another fashion: Be ye doers o the word, not preachers only, would hit it about right; but there, its easy for all of us to talk. In my early days I used to like to get out to meetin regular, because sure as I didnt I had bad luck all the week. I didnt feel pacified less Id been half a day, but I was out all day the Sabbath before Mr. Barlow died as he did. So you mean to say that Sister Barsett s really gone?

Mrs. Cranes tone changed to one of real concern, and her manner indicated that she had put the preceding conversation behind her with decision.

She was herself to the last, instantly responded Miss Dow. I see her put out a thumb an finger from under the spread an pinch up a fold of her sister Decketts dress, to try an see if t was all wool. I thought t want all wool, myself, an I know it now by the way she looked. She was a very knowin person about materials; we shall miss poor Mis Barsett in many ways, she was always the one to consult with about matters o dress.

She passed away easy at the last, I hope? asked Mrs. Crane with interest.

Why, I want there, if youll believe it! exclaimed Sarah Ellen, flushing, and looking at her friend for sympathy. Sister Barsett revived up the first o the afternoon, an they sent for Elder French. She took notice of him, and he exhorted quite a spell, an then he spoke o there being need of air in the room, Mis Deckett havin closed every window, an she asked me of all folks if I hadnt better step out; but Elder French come too, an he was very reasonable, an had a word with me about Mis Deckett an Mis Peak an the way they was workin things. I told him right out how they never come near when the rest of us was havin it so hard with her along in the spring, but now they thought she was relly goin to die, they come settlin down like a pair o old crows in a field to pick for what they could get. I just made up my mind they should have all the care if they wanted it. It didnt seem as if there was anything more I could do for Sister Barsett, an I set there in the kitchen within call an waited, an when I heard em sayin, There, shes gone, shes gone! and Mis Deckett a-weepin, I put on my bunnit and stepped myself out into the road. I felt to repent after I had gone but a rod, but I was so worked up, an I thought theyd call me back, an then I was put out because they didnt an so here I be. I cant help it now. Sarah Ellen was crying again; she and Mrs. Crane could not look at each other.

Well, you set an rest, said Mrs. Crane kindly, and with the merest shadow of disapproval. You set an rest, an by an by, if youd feel better, you could go back an just make a little stop an inquire about the arrangements. I wouldnt harbor no feelins, if they be inconsiderate folks. Sister Barsett has often deplored their actions in my hearing an wished she had sisters like other folks. With all her faults she was a useful person an a good neighbor, mourned Mercy Crane sincerely. She was one that always had somethin interestin to tell, an if it want for her dyin spells an all that sort o nonsense, shed make a figger in the world, she would so. She walked with an air always, Mis Barsett did; youd ask who she was if you hadnt known, as she passed you by. How quick we forget the outs about anybody thats gone! but I always feel grateful to anybody thats friendly, situated as I be. I shall miss her runnin over. I can seem to see her now, coming over the rise in the road. But dont you get in a way of takin things too hard, Sarah Ellen! Youve worked yourself all to pieces since I saw you last; you re gettin to be as lean as a meetin-house fly. Now, youre comin in to have a cup o tea with me, an then youll feel better. Ive got some new molasses gingerbread that I baked this mornin.

I do feel beat out, Mis Crane, acknowledged the poor little soul, glad of a chance to speak, but touched by this unexpected mark of consideration. If I could ha done as I wanted to I should be feelin well enough, but to be set aside an ordered about, where Id taken the lead in sickness so much, an knew how to deal with Sister Barsett so well! She might be livin now, perhaps — 

Come; wed better go in, t is gettin damp, and the mistress of the house rose so hurriedly as to seem bustling. Dont dwell on Sister Barsett an her foolish folks no more; I wouldnt, if I was you.

They went into the front room, which was dim with the twilight of the half-closed blinds and two great syringa bushes that grew against them. Sarah Ellen put down her bundle and bestowed herself in the large, cane-seated rocking-chair. Mrs. Crane directed her to stay there awhile and rest, and then come out into the kitchen when she got ready.

A cheerful clatter of dishes was heard at once upon Mrs. Cranes disappearance. I hope she s goin to make one o her nice short-cakes, but I dont know s shell think it quite worth while, thought the guest humbly. She desired to go out into the kitchen, but it was proper behavior to wait until she should be called. Mercy Crane was not a person with whom one could venture to take liberties. Presently Sarah Ellen began to feel better. She did not often find such a quiet place, or the quarter of an hour of idleness in which to enjoy it, and was glad to make the most of this opportunity. Just now she felt tired and lonely. She was a busy, unselfish, eager-minded creature by nature, but now, while grief was sometimes uppermost in her mind and sometimes a sense of wrong, every moment found her more peaceful, and the great excitement little by little faded away.

What a person poor Sister Barsett was to dread growing old so she couldnt get about. I m sure I shall miss her as much as anybody, said Mrs. Crane, suddenly opening the kitchen door, and letting in an unmistakable and delicious odor of short-cake that revived still more the drooping spirits of her guest. An a good deal of knowledge has died with her, she added, coming into the room and seeming to make it lighter.

There, she knew a good deal, but she didnt know all, especially o doctorin, insisted Sarah Ellen from the rocking-chair, with an unexpected little laugh. She used to lay down the law to me as if I had neither sense nor experience, but when it came to her bad spells shed always send for me. It takes everybody to know everything, but Sister Barsett was of an opinion that her information was sufficient for the town. She was tellin me the day I went there how she disliked to have old Mis Doubleday come an visit with her, an remarked that she called Mis Doubleday very officious. Went right down on her knees an prayed, says she. Anybody would have thought I was a heathen! But I kind of pacified her feelins, an told her I supposed the old lady meant well.

Did she give away any of her things, — Mis Barsett, I mean, inquired Mrs. Crane.

Not in my hearin, replied Sarah Ellen Dow. Except one day, the first of the week, she told her oldest sister, Mis Deckett,— t was that first day she rode over, — that she might have her green quilted petticoat; you see it was a rainy day, an Mis Deckett had complained o feelin thin. She went right up an got it, and put it on an wore it off, an Im sure I thought no more about it, until I heard Sister Barsett groanin dreadful in the night. I got right up to see what the matter was, an what do you think but she was wantin that petticoat back, and not thinking any too well o Nancy Deckett for takin it when t was offered. Nancy never showed no sense o propriety, says Sister Barsett; I just wish youd heard her go on!

If she had felt to remember me, continued Sarah Ellen, after they had laughed a little, Id full as soon have some of her nice crockery-ware. She told me once, years ago, when I was stoppin to tea with her an we were havin it real friendly, that she should leave me her Britannia tea-set, but I aint got it in writin, and I cant say shes ever referred to the matter since. It aint as if I had a home o my own to keep it in, but I should have thought a great deal of it for her sake, and the speakers voice faltered. I must say that with all her virtues she never was a first-class housekeeper, but I wouldnt say it to any but a friend. You never eat no preserves o hers that want commencin to work, an you know as well as I how little forethought she had about putting away her woolens. I sat behind her once in meetin when I was stoppin with the Tremletts and so occupied a seat in their pew, an I see between ten an a dozen moth millers come workin out o her fitch-fur tippet. They was flutterin round her bonnet same s t was a lamp. I should be mortified to death to have such a thing happen to me.

Every housekeeper has her weak point; Ive got mine as much as anybody else, acknowledged Mercy Crane with spirit, but you never see no moth millers come workin out o me in a public place.

Aint your oven beginning to get overhet? anxiously inquired Sarah Ellen Dow, who was sitting more in the draught, and could not bear to have any accident happen to the supper. Mrs. Crane flew to a short-cakes rescue, and presently called her guest to the table.

The two women sat down to deep and brimming cups of tea. Sarah Ellen noticed with great gratification that her hostess had put on two of the best tea-cups and some citron-melon preserves. It was not an every-day supper. She was used to hard fare, poor, hard-working Sarah Ellen, and this handsome social attention did her good. Sister Crane rarely entertained a friend, and it would be a pleasure to speak of the tea-drinking for weeks to come.

Youve put yourself out quite a considable for me, she acknowledged. How pretty these cups is! You oughtnt to use em so common as for me. I wish I had a home I could really call my own to ask you to, but t aint never been so I could. Sometimes I wonder whats goin to become o me when I get so Im past work. Takin care o sick folks an bein in houses where theres a sight goin on an everybody in a hurry kind of wears on me now Im most a-gittin in years. I was wishin the other day that I could get with some comfortable kind of a sick person, where I could live right along quiet as other folks do, but folks never sends for me less theyre drove to it. l aint laid up anything to really depend upon.

The situation appealed to Mercy Crane, well to do as she was and not burdened with responsibilities. She stirred uneasily in her chair, but could not bring herself to the point of offering Sarah Ellen the home she coveted.

Have some hot tea, she insisted, in a matter of fact tone, and Sarah Ellens face, which had been lighted by a sudden eager hopefulness, grew dull and narrow again.

Plenty, plenty, Mis Crane, she said sadly,  t is beautiful tea, — you always have good tea; but she could not turn her thoughts from her own uncertain future. None of our folks has ever lived to be a burden, she said presently, in a pathetic tone, putting down her cup. My mother was thought to be doing well until four oclock an was dead at ten. My Aunt Nancy came to our house well at twelve oclock an died that afternoon; my father was sick but ten days. There was dear sister Betsy, she did go in consumption, but twant an expensive sickness.

Ive thought sometimes about you, how youd get past rovin from house to house one o these clays. I guess your friends will stand by you. Mrs. Crane spoke with unwonted sympathy, and Sarah Ellens heart leaped with joy.

Youre real kind, she said simply. Theres nobody I set so much by. But I shall miss Sister Barsett, when alls said an done. Shes asked me many a time to stop with her when I wasnt doin nothin. We all have our failins, but she was a friendly creatur. I shant want to see her laid away.

Yes, I was thinkin a few minutes ago that I shouldnt want to look out an see the funeral go by. Shes one o the old neighbors. I sposc I shall have to look, or I shouldnt feel right afterward, said Mrs. Crane mournfully. If I hadnt got so kind of housebound, she added with touching frankness, Id just as soon go over with you an offer to watch this night.

T would astonish Sister Barsett so I dont know but shed return. Sarah Ellens eyes danced with amusement; she could not resist her own joke, and Mercy Crane herself had to smile.

Now I must be goin, or t will be dark, said the guest, rising and sighing after she had eaten her last crumb of gingerbread. Yes, thank ye, youre real good, I will come back if I find I aint wanted. Look what a pretty sky there is! and the two friends went to the side door and stood together in a moment of affectionate silence, looking out toward the sunset across the wide fields. The country was still with that deep rural stillness which seems to mean the absence of humanity. Only the thrushes were singing far away in the walnut woods beyond the orchard, and some crows were flying over and cawed once loudly, as if they were speaking to the women at the door.

Just as the friends were parting, after most grateful acknowledgments from Sarah Ellen Dow, some one came driving along the road in a hurry and stopped.

Whos that with you, Mis Crane? called one of their near neighbors.

Its Sarah Ellen Dow, answered Mrs. Crane. Whats the matter?

I thought so, but I couldnt rightly see. Come, they are in a peck o trouble up to Sister Barsetts, wonderin where you be, grumbled the man. They cant do nothin with her; shes drove off everybody an keeps a-screechin for you. Come, step along, Sarah Ellen, do!

Sister Barsett! exclaimed both the women. Mercy Crane sank down upon the doorstep, but Sarah Ellen stepped out upon the grass all of a tremble, and went toward the wagon. They said this afternoon that Sister Barsett was gone, she managed to say. What did they mean?

Gone where? asked the impatient neighbor. I expect t was one of her spells. Shes come to; they say she wants somethin hearty for her tea. Nobody cant take one step till you get there, neither.

Sarah Ellen was still dazed; she returned to the doorway, where Mercy Crane sat shaking with laughter. I dont know but we might as well laugh as cry, she said in an aimless sort of way. I know you too well to think youre going to repeat a single word. Well, Ill get my bonnet an start; I expect Ive got considerable to cope with, but Im well rested. Good-night, Mis Crane, I certain did have a beautiful tea, whatever the future may have in store.

She wore a solemn expression as she mounted into the wagon in haste and departed, but she was far out of sight when Mercy Crane stopped laughing and went into the house.


MISS ESTHERS GUEST.

I.
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OLD MISS PORLEY put on her silk shawl, and arranged it carefully over her thin shoulders, and pinned it with a hand that shook a little as if she were much excited. She bent forward to examine the shawl in the mahogany-framed mirror, for there was a frayed and tender spot in the silk where she had pinned it so many years. The shawl was very old; it had been her mothers, and she disliked to wear it too often, but she never could make up her mind to go out into the street in summer, as some of her neighbors did, with nothing over her shoulders at all. Next she put on her bonnet and tried to set it straight, allowing for a wave in the looking-glass that made one side of her face appear much longer than the other; then she drew on a pair of well-darned silk gloves; one had a wide crack all the way up the back of the hand, but they were still neat and decent for every-day wear, if she were careful to keep her left hand under the edge of the shawl. She had discussed the propriety of drawing the raveled silk together, but a thick seam would look very ugly, and there was something accidental about the crack.

Then, after hesitating a few moments, she took a small piece of folded white letter-paper from the table and went out of the house, locking the door and trying it, and stepped away bravely down the village street. Everybody said, How do you do, Miss Porley? or Good-mornin, Esther. Every one in Daleham knew the good woman; she was one of the unchanging persons, always to be found in her place, and always pleased and friendly and ready to take an interest in old and young. She and her mother, who had early been left a widow, had been for many years the village tailoresses and makers of little boys clothes. Mrs. Porley had been dead three years, however, and her daughter Easter, as old friends called our heroine, had lived quite alone. She was made very sorrowful by her loneliness, but she never could be persuaded to take anybody to board: she could not bear to think of any ones taking her mothers place.

It was a warm summer morning, and Miss Porley had not very far to walk, but she was still more shaky and excited by the time she reached the First Church parsonage. She stood at the gate undecidedly, and, after she pushed it open a little way, she drew back again, and felt a curious beating at her heart and a general reluctance of mind and body. At that moment the ministers wife, a pleasant young woman with a smiling, eager face, looked out of the window and asked the tremulous visitor to come in. Miss Esther straightened herself and went briskly up the walk; she was very fond of the ministers wife, who had only been in Daleham a few months.

Wont you take off your shawl? asked Mrs. Wayton affectionately; I have just been making gingerbread, and you shall have a piece as soon as it cools.

I dont know s I ought to stop, answered Miss Esther, flushing quickly. I came on business; I wont keep you long.

Oh, please stay a little while, urged the hostess. Ill take my sewing, if you dont mind; there are two or three things that I want to ask you about.

Ive thought and flustered a sight over taking this step, said good old Esther abruptly. I had to conquer a sight o reluctance, I must say. Ive got so used to livin by myself that I shant know how to consider another. But I see I aint got common feelin for others unless I can set my own comfort aside once in a while. Ive brought you my name as one of those that will take one o them city folks that needs a spell o change. It come straight home to me how I should be feeling it by this time, if my lot had been cast in one o them city garrets that the minister described so affecting. If t hadnt been for kind consideration somewheres, mother an me might have sewed all them pleasant years away in the city that we enjoyed so in our own home, and our garding to step right out into when our sides set in to ache. And I aint rich, but we was able to save a little something, and now Im eatin of it all up alone. It come to me I should like to have somebody take a taste out o mothers part. Now, dont you let em send me no rampin boys like them Barnards folks had come last year, that vexed dumb creaturs so; and I dont know how to cope with no kind o men-folks or strange girls, but I should know how to do for a woman thats getting well along in years, an has come to feel kind o spent. Praps we aint no right to pick an choose, but I should know best how to make that sort comfortable on count of doin for mother and studying what she preferred.

Miss Esther rose with quaint formality and put the folded paper, on which she had neatly written her name and address, into Mrs. Waytons hand. Mrs. Wayton rose soberly to receive it, and then they both sat down again.

Im sure that you will feel more than repaid for your kindness, dear Miss Esther, said the ministers wife. I know one of the ladies who have charge of the arrangements for the Country Week, and I will explain as well as I can the kind of guest you have in mind. I quite envy her; I have often thought, when I was busy and tired, how much I should like to run along the street and make you a visit in your dear old-fashioned little house.

I should be more than pleased to have you, Im sure, said Miss Esther, startled into a bright smile and forgetting her anxiety. Come any day, and take me just as I am. We used to have a good deal o company years ago, when there was a number o mothers folks still livin over Ashfield way. Sure as we had a pile o work on hand and was hurrying for dear life an limb, a wagonload would light down at the front gate to spend the day an have an early tea. Mother never was one to get flustered same s I do bout everything. She was a lovely cook, and shed fill em up an cheer em, and git em off early as she could, an then wed be kind o waked up an spirited ourselves, and would set up late sewin and talkin the company over, an Id have things saved to tell her that had been said while she was out o the room. I make such a towse over everything myself, but mother was waked right up and felt pleased an smart, if anything unexpected happened. I miss her more every year, and Miss Esther gave a great sigh. I spose t want reasonable to expect that I could have her to help me through with old age, but Im a poor tool, alone.

Oh, no, you mustnt say that! exclaimed the ministers wife. Why, nobody could get along without you. I wish I had come to Daleham in time to know your mother too.

Miss Esther shook her head sadly. She would have set everything by you and Mr. Wayton. Now I must be getting back in case Im wanted, but you let em send me somebody right away, while my bush beans is so nice. An if any o your little boys clothes wants repairin, just give em to me; t will be a real pleasant thing to set a few stitches. Or the ministers; aint there something needed for him?

Mrs. Wayton was about to say no, when she became conscious of the pleading old face before her. Im sure you are most kind, dear friend, she answered, and I do have a great deal to do. Ill bring you two or three things to-night that are beyond my art, as I go to evening meeting. Mr. Wayton frayed out his best coat sleeve yesterday, and I was disheartened, for we had counted upon his not having a new one before the fall.

T would be mere play to me, said Miss Esther, and presently she went smiling down the street.

II.

The Committee for the Country Week in a certain ward of Boston were considering the long list of children, and mothers with babies, and sewing-women, who were looking forward, some of them for the first time in many years, to a country holiday. Some were to go as guests to hospitable, generous farmhouses that opened their doors willingly now and then to tired city people; for some persons board could be paid.

The immediate arrangements of that time were settled at last, except that Mrs. Belton, the chairman, suddenly took a letter from her pocket. I had almost forgotten this, she said; it is another place offered in dear quiet old Daleham. My friend, the ministers wife there, writes me a word about it: The applicant desires especially an old person, being used to the care of an aged parent and sure of her power of making such a one comfortable, and she would like to have her guest come as soon as possible. My friend asks me to choose a person of some refinement,— one who would appreciate the delicate simplicity and quaint ways of the hostess.

Mrs. Belton glanced hurriedly down the page. I believe thats all, she said. How about that nice old sewing-woman, Mrs. Connolly, in Bantry Street?

Oh, no! some one entreated, looking up from her writing. Why isnt it just the place for my old Mr. Rill, the dear old Englishman who lives alone up four flights in TownCourt and has the bullfinch. He used to engrave seals, and his eyes gave out, and he is so thrifty with his own bit of savings and an atom of a pension. Some one pays his expenses to the country, and this sounds like a place he would be sure to like. Ive been watching for the right chance.

Take it, then, said the busy chairman, and there was a little more writing and talking, and then the committee meeting was over which settled Miss Esther Porleys fate.

III.

The journey to Daleham was a great experience to Mr. Rill. He was a sensible old person, who knew well that he was getting stiffer and clumsier than need be in his garret, and that, as certain friends had said, a short time spent in the country would cheer and invigorate him. There had been occasional propositions that he should leave his garret altogether and go to the country to live, or at least to the suburbs of the city. He could not see things close at hand so well as he could take a wide outlook, and as his outlook from the one garret window was a still higher brick wall and many chimneys, he was losing a great deal that he might have had. But so long as he was expected to take an interest in the unseen and unknown he failed to accede to any plans about the country home, and declared that he was well enough in his high abode. He had lost a sister a few years before who had been his mainstay, but with his hands so well used to delicate work he had been less bungling in his simple household affairs than many another man might have been. But he was very lonely and was growing anxious; as he was rattled along in the train toward Daleham he held the chirping bullfinchs cage fast with both hands, and said to himself now and then, This may lead to something; the country air smells very good to me.

The Daleham station was not very far out of the village, so that Miss Esther Porley put on her silk shawl and bonnet and everyday gloves just before four oclock that afternoon, and went to meet her Country Week guest. Word had come the day before that the person for Miss Porleys would start two days in advance of the little company of children and helpless women, and since this message had come from the parsonage Miss Esther had worked diligently, late and early, to have her house in proper order. Whatever her mother had liked was thought of and provided. There were going to be rye short-cakes for tea, and there were some sprigs of thyme and sweet-balm in an old-fashioned wine-glass on the keeping-room table; mother always said they were so freshening. And Miss Esther had taken out a little shoulder-shawl and folded it over the arm of the rocking-chair by the window that looked out into the small garden where the London~pride was in full bloom, and the morning-glories had just begun to climb. Miss Esther was sixty-four herself, but still looked upon age as well in the distance.

She was always a prompt person, and had some minutes to wait at the station; then the time passed and the train was late. At last she saw the smoke far in the distance, and her heart began to sink. Perhaps she would not find it easy to get on with the old lady, and — well it was only for a week, and she had thought it right and best to take such a step, and now it would soon be over.

The train stopped, and there was no old lady at all.

Miss Esther had stood far back to get away from the smoke and roar, — she was always as afraid of the cars as she could be, — but as they moved away she took a few steps forward to scan the platform. There was no black bonnet with a worn lace veil, and no old lady with a burden of bundles; there were only the station master and two or three men, and an idle boy or two, and one clean-faced, bent old man with a bird-cage in one hand and an old carpet-bag in the other. She thought of the rye short-cakes for supper and all that she had done to make her small home pleasant, and her fire of excitement suddenly fell into ashes.

The old man with the bird-cage suddenly turned toward her. Can you direct me to Miss Esther Porleys? said he.

I can, replied Miss Esther, looking at him with curiosity.

I was directed to her house, said the pleasant old fellow, by Mrs. Belton, of the Country Week Committee. My eyesight is poor. I should be glad if anybody would help me to find the place.

You step this way with me, sir, said Miss Esther. She was afraid that the men on the platform heard every word they said, but nobody took particular notice, and off they walked down the road together. Miss Esther was enraged with the Country Week Committee.

You were sent to — Miss Porleys? she asked grimly, turning to look at him.

I was, indeed, said Mr. Rill.

I am Miss Porley, and I expected an old lady, she managed to say, and they both stopped and looked at each other with apprehension.

I do declare! faltered the old seal-cutter anxiously. What had I better do, maam? They most certain give me your name. May be you could recommend me somewheres else, an I can get home to-morrow if t aint convenient.

They were standing under a willow-tree in the shade; Mr. Rill took off his heavy hat, — it was a silk hat of by-gone shape; a golden robin began to sing, high in the willow, and the old bullfinch twittered and chirped in the cage. Miss Esther heard some footsteps coming behind them along the road. She changed color; she tried to remember that she was a woman of mature years and considerable experience.

T aint a mite o matter, sir, she said cheerfully. I guess youll find everything comfortable for you; and they turned, much relieved, and walked along together.

Thats Lawyer Barstows house, she said calmly, a minute afterward, the handsomest place in town, we think t is, and Mr. Rill answered politely that Daleham was a pretty place; he had not been out of the city for so many years that everything looked beautiful as a picture.

IV.

Miss Porley rapidly recovered her composure, and bent her energies to the preparing of an early tea. She showed her guest to the snug bedroom under the low gambrel roof, and when she apologized for his having to go upstairs, he begged her to remember that it was nothing but a step to a man who was used to four long flights They were both excised at finding a proper nail for the bird-cage outside the window, though Miss Esther said that she should love to have the pretty bird downstairs where they could see it and hear it sing. She said to herself over and over that if she could have her long-lost brother come home from sea, she should like to have him look and behave as gentle and kind as Mr. Rill. Somehow she found herself singing a cheerful hymn as she mixed and stirred the short-cakes. She could not help wishing that her mother were there to enjoy this surprise, but it did seem very odd, after so many years, to have a man in the house. It had not happened for fifteen years, at least, when they had entertained Deacon Sparks and wife, delegates from the neighboring town of East Wilby to the County Conference.

The neighbors did not laugh at Miss Esther openly or cause her to blush with self-consciousness, however much they may have discussed the situation and smiled behind her back. She took the presence of ha guest with delighted simplicity, and the country week was extended to a fortnight, and then to a month. At last, one day Miss Esther and Mr. Rill were seen on their way to the railroad station, with a large bundle apiece beside the carpet-bag, though some one noticed that the bullfinch was left behind. Miss Esther came back alone, looking very woebegone and lonely, and if the truth must be known, she found her house too solitary. She looked into the woodhouse where there was a great store of kindlings, neatly piled, and her water-pail was filled to the brim, her garden-paths were clean of weeds and swept, and yet everywhere she looked it seemed more lonely than ever. She pinned on her shawl again and went along the street to the parsonage.

My old ladys just gone, she said to the ministers wife. I was so lonesome I could not stay in the house.

You found him a very pleasant visitor, didnt you, Miss Esther? asked Mrs. Wayton, laughing a little.

I did so; he want like other men, — kind and friendly and fatherly, and never stayed round when I was occupied, but entertained himself down street considerable, an was as industrious as a bee, always asking me if there wasnt something he could do about house. He and a sister some years older used to keep house together, and it was her long sickness used up what theyd saved, and yet hes got a little somethin, and there are friends he used to work for, jewelers, a big firm, that gives him somethin regular. Hes goin to see, — and Miss Esther blushed crimson,— hes goin to see if theyd be willin to pay it just the same if he come to reside in Daleham. He thinks the air agrees with him here.

Does he indeed? inquired the ministers wife, with deep interest and a look of amusement.

Yes m, said Miss Esther simply; but dont you go an say nothin yet. I dont want folks to make a joke of it. Seems to me if he does feel to come back, and remains of the same mind he went away, we might be judicious to take the step — 

Why, Miss Esther! exclaimed the listener.

Not till fall, — not till fall, said Miss Esther hastily. I aint going to count on it too much anyway. I expect we could get along; theres considerable goodness left in me, and you can always work better when youve got somebody beside yourself to work for. There, now Ive told you I feel as if I was blown away in a gale.

Why, I dont know what to say at such a piece of news! exclaimed Mrs. Wayton again.

I dont know s theres anything to say, gravely answered Miss Esther. But I did laugh just now coming in the gate to think what a twitter I got into the day I fetched you that piece of paper.

Why, I must go right and tell Mr. Wayton! said the ministers wife.

Oh, dont you, Mis Wayton; no, no! begged Miss Esther, looking quite coy and girlish. I really dont know s its quite settled, — it dont seem s if it could be. Im going to hear from him in the course of a week. But I suppose he thinks its settled; hes left the bird.


THE FLIGHT OF BETSEY LANE.

I.
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ONE WINDY MORNING in May, three old women sat together near an open window in the shed chamber of Byfleet Poor-house. The wind was from the northwest, but their window faced the southeast, and they were only visited by an occasional pleasant waft of fresh air. They were close together, knee to knee, picking over a bushel of beans, and commanding a view of the dandelion-starred, green yard below, and of the winding, sandy road that led to the village, two miles away. Some captive bees were scolding among the cobwebs of the rafters overhead, or thumping against the upper panes of glass; two calves were bawling from the barnyard, where some of the men were at work loading a dump-cart and shouting as if every one were deaf. There was a cheerful feeling of activity, and even an air of comfort, about the Byfleet Poor-house. Almost every one was possessed of a most interesting past, though there was less to be said about the future. The inmates were by no means distressed or unhappy; many of them retired to this shelter only for the winter season, and would go out presently, some to begin such work as they could still do, others to live in their own small houses; old age had impoverished most of them by limiting their power of endurance; but far from lamenting the fact that they were town charges, they rather liked the change and excitement of a winter residence on the poor-farm. There was a sharp-faced, hard-worked young widow with seven children, who was an exception to the general level of society, because she deplored the change in her fortunes. The older women regarded her with suspicion, and were apt to talk about her in moments like this, when they happened to sit together at their work.

The three bean-pickers were dressed alike in stout brown ginghams, checked by a white line, and all wore great faded aprons of blue drilling, with sufficient pockets convenient to the right hand. Miss Peggy Bond was a very small, belligerent-looking person, who wore a huge pair of steel-bowed spectacles, holding her sharp chin well up in air, as if to supplement an inadequate nose. She was more than half blind, but the spectacles seemed to face upward instead of square ahead, as if their wearer were always on the sharp lookout for birds. Miss Bond had suffered much personal damage from time to time, because she never took heed where she planted her feet, and so was always tripping and stubbing her bruised way through the world. She had fallen down hatchways and cellarways, and stepped composedly into deep ditches and pasture brooks; but she was proud of stating that she was upsighted, and so was her father before her. At the poor-house, where an unusual malady was considered a distinction, upsightedness was looked upon as a most honorable infirmity. Plain rheumatism, such as afflicted Aunt Lavina Dow, whose twisted hands found even this light work difficult and tiresome, — plain rheumatism was something of every-day occurrence, and nobody cared to hear about it. Poor Peggy was a meek and friendly soul, who never put herself forward; she was just like other folks, as she always loved to say, but Mrs. Lavina Dow was a different sort of person altogether, of great dignity and, occasionally, almost aggressive behavior. The time had been when she could do a good days work with anybody: but for many years now she had not left the town-farm, being too badly crippled to work; she had no relations or friends to visit, but from an innate love of authority she could not submit to being one of those who are forgotten by the world. Mrs. Dow was the hostess and social lawgiver here, where she remembered every inmate and every item of interest for nearly forty years, besides an immense amount of town history and biography for three or four generations back.

She was the dear friend of the third woman, Betsey Lane; together they led thought and opinion — chiefly opinion — and held sway, not only over Byfleet Poor-farm, but also the selectmen and all others in authority. Betsey Lane had spent most of her life as aid-in-general to the respected household of old General Thornton. She had been much trusted and valued, and, at the breaking up of that once large and flourishing family, she had been left in good circumstances, what with legacies and her own comfortable savings; but by sad misfortune and lavish generosity everything had been scattered, and after much illness, which ended in a stiffened arm and more uncertainty, the good soul had sensibly decided that it was easier for the whole town to support her than for a part of it. She had always hoped to see something of the world before she died; she came of an adventurous, seafaring stock, but had never made a longer journey than to the towns of Danby and Northville, thirty miles away.

They were all old women; but Betsey Lane, who was sixty-nine, and looked much older, was the youngest. Peggy Bond was far on in the seventies, and Mrs. Dow was at least ten years older. She made a great secret of her years; and as she sometimes spoke of events prior to the Revolution with the assertion of having been an eye-witness, she naturally wore an air of vast antiquity. Her tales were an inexpressible delight to Betsey Lane, who felt younger by twenty years because her friend and comrade was so unconscious of chronological limitations.

The bushel basket of cranberry beans was within easy reach, and each of the pickers had filled her lap from it again and again. The shed chamber was not an unpleasant place in which to sit at work, with its traces of seed corn hanging from the brown cross-beams, its spare churns, and dusty loom, and rickety wool-wheels, and a few bits of old furniture. In one far corner was a wide board of dismal use and suggestion, and close beside it an old cradle. There was a battered chest of drawers where the keeper of the poor-house kept his garden-seeds, with the withered remains of three seed cucumbers ornamenting the top. Nothing beautiful could be discovered, nothing interesting, but there was something usable and homely about the place. It was the favorite and untroubled bower of the bean-pickers, to which they might retreat unmolested from the public apartments of this rustic institution.

Betsey Lane blew away the chaff from her handful of beans. The spring breeze blew the chaff back again, and sifted it over her face and shoulders. She rubbed it out of her eyes impatiently, and happened to notice old Peggy holding her own handful high, as if it were an oblation, and turning her queer, up-tilted head this way and that, to look at the beans sharply, as if she were first cousin to a hen.

There, Miss Bond, t is kind of botherin work for you, aint it? Betsey inquired compassionately.

I feel to enjoy it, anything that I can do my own way so, responded Peggy. I like to do my part. Aint that old Mis Fales comin up the road? It sounds like her step.

The others looked, but they were not far-sighted, and for a moment Peggy had the advantage. Mrs. Fales was not a favorite.

I hope she aint comin here to put up this spring. I guess she wont now, its gettin so late, said Betsey Lane. She likes to go rovin soon as the roads is settled.

T is Mis Fales! said Peggy Bond, listening with solemn anxiety. There, do lets pray her by!

I guess shes headin for her cousins folks up Beech Hill way, said Betsey presently. If shed left her daughters this mornin, shed have got just about as far as this. I kind o wish she had stepped in just to pass the time o day, long s she want going to make no stop.

There was a silence as to further speech in the shed chamber; and even the calves were quiet in the barnyard. The men had all gone away to the field where corn-planting was going on. The beans clicked steadily into the wooden measure at the pickers feet. Betsey Lane began to sing a hymn, and the others joined in as best they might, like autumnal crickets; their voices were sharp and cracked, with now and then a few low notes of plaintive tone. Betsey herself could sing pretty well, but the others could only make a kind of accompaniment. Their voices ceased altogether at the higher notes.

Oh my! I wish I had the means to go to the Centennial, mourned Betsey Lane, stopping so suddenly that the others had to go on croaking and shrilling without her for a moment before they could stop. It seems to me as if I cant die happy less I do, she added; I aint never seen nothin of the world, an here I be.

What if you was as old as I be? suggested Mrs. Dow pompously. Youve got time enough yet, Betsey; dont you go an despair. I knowed of a woman that went clean round the world four times when she was past eighty, an enjoyed herself real well. Her folks followed the sea; she had three sons an a daughter married, — all shipmasters, and shed been with her own husband when they was young. She was left a widder early, and fetched up her family herself, — a real stirrin, smart woman. After theyd got married off, an settled, an was doing well, she come to be lonesome; and first she tried to stick it out alone, but she want one that could; an she got a notion she hadnt nothin before her but her last sickness, and she want a person that enjoyed havin other folks do for her. So one on her boys — I guess t was the oldest — said he was going to take her to sea; there was ample room, an he was sailin a good time o year for the Cape o Good Hope an way up to some o them tea-ports in the Chiny Seas. She was all high to go, but it made a sight o talk at her age; an the minister made it a subject o prayer the last Sunday, and all the folks took a last leave; but she said to some shed fetch em home something real pritty, and so did. An then they come home t other way, round the Horn, an she done so well, an was such a sight o company, the other childn was jealous, an she promised shed go a vyge long o each on em. She was as sprightly a person as ever I see; an could speak well o what shed seen.

Did she die to sea? asked Peggy, with interest.

No, she died to home between vyges, or shed gone to sea again. I was to her funeral. She liked her son Georges ship the best; t was the one she was going on to Callao. They said the men aboard all called her granmaam, an she kep em mended up, an would go below and tend to em if they was sick. She might a been alive an enjoyin of herself a good many years but for the kick of a cow; t was a new cow out of a drove, a dreadful unruly beast.

Mrs. Dow stopped for breath, and reached down for a new supply of beans; her empty apron was gray with soft chaff. Betsey Lane, still pondering on the Centennial, began to sing another verse of her hymn, and again the old women joined her. At this moment some strangers came driving round into the yard from the front of the house. The turf was soft, and our friends did not hear the horses steps. Their voices cracked and quavered; it was a funny little concert, and a lady in an open carriage just below listened with sympathy and amusement.

II.

Betsey! Betsey! Miss Lane! a voice called eagerly at the foot of the stairs that led up from the shed. Betsey! Theres a lady here wants to see you right away.

Betsey was dazed with excitement, like a country child who knows the rare pleasure of being called out of school. Lor, I aint fit to go down, be I? she faltered, looking anxiously at her friends; but Peggy was gazing even nearer to the zenith than usual, in her excited effort to see down into the yard, and Mrs. Dow only nodded somewhat jealously, and said that she guessed t was nobody would do her any harm. She rose ponderously, while Betsey hesitated, being, as they would have said, all of a twitter. It is a lady, certain, Mrs. Dow assured her; t aint often theres a lady comes here.

While there was any of Mis Genral Thorntons folks left, I want without visits from the gentry, said Betsey Lane, turning back proudly at the head of the stairs, with a touch of old-world pride and sense of high station. Then she disappeared, and closed the door behind her at the stair-foot with a decision quite unwelcome to the friends above.

She neednt a been so dreadful fraid anybody was goin to listen. I guess weve got folks to ride an see us, or had once, if we hant now, said Miss Peggy Bond, plaintively.

I expect t was only the wind shoved it to, said Aunt Lavina. Betsey is one that gits flustered easier than some. I wish t was somebody to take her off an give her a kind of a good time; shes young to settle down long of old folks like us. Betseys got a notion o rovin such as aint my natur, but I should like to see her satisfied. Shed been a very understandin person, if she had the advantages that some does.

T is so, said Peggy Bond, tilting her chin high. I suppose you cant hear nothin theyre saying? I feel my hearin aint up to whar it was. I can hear things close to me well as ever; but there, hearin aint everything; t aint as if we lived where there was more goin on to hear. Seems to me them folks is stoppin a good while.

They surely be, agreed Lavina Dow.

I expect its somethin particular. There aint none of the Thornton folks left, except one o the grandarters, an Ive often heard Betsey remark that she should never see her more, for she lives to London. Strange how folks feels contented in them strayaway places off to the ends of the airth.

The flies and bees were buzzing against the hot window-panes; the handfuls of beans were clicking into the brown wooden measure. A bird came and perched on the window-sill, and then flitted away toward the blue sky. Below, in the yard, Betsey Lane stood talking with the lady. She had put her blue drilling apron over her head, and her face was shining with delight.

Lor, dear, she said, for at least the third time, I remember ye when I first see ye; an awful pritty baby you was, an they all said you looked just like the old genral. Be you goin back to foreign parts right away?

Yes, Im going back; you know that all my children are there. I wish I could take you with me for a visit, said the charming young guest. Im going to carry over some of the pictures and furniture from the old house; I didnt care half so much for them when I was younger as I do now. Perhaps next summer we shall all come over for a while. I should like to see my girls and boys playing under the pines.

I wish you relly was livin to the old place, said Betsey Lane. Her imagination was not swift; she needed time to think over all that was being told her, and she could not fancy the two strange houses across the sea. The old Thornton house was to her mind the most delightful and elegant in the world.

Is there anything I can do for you? asked Mrs. Strafford kindly,— anything that I can do for you myself, before I go away? I shall be writing to you, and sending some pictures of the children, and you must let me know how you are getting on.

Yes, there is one thing, darlin. If you could stop in the village an pick me out a pritty, little, small lookin-glass, that I can keep for my own an have to remember you by. T aint that I want to set me above the rest o the folks, but I was always used to havin my own when I was to your grandmas. Theres very nice folks here, some on em, and Im better off than if I was able to keep house; but sence you ask me, thats the only thing I feel cropin about. What be you goin right back for? aint you goin to see the great fair to Pheladelphy, that everybody talks about?

No, said Mrs. Strafford, laughing at this eager and almost convicting question. No; Im going back next week. If I were, I believe that I should take you with me. Good-by, dear old Betsey; you make me feel as if I were a little girl again; you look just the same.

For full five minutes the old woman stood out in the sunshine, dazed with delight, and majestic with a sense of her own consequence. She held something tight in her hand, without thinking what it might be; but just as the friendly mistress of the poor-farm came out to hear the news, she tucked the roll of money into the bosom of her brown gingham dress. T was my dear Mis Katy Strafford, she turned to say proudly. She come way over from London; shes been sick; they thought the voyage would do her good. She said most the first thing she had on her mind was to come an find me, and see how I was, an if I was comfortable; an now shes goin right back. Shes got two splendid houses; an said how she wished I was there to look after things, — she remembered I was always her granmas right hand. Oh, it does so carry me back, to see her! Seems if all the rest on em must be there together to the old house. There, I must go right up an tell Mis Dow an Peggy.

Dinners all ready; I was just goin to blow the horn for the men-folks, said the keepers wife. Theyll he right down. I expect youve got along smart with them beans, — all three of you together; but Betseys mind roved so high and so far at that moment that no achievements of bean-picking could lure it back. 

III.

The long table in the great kitchen soon gathered its company of waifs and strays, — creatures of improvidence and misfortune, and the irreparable victims of old age. The dinner was satisfactory, and there was not much delay for conversation. Peggy Bond and Mrs. Dow and Betsey Lane always sat together at one end, with an air of putting the rest of the company below the salt. Betsey was still flushed with excitement; in fact, she could not eat as much as usual, and she looked up from time to time expectantly, as if she were likely to be asked to speak of her guest; but everybody was hungry, and even Mrs. Dow broke in upon some attempted confidences by asking inopportunely for a second potato. There were nearly twenty at the table, counting the keeper and his wife and two children, noisy little persons who had come from school with the small flock belonging to the poor widow, who sat just opposite our friends. She finished her dinner before any one else, and pushed her chair back; she always helped with the housework, — a thin, sorry, bad-tempered-looking poor soul, whom grief had sharpened instead of softening. I expect you feel too fine to set with common folks, she said enviously to Betsey.

Here I be a-settin, responded Betsey calmly. I don know s I behave more unbecomin than usual. Betsey prided herself upon her good and proper manners; but the rest of the company, who would have liked to hear the bit of morning news, were now defrauded of that pleasure. The wrong note had been struck; there was a silence after the clatter of knives and plates, and one by one the cheerful town charges disappeared. The bean-picking had been finished, and there was a call for any of the women who felt like planting corn; so Peggy Bond, who could follow the line of hills pretty fairly, and Betsey herself, who was still equal to anybody at that work, and Mrs. Dow, all went out to the field together. Aunt Lavina labored slowly up the yard, carrying a light splint-bottomed kitchen chair and her knitting-work, and sat near the stone wall on a gentle rise, where she could see the pond and the green country, and exchange a word with her friends as they came and went up and down the rows. Betsey vouchsafed a word now and then about Mrs. Strafford, but you would have thought that she had been suddenly elevated to Mrs. Straffords own cares and the responsibilities attending them, and had little in common with her old associates. Mrs. Dow and Peggy knew well that these high-feeling times never lasted long, and so they waited with as much patience as they could muster. They were by no means without that true tact which is only another word for unselfish sympathy.

The strip of corn land ran along the side of a great field; at the upper end of it was a field-corner thicket of young maples and walnut saplings, the children of a great nut-tree that marked the boundary. Once, when Betsey Lane found herself alone near this shelter at the end of her row, the other planters having lagged behind beyond the rising ground, she looked stealthily about, and then put her hand inside her gown, and for the first time took out the money that Mrs. Strafford had given her. She turned it over and over with an astonished look: there were new bank-bills for a hundred dollars. Betsey gave a funny little shrug of her shoulders, came out of the bushes, and took a step or two on the narrow edge of turf, as if she were going to dance; then she hastily tucked away her treasure, and stepped discreetly down into the soft harrowed and hoed land, and began to drop corn again, five kernels to a hill. She had seen the top of Peggy Bonds head over the knoll, and now Peggy herself came entirely into view, gazing upward to the skies, and stumbling more or less, but counting the corn by touch and twisting her head about anxiously to gain advantage over her uncertain vision. Betsey made a friendly, inarticulate little sound as they passed; she was thinking that somebody said once that Peggys eyesight might be remedied if she could go to Boston to the hospital; but that was so remote and impossible an undertaking that no one had ever taken the first step. Betsey Lanes brown old face suddenly worked with excitement, but in a moment more she regained her usual firm expression, and spoke carelessly to Peggy as she turned and came alongside.

The high spring wind of the morning had quite fallen; it was a lovely May afternoon. The woods about the field to the northward were full of birds, and the young leaves scarcely hid the solemn shapes of a company of crows that patiently attended the corn-planting. Two of the men had finished their hoeing, and were busy with the construction of a scarecrow; they knelt in the furrows, chuckling, and looking over some forlorn, discarded garments. It was a time-honored custom to make the scarecrow resemble one of the poor-house family; and this year they intended to have Mrs. Lavina Dow protect the field in effigy; last year it was the counterfeit of Betsey Lane who stood on guard, with an easily recognized quilted hood and the remains of a valued shawl that one of the calves had found airing on a fence and chewed to pieces. Behind the men was the foundation for this rustic attempt at statuary, — an upright stake and bar in the form of a cross. This stood on the highest part of the field; and as the men knelt near it, and the quaint figures of the corn-planters went and came, the scene gave a curious suggestion of foreign life. It was not like New England; the presence of the rude cross appealed strangely to the imagination. 

IV.

Life flowed so smoothly, for the most part, at the Byfleet Poor-farm, that nobody knew what to make, later in the summer, of a strange disappearance. All the elder inmates were familiar with illness and death, and the poor pomp of a town-paupers funeral. The comings and goings and the various misfortunes of those who composed this strange family, related only through its disasters, hardly served for the excitement and talk of a single day. Now that the June days were at their longest, the old people were sure to wake earlier than ever; but one morning, to the astonishment of every one, Betsey Lanes bed was empty; the sheets and blankets, which were her own, and guarded with jealous care, were carefully folded and placed on a chair not too near the window, and Betsey had flown. Nobody had heard her go down the creaking stairs. The kitchen door was unlocked, and the old watchdog lay on the step outside in the early sunshine, wagging his tail and looking wise, as if he were left on guard and meant to keep the fugitives secret.

Never knowed her to do nothin afore thout talking it over a fortnight, and paradin off when we could all see her, ventured a spiteful voice. Guess we can wait till night to hear bout it.

Mrs. Dow looked sorrowful and shook her head. Betsey had an aunt on her mothers side that went and drownded of herself; she was a pritty-appearing woman as ever you see.

Perhaps shes gone to spend the day with Deckers folks, suggested Peggy Bond. She always takes an extra early start; she was speakin lately o going up their way; but Mrs. Dow shook her head with a most melancholy look. Im impressed that somethings befell her, she insisted. I heard her a-groanin in her sleep. I was wakeful the forepart o the night,— t is very unusual with me, too.

T want like Betsey not to leave us any word, said the other old friend, with more resentment than melancholy. They sat together almost in silence that morning in the shed chamber. Mrs. Dow was sorting and cutting rags, and Peggy braided them into long ropes, to be made into mats at a later date. If they had only known where Betsey Lane had gone, they might have talked about it until dinner-time at noon; but failing this new subject, they could take no interest in any of their old ones. Out in the field the corn was well up, and the men were hoeing. It was a hot morning in the shed chamber, and the woolen rags were dusty and hot to handle.

V.

Byfleet people knew each other well, and when this mysteriously absent person did not return to the town-farm at the end of a week, public interest became much excited; and presently it was ascertained that Betsey Lane was neither making a visit to her friends the Deckers on Birch Hill, nor to any nearer acquaintances; in fact, she had disappeared altogether from her wonted haunts. Nobody remembered to have seen her pass, hers had been such an early flitting; and when somebody thought of her having gone away by train, he was laughed at for forgetting that the earliest morning train from South Byfleet, the nearest station, did not start until long after eight oclock; and if Betsey had designed to be one of the passengers, she would have started along the road at seven, and been seen and known of all women. There was not a kitchen in that part of Byfleet that did not have windows toward the road. Conversation rarely left the level of the neighborhood gossip: to see Betsey Lane, in her best clothes, at that hour in the morning, would have been the signal for much exercise of imagination; but as day after day went by without news, the curiosity of those who knew her best turned slowly into fear, and at last Peggy Bond again gave utterance to the belief that Betsey had either gone out in the early morning and put an end to her life, or that she had gone to the Centennial. Some of the people at table were moved to loud laughter, — it was at supper-time on a Sunday night, — but others listened with great interest.

She neverd put on her good clothes to drownd herself, said the widow. She might have thought t was good as takin em with her, though. Old folks has wandered off an got lost in the woods afore now.

Mrs. Dow and Peggy resented this impertinent remark, but deigned to take no notice of the speaker. She wouldnt have wore her best clothes to the Centennial, would she? mildly inquired Peggy, bobbing her head toward the ceiling. T would be a shame to spoil your best things in such a place. An I dont know of her havin any money; theres the end o that.

Youre bad as old Mis Bland, that used to live neighbor to our folks, said one of the old men. She was dreadfulprecise; an she so begretched to wear a good alapaca dress that was left to her, that it hung in a press forty year, an baited the moths at last.

I often seen Mis Bland a-goin in to meetin when I was a young girl, said Peggy Bond approvingly. She was a good-appearin woman, an she left property.

Wish shed left it to me, then, said the poor soul opposite, glancing at her pathetic row of children: but it was not good manners at the farm to deplore ones situation, and Mrs. Dow and Peggy only frowned. Where do you suppose Betsey can be? said Mrs. Dow, for the twentieth time. She didnt have no money. I know she aint gone far, if its so that shes yet alive. Shes ben real pinched all the spring.

Perhaps that lady that come one day give her some, the keepers wife suggested mildly.

Then Betsey would have told me, said Mrs. Dow, with injured dignity. 

VI.

On the morning of her disappearance, Betsey rose even before the pewee and the English sparrow, and dressed herself quietly, though with trembling hands, and stole out of the kitchen door like a plunderless thief. The old dog licked her hand and looked at her anxiously; the tortoise-shell cat rubbed against her best gown, and trotted away up the yard, then she turned anxiously and came after the old woman, following faithfully until she had to be driven back. Betsey was used to long country excursions afoot. She dearly loved the early morning; and finding that there was no dew to trouble her, she began to follow pasture paths and short cuts across the fields, surprising here and there a flock of sleepy sheep, or a startled calf that rustled out from the bushes. The birds were pecking their breakfast from bush and turf; and hardly any of the wild inhabitants of that rural world were enough alarmed by her presence to do more than flutter away if they chanced to be in her path. She stepped along, light-footed and eager as a girl, dressed in her neat old straw bonnet and black gown, and carrying a few belongings in her best bundle-handkerchief, one that her only brother had brought home from the East Indies fifty years before. There was an old crow perched as sentinel on a small, dead pine-tree, where he could warn friends who were pulling up the sprouted corn in a field close by; but he only gave a contemptuous caw as the adventurer appeared, and she shook her bundle at him in revenge, and laughed to see him so clumsy as he tried to keep his footing on the twigs.

Yes, I be, she assured him. Im a-goin to Pheladelphy, to the Centennial, same s other folks. Id jest as soon tell ye s not, old crow; and Betsey laughed aloud in pleased content with herself and her daring, as she walked along. She had only two miles to go to the station at South Byfleet, and she felt for the money now and then, and found it safe enough. She took great pride in the success of her escape, and especially in the long concealment of her wealth. Not a night had passed since Mrs. Straffords visit that she had not slept with the roll of money under her pillow by night, and buttoned safe inside her dress by day. She knew that everybody would offer advice and even commands about the spending or saving of it; and she brooked no interference.

The last mile of the foot-path to South Byfleet was along the railway track; and Betsey began to feel in haste, though it was still nearly two hours to train time. She looked anxiously forward and back along the rails every few minutes, for fear of being run over; and at last she caught sight of an engine that was apparently coming toward her, and took flight into the woods before she could gather courage to follow the path again. The freight train proved to be at a standstill, waiting at a turnout; and some of the men were straying about, eating their early breakfast comfortably in this time of leisure. As the old woman came up to them, she stopped too, for a moment of rest and conversation.

Where be ye goin? she asked pleasantly; and they told her. It was to the town where she had to change cars and take the great through train; a point of geography which she had learned from evening talks between the men at the farm.

Whatll ye carry me there for?

We dont run no passenger cars, said one of the young fellows, laughing. What makes you in such a hurry?

Im startin for Pheladelphy, an its a gret ways to go.

So t is; but youre considable early, if youre makin for the eight-forty train. See here! you havent got a needle an thread long of you in that bundle, have you? If youll sew me on a couple o buttons, Ill give ye a free ride. Im in a sight o distress, an none o the fellows is provided with as much as a bent pin.

You poor boy! Ill have you seen to, in half a minute. Im troubled with a stiff arm, but Ill do the best I can.

The obliging Betsey seated herself stiffly on the slope of the embankment, and found her thread and needle with utmost haste. Two of the train-men stood by and watched the careful stitches, and even offered her a place as spare brakeman, so that they might keep her near; and Betsey took the offer with considerable seriousness, only thinking it necessary to assure them that she was getting most too old to be out in all weathers. An express went by like an earthquake, and she was presently hoisted on board an empty box-car by two of her new and flattering acquaintances, and found herself before noon at the end of the first stage of her journey, without having spent a cent, and furnished with any amount of thrifty advice. One of the young men, being compassionate of her unprotected state as a traveler, advised her to find out the widow of an uncle of his in Philadelphia, saying despairingly that he couldnt tell her just how to find the house; but Miss Betsey Lane said that she had an English tongue in her head, and should be sure to find whatever she was looking for. This unexpected incident of the freight train was the reason why everybody about the South Byfleet station insisted that no such person had taken passage by the regular train that same morning, and why there were those who persuaded themselves that Miss Betsey Lane was probably lying at the bottom of the poor-farm pond. 

VII.

Land sakes! said Miss Betsey Lane, as she watched a Turkish person parading by in his red fez, I call the Centennial somethin like the day o judgment! I wish I was goin to stop a month, but I dare say t would be the death o my poor old bones.

She was leaning against the barrier of a patent pop-corn establishment, which had given her a sudden reminder of home, and of the winter nights when the sharp-kerneled little red and yellow ears were brought out, and Old Uncle Eph Flanders sat by the kitchen stove, and solemnly filled a great wooden chopping-tray for the refreshment of the company. She had wandered and loitered and looked until her eyes and head had grown numb and unreceptive; but it is only unimaginative persons who can be really astonished. The imagination can always outrun the possible and actual sights and sounds of the world; and this plain old body from Byfleet rarely found anything rich and splendid enough to surprise her. She saw the wonders of the West and the splendors of the East with equal calmness and satisfaction; she had always known that there was an amazing world outside the boundaries of Byfleet. There was a piece of paper in her pocket on which was marked, in her clumsy handwriting, If Betsey Lane should meet with accident, notify the selectmen of Byfleet; but having made this slight provision for the future, she had thrown herself boldly into the sea of strangers, and then had made the joyful discovery that friends were to be found at every turn.

There was something delightfully companionable about Betsey; she had a way of suddenly looking up over her big spectacles with a reassuring and expectant smile, as if you were going to speak to her, and you generally did. She must have found out where hundreds of people came from, and whom they had left at home, and what they thought of the great show, as she sat on a bench to rest, or leaned over the railings where free luncheons were afforded by the makers of hot waffles and molasses candy and fried potatoes; and there was not a night when she did not return to her lodgings with a pocket crammed with samples of spool cotton and nobody knows what. She had already collected small presents for almost everybody she knew at home, and she was such a pleasant, beaming old country body, so unmistakably appreciative and interested, that nobody ever thought of wishing that she would move on. Nearly all the busy people of the Exhibition called her either Aunty or Grandma at once, and made little pleasures for her as best they could. She was a delightful contrast to the indifferent, stupid crowd that drifted along, with eyes fixed at the same level, and seeing, even on that level, nothing for fifty feet at a time. What be you making here, dear? Betsey Lane would ask joyfully, and the most perfunctory guardian hastened to explain. She squandered money as she had never had the pleasure of doing before, and this hastened the day when she must return to Byfleet. She was always inquiring if there were any spectacle-sellers at hand, and received occasional directions; but it was a difficult place for her to find her way about in, and the very last day of her stay arrived before she found an exhibitor of the desired sort, an oculist and instrument-maker.

I called to get some specs for a friend thats upsighted, she gravely informed the salesman, to his extreme amusement. Shes dreadful troubled, and jerks her head up like a hen a-drinkin. Shes got a blur a-growin an spreadin, an sometimes she can see out to one side on t, and more times she cant.

Cataracts, said a middle-aged gentleman at her side; and Betsey Lane turned to regard him with approval and curiosity.

T is Miss Peggy Bond I was mentioning, of Byfleet Poor-farm, she explained. I count on gettin some glasses to relieve her trouble, if theres any to be found.

Glasses wont do her any good, said the stranger. Suppose you come and sit down on this bench, and tell me all about it. First, where is Byfleet? and Betsey gave the directions at length.

I thought so, said the surgeon. How old is this friend of yours?

Betsey cleared her throat decisively, and smoothed her gown over her knees as if it were an apron; then she turned to take a good look at her new acquaintance as they sat on the rustic bench together. Who be you, sir, I should like to know? she asked, in a friendly tone.

My names Dunster.

I take it youre a doctor, continued Betsey, as if they had overtaken each other walking from Byfleet to South Byfleet on a summer morning.

Im a doctor; part of one at least, said he. I know more or less about eyes; and I spend my summers down on the shore at the mouth of your river; some day Ill come up and look at this person. How old is she?

Peggy Bond is one that never tells her age; t aint come quite up to where shell begin to brag of it, you see, explained Betsey reluctantly; but I know her to be nigh to seventy-six, one way or t other. Her an Mrs. Mary Ann Chick was same years childn, and Peggy knows I know it, an two or three times when weve ben in the buryin-ground where Mary Ann lays an has her dates right on her headstone, I couldnt bring Peggy to take no sort o notice. I will say she makes, at times, a convenience of being upsighted. But there, I feel for her, — everybody does; it keeps her stubbin an trippin against everything, beakin* * and gazin up the way she has to.

Yes, yes, said the doctor, whose eyes were twinkling. Ill come and look after her, with your town doctor, this summer, some time in the last of July or first of August.

Youll find occupation, said Betsey, not without an air of patronage. Most of us to the Byfleet Farm has got our ails, now I tell ye. You aint got no bitters thatll take a dozen years right off an ol ladys shoulders?

The busy man smiled pleasantly, and shook his head as he went away. Dunster, said Betsey to herself, soberly committing the new name to her sound memory. Yes, I mustnt forget to speak of him to the doctor, as he directed. I do know now as Peggy would vally herself quite so much accordin to, if she had her eyes fixed same as other folks. I expect there wouldnt been a smarter woman in town, though, if shed had a proper chance. Now Ive done what I set to do for her, I do believe, an t want glasses, neither. Ill git her a pritty little shawl with that money I laid aside. Peggy Bond aint got a pritty shawl. I always wanted to have a real good time, an now Im havin it. 

VIII.

Two or three days later, two pathetic figures might have been seen crossing the slopes of the poor-farm field, toward the low shores of Byfleet pond. It was early in the morning, and the stubble of the lately mown grass was wet with rain and hindering to old feet. Peggy Bond was more blundering and liable to stray in the wrong direction than usual; it was one of the days when she could hardly see at all. Aunt Lavina Dow was unusually clumsy of movement, and stiff in the joints; she had not been so far from the house for three years. The morning breeze filled the gathers of her wide gingham skirt, and aggravated the size of her unwieldy figure. She supported herself with a stick, and trusted beside to the fragile support of Peggys arm. They were talking together in whispers.

Oh, my sakes! exclaimed Peggy, moving her small head from side to side. Hear you wheeze, Mis Dow! This may be the death o you; there, do go slow! You set here on the side-hill, an le me go try if I can see.

It needs more eyesight than youve got, said Mrs. Dow, panting between the words. Oh! to think how spry I was in my young days, an here I be now, the full of a door, an all my complaints so aggravated by my size. T is hard! t is hard! but Im a-doin of all this for pore Betseys sake. I know theyve all laughed, but I look to see her ris to the top o the pond this day,— t is just nine days since she departed; an say what they may, I know she hove herself in. It run in her family; Betsey had an aunt that done just so, an she aint ben like herself, a-broodin an hivin away alone, an nothin to say to you an me that was always sich good company all together. Somethin sprung her mind, now I tell ye, Mis Bond.

I feel to hope we shant find her, I must say, faltered Peggy. It was plain that Mrs. Dow was the captain of this doleful expedition. I guess she aint never thought o drowndin of herself, Mis Dow; shes gone off a-visitin way over to the other side o South Byfleet; some thinks shes gone to the Centennial even now!

She hadnt no proper means, I tell ye, wheezed Mrs. Dow indignantly; an if you prefer that others should find her floatin to the top this day, instid of us thats her best friends, you can step back to the house.

They walked on in aggrieved silence. Peggy Bond trembled with excitement, but her companions firm grasp never wavered, and so they came to the narrow, gravelly margin and stood still. Peggy tried in vain to see the glittering water and the pond-lilies that starred it; she knew that they must be there; once, years ago, she had caught fleeting glimpses of them, and she never forgot what she had once seen. The clear blue sky overhead, the dark pine-woods beyond the pond, were all clearly pictured in her mind. Cant you see nothin? she faltered; I believe Im wuss n upsighted this day. Im going to be blind.

No, said Lavina Dow solemnly; no, there aint nothin whatever, Peggy. I hope to mercy she aint — 

Why, whoeverd expected to find you way out here! exclaimed a brisk and cheerful voice. There stood Betsey Lane herself, close behind them, having just emerged from a thicket of alders that grew close by. She was following the short way homeward from the railroad.

Why, whats the matter, Mis Dow? You aint overdoin, be ye? an Peggys all of a flutter. What in the name o natur ails ye?

There aint nothin the matter, as I knows on, responded the leader of this fruitless expedition. We only thought wed take a stroll this pleasant mornin, she added, with sublime self-possession. Whereve you ben, Betsey Lane?

To Pheladelphy, maam, said Betsey, looking quite young and gay, and wearing a townish and unfamiliar air that upheld her words. All ought to go that can; why, you feel s if youd ben all round the world. I guess Ive got enough to think of and tell ye for the rest o my days. Ive always wanted to go somewheres. I wish youd ben there, I do so. Ive talked with folks from Chiny an the back o Pennsylvany; and I see folks way from Australy that peared as well as anybody; an I see how they made spool cotton, an sights o other things; an I spoke with a doctor that lives down to the beach in the summer, an he offered to come up long in the first of August, an see what he can do for Peggys eyesight. There was dimonds there as big as pigeons eggs; an I met with Mis Abby Fletcher from South Byfleet depot; an there was hogs there that weighed risin thirteen hunderd — 

I want to know, said Mrs. Lavina Dow and Peggy Bond, together.

Well, t was a great experence for a person, added Lavina, turning ponderously, in spite of herself, to give a last wistful look at the smiling waters of the pond.

I dont know how soon I be goin to settle down, proclaimed the rustic sister of Sindbad.* * Whats for the good o ones for the good of all. You just wait till were setting together up in the old shed chamber! You know, my dear Mis Katy Strafford give me a hansome present o money that day she come to see me; and Id ben a-dreamin by night an day o seein that Centennial; and when I come to think on t I felt sure somebody ought to go from this neighborhood, if t was only for the good o the rest; and I thought Id better be the one. I want goin to ask the selecmen neither. Ive come back with one-thirty-five in money, and I see everything there, an I fetched ye all a little somethin; but Im full o dust now, an pretty nigh beat out. I never see a place more friendly than Pheladelphy; but t aint natural to a Byfleet person to be always walkin on a level. There, now, Peggy, you take my bundle-handkercher and the basket, and let Mis Dow sag on to me. Ill git her along twice as easy.

With this the small elderly company set forth triumphant toward the poor-house, across the wide green field.


BETWEEN MASS AND VESPERS.
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MASS WAS OVER; the noonday sun was so bright at the church door that, instead of waiting there in a sober expectant group, three middle-aged men of the parish went a few steps westward to stand in the shade of a great maple-tree. There they stood watching the people go by — the small boys and the chattering girls. Now and then one of the older men or women said a few words in Irish to Dennis Call or John Mulligan by way of friendly salutation. They were a contented, pleasant-looking flock, these parishioners of St. Annes; they might have lost the gayety that they would have kept in the old country but a look of good cheer had not forsaken them, though many a figure showed the thinness that comes from steady hard work, and almost every face had the deep lines that are worn only by anxiety. The pretty girls looked as their mothers had looked before them, only they were not so fair and fresh-colored, having been brought up less wholesomely and too much indoors.

Thats a nice gerrl o Mary Finnertys, said Dennis Call, gravely to his mates, following the charming young creature with approving eyes.

Deed, then, youre right, Dinny, agreed little Pat Finn, a queer old figure of a shoemaker, who was bent nearly double between the effects of his stooping trade and a natural warp in his bones. There dont be so pritty a little gerrl as Katy Finnerty walk into church, so there dont! I like her meself; shes got the cut o the gerrls in Tralee — the prittiest gerrls is in it thats in the whole of Ireland.

Coom now, then! you do always be bragging for Tralee; theres enough other places as good as it, scoffed Dennis. Anybody that aint a Bantry man can tark as they like, theyll have to put up wid second-best whin alls said an done.

Whisht now! said John Mulligan, putting his hand to his forehead and bobbing his head respectfully at Father Ryan, the old priest, who had just come hurrying from the vestry door along a precarious footway of single boards left there since the days of spring mud.

I hope youre feeling fine the day, sir? said little Pat Finn, looking up with friendliness and pride at the tall old man. Were getting good weather now, thank God, sir.

We are that, Patrick Finn. God bless you, boys! And Father Ryan went past them down the street to his house, while they all watched him without speaking until he had turned in at the gate with a flutter of his long coat-tails in the spring wind.

Faix, I wisht we all had the sharp teeth for our dinners that his riverence has now, laughed Dennis. Ill be bound hes keen for it, honest man. Twas to early mass over to White Mills he was, lavin by break o day an just comin back an they sent to him for poor Mary Sullivan thats to be waked this night, God rest her; and he not home from the corp house an Mary just dead, but two women come screechin for him to hurry, there was a shild to be christened waitin in the church; twas one o Jerry Hannans wifes, that wint into black fits an it being two hours born. Then it was high mass he had. I saw him myself puttin a hand to his head an humpin wit his shoulders, an he before the alther. Tis a great dale o worruk, so it is, for a man the age o Father Ryan, may God help him!

Id think the Bishop ould give him some aid now. They could sind some young missioner for a while to White Mills. Tis out of our own rights we do be, an he to White Mills, day an night wit them French, an one of us took hurt or dyin. Tis too far to White Mills intirely, protested John Mulligan.

Well, bys, the roads clear for us now, an Ill say that Ive got the match to Father Ryans hunger in me own inside, tis thrue for me. Coom, Pat, now, theres no more gerrls! Get a move on you now, John, the fince is tired from ye! And being thus suitably urged Denniss companions started on their way. Dennis himself was a sturdy, middle-aged man, a teamster for the manufacturing company that had long ago gathered these Irish people into the staid and prosperous New England village. They had made a neighborhood by themselves, and were just now alarmed in their turn and disturbed by the presence of a few French Canadians, so thoroughly did they feel at home and believe in their rights to an adopted country. They meant to stay, at any rate, and jealously suspected their lively neighbors of only a temporary appropriation of citizenship that would take more than it gave. Dennis Call would have been a prosperous man and good citizen anywhere, with his soberness and thrift and decent notions; he was much respected by his fellow-townsfolk.

Coom, now! exclaimed Pat Finn, trying to keep step with his tall companions, Leg over leg, as the dog wint to Dover, he added cheerfully. I might have been coaxing a ride home wit Braleys folks, they had the one sate saved in the wagon, but I was idlin me time away wit the likes of you; a taste of tark is always the ruin of me.

Good-day to ye, Pat, the others called after him as he crossed over to go down a side-street; but the droll, stooping figure did not turn again, and Mulligan and Dennis went on in the peaceful company. Dennis was a step ahead of his friend. You rarely see the old-fashioned Irish folk walk side by side; perhaps they keep a dim remembrance of footpaths over the open fields and moors. There is less of the formal, military sense than belongs to most Europeans, and a constant suggestion of the flock rather than the platoon.

At this moment two women who had lingered in the church overtook our friends and gave them a cordial greeting. One was the niece of Dennis Call, and almost as old as he. They lived at opposite ends of the town, and she stopped to ask him some questions about his family, while the other two, after hesitating a moment, went their way together. Sunday is the great social occasion for women who are hardly out of their houses all the rest of the week, and Dennis eagerly besought the favor of a visit. Run home wit me now for a bite of dinner, he urged. Twill be pot-luck, but the folksll give you a grand welcome, and some of the children will be coming to vespers.

Yirra now, I cant then, Dinny, the niece insisted, but her face shone with gratification, and they both knew that she was ready to accept.

Oh, be friendly now an come an see the folks, Dennis continued. The poor woman was in all the week wit a bad wakeness that troubles her very bad, tis the stomach-bone falls down, they all says, but the docther has it that shes only wantin a bit of strength wit the spring weather an all. Tis a dale o work she has all the time, but the little gerrls begins to help iligant now, an twill soon be aisy; they grow very fast. Little Mag is getting a foine dinner the day. Coom, Mary!

Mary gave a sigh of compassion for the hard-worked mother, whose tiredness she well comprehended. Youre lucky then, Dinnis, and herself is lucky, the two of you bein together and you gettin steady work the year through. I know well herself gets a bit of the pain in her, we all gets it, faix! I knows well what it is. Tis our folks has hard times, wid my man dead this sivin years gone an the old oman always in her bed, an I havin to tind poor Johnny an herself like two babies. Wisha, wisha! I wasnt to mass — to-day is four Sundays gone since I heard mass before. Well now, see! Im goin wid you like a little lost dog. Im glad of a treat — but Ill help little Mag wid the dinner, so I will, tis a task for the shild.

A lovely readiness to help shone in Mary ODonnells homely face. She looked poor and anxious; her bonnet, with its brown and white plaided ribbon and ancient shape, looked as if it might have been ten years in wear. She had worn her poor mourning threadbare and returned to this headgear of an earlier and more prosperous time. She had been full of hope and cheerfulness when she bought the queer old brown bonnet, but a blessed light of hope and kindliness still shone in her eyes.

As they went along, busy with their homely talk, some one lifted a window near them and called Dennis, Dennis! in a tone of mild authority.

Tis his riverence wants you! exclaimed Mrs. ODonnell, flushing with excitement and pleasure. Ill be going on slow; do you take your time. Run now Dinny!

Ill be there, sir, said Dennis, already inside the gate, and by the time he reached the steps, Father Ryan opened the door. Step in, he said; I must have a word with you. Whos that with you?

Mary ODonnell, she thats brothers-daughter to me, sir; taint often we gets the bit of tark. Shes goin home to dinner with the folks, — herselfs at home the day, sir, shes not well.

Ill stop an see her one day soon. I missed her at mass. Your wifes a good woman, Dennis.

An Mary ODonnell, too, has done fine — she was afther bein left very poor, tis yourself knows it well, an has been very kind, sir. She had but the two hands of her for depindence, but we all did what we could. Dennis had blushed at the priests good words about his wife as if he himself had been praised. I thank God Im prospered wit good health, sir.

The old priest stood still in the narrow entry looking at Dennis Call as if he were not listening and were lost in his own thoughts. Dennis stood with hat in hand; the moment was strangely embarrassing. Father Ryans strong-featured, good-humored face looked drawn and bluish as if he were really suffering from hunger and fatigue and some unforeseen perplexity beside. There was a cheerful insistent clatter of plates in the little dining-room beyond, and a comforting odor of roast-beef. Dennis felt more puzzled every moment, but he unconsciously smacked his lips in spite of uncertainties as to what the priest wanted.

My hearts sick, Dennis, said his reverence, and a sudden flicker of light shone in his eyes.

Dennis shifted his weight to the other foot and passed his hat from right hand to left. Whats the matter, then, sir? he asked anxiously. Did anybody break the church window again I do know? He felt a little impatient; Mary ODonnell would be far down the street, and the priests good dinner made a man unbearably hungry. Still Father Ryan was frowning and planning without saying a word, and it made an honest man feel like a thief.

Dennis, will you take a bit of dinner with me now and run afterward to Fletchers place and get the best horse thats in, all in fifteen minutes time? And say were going on an errand of mercy if anybody puts a question. Theyll think its for the sick while its for the well, God save us, said the old man.

Ill do that, sir, said Dennis.

Lets to dinner then, said Father Ryan. I suppose good Mary ODonnells out of sound of your voice.

Dennis opened the door hastily, it was a relief to do something, and gave a loud call to Mary, who was still loitering not so very far away. Ill not be home to my dinner, said he. Do you go on then and tell the folks. So Mary in happy amaze, went her ways to carry the pleasing news that Dennis was kept to his dinner with the priest.

Father Ryan was already in the dining-room; the roast-beef was smoking on the table, there were onions and potatoes, and even cranberry-sauce from some secret repository of the housekeeper, who was not unmindful of the priests long morning of hard service. Mrs. Dillon was setting another plate opposite Father Ryans own. Dennis forgot that he was clinging to his Sunday hat, but when they had blessed themselves, and dinner was fairly begun, and the hat pushed under the table, the guest felt that he could hold his own again, and ventured a sociable remark. Dennis was as quick as he could be, but the priest finished his beef first, and impatiently waved back a noble Sunday pudding which Mrs. Dillon was proudly bringing in at the door. Run for the mare now, if youve had enough, said he, and Dennis gave a lingering glance at the pudding and departed.

Lord be good to us, but hes in the hurry! he grumbled, as he went at a jog trot down the street. It was not yet one oclock and a lovely May afternoon. The season was early, and the maples in full leaf; the prospect of a drive out into the country, with a light buggy, and possibly Fletchers best mare, delighted Dennis Call as if he were a schoolboy. He marched into the stable yard with most important manners, and said, in the hearing of a group of stay-at-home loungers, that Father Ryan called for the best team and was in great haste.

Whats up, Dennis, a christening? inquired an amiable idler; but Dennis plunged his hands deep into his pockets and calmly turned away, and looked up at the blue sky with an air of assurance, exactly as if he were not wishing that he knew, himself. Presently he stepped into the light carriage with the air of a lord, and whirled out of the yard.

Which way now, sir? he asked the priest, who was already waiting at his gate, but Father Ryan took the reins himself. Im afraid you might go too slow for me, he said, trying to give Dennis a droll, reassuring look, but he could not hide the provocation, and even grief, that he evidently felt. I dont forget that you are used to heavy teaming, he added, and they both laughed and felt much more at ease. I must be back in time for vespers, said his reverence, as they passed the church.

The sorrel mare sped along the road; her master had kept her in for his own use later that afternoon, and she was only too fresh and ready. For a while they followed the main road toward the next large town, and passed many of their acquaintances, driving or on foot, and Dennis was not without pride at being seen in the priests company; but suddenly they turned into a rough, seldom-traveled by-way that led up among the hills. It seemed as if the errand were to some person in trouble, but presently they had left behind what appeared to be the last house. This was a strange path to follow, and for what reason had Father Ryan desired a companion, unless it were necessary in such a steep and almost dangerous ascent? Once, years before, Dennis had climbed by this deserted road, up to the woodlands of the higher hills; he had been gunning with some young men, and he remembered the small, lonely farms that they had just passed, and how poor and inhospitable they looked in the winter weather; in fact, his remembrance of the holiday was not bright in any way, because he had gained but a poor days sport. None of the priests flock lived in this direction, that was one sure thing.

The road seemed to grow steeper and steeper; the sorrel mare stopped once or twice, discouraged, and looked ahead at the hard climb. There were dark hemlocks and pines on either side, illuminated here and there by the vivid green of young birch saplings that stood where they caught the sunlight. The air was fresh and sweet, there were busy birds fluttering and calling; the light tread of the mare seemed to disturb the secluded region, as if nothing had passed that way since the coming of the year.

Father Ryan had not spoken for a long time; all the cheerfulness had faded from his face. Dennis! said he suddenly, so that the man at his side turned, startled and open-eyed, to look at him. Dennis, you remember that smart young Dan Nolan, Tom Nolans boy, the one that went to the seminary for a while, but left and went West to be a railroad man?

I does mind Danny Nolan, sir; they say hes got rich. Him an John Finnertys gerrl is courtin this long time, the pritty gerrl Katy; I saw her coming out from mass the day. John Finnerty do be thinking shes got a great match, the by always says in his letters that hes doing fine.

May God forgive him! said the priest, under his breath.

Why, in course Id know him well, sir, Dennis continued eagerly in his most communicative manner. Wasnt he brought up next house to my own by the mill yard, until I moved to the better one Im in now, thanks be to God, the other one being dacint to look at, but very damp an the cause of much sickness to every one. Oh, but the fine letters the by does be writing home, they brings them and reads them to herself an me; truth is Tom Nolans put his money into a mine that Dannys knowing to, out where he is, and theyve been at me wouldnt I come wid em. Every one says there do be a power o money in it. The tark is all right, but for Tom not having got any papers; Id like to see the papers they gives, first; an I think meself, sir, its the same with Tom, but he wont let on.

My God! said the old priest again.

An John Finnerty, the little gerrls fadther, he sint tree hundred— twas all he had laid by — you know the wifes a great spinder — an Danny Nolan wrote back hed find it tree thousand this time next year, an herself has been in the street goin to the shops ivery night since then, as rich-feeling as a conthractor! Katy, the young thing, sint him out her small savings she got in the mill that she was keeping to buy her wedding with. I was against that when they tould me, but shed sint to Dan and he wrote a great letter to sind it along, an hed put it where it would grow. Too many eggs in the one basket, says I. Shes awful proud of Dan, and he do be always writin the beautiful letters, sir; but he does be knowing his fadther works hard all the time, and at Christmas last year divil a cint came home to any one of them. They all says it was too far entirely to be gettin prisents, but theyd like to be showing anything they got the lingth of the town. Tell me now, sir, do ye know of anything wrong? I do be thinkin youve heard bad news. I couldnt tell why — 

Father Ryan touched the horse and gave a queer groan before he spoke.

The truth is that Dan Nolans a swindler, said he. Those poor soulsll never see their money again.

Well, something held me back from him, thanks be to God! protested Dennis with pride, though he looked shocked and anxious. I come very near givin him all I had too. Whin a craze gets amongst folks, one must be doing like all the rest; aint it so, sir? And that Dan was the best scholar in the schools here; dont you mind the praise hed get from every one, an his fadther was proud as a paycock. I does be thinkin them schools has their faults. If a man dies now an laves a houseful of childher they dont be half so fit to earn their bread as they were in the old times. Im thinkin the old folks was wiser wit the childher, Father Ryan, sir!

There never was a boy in any parish I had these forty-five years that I took the pains with that I took with him, said Father Ryan slowly. I paid the most of his bills myself when he went to the seminary. Poor Tom Nolan couldnt do it, with his small wages and the sickness and the trouble he used to have. Danny was my altar-boy — a pretty face there was on him, and a laughing eye. He always stood to me for a little brother of mine, and looked the very marrow of him when I first saw him, and Tom came to the mills. My little brother was my playmate, we were always together like twin lambs. I can mind myself now, and I running home alone, crying, to tell my poor mother that wed run away to the rocks, and a great wave came in and licked him off before my very eyes, and I a bit higher up on the shore. I wake up dreaming of him, stiff with the horror and a cold sweat all over me, after a lifetime thats gone between me and that day. Im an old man now, Dennis Call, and my minds always been in a priests holy business. But Ive a warm Irish heart in me, and there are times when Id like a brothers young child, or one of my sisters that I left long ago in Kerry or to see my old mother shake her head and have the laugh at me, and I sitting there in the long winter evening in my still house. And when that young Danny Nolan gave a smile at me, like the little lad that went under the sea, and never was afraid, or trying to get away from me because I was the priest, I liked him more than I knew. I couldnt see then why he shouldnt make a good man, and I helped him the best I could. I know plenty of harm of him now, God forgive him and bring him to repentance.

The old man scowled and looked away. His heart was filled with sorrow. Denniss ready tongue was checked, but he was grumbling to himself about the black heart of Danny Nolan. I begin to think that sharp wits are the least of all the means by which a man wins true success, said Father Ryan.

Everybody thought well of Dan Nolan then, sir. Dennis tried to comfort him; he had seen Father Ryan angry and stern, but never cast down like this.

They came to an open, grassy space on a shelf of the great hill. At one side was the cellar where a house had stood long ago; some roses still grew about it, and there was much of the solemn little cypress plant, so often seen in country burying-grounds, growing about the crumbling foundations and straying off into the grass. There was a smooth, broad doorstep partly overgrown, and a hop-vine was sending up its determined shoots near by, where it could find nothing to twine upon. The old doorstep had evidently served as a seat for stray wanderers; there was a place before it that had been worn by feet, like the beginning of a path. The house had been gone many years, but one might have thought that its ghost was there, and the doorstep was still trodden by those unseen inhabitants who went and came. The priest may have thought this, but Dennis saw a gun wad lying by the step, and a little bird fluttered away, as if it had been finding a few stray crumbs.

There was a magnificent view of the wide-spread lower country — woods and clearings and bushy pasture-lands stretching miles upon miles, with a river dividing them like a shining ribbon; and white villages, with their tiny spires and sprinkled houses and heavy dark mills. As you turned the other way you looked up the dark hill-slope. The road appeared to end here by the deserted farmstead, but some winter wood-roads led off in different directions.

Father Ryan stopped the breathless mare and got down clumsily. Well walk from here, Dennis, he said, and Dennis also alighted. His face was befogged with perplexity. They plunged deep into the woods along one of the half overgrown winter tracks which led up and over a high shoulder of the great hill.

Tis like the way to the cave of the foxy oman, said Dennis, half aloud, as a dry twig whipped him in the face, and Father Ryan heard him and laughed.

Well, its wonderful how those old tales do stay in the mind, he said cheerfully. I was working away with a book yesterday, a fine hard knot of Latin it was, too, and I got sleepy and not a bit could I think of but how did the story of the Little Cakeen go that my old granny used to tell me before shed give me a little cakeen herself that shed have hidden in her blue cloak. Id be afraid to eat it, too, after the tale. Well, I think it might be twenty years since I thought of it, but I could not rid my mind of the trick of that foolish story and it kept twirling itself round and round in my mind. It may be the way with old folks. I begin to feel old.

Twas a great story of the Little Cakeen, agreed Dennis solemnly. I do be telling it to the childher; theres nothing anybody tells that theyd like so well, wit their little screeches always in the same place. Twas the same way wit my brothers and meself at home. Wed better mind, sir, lest ourselves gets on the foxs back an into his big mout. Do you know where you do be going? Dennis looked about him anxiously.

The priest only laughed; a queer laugh it was that might mean one thing or another.

Come on! he said. You make me think of another old tale they used to be telling at home about one Mrs. OFlahertys donkey that could neither go nor stand still.

At this moment, when the conversation had taken a most sociable and even merry tone, the two men found themselves on the edge of the thick woods, with an open, partly overgrown acre of land before them. The seedling pines had covered a piece of land cleared and deserted again many years before; they had grown close to the tumble-down old house, which had sometimes been used as a shelter by lumbermen who were at work among the hills, or sportsmen who might have taken refuge there in wet weather. Dennis was astonished to find himself there; he remembered the place well, but they had reached it by so short a path that the priest seemed to have brought him by the aid of magic. Dennis had taken heart at a change for the better in Father Ryans manner, and was already preparing to laugh at the expected story about a donkey; but Father Ryan looked stern and priestly again and began to stride forward, telling Dennis by a gesture to wait outside the house. Tis a den of thieves Im sure, now, muttered Dennis, but he followed his companion to the door, and stood there, strong and sturdy and not displeased, looking about him suspiciously like a wary sentinel.

The priest stepped softly on the pasture turf among the little pine-trees, and entered the door as if he did not mean to be heard. Immediately there was a scuffle and crash inside and the jar of a heavy fall, at which Dennis Call rushed in with his eyes dancing and his fists clenched.

There, in the middle of the dismal rain-stained room, by an overturned table and broken chair, Father Ryan was fighting with a younger man and getting the worst of it. Dennis pounced down and caught the fellow off by the shoulders. His great thumbs held down the cords like iron bolts; he stood the rascal back on his knees and gave him a terrible shaking. Dennis had been a tidy man at a fight when he was younger, and his rage revived the best of his experience. Get up, sir; get up, your riverence! he commanded, in a bold voice. Lave the beggar to me! and he kept his clutch with one hand while he administered a succession of sound blows with the other. Take that, will you now, Danny Nolan, an that wit it! he said scornfully. Is it full of drink you are, I do know to strike down an old an rispicted man thats been a fadther to you, and he Gods priest beside! Ill bate the life out of you and lave you here to the crows an I get a saucy word out o your head, so there, now! and Dennis proceeded to cuff and shake his captive unmercifully.

The old priest looked shocked and shaken; he got upon his feet and tried to brush the dust from his black clothes. There was no place to sit, it was a dirty, stifling place, and he turned and went swaying with faltering steps to the door, and Dennis, holding the young mans arm in an unflinching grip, went after him.

Sit down on the step, sir, he said, anxiously to the old man. I hope it isnt faint you are, sir?

Father Ryan seated himself upon the crumbling door-sill, and Dennis backed himself and his captive against a bowlder that stood in front of the old house, close by. As he turned to take a good look at Dan Nolan, a feeling of contempt stole into his honest face. In the clear light the young man looked so colorless and disreputable, wrecked and ruined by an only too evident life of vice and ignorance of every sort of decent behavior, that he seemed but a poor antagonist for a man like Dennis Call. There was little left of his boyish good looks and fine spirit. He must have thrown Father Ryan by some trick that caught him unprepared, for in spite of his age the priest looked much the stronger of the two. Dennis felt a strange anxiety as he saw how badly out of breath Father Ryan was still, and what bad color had come to his lips.

Will I get you a sup of water, sir? he asked eagerly. This thing ont run away; or Ill just stun the poor crature a bit wit me fist so he cant step foot an he tries. Im afraid youre bad off, sir, so I am.

No, no, said Father Ryan. Let go his arm now.

I dont dare lave him go, sir, protested Dennis.

Let go his arm. Stand out, Dan! and a strange light blazed in the old mans eyes. Danny Nolan, in his smart, dirty city-made clothes, stood out a step in front of Dennis, a poor wretched image of a young man as ever startled the squirrels and jays of that wild, deserted bit of country. He cast a furtive glance to the right and left, but the old priest raised a warning hand.

No, you wont run, Dan, my boy, he said. My old heart is ready to break at the sorry sight of you. Those poor legs of yours would throw you before you could run a rod. Take out the money thats in your pockets. Dennis, keep your eye on him now. Take it out, I say!

Father Ryan rose to his great height with a black and angry look; his years seemed to fall off his shoulders like a cloak, and Dennis stepped forward eager for the fray. The fellow was at bay. He looked for a moment as sharp and ugly as a weasel, then the cowardice in him showed itself; he began to whimper and weaken, and so fell upon his knees.

It is in the states prison that you ought to be. I know it well, said Father Ryan sternly.

Will I give him a nate kick or two, your riverence? inquired Dennis suggestively. May be twill help him to mind what you do be saying, the dirty blaguard.

Danny Nolan, still whimpering, took something from his pocket and dropped it before him on the turf. There, now, he said, trying to be bold, let me go.

Go through his pockets yourself, Dennis, said the priest, and he stood watching while this business was carefully accomplished, and a little heap of counterfeit bills was gathered at their feet, which Dennis had sought for with little tenderness. What have you hidden in the house beside? he demanded, looking up in black rage, as Danny Nolan stood there, surly and flushed.

If twas my last word, Id tell you the same, he answered. Theres no more but this. I was only waiting till evening, so Id get away. Theres two dollars there thats good, he sulkily added, touching the money with his foot.

Yed best give it to his riverence for a collection, then, Dennis advised. Aint you the dirthy divil!

Ive had awful hard luck, said Danny, in a grieved tone. Twas a man on the cars give me this — 

Why didnt you come straight to those who were your friends? said Father Ryan sadly. You have been robbing those that loved you and taking their little earnings — you are a liar and a thief. How will you face them now and go to them for food and shelter? Wholl want to give you a days work? You have been living with cheats and liars; see what they have done for you, and how rich and fine you come home to those that have praised you the length of the town. What do you mean to do?

Theyre out after me; the officers are out after me, sir. The poor rascal instantly turned to his old friend for help. I cant stop here; twas the man that gave me this stuff to get rid of it himself, and then went and told.

You sent down to the mills to some fellows you thought bad enough to buy this trash. Dont lie to me, Dan! You have fallen into this sort of thing by your own choice. Come now, if Dennis and I will stand by you, will you try to be decent and live honest? Youll be dead this time next year if you dont, and theres Gods truth for you. Ill try you this once more, God helping me. Ill not send you home to those that arent able to keep you. Ive a little money put by, and Ill lend you something for those you have robbed and cheated with your stories about the mine.

I was cheated myself in the first place, Father Ryan, said Nolan. Then he fell to sobbing and covered his face with both his hands. Ive been bad, youre right, sir, but oh, try me again. I dont know whatll I do. Im starved here, and every bush that rustles turns me cold these three nights. Ill do the best I can, sir. I wouldnt have said it so easy yesterday, but Im beat to the ground now. Everybodys turned against me. I thought some friends of mine would be here last night — 

Come, stand up an behave like a man! Dennis gave him a vigorous jerk by way of stimulant. We mane no harm by the likes of you. Do now as Father Ryan says, since hes so willing to try you. There was kindliness in his tone, though the shake was contradictory. Ill stand by you meself for Father Ryans pleasure, but it goes hard wit me to say the word.

Youll come to me this evening at eight oclock, said the priest. Ill be thinking whats best to do. I cant stand between you and the laws youve broken. Youll stay at my house the night. Mrs. Dillon ll be washing in the morning; the first thing is to make you look decent. Then Ill find a way to talk with your father, poor honest man!

Id as soon go chop at Tom Nolan wit me ax, muttered Dennis.

The priest stooped and struck a match on the gray rock and touched it to the counterfeit bills, stirring them now and then with his foot as they smouldered. When the few ashes began to blow in the light spring wind, and there was little left but an ugly small scar in the green turf, Father Ryan held out his hand and Danny Nolan tried not to see it and turned away. The old priest could not help a sigh. Then the young man, who had known every sin, threw himself upon the mercy of this merciful old friend. No matter if Dennis stood by with his aggravating sense of honesty, his narrow experience of a stupid mill town, Dan Nolan caught hold of Father Ryans hand and clung to it as if his whole heart were spent in love and gratitude. O God, help me; Ill not fail you this night, sir. Tis the Lord sent you to me, sir. Tis you were always good to me when I was a little boy minding the altar, sir.

You were always great wit your fine words and your smart letters, grumbled Dennis, who in spite of himself was much affected. If his own sons should ever go wrong, God send them such a friend. See now that you give his riverence satisfaction for all the trouble hes taking, and pay him back his money too. Theres work enough if youd only be dacint, but if Id hear from any of your tricks, or youd be doing harm among the young folks, Lord be good to me but Id be the one to break your neck, so I would. When I think of that pritty gerrl youve fooled! — 

Dont shame the man any more. Well give him his chance to do better. Tis God does the same every day for you and me, said Father Ryan.

The May wind in the pine woods was like the sound of the sea as the two elder men turned away to go down the hill, not once looking back. The old priest left Dan Nolan behind as if he had forgotten him, and Dennis was awed into speechlessness as he walked alongside.

The sorrel mare was restless. She had unwisely browsed the sharp-thorned sprouting rosebushes, and had got the reins tangled about her feet. Father Ryan climbed into the carriage; he began to feel lame and tired, and Dennis, still silent, took the mare by the head and led her carefully down the steepest part of the road. When they came to the lowest slope of the hill he got in and took the reins, and they went quickly home. The church-bells began to ring for vespers as they neared the town.

Ill be a trifle late, Im sorry, said the priest. Leave me at the church and you go on with the mare, Denny. Oh, Im all right, twas fine and pleasant in the green woods. It seems long to me since mass was over. 

My saints in heaven, but aint he the father to us! exclaimed Dennis, a moment later. He still felt a delightful sense of excitement and adventure, but after they had parted at the church something choked him, as he thought of Father Ryans figure as he had seen him go along the little path to the vestry, with that dust on the back of his coat. As he came back to the church himself he overtook Mary ODonnell, who greeted him with pleasure and even curiosity, and some other friends made mention of the fact that he had been away with the priest. The parishioners were used to being ignorant about most of Father Ryans affairs; a priest could never make talk about his errands of business and mercy as another man could.

The warm May Sunday indeed seemed long. The vesper service did not often attract Dennis Call. He was always in his place at mass, but he took his Sunday sleep and stroll in the afternoon. He made himself easy in the corner of the pew, he picked some pine-needles out of the cuff of his coat, and he said, a little grudgingly, a prayer for Danny Nolan. He noticed that there was a bruise beginning to show itself on the old priests forehead, and how the hands trembled that were lifted at the altar. The doctor had been known to say that Father Ryan was not a sound man, that he had better not take long walks alone any more, or overtax himself as he often did, and Dennis wondered vaguely if this were not the reason he had been called upon that day for company.

Id like to clout the saucy blaguard a couple o times more, he grumbled to himself; but his heart was not without compassion. His own boys were just beginning to put on the airs and to share the ambitions of men, and poor Tom Nolan, his old friend and neighbor, must hear sad news of Danny, and that soon. Dennis blinked his sleepy eyes and looked reverently at Father Ryans tall figure at the altar. The setting sun brought out the color and tarnished gold thread of the worn vestments. The paper flowers that a French woman had made new at Easter looked gay and almost real in the pleasant light.

Tis in many strange places that a priest does be having to serve God, said Dennis to himself. Im thinking Danny Nolan ll light out this night wit the two dollars, an well see no more of him. Faix, twould be best for him, the young fool; the likes of him will break every heart, stay or go!

That night, however, just at dark, Dan Nolan came across the fields, and presently stole out from a thicket at the foot of the priests little garden, and went into the house. The lights were bright; there was a good supper on the table. As the hungry, crestfallen offender sat there, abashed by all the light and good cheer, the old mans tired face shone with golden hopefulness. Father Ryan even persuaded himself that the look of his own young brother had come back again into Danny Nolans eyes. 


A LITTLE CAPTIVE MAID.

I.
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THE EARLY WINTER twilight was falling over the town of Kenmare; a heavy open carriage with some belated travelers bounced and rattled along the smooth highway, hurrying toward the inn and a nights lodging. Two slender young figures drew back together into the leafless hedge by the roadside and stood there, whispering and keeping fast hold of hands after the simple fashion of children and lovers. There was an empty birds nest close beside them, and they looked at that, and after they had watched the carriage a moment, and even laughed because Dinny Killoren, the driver, had recognized their presence by a loud snap of his whip, they still loitered. The girl turned away from her lover, who only looked at her, and felt the soft lining of the nest with the fingers of her left hand. Johnny Morriss handsome young face looked pinched and sad in the gray dampness of the dusk.

The poor tidy cratures! said Nora Connelly. Look now at their little house, Johnny, how nate it is, and they gone from it. I mind the birds singing in the hedge one day last summer, and I walking by in the road.

Wisha, tis our own tidy house Im thinking of, said Johnny reproachfully; Ive long dramed of it, and now whatever will I do and you gone away to Ameriky? Faix, its too hard for us, Norry dear; well get no luck from your goin; twas the Lord mint us for aich other!

Im safe to come back, darling, said Nora, troubled by her lovers lamentations. Tis for the love of you Im going, sure, Johnny dear! I suppose tis yourself wont want me then aither, when I come back; sure they says folks dries all up there, and gets brown and small wit the heat thats in it. Promise now that youll say nothing sharp, so long as Im fine an rich coming home!

Dont break me heart, Nora, wit your wild talk; who else but yourself would be joking, and our hearts breaking wit parting, and this our last walk together, mourned the young man. Come, darling, we must be going on.Tis a good way yet through the town, an your aunts ready to have my life now for not sinding you back at tree oclock.

Let her wait! said Nora scornfully. Ill be free of her, then, this time to-morrow. Tis herselfll be keenin after me as if twas wakin me she was, and the cold heart of stone thats inside her and no tears to her eyes. They might be glass buttons in her old head, they might then! Id love you to the last day I lived, John Morris, if twas only to have the joke on her; and Noras eyes sparkled with fun. Id spite her if I could, the old crow! Sorra a bit of lave-takin have I got from her yet, but to say I must sind home my passage-money inside the first month Im out. Oh, but, Johnny, Ill be so lonesome there; tis a cold home I had since me mother died, but God help me when Im far from it! The girl and her lover were both crying now; Johnny kissed her and put his arms tenderly about her, there where they stood alone by the roadside; both knew that the dreaded hour of parting had come.

Presently, as if moved by the stern hand of fate rather than by their own will, they walked away along the road, still weeping. They came into the town, where lights were bright in the houses. There was the usual cheerful racket about the inn. The Lansdowne Arms seemed to be unusually populous and merry for a winter night. Somebody called to Johnny Morris from a doorway, but he did not answer. Close by were the ruins of the old abbey, and he drew Nora with him between the two stones which made a narrow entrance-way to the grounds. It was dreary enough there among the wintry shadows, the solemn shapes of the crumbling ruin, and the rustling trees.

Tell me now once more that you love me, darling, sobbed the poor lad; youre goin away from me, Nora, an tis youll find it aisy to forget. Everything you lave will be speakin to me of you. Oh, Nora, Nora! howiver will I lave you go to Ameriky! I was no man at all, or why didnt I forbid it? Tis only I was too poor to keep you back, God help me! O Dea! O Dea!

Be quiet now; said Nora. Ill not forget you. Ill save all my money till Ill come back to you. Were young, dear lad, sure; kiss me now an say good-by, my fine gay lad, and then walk home quiet wit me through the town. I call the holy saints to hear me that I wont forget.

And so they kissed and parted, and walked home quiet through the town as Nora had desired. She stopped here and there for a parting word with a friend, and there was even a sense of dignity and consequence in the poor childs simple heart because she was going to set forth on her great journey the next morning, while others would ignobly remain in Kenmare. Thank God, she had no father and mother to undergo the pain of seeing her disappear forever from their eyes. The poor heart-broken Irish folk who let their young sons and daughters go away from them to America, — which of us has stopped half long enough to think of their sorrows and to pity them? What must it be to see the little companies set forth on their way to the sea, knowing that they will return no more? The fever for emigration is a heart-rending sort of epidemic, and the boys and girls who dream of riches and pleasure until they are impatient of their homes in poor, beautiful Ireland! alas, they sail away on the crowded ships to find hard work and hard fare, and know their mistakes about finding a fairy-land too late, too late! And Nora Connellys aunt had hated Johnny Morris, and laid this scheme for separating them, under cover of the furtherance of Noras welfare. They had been lovers from their childhood, and Johnnys mother, from whom Nora had just parted on that last sad evening, was a sickly woman and poor as poverty. Johnny was like son and daughter both, he could never leave her while she lived; they had needed all of Noras cheerfulness and love, and now they were going to lose her, perhaps forever. Everybody knew how few come back from America; no wonder that these Irish hearts were sad with parting. 

On the morrow there was little time for leave-takings. Some people tried to make it a day of jokes and festivities when such parties of emigrants left the country-side, but there was always too much sadness underneath the laughter; and the chilly rain fell that day as if Ireland herself wept for her wandering children, — poor Ireland, who gives her best to the great busy countries over seas, and longs for the time when she can be rich and busy herself, and keep the young people at home and happy in field and town. What does the foreign money cost that comes back to the cottage households broken as if by death? What does it cost to the aching hearts of fathers and mothers, to the homesick lads and girls in America, with the cold Atlantic between them and home?

II.

The winter day was clear and cold, with a hint of coming spring in the blue sky. As you came up Barry Street, the main thoroughfare of a thriving American town, you could not help noticing the thick elm branches overhead, and the long rows of country horses and sleighs before the stores, and a general look of comfortably mingled country and city life.

The high-storied offices and warehouses came to an end just where the hill began to rise, and on the slope, to the left, was a terraced garden planted thick with fruit-trees and flowering shrubbery. Above this stood a large, old-fashioned white house close to the street. At first sight one was pleased with its look of comfort and provincial elegance, but as you approached, the whole lower story seemed unused. If you glanced up at a window of the second story, you were likely to see an elderly gentleman looking out, pale and unhappy, as if invalidism and its enforced idleness were peculiarly hard for him to bear. Sometimes you might catch sight of the edge of a newspaper, but there was never a book in his hand, there was never a childs face looking out to companion the old man. People always spoke of poor old Captain Balfour nowadays, but only a few months before, he had been the leading business man of the city, absorbed in a dozen different enterprises. A widower and childless, he felt himself to be alone indeed in this time of illness and despondency. Early in life he had followed the sea, from choice, not necessity, but for many years he had been master of the old house and garden on Barry Street, his inherited home. People always spoke of him with deference and respect, they pitied him now in his rich and pitiful old age. In the early autumn a stroke of paralysis had dulled and disabled him, and its effect was more and more puzzling, and irritating beside to the captains pride.

He more and more insisted upon charging his long captivity and uncomfortable condition at the doors of his medical advisers and the household. At first, in dark and gloomy weather, or in days of unusual depression, a running fire of comments was kept up toward those who treated him like a child, and who made an apothecarys shop of his stomach, and kept him upon such incomprehensible diet. A slice of salt beef and a captains biscuit were indignantly demanded at these times, but it was touching to observe that the person in actual attendance was always treated with extreme consideration or even humble gratitude, while the offenders were always absent. They were guilty of all the wrongs and kept the captain miserable; they were impersonal foes of his peace; there never was anything but a kind word for Mrs. Nash, the housekeeper, or Reilly, the faithful attendant; there never were any personal rebukes administered to the cook; and as for the doctor, Captain Balfour treated him as one gentleman should treat another.

Until early in January, when once in a while even the hitherto respected Mrs. Nash was directly accused of a total lack of judgment, and James Reilly could not do or say anything to suit, and the lives of these honest persons became nearly unbearable; the maid under Mrs. Nashs charge (for the household had always been kept up exactly as in Mrs. Balfours day) could not be expected to consider the captains condition and her own responsibilities as his older and deeply attached companions could, and, tired of the dullness and idleness of the old house, fell to that state where dismissal was inevitable. Then neither Mrs. Nash nor Reilly knew what to do next; they were not as young as they had been, and, to use their own words, minded the stairs. At last Reilly, a sensible man, proposed a change in the order of housekeeping. The captain might never come downstairs any more; they could shut up the dining-room and the parlors, and make their daily work much lighter.

An I wont say that I havent got word for you of a tidy little girl, said Reilly, beseechingly. Shes a relation to my cousins the Donahues, and as busy as a sparrow. Shell work beside you an the cook like your own shild, she will that, Mrs. Nash, and is a light-hearted shild the day through. Shes just over too, the little greenhorn!

Perhaps shell be just what we want, Reilly, agreed the housekeeper, after reflection. Send her up to see me this very evening, if youre going where she is.

So the very next day into the desolate old house came young Nora Connelly, a true child of the old country, with a laughing gray eye and a smooth girlish cheek, and a pretty touch of gold at the edge of the fair brown hair about her forehead. It was a serious little face, not beautiful, except in its delightful girlishness. She was a friendly, kindly little creature, fond of her simple pleasures, and willing to work hard the day through. The great house itself was a treasure-house of new experience, and she felt her position in the captains family to be a valued promotion. 

One morning, life looked very dark to the master. Everything had been going wrong since breakfast, and the captain rang for Reilly when he had just gone out, and Mrs. Nash was busy with a messenger.

Go up, will you, Nora? she said anxiously, and say that Ill be there in a minute. Reillys just left him.

And Nora sped away, nothing loath; she had never taken a satisfactory look at the master, and this was the fourth day since she had come to the house.

She opened the door and saw a handsome, fretful, tired old gentleman, whose newspaper had slipped from his hand and gone out of reach. She hurried to pick it up, without being told.

Who are you? inquired the captain, looking at her with considerable interest.

Nora Connelly, sir, said the girl in a delicious Irish voice.

Im your new maid, sir, since Winsday. I feel very sorry for your bein ill, sir.

Theres nothing the matter with me: growled the captain unexpectedly.

Wisha, sir, Im glad of that! said Nora, with a wag of her head like a bird, and a light in her eye. Mrs. Nashll be here at once, sir, for your ordhers. She is daling wit a boy below in the hall. You are looking fine an comfortable the day, sir.

I never was so uncomfortable in my life, said the captain. You can open that window.

And it snowing fast, sir? Youll let out all the fine heat; heats very dear now and cold is cheap, so it is, with poor folks. Tis a great pity youve no turfs now to keep your fire in for you. Tis very strange there do be no turf in this foine country; and she looked at the captain with a winning smile. The captain smiled back again in spite of himself.

Nora stood looking out of the window; she seemed to be thinking of herself instead of the invalid.

What did you say your name was? asked the old gentleman, a moment later, frowning his eyebrows at her like pieces of artillery.

Plase, sir, Im Nora Connelly, from the outside o Kenmare. She made him the least bit of a courtesy as if a sudden wind had bent her like a long-stemmed flower.

How came you here? His mouth straightened into a smile as he spoke, in spite of a determination to be severe.

Im but two weeks over, sir. I come over to me cousins, the Donahues, seeking me fortune. Id like Ameriky, tis a fine place, sir, but Im very homesick intirely. Im as fast to be going back as I was to be coming away; and she gave a soft sigh and turned away to brush the hearth.

Well, you must be a good girl, said the captain, with great propriety, after a pause.

Deed, sir, I am that, responded Nora sincerely. No one had a word to fling afther me and I coming away, but crying afther me. Nobodyll tell anything to my shame when my namell be spoke at home. My mother brought me up well, God save her, she did, then!

This unaffected report of her own good reputation was pleasing to Noras employer; the sight of Noras simple, pleasant Irish face and the freshness of her youth was the most delightful thing that had happened in many a dreary day. He felt in his waistcoat pocket with sudden impulse, sure of finding a bit of money there with which Nora Connelly might buy herself a ribbon. He was strongly inclined toward making her feel at home in the old house which had grown to be such a prison to himself. But there was no money in the pocket, as there always used to be when he was well. He had not needed any before in a long time. He began to fret about this, and to wonder what they had done with his pocket-book; it was ignominious to be treated like a school-boy. While he brooded over his wrongs, Nora heard Mrs. Nashs hurrying footsteps in the hall, but as she slipped away it was plain that she had found time enough to bestow her entire sympathy, and even affection, upon the captain in this brief interview.

Hes dull, poor gentleman, — hes very sad all day by himself, and so pleasant spoken, the crature! she said to herself indignantly, as she went running down the stairs. 

It was not long before, to everybodys surprise, Captain Balfour gained strength, and began to feel so much better that Nora was often posted in the room or the hall close by to run his frequent errands and pick up his newspapers as they fell. This gave Mrs. Nash and Reilly a chance to look after their other business affairs, and to take their ease after so long a season of close attendance. The captain had a gruff way of asking, Wheres that little girl? as if he only wished to see her to scold roundly; and Nora was always ready to come with her sewing or any bit of housework that could be carried, and to entertain her master by the hour. The more irritable his temper, the more unconscious and merry she always seemed.

I was down last night wit me cousins, so I was, she informed him one morning, while she brushed up the floor about the fireplace on her hands and knees. Youd ought to see her little shild, sir; indade shes the darling crature. I never saw any one so crabbed and smart for the size of her. She aint the height of a bees knee, sir!

Who isnt? inquired the captain absently, attracted for the moment by the pleasing simile.

Me cousins little shild, sir, answered Nora appealingly, with a fear that she had failed in her choice of a subject. Tis no more than the heighth of a bees knee she is, the colleen, and has every talk to you like a little grandmother, — the big words of her haves to come sideways out of her mouth. Id like it well if her mother would dress her up prertty, and Id go fetch her for you to see.

The captain made an expressive sound of disdain, and Nora brushed away at the rug in silence. He looked out of the window and drummed on the arm of his chair. It was a very uncomfortable morning. There was a noise in the street, and Nora pricked up her ears with her head alert like a young hare, stood up on her knees, and listened.

Ill warrant its me hearts darling tooting at the fife, she exclaimed.

Nothing but a parcel of boys, grumbled the captain.

Faix its he, then, the dacint lad! said Nora, by this time close to the other front window. Look at him now, sir, goin by! Hes alther-by in the church, and a lovely voice in him. Me cousins is going to have him learn music. Thats The girl I left behind me, hes got in the old fife now.

Hard to tell what it is, growled the captain. Anything for a racket, I dare say.

Faix, sir, I was thinking meself the tune come out of it tail first, agreed Nora with ready sympathy. Hes the big brother to the little sisther I told you of just now. Twas Dan Sullivan gave Johnny the old fife; himself used to play it in a company. Theres a kay or two gone, Im misthrusting; anyway theres teeth gone in the tune.

Nora was again brushing the floor industriously. The captain was listless and miserable; the silence vexed him even more than the harmless prattle.

I used to play the flute pretty well myself when I was a young man, he said pleasantly, after a while.

Id like well to hear you, then, sir, said Nora enthusiastically. She was only making an excuse of the brushing to linger with him a little while. Oh, but your honor would have liked to hear me mother sing. God give her rest, but she had the lovely voice for you! Theyd be sinding for her from three towns away to sing with the fiddle for weddings and dances. If youd hear her sing the Pride of Glencoe twould take the heart out of you, it would indade.

My wife was a most beautiful singer when she was young. I like to hear a pretty voice, said the captain sadly.

Twas me dear mother had it, then, answered Nora. I do be often minding her singing when Im falling asleep. I hear her voice very plain sometimes. My mother was from the north, sir, and she had tunes that didnt be known to the folks about Kenmare. Inniskillen Dragoon was one of the best liked, and it went lovely with the wheel when shed be spinning. Everybodyd be calling for her to sing that tune. Strangers would come and ask her for a song that were passing through the town. There was great talk always of me mothers singing; theyd know of her for twinty miles round. Whin I see the fire gone down in red coals like this, like our turf at home, and it does be growing dark, I remimber well twas such times shed sing like a bird for us, being through her long days work, an all of us round the fire kaping warm if we could, a winter night. Oh, but shed sing then like a lark in the fields, God rest her!

Nora brushed away a tear and blessed herself. Youd like well to hear me mother sing, sir, Im telling you Gods truth, she said simply. And the old captain watched her and smiled, as if he were willing to hear more.

Folks would pay her well, too. Theyd all be afraid shed stop when shed once begin. There was nobody but herself could sing with the fiddle. I mind she came home one morning when shed been sint for to a great wedding,— twas a mans only daughter that owned his own land. And me mother came home to us wit a collection of twilve and eight-pince tied up in her best apron corner. Wed as good as a wedding ourselves out of it too; twas she had the spinding hand, the crature; and we had a roast goose that same night and asked frinds to it. Folks dont have the good fun here they has in the old counthry, sir, so they dont.

There used to be good times here, said the poor old captain.

Im thinking twould be a dale the better if you wint and stayed for a while over there, urged the girl affectionately. Itll soon be comin green and illigant while its winther here still; the gorsell be blooming, sir, and the little daisies thick under your two feet, and youd be sitting out in the warm rain and sun, and feeling the good of the ground. If youd go to Glengariff, I think youd be soon well, I do, then, Captain Balfour, your honor, sir.

Im too old, Nora, replied the captain dismally but not without interest.

Sure there aint a boy in the town that has the spark in his eye like yourself, sir, responded Nora, with encouraging heartiness. Id break away from these sober old folks and the docthers and all, and take ship, and youd be soon over the say, and live like a lord in the first cabin; and youd land aisy on the tinder in the cove o Cork, and slape that night in the city, and go next day to the Eccles Hotel in Glengariff. Oh, wisha, the fine place it is wit the say forninst the garden wall. Youd get a swim in the clane salt wather, and be as light as a bird. Sure I wouldnt be tased wit so much docthoring and advising, and you none the betther wit it.

Why couldnt I have a swim in the sea here? inquired the captain indulgently.

Sure, it wouldnt be the same at all, responded Nora, with contempt. Tis the sayshore of the old country will do you the most good. The say is very salt entirely by Glengariff; the bay runs up to it, and youd get a strong boatman would row you up and down, and youd walk in the green lanes, and the folks in the houses would give you good-day; and if youd be afther givin old Mother Casey a trippence, shed down on her two little knees and pray for your honor till youd be running home like a light-horseman.

The old man laughed heartily for the first time that day. I used to be the fastest runner of any lad in school, he said, with pride.

Sure you might thry it again, wit Mrs. Caseys kind help, sir, insisted the girl. Now go to Glengariff this next month o May, sir, do!

Perhaps I will, said the captain decidedly. Im not going to keep up this sort of thing much longer, I can tell them that! If they cant do me any good, they may say so, and Ill steer my own course. Thats a good idea about the salt water.

The old man fell into a pleasant sleep, with a contented smile on his face. The fire flickered and snapped, and Nora sat still looking into it; her thoughts were far away. Perhaps her unkind aunt would find means to stop the letters between Johnny Morris and herself. Oh, if her mother were only alive, if the scattered household were once more together! It would be a long time at this rate, before she could go back to Johnny with a hundred pounds.

The fire settled itself together and sent up a bright blaze. The old man opened his eyes and looked bewildered; she stepped quickly to his side. Youll be askin for Mr. Reilly? she said.

No, no, responded the captain firmly. What was the name of that place you were talking about?

Whiddy Island, sir, where me father was born? Noras thoughts had wandered far and wide; she was thinking that she had heard that land was cheap on Whiddy and the fishing fine. She and Johnny had often thought they might do better than in Kenmare.

No, no, said the captain again, sternly.

Oh, Glengariff, she exclaimed. Yes, sir, we were talking — 

Thats it, responded the captain complacently. I should like to know something more about the place.

I was never in it but twice, exclaimed Nora, but twas lovely there intirely. My father got work at fishin, and twas one summer we left Kenmare and went to a place, Baltimore was the name, beyond Glengariff itself, toward the illigant town of Bantry, sir. I saw Bantry sir, when I was young. We were all alive and together then, my father and mother and all of us; the old shebeen we lived in looked like the skull of a house, it was so old, and the roof falling in on us, but thank God, we were happy in it. Oh, Irelands the lovely counthry, sir.

No bad people at all there? asked the captain, looking at her kindly.

Oh, sir, there are then, said the little maid regretfully. I have sins upon my own soul, truth I have, sir. Thesin of staling was my black shame when I was growing up, then.

What did you ever steal, child? asked the captain.

Mostly eggs, sir, said Nora humbly.

I dare say you were hungry, said the old man, taking up his newspaper and pretending to frown at the shipping-list.

Oh, no, captain, twas not that always. I used to follow an old spickled hen of my mothers and wait for the egg. Id track her within the furze, and when Id be two days gettin two eggs Id run wit em to sell em, and twas to buy things to sew for me doll Id spind the money. Id ought to make confission for it now, too. Im ashamed, thinkin of it. And the spickled hen was one that laid very large white eggs intirely, and whiles my poor mother would be missing them, and thinking the old hen was no good and had best be killed, the honest crature, and go to market that way when poulthry was dear. Id like one of her eggs now to boil it myself for you, sir; twould be fine atin for you coming right in from some place under the green bushes. I think that hen longs dead, I didnt see her a long while before I was lavin. A woman called Johanna Spillane bought her from my aunt when my mother was dead. She was a very honest, good hen; a top-knot hen, sir.

I dare say, said the captain, looking at his newspaper; he did not know why the simple chatter touched and pleased him so. He shrugged his shoulders and moved about in his easy-chair, frowned still more at the shipping-list, and so got the better of his emotion.

I see that the old brig Miranda has gone ashore on the Florida Keys, he said, as if speaking to a large audience of retired shipmasters. Stove her bows, rigging cut loose and washed overboard; total wreck. I suppose you never saw a wreck? He turned and regarded Nora affectionately.

I did, sir, then, said Nora Connelly flushing with satisfaction. We got news of it one morning early, and all trooped to the shore, every grown person and child in the place, laving out Mother Dolan, the ould lady that had no use of her two legs; and all the women, me mother and all, took their babies to her and left them, and she entreatin — youd hear the bawls of her a mile away — that some of the folks would take her wit em on their backs to see what would she get wit the rest; but we left her screechin wit all the poor shilder, and I was there with the first, and the sun coming up, and the ship breaking up fine out a little way in the rocks. Twas loaded with sweet oranges she was, and they all comin ashore like yellow ducklings in the high wather. I got me fill for once, I did, indeed.

Dear, dear, said the captain. Did the crew get ashore?

Well, I belave not, sir, but I couldnt rightly say. I was small, and I took no notice. I mind there were strangers round that day, but sailors or the nixt parish was one to me then. The tide was going out soon, and then we swarmed aboard, and wisha, the old ship tipped up wit us in it, and I thought I was killed. Twas a foine vessel, all gilded round the cabin walls, and I thought in vain twould be one like her comin to Ameriky. There was wines aboard, too, and all the men got their fill. Mesilf was gatherin me little petticoat full of oranges that bobbed in the wather in the downside of the deck. Wisha, sir, the min were pushin me and the other shilder into the wather; they were very soon tight, sir, and my own father was wit em, God rest his soul! and his cheeks as red as two roses. Some busybody caught him ashore and took him to the magistrate, — that was the squire of our place, sir, and an illigant gentleman. The bliguards was holdin my father, and I running along, screechin for fear hed be goin to jail on me. The old squire began to laugh, poor man, when he saw who it was, and says he, Is it yoursilf, Davy? and says my father, Its mesilf, God save your honor, very tight intirely and feelin as foine as any lord in Ireland. Lave me go, and Ill soon slape it off under the next furze-bush thatll stop still long enough for me by the roadside, says he. The squire says, Lave him go, boys, twas from his ating the oranges! says he, and the folks give a great laugh all round. He was doin no harrum, the poor man! I run away again to the say then; I forget was there any more happened that day.

She must have been a fruiter from the Mediterranean. I cant think what she was doing up there on the west coast, out of her bearings, said the captain.

Faix, sir, I couldnt tell you where she was from, if its the ship you mane; but she wint no further than our parish and the Black Rocks. I heard tell of plinty other foine wrecks, but I was to that mesilf. 

III.

The lengthening days of late winter went slowly by, and at last it was spring, and the windows were left open all day in the captains room. The household had accepted the fact that nobody pleased the invalid as Nora did, and there was no feeling of jealousy; it was impossible not to be grateful to any one who could invariably spread the oil of sympathy and kindness over such troubled waters. James Reilly and Mrs. Nash often agreed upon the fact that the captain kept all the will he ever had, but little of the good judgment. Yet, in spite of this they took it upon them to argue with him upon every mistaken point. Nora alone had the art of giving a wide berth to dangerous subjects of conversation, and she could twist almost every sort of persistence or aggravation into a clever joke. She had grown very fond of the lonely old man; the instinct toward motherliness in her simple heart was always ready to shelter him from his fancied wrongs, and to quiet him in the darkest hours of fretfulness and pain.

Young Nora Connellys face had grown thin during the long winter, and she lost the pretty color from her cheeks as spring came on. She was used to the mild air of Ireland, and to an out-of-door life, and she could not feel like herself in the close rooms of Captain Balfours house on Barry Street. By the time that the first daffodils were in bloom on the south terrace, she longed inexpressibly for the open air, and used to disappear from even the captains sight into the garden, where at times she took her turn with the gardeners at spading up the rich soil, and worked with a zeal which put to shame their languid efforts. Something troubled the girl, however; she looked older and less happy; sometimes it was very plain to see that she had been crying.

One morning, when she had been delayed unusually with her downstairs work, the captain grew so impatient that he sent Reilly away to find her. Nora quickly set down a silver candlestick, and wiped her powdery hands upon her apron as she ran upstairs. The captain was standing in the middle of the floor, scowling like a pirate in a picture-book, and even when Nora came in, he did not smile. Im going out to take a walk, he said angrily.

Come on, then, sir, said Nora. Ill run for your coat and hat, if youll tell me where — 

Pooh, pooh, child, — the pacified captain was smiling broadly. I only want to take a couple of turns here in the hall. You forget how long Ive been house-bound. Im a good deal better; Ill have that meddling Reilly know it, too; and I wont be told what I may do and what I may not.

Tis thrue for you, sir, said Nora amiably. Steady yourself with my arrum, now, and well go to the far end of the hall and back again. Twas the docther himself said a while ago that yed ought to thry walking more, and twas your honor was like to have the life of him. Youre a very conthrairy gentleman, if I may be so bold!

The captain laughed, but the business of dragging his poor heavy foot was more serious than he had expected, in spite of all his brave determination. Nora did her best to beguile him from too much consciousness of his feebleness and disappointment.

Sure if youd see ould Mother Killahan come hobbling into church, youd think yourself as good as a greyhound, she said presently, while the master rested in one of the chairs at the halls end. Shes very old intirely. I saw her myself asleep at her beads this morning, but she do be very steady on her two knees, and whiles she prays and says a bead or two, and whiles she gets a bit of sleep, the poor crature. She does be staying in the church a dale this cold weather, and Father Dunn is very aisy with her. She makes the stations every morning of the year, so she does, and one day she come trough the deep snow in a great storm there was, and she fell down with weakness on the church steps; and they told Father Dunn, and said how would they get her home, and he come running himself, scolding all the way, and took her up in his arrums, and wint back with her to his own house. Youd thought she was his own mother, sir. Shes one of Gods poor, says he, with the tears in his eyes. Oh, captain, sir! I wish it was Father Dunn was praste to you, I do then! Im thinking hed know what prayers would be right for you; and himself was born in the country forninst Glengariff, and would tell you how foine it was for your stringth. If youd get better, sir, and wed meet him on the street, wed be afther asking his riverence.

The captain made no answer; he was tired and spent, and sank into his disdained easy-chair, grateful for its comfortable support. The mention of possible help for his feeble frame from any source clung to his erratic memory, and after a few days one of the thoughts that haunted his mind was that Father Dunn, a kind-faced, elderly man, might be of use in this great emergency. To everybodys surprise, his bodily strength seemed to be slowly returning as the spring days went by but there was oftener and oftener an appealing, childish look in his face, — the firm lines of it were blurred, even while there was a steady renewing of his shattered forces. At last he was able to drive down the busy street one day, with Reilly, in his familiar chaise. The captains old friends gathered to welcome him, and he responded to their salutations with dignity and evident pleasure; but once or twice, when some one congratulated him upon certain successful matters of business which he had planned before his illness, there was only a troubled look of dullness and almost pain for answer.

One day, Nora Connelly stole out into the garden in the afternoon, and sat there idly under an old peach-tree. The green fruit showed itself thick all along the slender boughs. Nora had been crying already, and now she looked up through the green leaves at the far blue sky, and then began to cry again. She was sadly homesick, poor child! She longed for her lover, whom she feared now never to see. Like a picture she recalled the familiar little group of thatched houses at home, with their white walls and the narrow green lanes between; she saw the pink daisies underfoot, and the golden gorse climbing the hill till it stood against the white clouds. She remembered the figures of the blue-cloaked women who went and came, the barefooted, merry children, and the dabbling ducks; then she fell to thinking lovingly of her last walk with Johnny Morris, the empty birds nest, and all their hopes and promises the night before she left home. She had been willful in yielding to her aunts plans; she knew that Johnny feared her faithlessness, but it was all for love of him that she had left him. She knew how poor they were at home. She had faithfully sent a pound a month to her aunt, and though she had had angry appeals for more, the other pound that she could spare, leaving but little for herself, had been sent in secret to Johnnys mother. She always dreaded the day when her avaricious aunt should find this out and empty all the vials of her wrath of covetousness. Nora, to use her own expression, was as much in dread of this aunt as if the sea were a dry ditch. Alas! she was still the same poor Nora Connelly, though rich and busy America stretched eastward and westward from where she made her new home. It was only by keeping her pounds in her pocket that she could gather enough to be of real and permanent use to those she loved; and yet their every-day woes, real or fictitious, stole the pounds from her one by one.

So she sat crying under the peach-tree until the pale old captain came by in the box-bordered walk, with scuffling, unsteady steps. He saw Nora and stopped, leaning on his cane.

Come, come, Nora! he said anxiously. Whats the matter, my girl?

Nora looked up at him and smiled instantly. It was as if the warm Irish sunshine had broken out in the middle of a May shower. A long spray of purple foxglove grew at her feet, and the captain glanced down at it. The sight of it was almost more than she could bear, this flower that grew in the hedgerows at home. She felt as if the flower were exiled like herself and trying to grow in a strange country

Dont touch it, sir, she faltered, as the captain moved it with his cane; tis very bad luck to meddle with that: they say yourself will be meddled with by the fairies. Fairy Fingers is the name of that flower; we were niver left pick it. Oh, but it minds me of home!

Whats the matter with you to-day? asked the captain.

Ive been feeling very sad, sir; I cant help it, either, thinkin o me home Ive left and me dear lad that Ill see no more. I was wrong to lave him, I was indeed.

What lad? asked Captain Balfour suspiciously, Ill have no nonsense nor lads about my place. Youre too young — He looked sharply at the tearful young face. Mrs. Nash cant spare you, either, he added humbly, in a different tone.

Faix, sir, its at home he is, in the old counthry, without me; hell niver throuble ye, me poor Johnny, Nora explained sadly enough. She had risen with proper courtesy, and was standing by the old man; now she ventured to take hold of his arm. He looked flushed and eager, and she forgot herself in the instinct to take care of him.

Where do you be going so fast? she asked with a little laugh. Im afther believing tis running away you are.

The captain regarded her solemnly; then he laughed, too. Come with me, he said. Im going to make a call.

Where would it be? demanded the girl, with less than her usual deference.

Come, come! I want to be off, insisted the old gentleman. Well go out of this little gate in the fence. Ive got to see your Father Dunn on a matter of business, he said, as if he had no idea of accepting any remonstrance.

Nora knew that the doctor and all the elder members of the household approved of her masters amusing himself and taking all the exercise he could. She herself approved his present intentions entirely; it was not for her to battle with the head of the house, at any rate, so she dutifully and with great interest and anxiety set forth beside him down the path, on the alert for any falterings or missteps.

They went out at the gate in the high fence; the master remembered where to find the key, and he seemed in excellent spirits. The side street led them down the hill to Father Dunns house, but when they reached it the poor captain was tired out. Nora began to be frightened, as she stole a look at him. She had forgotten, in the pride of her own youthful strength, that it would be such a long walk for him. She was anxious about the interview with Father Dunn; she had no idea how to account for their presence, but she had small opinion of the merits and ability of the captains own parish minister, and felt confident of the good result, in some way, of the visit. Presently the priests quick step was heard in the passage; Nora rose dutifully as he came in, but was only noticed by a kindly glance. The old captain tried to rise, too, but could not, and Father Dunn and he greeted each other with evident regard and respect. Father Dunn sat down with a questioning look; he was a busy man with a great parish, and almost every one of his visitors came to him with an important errand.

The room was stiff-looking and a little bare; everything in it was well worn. There was a fine portrait of Father Dunns predecessor, or, it should rather be said, a poor portrait of a fine man, whose personal goodness and power of doing Christian service shone in his face. Father Miles had been the first priest in that fast-growing inland town, and the captain had known and respected him. He did not say anything now, but sat looking up, much pleased, at the picture. This parlor of the priests house had a strangely public and impersonal look; it had been the scene of many parish weddings and christenings, and sober givings of rebuke and kindly counsel. Nora gazed about her with awe; she had been brought up in great reverence of holy things and of her spiritual pastors and masters; but she could not help noticing that the captain was a little astray in these first few moments. There stole in upon his pleased contemplation of the portrait a fretful sense of doing an unaccustomed thing, and he could not regain his familiar dignity and self-possession; that conscious right to authority which through long years had stood him in such good stead. He was only a poor, broken down, sick old man; he had never quite understood the truth about himself before, and the thought choked him; he could not speak.

The masther was coveting to spake with your riverence about Glengariff, ventured Nora timidly, feeling at last that the success of the visit depended wholly upon herself.

Oh, Glengariff, indeed! exclaimed the good priest, much relieved. He had discovered the pathetic situation at last, and his face grew compassionate.

This little girl seems to believe that it would set me up to have a change of air. I havent been very well, Father Dunn. The captain was quite himself again for the moment, as he spoke. You may not have heard that the doctors have had hold of me lately? Nora, here, has been looking after me very well, and she speaks of some sea-bathing on your Irish coast. I may not be able to leave my business long enough to do any good. Its going to the dogs, at any rate, but Ive got enough to carry me through.

Nora was flushing with eagerness, but the priest saw how white the old captains fingers were, where they clasped his walking-stick, how blurred and feeble his face had grown. The thought of the green hills and hollows along the old familiar shore, the lovely reaches of the bay, the soft air, the flowery hedgerows, came to his mind as if he had been among them but yesterday.

I wish that you were there, sir, I do indeed, said Father Dunn. It is nearer like heaven than any spot in the world to me, is old Glengariff. You would be pleased there, Im certain. But youre not strong enough for the voyage, I fear, Captain Balfour. Youd best wait a bit and regain your strength a little more. A mans home is best, I think, when hes not well.

The captain and Nora both looked defeated. Father Dunn saw their sadness, and was sure that his kindest duty was to interest this poor guest, and to make a pleasure for him, if possible.

I can tell you all about it, sir, and how you might get there, he went on hastily, shaking his head to some one who had come to summon him. Land at Queenstown, go right up to Cork and pass the night, and then by rail and coach next day— tis but a brief journey and youre there. Tis a grand little hotel youll find close to the bay,— twas like a palace to me in my boyhood, with the fine tourists coming and going; well, I wish we were there this day, and I showing you up and down the length of the green country.

Just what I want. Ive been a busy man, but when I take a holiday, give me none of your noisy towns, said the captain, eager and cheerful again.

Youd be so still there that a bird lighting in the thatch would wake you, said Father Dunn. Ah, tis many a long year since I saw the place. I dream of it by night sometimes, Captain Balfour, God bless it!

Nora could not keep back the ready tears. The very thought that his reverence had grown to manhood in her own dear country-side was too much for her.

Youre not thinking of going over this summer? asked the captain wistfully. I should be gratified if you would bear me company, sir; Id try to do my part to make it pleasant. But the good father shook his head and rose hastily, to stand by the window that looked out into his little garden.

Wed make a good company, said he presently, turning toward them and smiling, with young Nora here to show us our way. You cant have had time yet, my child, to forget the old roads across country! and Nora fairly sobbed.

Pray for the likes of me, sir! she faltered, and covered her face with her hands. Oh, pray for the masther too, your riverence Father Dunn, sir; tis very wake he is, and tis mesilf thats very lonesome in Ameriky an Im afther laving the one I love!

Be quiet, now! said the priest gravely, checking her with a kindly touch of his hand, and glancing at Captain Balfour. The poor old man looked in a worried way from one to the other, and Father Dunn went away to fetch him a glass of wine. Then he was ready to go home, and Father Dunn got his hat and big cane, pleading that an errand was taking him in the same direction.

If I thought it would do me any good, I would start for that place we were speaking of to-morrow, said the captain as they set forth. You know to what I refer, the sea-bathing and all. The priest walked slowly; the captains steps grew more and more faltering and unsteady. Nora Connelly followed anxiously. There flitted through Father Dunns mind phrases out of the old Bible story— a great man and honorable; a valiant man and rich, but a leper; the little captive maid that brought him to the man of God. Alas, Father Dunn could tell the captain of no waters of Jordan that would make him a sound man; he could only say to him, Go in peace, like the prophet of old.

When they reached home the household already sought the captain in despair, but it happened that nobody was in the wide, cool hall as they entered.

I hope that you will come in and take a glass of wine with me. You have treated me with brotherly kindness, sir, said the master of the house; but Father Dunn shook his head and smiled as he made the old man comfortable in a corner of the broad sofa, taking his hat and stick from him and giving them to Nora. Not to-day, Captain Balfour, if you will excuse me.

The captain looked disappointed and childish. I am going to send you a bottle of my fathers best old madeira, he said. Sometimes, when a man is tired out or has a friend come in to dine — But he was too weary himself to finish the sentence. The old house was very still; there were distant voices in the garden; a door at the end of the hall opened into an arbor where flickers of light were shining through the green vine leaves. Everything was stately and handsome; there was a touch everywhere of that colonial elegance of the captains grandfathers time which had never been sacrificed to the demon of change, that restless American spirit which has spoiled the beauty of so many fine and simple old houses.

The priest was used to seeing a different sort of household interior, his work was among the poor. Then he looked again at the houses owner, an old man, sick, sorry, and alone. God bless you, sir, he said. I must be going now.

Come and see me again, said the captain, opening his eyes. You are a good man; I am glad to have your blessing. The words were spoken with a manly simplicity and directness that had always been liked by Captain Balfours friends. Nora, he whispered, when Father Dunn had gone, well say nothing to Mrs. Nash. I must rest a little while here before we get up the stairs.

IV.

Toward the end of the summer, things had grown steadily worse, and Captain Balfour was known to be failing fast. The clerks had ceased to come for his signature long before; he had forgotten all about business and pleasure too, and slept a good deal, and sometimes was glad to see his friends and sometimes indifferent to their presence. But one day when he felt well enough to sit in his great chair by the window he told Mr. Barton, his good friend and lawyer, that he wished to attend to a small matter of business. Ive arranged every thing long ago, as an aging man should, he said. I dont know that theres any hurry, but Ill mention this item while thinking of it. Nora, you may go down stairs, he said sharply to the girl, who had just entered upon an errand of luncheon or medicine, and Nora disappeared; she remembered afterward that it was the only time when, of his own accord and seeming impatience, he had sent her away.

Reilly and Mrs. Nash bore no ill-will toward their young housemate; they were reasonable enough to regard Captain Balfours fondness for her with approval. There was something so devoted and single-hearted about the young Irish girl that they had become fond of her themselves. They had their own plans for the future, and looked forward to being married when the captain should have no more need of them. It really hurt Mrs. Nashs feelings when she often found Nora in tears, for the desperate longing for home and for Johnny Morris grew worse in the childs affectionate heart instead of better.

One day Reilly had gone down town, leaving the captain asleep. Nora was on guard; Mrs. Nash was at hand in the next room with her sewing, and Nora sat still by the window; the captain was apt to sleep long and heavily at this time of the day. She was busy with some crocheting; it was some edging of a pattern that the sisters of Kenmare had taught Johnny Morriss mother. She gave a little sigh at last and folded her hands in her lap; her gray Irish eyes were blinded with tears.

Whats the matter, child? asked the captain unexpectedly; his voice sounded very feeble.

Nora started; she had forgotten him and his house.

Will you have anything, sir? she asked anxiously.

No, no; whats the matter, child? asked the old man kindly.

Tis me old story; Im longing for me home, and I cant help it if I died too. Im like a thing torn up by the roots and left in the road. Youre very good, sir, and I would never lave the house and you in it, but tis home I think of by night and by day; how ever will I get home?

Captain Balfour looked at her compassionately. Youre a good girl, Nora; perhaps youll go home before long, he said.

Tis sorra a few goes back; Amerikys the same as heaven for the like o that, answered Nora, trying to smile, and drying her eyes. Theres manyd go back too but for the presents every one looks to have; twould take a dale of money to plase the whole road as you pass by. Tis a kind of fever the young ones has to be laving home. Some laves good steady work and home and friends, that might do well. Theres getting to be fine chances for smart ones there with so many laving.

Yes, yes, said the captain; well talk that over another time, I want to go to sleep now; and Nora flushed with shame and took up her crocheting again. Twas me hope of growing rich, and me aunts tongue shaming me that gets the blame, she murmured to herself. The sick mans hands looked very white and thin on the sides of his chair; she looked at them and at his face, and her heart smote her for selfishness. She was glad to be in America, after all.

They never said anything to each other now about going to Glengariff; a good many days slipped by when the captain hardly spoke except to answer questions; but in restless evenings, when he could not sleep, people who passed by in the street could hear Nora singing her old familiar songs of love and war, sometimes in monotonous, plaintive cadences that repeated and repeated a refrain, sometimes in livelier measure, with strange thrilling catches and prolonged high notes, as a bird might sing to its mate in the early dawn out in the wild green pastures. The lovely weird songs of the ancient Irish folk, how old they are, how sweet they are, who can tell? but now and then a listener of the new world of the western seas hears them with deep delight, hears them with a strange, golden sense of dim remembrance, a true, far-descended birthright of remembrance that can only come from inheritance of Celtic blood. 

When the frost had fallen on the old garden, Captain Balfour died, and his year of trouble was ended. Reilly and Mrs. Nash, the cook and Nora, cried bitterly in the kitchen, where the sudden news found them. Nobody could wish him to come back, but they cried the more when they thought of that. There was a great deal said about him in the newspapers; about his usefulness in town and State, his wealth, his character, and his history; but nobody knew so well as this faithful household how comfortable he had made his lonely home for other people; and those who knew him best thought most of his kindness, his simple manliness, and sincerity of word and deed.

The evening after the funeral, Nora was all alone in her little room under the high roof. She sat on the broad seat of a dormer window, where she could look far out over the city roofs to a glimpse of the country beyond. There was a new moon in the sky, the sunset was clear, the early autumn weather was growing warm again.

The old house was to belong to a nephew of the captain, his only near relative, who had spent a great many years abroad with an invalid wife; it was to be closed for the present, and Mrs. Nash and Mr. Reilly were to be married and live there all winter, and then go up country to live in the spring, where Mrs. Nash owned a little farm. She was of north of Ireland birth, was Mrs. Nash; her first husband had been an American. She told Nora again and again that she might always have a home with her, but the fact remained that Nora must find herself a new place, and she sat in the window wondering with a heavy heart what was going to happen to her. All the way to the burying-ground and back again in the carriage, with the rest of the household, she had sobbed and mourned, but she cried for herself as much as for the captain. Poor little Irish Nora, with her warm heart and her quick instincts and sympathies! how sadly she thought now of the old talk about going to Glengariff; she had clung long to her vain hope that the dream would come true, and that the old captain and his household were all going over seas together, and so she should get home. Would anybody in America ever be so kind again and need her so much as the captain?

Some one had come to the foot of the stairs and was calling Nora loudly again and again. It was dark in the upper entryway, however bright the west had looked just now from her window. She left her little room in confusion; she had begun already to look over her bits of things, her few clothes and treasures, before she packed them to go away, Mrs. Nash seemed to be in a most important hurry, and said that they were both wanted in the dining-room, and it was very pleasant somehow to be wanted and made of consequence again. She had begun to feel like such an unnecessary, stray little person in the house.

The lamps were lighted in the handsome old dining-room, it was orderly and sedate; one who knew the room half expected to see Captain Balfours fine figure appear in the doorway to join the waiting group. There were some dark portraits on the wall, and the old Balfour silver stood on the long sideboard. Mrs. Nash had set out all the best furnishings, for this day when the master of the house left it forever.

There were not many persons present, and Nora sat down, as some one bade her, feeling very disrespectful as she did it. Mr. Barton, the lawyer, began to read slowly from a large folded paper; it dawned presently upon Nora that this was the poor captains will. There was a long bequest to the next of kin, there were public gifts, and gifts to different friends, and handsome legacies to faithful Mrs. Nash and James Reilly, and presently the reading was over. There was something quite grand in listening to this talk of thousands and estates, but little Nora, who had no call, as she told herself, to look for anything, felt the more lonely and friendless as she listened. There was a murmur of respectful comment as the reading ended, but Mr. Barton was opening another paper, a small sheet, and looked about him, expecting further attention.

I am sure that no one will object to the carrying out of our deceased friends wishes as affirmed in this more recent memorandum. Captain Balfour was already infirm at the time when he gave me the directions, but, as far as I could judge, entirely clear in his mind. He dictated to me the following bequest and signed it. The signature is, I own, nearly illegible, but I am sure that, under the somewhat affecting circumstances, there will be no opposition. 

I desire (read Mr. Barton slowly),— I desire the executors of my will to pay five hundred dollars within one month after my death to Nora Connelly; also, to secure her comfortable second-class passage to the port of Queenstown, in Ireland. I mean that, if she still desires, she may return to her home. I am sensible of her patience and kindness, and I attempt in this poor way to express my gratitude to a good girl. I wish her a safe return, and that every happiness may attend her future life.

JOHN BALFOUR.

Tis a hundred pounds for ye an yer passage, me darlin, whispered the cook excitedly. Tis mesilf knew you wouldnt be forgotten an the rist of us so well remimbered. Tis foine luck for ye; Heaven rist his soul, the poor captain!

Nora was sitting pale and silent. She did not cry now; her heart was deeply touched, her thoughts flew homeward. She seemed to hear the white waves breaking about the ship, and to see the far deep colors of the Irish shore. For Johnny had said again and again that if they had a hundred pounds and their two pairs of hands, he could do as well with his little farm as any man in Ireland. 

Sind for your lad to come over, urged Cousin Donahue, a day later, when the news had been told; but Nora proudly shook her head. She had asked for her passage the very next week. It was a fine country, America, for those with the courage for it, but not for Nora Connelly, that had left her heart behind her. Cousin Donahue laughed and shook his head at such folly, and offered a weeks free lodging to herself and Johnny the next spring, when shed be the second time a greenhorn coming over. But Nora laughed too, and sailed away one Saturday morning in late October, across the windy sea to Ireland.

V.

Again it was gray twilight after a short autumn day in the old country, and a tall Irish lad was walking along the high-road that led into Kenmare. He was strong and eager for work, but his young heart was heavy within him. The piece of land which he held needed two mens labor, and work as he might, he must fall behind with his rent.

It was three years since that had happened before, and he had tried so hard to do well with his crops, and had even painfully read a book that was wise about crops which the agent had lent him, and talked much besides with all the good farmers. It was no use, he could not hold his own; times were bad and sorrowful, and Nora was away. He had believed that, whatever happened to her fortunes, he should be able in time to send for her himself and be a well-off man. Oh, for a hundred pounds in his pocket to renew his wornout land! to pay a man to help him with the new ditching. Oh, for courage to fight his way to independence on Irish ground! Ive only got my heart and my two hands, God forgive me! said Johnny Morris aloud. God be good to me and Norry, and me poor mother! May be Ill be after getting a letter from me darling the night; tis long since she wrote.

He stepped back among the bushes to let a side-car pass that had come up suddenly behind him. He recognized the step of Dinny Killorens fast pacer, and looked to see if there were room on the car for another passenger, or if perhaps Dinny might be alone and glad to have company. There was only Dinny himself and a woman, who gave a strange cry. The pacer stopped, and Johnnys heart beat within him as if it would come out of his breast. My God, whos this? he said.

Lift me down, lift me down! said the girl. Oh, God be thanked, Im here! And Johnny leaped forward and caught Nora Connelly in his arms.

Is it yoursilf? he faltered, and Nora said, Its mesilf indeed, then. Dinny Killoren laughed aloud on the side-car, with his pacer backing and jumping and threatening to upset all Noras goods in the road. There was a house near by; a whiff of turf smoke, drifting low in the damp air, blew into Noras face; she heard the bells begin to ring in Kenmare. It was the evening of a saints day, and they rang and rang, and Nora had come home.

So she married the lad she loved, and was a kind daughter to his mother. They spent a good bit of the captains money on their farm, and gave it a fine start, and were able to flaunt their prosperity in the face of that unkind aunt who had wished to make them spend their lives apart. They were seen early on market days in Kenmare, and Nora only laughed when foolish young people said that the only decent country in the world was America. Sometimes she sat in her doorway in the long summer evening and thought affectionately of Captain Balfour, the poor, kind gentleman, and blessed herself devoutly. Often she said a prayer for him on Sunday morning as she knelt in the parish church, with flocks of blackbirds singing outside among the green hedges, under the lovely Irish sky. 
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The Life of Nancy was first published in book form by Houghton Mifflin and Company in 1895. It is a collection of short stories, many of which having been previously published in literary magazines. In the 1895 edition, the collection contained 10 stories, but in an edition published in 1910, an additional story called Winters Courtship was included. The story had originally appeared in the 1890 collection Strangers and Wayfarers. The title tale was first published in The Atlantic in February 1895, while A War Debt and Fames Little Day appeared in Harpers Magazine in January and March 1895 respectively. The Hiltons Holiday, The Guests of Mrs Timms, A Neighbors Landmark and All My Sad Captains were all published in Century Magazine between autumn 1893 and September 1895.

The Life of Nancy was well-received by critics; the reviewer from Literary World believed, Some of Miss Sarah Orne Jewetts most delightful work is to be found in the stories which make up the volume entitled The Life of Nancy. In multiple reviews, Jewett was praised for her ability to explore the mundane with exquisite skill and dexterity. The title story details the friendship between Nancy — a bright, kind, young woman from a small coastal town — and Tom, a handsome young man from Boston. A War Debt centres on Tom Burton, who was raised by his grandmother in New England, after losing both his parents as a young child. At the request of his grandmother, he travels to Virginia to return a piece of silverware stolen during the Civil War. The story then introduces the former slave-owner, Mr Bellamy, to whom Tom must return the piece of silverware. For the modern reader, this story is troubling and would be viewed as racist in tone due to its sympathetic depiction of Bellamy, as well as for the sense of nostalgia it creates for the pre-war South.
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The Life of Nancy.
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I.

The wooded hills and pastures of eastern Massachusetts are so close to Boston that from upper windows of the city, looking westward, you can see the tops of pine-trees and orchard-boughs on the high horizon. There is a rustic environment on the landward side; there are old farmhouses at the back of Milton Hill and beyond Belmont which look as unchanged by the besieging suburbs of a great city as if they were forty miles from even its borders. Now and then, in Boston streets, you can see an old farmer in his sleigh or farm wagon as if you saw him in a Berkshire village. He seems neither to look up at the towers nor down at any fashionable citizens, but goes his way alike unconscious of seeing or being seen.

On a certain day a man came driving along Beacon Street, who looked bent in the shoulders, as if his worn fur cap were too heavy for head and shoulders both. This type of the ancient New England farmer in winter twitched the reins occasionally, like an old woman, to urge the steady white horse that plodded along as unmindful of his masters suggestions as of the silver-mounted harnesses that passed them by. Both horse and driver appeared to be conscious of sufficient wisdom, and even worth, for the duties of life; but all this placidity and self-assurance were in sharp contrast to the eager excitement of a pretty, red-cheeked girl who sat at the drivers side. She was as sensitive to every new impression as they were dull. Her face bloomed out of a round white hood in such charming fashion that those who began to smile at an out-of-date equipage were interrupted by a second and stronger instinct, and paid the homage that one must always pay to beauty.

It was a bitter cold morning. The great sleighbells on the horses shaggy neck jangled along the street, and seemed to still themselves as they came among the group of vehicles that were climbing the long hill by the Common.

As the sleigh passed a clubhouse that stands high on the slope, a young man who stood idly behind one of the large windows made a hurried step forward, and his sober face relaxed into a broad, delighted smile; then he turned quickly, and presently appearing at the outer door, scurried down the long flight of steps to the street, fastening the top buttons of his overcoat by the way. The old sleigh, with its worn buffalo skin hanging unevenly over the back, was only a short distance up the street, but its pursuer found trouble in gaining much upon the steady gait of the white horse. He ran two or three steps now and then, and was almost close enough to speak as he drew near to the pavement by the State House. The pretty girl was looking up with wonder and delight, but in another moment they went briskly on, and it was not until a long pause had to be made at the blocked crossing of Tremont Street that the chase was ended.

The wonders of a first visit to Boston were happily continued to Miss Nancy Gale in the sudden appearance at her side of a handsome young gentleman. She put out a most cordial and warm hand from her fitch muff, and her acquaintance noticed with pleasure the white knitted mitten that protected it from the weather. He had not yet found time to miss the gloves left behind at the club, but the warm little mitten was very comfortable to his fingers.

I was just thinking — I hoped I should see you, when I was starting to come in this morning, she said, with an eager look of pleasure; then, growing shy after the unconscious joy of the first moment, Boston is a pretty big place, isnt it?

We all think so, said Tom Aldis with fine candor. It seems odd to see you here.

Uncle Ezra, this is Mr. Aldis that I have been telling you about, who was down at our place so long in the fall, explained Nancy, turning to look appealingly at her stern companion. Mr. Aldis had to remain with a friend who had sprained his ankle. Is Mr. Carew quite well now? she turned again to ask.

Oh yes, answered Tom. I saw him last week; hes in New York this winter. But where are you staying, Nancy? he asked eagerly, with a hopeful glance at uncle Ezra. I should like to take you somewhere this afternoon. This is your first visit, isnt it? Couldnt you go to see Rip Van Winkle to-morrow? Its the very best thing there is just now. Jeffersons playing this week.

Our folks aint in the habit of attending theatres, sir, said uncle Ezra, checking this innocent plan as effectually as an untracked horse-car was stopping traffic in the narrow street. He looked over his shoulder to see if there were any room to turn, but was disappointed.

Tom Aldis gave a glance, also, and was happily reassured; the street was getting fuller behind them every moment. I beg you to excuse me, sir, he said gallantly to the old man. Do you think of anything else that Miss Gale ought to see? There is the Art Museum, if she hasnt been there already; all the pictures and statues and Egyptian things, you know.

There was much deference and courtesy in the young mans behavior to his senior. Uncle Ezra responded by a less suspicious look at him, but seemed to be considering this new proposition before he spoke. Uncle Ezra was evidently of the opinion that while it might be a misfortune to be an old man, it was a fault to be a young one and good looking where girls were concerned. Miss Gales father and mother showed me so much kindness, Tom explained, seizing his moment of advantage, I should like to be of some use: it may not be convenient for you to come into town again in this cold weather.

Our folks have plenty to do all the time, thats a fact, acknowledged uncle Ezra less grimly, while Nancy managed to show the light of a very knowing little smile. I dont know but shed like to have a city man show her about, anyways. T aint but four miles an a half out to our place, the way we come, but while this weather holds I dont calculate to get into Boston more n once a week. I fetch all my stuff in to the Quincy Market myself, an Ive got to come in day after to-morrow mornin, but not till late, with a barrel o nice winter pears Ive been a-savin. I can set the barrel right forard in the sleigh here, and I do know but I can fetch Nancy as well as not. But howd ye get home, Nancy? Could ye walk over to our place from the Milton depot, or couldnt ye?

Why, of course I could! answered his niece, with a joy calmed by discretion.

T aint but a mile an three quarters; t wont hurt a State o Maine girl, said the old man, smiling under his great cap, so that his cold, shrewd eyes suddenly grew blue and boyish. I know all about ye now, Mr. Aldis; I used to be well acquainted with your grandfather. Much obliged to you. Yes, Ill fetch Nancy. Ill leave her right up there to the Missionary Building, corner o Somerset Street. She can wait in the bookstore; its liable to be open early. After I get through business to-day, Im goin to leave the hoss, an let her see Faneuil Hall, an the market o course, and I dont know but we shall stop in to the Old South Church; or you can show her that, an tell her about any other curiosities, if we dont have time.

Nancy looked radiant, and Tom Aldis accepted his trust with satisfaction. At that moment the blockade was over and teams began to move.

Not if it rains! said uncle Ezra, speaking distinctly over his shoulder as they started. Otherwise expect her about eight or a little — but the last of the sentence was lost.

Nancy looked back and nodded from the tangle to Tom, who stood on the curbstone with his hands in his pockets. Her white hood bobbed out of sight the next moment in School Street behind a great dray.

Good gracious! eight oclock! said Tom, a little daunted, as he walked quickly up the street. As he passed the Missionary Building and the bookstore, he laughed aloud; but as he came near the clubhouse again, in this victorious retreat, he looked up at a window of one of the pleasant old houses, and then obeyed the beckoning nod of an elderly relative who seemed to have been watching for his return.

Tom, said she, as he entered the library, I insist upon it that I am not curious by nature or by habit, but what in the world made you chase that funny old horse and sleigh?

A pretty girl, said Tom frankly.

II.

The second morning after this unexpected interview was sunshiny enough, and as cold as January could make it. Tom Aldis, being young and gay, was apt to keep late hours at this season, and the night before had been the night of a Harvard assembly. He was the kindest-hearted fellow in the world, but it was impossible not to feel a little glum and sleepy as he hurried toward the Missionary Building. The sharp air had urged uncle Ezras white horse beyond his customary pace, so that the old sleigh was already waiting, and uncle Ezra himself was flapping his chilled arms and tramping to and fro impatiently.

Cold mornin! he said. Shes waitin for you in there. I wanted to be sure youd come. Now Ill be off. Ive got them pears well covered, but I expect they may be touched. Nancy counted on comin, an Id just as soon shed have a nice time. Her cousins folksll see her to the depot, he added as he drove away, and Tom nodded reassuringly from the bookstore door.

Nancy looked up eagerly from beside a counter full of gayly bound books, and gave him a speechless and grateful good-morning.

Im getting some presents for the little boys, she informed him. Theyre great hands to read. This ones all about birds, for Sam, and I dont know but this Life o Napoleonll please Asa as much as anything. When I waked up this morning I felt homesick. I couldnt see anything out o the window that I knew. Im a real home body.

I should like to send the boys a present, myself, said Tom. What do you think about jack-knives?

Asad rather have readin matter; he aint got the use for a knife that some boys have. Why, youre real good! said Nancy.

And your mother, — cant I send her something that she would like? asked Tom kindly.

She liked all those things that you and Mr. Carew sent at Christmas time. We had the loveliest time opening the bundles. You oughtnt to think o doing anything more. I wish youd help me pick out a nice large-print Bible for grandma; shes always wishing for a large-print Bible, and her eyes fail her a good deal.

Tom Aldis was not very fond of shopping, but this pious errand did not displease him in Nancys company. A few minutes later, when they went out into the cold street, he felt warm and cheerful, and carried under his arm the flat parcel which held a large-print copy of the Scriptures and the little boys books. Seeing Nancy again seemed to carry his thoughts back to East Rodney, as if he had been born and brought up there as well as she. The society and scenery of the little coast town were so simple and definite in their elements that one easily acquired a feeling of citizenship; it was like becoming acquainted with a friendly individual. Tom had an intimate knowledge, gained from several weeks residence, with Nancys whole world.

The long morning stretched before them like a morning in far Cathay, and they stepped off down the street toward the Old South Church, which had been omitted from uncle Ezras scheme of entertainment by reason of difficulty in leaving the horse. The discovery that the door would not be open for nearly another hour only involved a longer walk among the city streets, and the asking and answering of many questions about the East Rodney neighbors, and the late autumn hunting and fishing which, with some land interests of his fathers, had first drawn Tom to that part of the country. He had known enough of the rest of the world to appreciate the little community of fishermen-farmers, and while his friend Carew was but a complaining captive with a sprained ankle, Tom Aldis entered into the spirit of rural life with great zest; in fact he now remembered some boyish gallantries with a little uneasiness, and looked to Nancy to befriend him. It was easy for a man of twenty-two to arrive at an almost brotherly affection for such a person as Nancy; she was so discreet and so sincerely affectionate.

Nancy looked up at him once or twice as they walked along, and her face glowed with happy pride. Id just like to have Addie Porter see me now! she exclaimed, and gave Tom a straightforward look to which he promptly responded.

Why? he asked.

Nancy drew a long breath of relief, and began to smile.

Oh, nothing, she answered; only she kept telling me that you wouldnt have much of anything to say to me, if I should happen to meet you anywhere up to Boston. I knew better. I guess youre all right, arent you, about that? She spoke with sudden impulse, but there was something in her tone that made Tom blush a little.

Why, yes, he answered. What do you mean, Nancy?

We wont talk about it now while were full of seeing things, but Ive got something to say by and by, said the girl soberly.

Youre very mysterious, protested Tom, taking the bundle under his other arm, and piloting her carefully across the street.

Nancy said no more. The town was more interesting now that it seemed to have waked up, and her eyes were too busy. Everything proved delightful that day, from the recognition of business signs familiar to her through newspaper advertisements, to the Great Organ, and the thrill which her patriotic heart experienced in a second visit to Faneuil Hall. They found the weather so mild that they pushed on to Charlestown, and went to the top of the monument, which Tom had not done since he was a very small boy. After this they saw what else they could of historic Boston, on the fleetest and lightest of feet, and talked all the way, until they were suddenly astonished to hear the bells in all the steeples ring at noon.

Oh dear, my nice mornin s all gone, said Nancy regretfully. I never had such a beautiful time in all my life!

She looked quite beautiful herself as she spoke: her eyes shone with lovely light and feeling, and her cheeks were bright with color like a fresh-bloomed rose, but for the first time that day she was wistful and sorry.

Oh, you neednt go back yet! said Tom. Ive nothing in the world to do.

Uncle Ezra thought Id better go up to cousin Snows in Revere Street. Im afraid shell be all through dinner, but never mind. They thought Id better go there on mothers account; its her cousin, but I never saw her, at least not since I can remember. They wont like it if I dont, you know; it wouldnt be very polite.

All right, assented Tom with dignity. Ill take you there at once: perhaps we can catch a car or something.

Im ashamed to ask for anything more when youve been so kind, said Nancy, after a few moments of anxious silence. I dont know that you can think of any good chance, but Id give a great deal if I could only go somewhere and see some pretty dancing. You know Im always dreamin and dreamin about pretty dancing! and she looked eagerly at Tom to see what he would say. It must be goin on somewhere in Boston, she went on with pleading eyes. Could you ask somebody? They said at uncle Ezras that if cousin Abby Snow wanted me to remain until to-morrow it might be just as well to stay; she used to be so well acquainted with mother. And so I thought — I might get some nice chance to look on.

To see some dancing, repeated Tom, mindful of his own gay evening the night before, and of others to come, and the general impossibility of Nancys finding the happiness she sought. He never had been so confronted by social barriers. As for Nancys dancing at East Rodney, in the schoolhouse hall or in Jacob Parkers new barn, it had been one of the most ideal things he had ever known in his life; it would be hard to find elsewhere such grace as hers. In seaboard towns one often comes upon strange foreign inheritances, and the soul of a Spanish grandmother might still survive in Nancy, as far as her light feet were concerned. She danced like a flower in the wind. She made you feel light of foot yourself, as if you were whirling and blowing and waving through the air; as if you could go out dancing and dancing over the deep blue sea water of the bay, and find floor enough to touch and whirl upon. But Nancy had always seemed to take her gifts for granted; she had the simplicity of genius. I cant say now, but I am sure to find out, said Tom Aldis definitely. Ill try to make some sort of plan for you. I wish we could have another dance, ourselves.

Oh, not now, answered Nancy sensibly. Its knowing most all the people that makes a party pleasant.

My aunt would have asked you to come to luncheon to-day, but she had to go out of town, and was afraid of not getting back in season. She would like to see you very much. You see, Im only a bachelor in lodgings, this winter, explained Tom bravely.

Youve been just as good as you could be. I know all about Boston now, almost as if I lived here. I should like to see the inside of one of those big houses, she added softly; they all look so noble as you go by. I think it was very polite of your aunt; you must thank her, Mr. Aldis. It seemed to Tom as if his companion were building most glorious pleasure out of very commonplace materials. All the morning she had been as gay and busy as a brook.

By the middle of the afternoon he knocked again at cousin Snows door in Revere Street, and delivered an invitation. Mrs. Annesley, his aunt, and the kindest of women, would take Nancy to an afternoon class at Papantis, and bring her back afterwards, if cousin Snow were willing to spare her. Tom would wait and drive back with her in the coupe; then he must hurry to Cambridge for a business meeting to which he had been suddenly summoned.

Nancy was radiant when she first appeared, but a few minutes later, as they drove away together, she began to look grave and absent. It was only because she was so sorry to think of parting.

I am so glad about the dancing class, said Tom. I never should have thought of that. They are all children, you know; but its very pretty, and they have all the new dances. I used to think it a horrid penance when I was a small boy.

I dont know why it is, said Nancy, but the mere thought of music and dancin makes me feel happy. I never saw any real good dancin, either, but I can always think what it ought to be. Theres nothing so beautiful to me as manners, she added softly, as if she whispered at the shrine of confidence.

My aunt thinks there are going to be some pretty figure dances to-day, announced Tom in a matter-of-fact way. There was something else than the dancing upon his mind. He thought that he ought to tell Nancy of his engagement, — not that it was quite an engagement yet, — but he could not do it just now. What was it you were going to tell me this morning? About Addie Porter, wasnt it? He laughed a little, and then colored deeply. He had been somewhat foolish in his attentions to this young person, the beguiling village belle of East Rodney and the adjacent coasts. She was a pretty creature and a sad flirt, with none of the real beauty and quaint sisterly ways of Nancy. What was it all about? he asked again.

Nancy turned away quickly. Thats one thing I wanted to come to Boston for; thats what I want to tell you. She dont really care anything about you. She only wanted to get you away from the other girls. I know for certain that she likes Joe Brown better than anybody, and now shes been going with him almost all winter long. He keeps telling round that theyre going to be married in the spring; but I thought if they were, shed ask me to get some of her best things while I was in Boston. I suppose shes intendin to play with him a while longer, said Nancy with honest scorn, just because he loves her well enough to wait. But dont you worry about her, Mr. Aldis!

I wont indeed, answered Tom meekly, but with an unexpected feeling of relief as if the unconscious danger had been a real one. Nancy was very serious.

Im going home the first of the week, she said as they parted; but the small hand felt colder than usual, and did not return his warm grasp. The light in her eyes had all gone, but Toms beamed affectionately.

I never thought of Addie Porter afterward, Im afraid, he confessed. What awfully good fun we all had! I should like to go down to East Rodney again some time.

Oh, shant you ever come? cried Nancy, with a thrill in her voice which Tom did not soon forget. He did not know that the young girls heart was waked, he was so busy with the affairs of his own affections; but true friendship does not grow on every bush, in Boston or East Rodney, and Nancys voice and farewell look touched something that lay very deep within his heart.

There is a little more to be told of this part of the story. Mrs. Annesley, Toms aunt, being a woman whose knowledge of human nature and power of sympathy made her a woman of the world rather than of any smaller circle, — Mrs. Annesley was delighted with Nancys unaffected pleasure and self-forgetful dignity of behavior at the dancing-school. She took her back to the fine house, and they had half an hour together there, and only parted because Nancy was to spend the night with cousin Snow, and another old friend of her mothers was to be asked to tea. Mrs. Annesley asked her to come to see her again, whenever she was in Boston, and Nancy gratefully promised, but she never came. Im all through with Boston for this time, she said, with an amused smile, at parting. Im what one of our neighbors calls all flustered up, and she looked eagerly in her new friends kind eyes for sympathy. Now that Ive seen this beautiful house, and you and Mr. Aldis, and some pretty dancin, I want to go right home where I belong.

Tom Aldis meant to write to Nancy when his engagement came out, but he never did; and he meant to send a long letter to her and her mother two years later, when he and his wife were going abroad for a long time; but he had an inborn hatred of letter-writing, and let that occasion pass also, though when anything made him very sorry or very glad, he had a curious habit of thinking of these East Rodney friends. Before he went to Europe he used to send them magazines now and then, or a roll of illustrated papers; and one day, in a bookstore, he happened to see a fine French book with colored portraits of famous dancers, and sent it by express to Nancy with his best remembrances. But Tom was young and much occupied, the stream of time floated him away from the shore of Maine, not toward it, ten or fifteen years passed by, his brown hair began to grow gray, and he came back from Europe after a while to a new Boston life in which reminiscences of East Rodney seemed very remote indeed.

III.

One summer afternoon there were two passengers, middle-aged men, on the small steamer James Madison, which attended the comings and goings of the great Boston steamer, and ran hither and yon on errands about Penobscot Bay. She was puffing up a long inlet toward East Rodney Landing, and the two strangers were observing the green shores with great interest. Like nearly the whole stretch of the Maine coast, there was a house on almost every point and headland; but for all this, there were great tracts of untenanted country, dark untouched forests of spruces and firs, and shady coves where there seemed to be deep water and proper moorings. The two passengers were on the watch for landings and lookouts; in short, this lovely, lonely country was being frankly appraised at its probable value for lumbering or for building-lots and its relation to the real estate market. Just now there appeared to be no citizens save crows and herons, the sun was almost down behind some high hills in the west, and the Landing was in sight not very far ahead. It is nearly twenty years since I came down here before, said the younger of the two men, suddenly giving the conversation a personal turn. Just after I was out of college, at any rate. My father had bought this point of land with the islands. I think he meant to come and hunt in the autumn, and was misled by false accounts of deer and moose. He sent me down to oversee something or other; I believe he had some surveyors at work, and thought they had better be looked after; so I got my chum Carew to come along, and we found plenty of trout, and had a great time until he gave his ankle a bad sprain.

What did you do then? asked the elder man politely, keeping his eyes on the shore.

I stayed by, of course; I had nothing to do in those days, answered Mr. Aldis. It was one of those nice old-fashioned country neighborhoods where there was plenty of fun among the younger people, — sailing on moonlight nights, and haycart parties, and dances, and all sorts of things. We used to go to prayer-meeting nine or ten miles off, and sewing societies. I had hard work to get away! We made excuse of Carews ankle joint as long as we could, but hed been all right and going everywhere with the rest of us a fortnight before we started. We waited until there was ice alongshore, I remember.

Daniel R. Carew, was it, of the New York Stock Exchange? asked the listener. He strikes you as being a very grave sort of person now; doesnt like it if he finds anybody in his chair at the club, and all that.

I can stir him up, said Mr. Aldis confidently. Poor old fellow, he has had a good deal of trouble, one way and another. How the Landing has grown up! Why, its a good-sized little town!

Im sorry it is so late, he added, after a long look at a farm on the shore which they were passing. I meant to go to see the people up there, and he pointed to the old farmhouse, dark and low and firm-rooted in the long slope of half-tamed, ledgy fields. Warm thoughts of Nancy filled his heart, as if they had said good-by to each other that cold afternoon in Boston only the winter before. He had not been so eager to see any one for a long time. Such is the triumph of friendship: even love itself without friendship is the victim of chance and time.

When supper was over in the Knox House, the one centre of public entertainment in East Rodney, it was past eight oclock, and Mr. Aldis felt like a dim copy of Rip Van Winkle, or of the gay Tom Aldis who used to know everybody, and be known of all men as the planner of gayeties. He lighted a cigar as he sat on the front piazza of the hotel, and gave himself up to reflection. There was a long line of lights in the second story of a wooden building opposite, and he was conscious of some sort of public interest and excitement.

There is going to be a time in the hall, said the landlord, who came hospitably out to join him. The folks are going to have a dance. The proceeds will be applied to buying a bell for the new schoolhouse. Theyd be pleased if you felt like stepping over; there has been a considerable number glad to hear you thought of coming down. I aint an East Rodney man myself, but Ive often heard of your residin here some years ago. Our folks is makin the ice cream for the occasion, he added significantly, and Mr. Aldis nodded and smiled in acknowledgment. He had meant to go out and see the Gales, if the boat had only got in in season; but boats are unpunctual in their ways, and the James Madison had been unexpectedly signaled by one little landing and settlement after another. He remembered that a great many young people were on board when they arrived, and now they appeared again, coming along the street and disappearing at the steep stairway opposite. The lighted windows were full of heads already, and there were now and then preliminary exercises upon a violin. Mr. Aldis had grown old enough to be obliged to sit and think it over about going to a ball; the day had passed when there would have been no question; but when he had finished his cigar he crossed the street, and only stopped before the lighted store window to find a proper bank bill for the doorkeeper. Then he ran up the stairs to the hall, as if he were the Tom Aldis of old. It was an embarrassing moment as he entered the low, hot room, and the young people stared at him suspiciously; but there were also elderly people scattered about who were meekly curious and interested, and one of these got clumsily upon his feet and hastened to grasp the handsome stranger by the hand.

Nancy heard you was coming, said Mr. Gale delightedly. She expected I should see you here, if you was just the same kind of a man you used to be. Come lets set right down, folks is crowding in; there may be more to set than there is to dance.

How is Nancy, isnt she coming? asked Tom, feeling the years tumble off his shoulders.

Well as usual, poor creatur, replied the old father, with a look of surprise. No, no; she cant go nowhere.

At that moment the orchestra struck up a military march with so much energy that further conversation was impossible. Near them was an awkward-looking young fellow, with shoulders too broad for his height, and a general look of chunkiness and dullness. Presently he rose and crossed the room, and made a bow to his chosen partner that most courtiers might have envied. It was a bow of grace and dignity.

Pretty well done! said Tom Aldis aloud.

Mr. Gale was beaming with smiles, and keeping time to the music with his foot and hand. Nancy done it, he announced proudly, speaking close to his companions ear. That boy give her a sight o difficulty; he used to want to learn, but long at the first hed turn red as fire if he much as met a sheep in a pastur. The last time I see him on the floor I went home an told her he done as well as any. You can see for yourself, now theyre all a-movin.

The fresh southerly breeze came wafting into the hall and making the lamps flare. If Tom turned his head, he could see the lights out in the bay, of vessels that had put in for the night. Old Mr. Gale was not disposed for conversation so long as the march lasted, and when it was over a frisky-looking middle-aged person accosted Mr. Aldis with the undimmed friendliness of their youth; and he took her out, as behoved him, for the Lancers quadrille. From her he learned that Nancy had been for many years a helpless invalid; and when their dance was over he returned to sit out the next one with Mr. Gale, who had recovered a little by this time from the excitement of the occasion, and was eager to talk about Nancys troubles, but still more about her gifts and activities. After a while they adjourned to the hotel piazza in company, and the old man grew still more eloquent over a cigar. He had not changed much since Toms residence in the family; in fact, the flight of seventeen years had made but little difference in his durable complexion or the tough frame which had been early seasoned by wind and weather.

Yes, sir, he said, Nancy has had it very hard, but shes the life o the neighborhood yet. For excellent judgment I never see her equal. Why, once the board o selecmen took trouble to meet right there in her room off the kitchen, when they had to make some responsible changes in layin out the school deestricts. She was the best teacher they ever had, a master good teacher; fitted a boy for Bowdoin College all except his Greek, that last season before she was laid aside from sickness. She took right holt to bear it the best she could, and begun to study on what kind o things she could do. First she used to make out to knit, a-layin there, for the store, but her hands got crippled up with the rest of her; t is the wust kind o rheumatics there is. She had me go round to the neighborin schools and say that if any of the childn was backward an slow with their lessons to send em up to her. Now an then thered be one, an at last shed see to some class there wasnt time for: an here year before last the town voted her fifty dollars a year for her services. What do you think of that?

Aldis manifested his admiration, but he could not help wishing that he had not seemed to forget so pleasant an old acquaintance, and above all wished that he had not seemed to take part in natures great scheme to defraud her. She had begun life with such distinct rights and possibilities.

I tell you she was the most cut up to have to stop dancin, said Mr. Gale gayly, but she held right on to that, same as to other things. I cant dance myself, she says, so Im goin to make other folks. You see right before you how shes kep her word, Mr. Aldis? What always pleased her the most, from a child, was dancin. Folks talked to her some about letting her mind rove on them light things when she appeared to be on a dyin bed. David, he danced afore the Lord, shed tell em, an her eyes would snap so, they didnt like to say no more.

Aldis laughed, the old man himself was so cheerful.

Well, sir, she made em keep right on with the old dancin-school she always took such part in (I guess t was goin, want it, that fall you stopped here?); but she sent out for all the childn she could get and learnt em their manners. She can see right out into the kitchen from where she is, an she has em make their bows an take their steps till they get em right an feel as good as anybody. Theres boys an girls comin an goin two or three times a week in the afternoon. It dont seem to be no hardship: there aint no such good company for young or old as Nancy.

Shell be dreadful glad to see you, the proud father ended his praises. Oh, shes never forgot that good time she had up to Boston. You an all your folks couldnt have treated her no better, an you give her her hearts desire, you did so! Shes never done talkin about that pretty dancin-school with all them lovely little childn, an everybody so elegant and pretty behaved. Shed always wanted to see such a lady as your aunt was. I dont know but shes right: she always maintains that when folks has good manners an good hearts the world is their n, an she was goin to do everything she could to keep young folks from feelin hoggish an left out.

Tom walked out toward the farm in the bright moonlight with Mr. Gale, and promised to call as early the next day as possible. They followed the old shore path, with the sea on one side and the pointed firs on the other, and parted where Nancys light could be seen twinkling on the hill.

IV.

It was not very cheerful to look forward to seeing a friend of ones youth crippled and disabled; beside, Tom Aldis always felt a nervous dread in being where people were ill and suffering. He thought once or twice how little compassion for Nancy these country neighbors expressed. Even her father seemed inclined to boast of her, rather than to pity the poor life that was so hindered. Business affairs and conference were appointed for that afternoon, so that by the middle of the morning he found himself walking up the yard to the Gales side door. There was nobody within call. Mr. Aldis tapped once or twice, and then hearing a voice he went through the narrow unpainted entry into the old kitchen, a brown, comfortable place which he well remembered.

Oh, Im so glad to see you, Nancy was calling from her little bedroom beyond. Come in, come in!

He passed the doorway, and stood with his hand on hers, which lay helpless on the blue-and-white coverlet. Nancys young eyes, untouched by years or pain or regret, looked up at him as frankly as a childs from the pillow.

Mothers gone down into the field to pick some peas for dinner, she said, looking and looking at Tom and smiling; but he saw at last that tears were shining, too, and making her smile all the brighter. You see now why I couldnt write, she explained. I kept thinking I should. I didnt want anybody else to thank you for the books. Now sit right down, she begged her guest. Father told me all he could about last night. You danced with Addie Porter.

I did, acknowledged Tom Aldis, and they both laughed. We talked about old times between the figures, but it seemed to me that I remembered them better than she did.

Addie has been through with a good deal of experience since then, explained Nancy, with a twinkle in her eyes.

I wish I could have danced again with you, said Tom bravely, but I saw some scholars that did you credit.

I have to dance by proxy, said Nancy; and to this there was no reply.

Tom Aldis sat in the tiny bedroom with an aching heart. Such activity and definiteness of mind, such power of loving and hunger for life, had been pent and prisoned there so many years. Nancy had made what she could of her small world of books. There was something very uncommon in her look and way of speaking; he felt like a boy beside her, he to whom the world had given its best luxury and widest opportunity. As he looked out of the small window, he saw only a ledgy pasture where sheep were straying along the slopes among the bayberry and juniper; beyond were some balsam firs and a glimpse of the sea. It was a lovely bit of landscape, but it lacked figures, and Nancy was born to be a teacher and a lover of her kind. She had only lacked opportunity, but she was equal to meeting whatever should come. One saw it in her face.

You dont know how many times I have thought of that cold day in Boston, said Nancy from her pillows. Your aunt was beautiful. I never could tell you about the rest of the day with her, could I? Why, it just gave me a measure to live by. I saw right off how small some things were that I thought were big. I told her about one or two things down here in Rodney that troubled me, and she understood all about it. If we mean to be happy and useful, she said, the only way is to be self-forgetful. I never forgot that!

The seed fell upon good ground, didnt it? said Mr. Aldis with a smile. He had been happy enough himself, but Nancys happiness appeared in that moment to have been of another sort. He could not help thinking what a wonderful perennial quality there is in friendship. Because it had once flourished and bloomed, no winter snows of Maine could bury it, no summer sunshine of foreign life could wither this single flower of a day long past. The years vanished like a May snowdrift, and because they had known each other once they found each other now. It was like a tough little sprig of gray everlasting; the New England edelweiss that always keeps a white flower ready to blossom safe and warm in its heart.

They entertained each other delightfully that late summer morning. Tom talked of his wife and children as he had seldom talked of them to any one before, and afterward explained the land interests which had brought him back at this late day to East Rodney.

I came down meaning to sell my land to a speculator, he said, or to a real estate agency which has great possessions along the coast; but Im very doubtful about doing it, now that I have seen the bay again and this lovely shore. I had no idea that it was such a magnificent piece of country. I was going on from here to Mount Desert, with a half idea of buying land there. Why isnt this good enough that I own already? With a yacht or a good steam launch we shouldnt be so far away from places along the coast, you know. What if I were to build a house above Sunday Cove, on the headland, and if we should be neighbors! I have a friend who might build another house on the point beyond; we came home from abroad at about the same time, and hes looking for a place to build, this side of Bar Harbor. Tom was half confiding in his old acquaintance, and half thinking aloud. These real estate brokers cant begin to give a man the value of such land as mine, he added.

It would be excellent business to come and live here yourself, if you want to bring up the value of the property, said Nancy gravely. I hear there are a good many lots staked out between here and Portland, but it takes more than that to start things. There cant be any prettier place than East Rodney, she declared, looking affectionately out of her little north window. It would be a great blessing to city people, if they could come and have our good Rodney air.

The friends talked on a little longer, and with great cheerfulness and wealth of reminiscence. Tom began to understand why nobody seemed to pity Nancy, though she did at last speak sadly, and make confession that she felt it to be very hard because she never could get about the neighborhood to see any of the old and sick people. Some of them were lonesome, and lived in lonesome places. I try to send word to them sometimes, if I cant do any more, said Nancy. Were so apt to forget em, and let em feel they arent useful. I cant bear to see an old heart begging for a little love. I do sometimes wish I could manage to go an try to make a little of their time pass pleasant.

Do you always stay just here? asked Tom with sudden compassion, after he had stood for a moment looking out at the gray sheep on the hillside.

Oh, sometimes I get into the old rocking-chair, and father pulls me out into the kitchen when Im extra well, said Nancy proudly, as if she spoke of a yachting voyage or a mountaineers exploits. Once a doctor said if I was only up to Boston — her voice fell a little with a touch of wistfulness— perhaps I could have had more done, and could have got about with some kind of a chair. But that was a good while ago: I never let myself worry about it. I am so busy right here that I dont know what would happen if I set out to travel.

V.

A year later the East Rodney shore looked as green as ever, and the untouched wall of firs and pines faithfully echoed the steamers whistle. In the twelve months just past Mr. Aldis had worked wonders upon his long-neglected estate, and now was comfortably at housekeeping on the Sunday Cove headland. Nancy could see the chimneys and a gable of the fine establishment from her own little north window, and the sheep still fed undisturbed on the slopes that lay between. More than this, there were two other new houses, to be occupied by Toms friends, within the distance of a mile or two. It would be difficult to give any idea of the excitement and interest of East Rodney, or the fine effect and impulse to the local market. Toms wife and children were most affectionately befriended by their neighbors the Gales, and with their coming in midsummer many changes for the better took place in Nancys life, and made it bright. She lost no time in starting a class, where the two eldest for the first time found study a pleasure, while little Tom was promptly and tenderly taught his best bow, and made to mind his steps with such interest and satisfaction that he who had once roared aloud in public at the infant dancing-class, now knew both confidence and ambition. There was already a well-worn little footpath between the old Gale house and Sunday Cove; it wound in and out among the ledges and thickets, and over the short sheep-turf of the knolls; and there was a scent of sweet-brier here, and of raspberries there, and of the salt water and the pines, and the juniper and bayberry, all the way.

Nancy herself had followed that path in a carrying-chair, and joy was in her heart at every step. She blessed Tom over and over again, as he walked, broad-shouldered and strong, between the forward handles, and turned his head now and then to see if she liked the journey. For many reasons, she was much better now that she could get out into the sun. The bedroom with the north window was apt to be tenantless, and where-ever Nancy went she made other people wiser and happier, and more interested in life.

On the day when she went in state to visit the new house, with her two sober carriers, and a gay little retinue of young people frisking alongside, she felt happy enough by the way; but when she got to the house itself, and had been carried quite round it, and was at last set down in the wide hall to look about, she gave her eyes a splendid liberty of enjoyment. Mrs. Aldis disappeared for a moment to give directions in her guests behalf, and the host and Nancy were left alone together.

No, I dont feel a bit tired, said the guest, looking pale and radiant. I feel as if I didnt know how to be grateful enough. I have everything in the world to make me happy. What does make you and your dear family do so much?

It means a great deal to have friends, doesnt it? answered Tom in a tone that thanked her warmly. I often wish — 

He could not finish his sentence, for he was thinking of Nancys long years, and the bond of friendship that absence and even forgetfulness had failed to break; of the curious insistence of fate which made him responsible for something in the life of Nancy and brought him back to her neighborhood. It was a moment of deep thought; he even forgot Nancy herself. He heard the water plashing on the shore below, and felt the cool sea wind that blew in at the door.

Nancy reached out her bent and twisted hand and began to speak; then she hesitated, and glanced at her hand again, and looked straight at him with shining eyes.

There never has been a day when I havent thought of you, she said.


Fames Little Day.

I.
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NOBODY EVER KNEW, except himself, what made a foolish young newspaper reporter, who happened into a small old-fashioned hotel in New York, observe Mr. Abel Pinkham with deep interest, listen to his talk, ask a question or two of the clerk, and then go away and make up an effective personal paragraph for one of the morning papers. He must have had a heart full of fun, this young reporter, and something honestly rustic and pleasing must have struck him in the guests demeanor, for there was a flavor in the few lines he wrote that made some of his fellows seize upon the little paragraph, and copy it, and add to it, and keep it moving. Nobody knows what starts such a thing in journalism, or keeps it alive after it is started, but on a certain Thursday morning the fact was made known to the world that among the notabilities then in the city, Abel Pinkham, Esquire, a distinguished citizen of Wetherford, Vermont, was visiting New York on important affairs connected with the maple-sugar industry of his native State. Mr. Pinkham had expected to keep his visit unannounced, but it was likely to occasion much interest in business and civic circles. This was something like the way that the paragraph started; but here and there a kindred spirit of the original journalist caught it up and added discreet lines about Mr. Pinkhams probable stay in town, his occupation of an apartment on the fourth floor of the Ethan Allen Hotel, and other circumstances so uninteresting to the reading public in general that presently in the next evening edition, one city editor after another threw out the item, and the young journalists, having had their day of pleasure, passed on to other things.

Mr. and Mrs. Pinkham had set forth from home with many forebodings, in spite of having talked all winter about taking this journey as soon as the spring opened. They would have caught at any reasonable excuse for giving it up altogether, because when the time arrived it seemed so much easier to stay at home. Mrs. Abel Pinkham had never seen New York; her husband himself had not been to the city for a great many years; in fact, his reminiscences of the former visit were not altogether pleasant, since he had foolishly fallen into many snares, and been much gulled in his character of honest young countryman. There was a tarnished and worthless counterfeit of a large gold watch still concealed between the outer boarding and inner lath and plaster of the lean-to bedroom which Mr. Abel Pinkham had occupied as a bachelor; it was not the only witness of his being taken in by city sharpers, and he had winced ever since at the thought of their wiles. But he was now a man of sixty, well-to-do, and of authority in town affairs; his children were all well married and settled in homes of their own, except a widowed daughter, who lived at home with her young son, and was her mothers lieutenant in household affairs.

The boy was almost grown, and at this season, when the maple sugar was all made and shipped, and it was still too early for spring work on the land, Mr. Pinkham could leave home as well as not, and here he was in New York, feeling himself to be a stranger and foreigner to city ways. If it had not been for that desire to appear well in his wifes eyes, which had buoyed him over the bar of many difficulties, he could have found it in his heart to take the next train back to Wetherford, Vermont, to be there rid of his best clothes and the stiff rim of his heavy felt hat. He could not let his wife discover that the noise and confusion of Broadway had the least power to make him flinch: he cared no more for it than for the woods in snow-time. He was as good as anybody, and she was better. They owed nobody a cent; and they had come on purpose to see the city of New York.

They were sitting at the breakfast-table in the Ethan Allen Hotel, having arrived at nightfall the day before. Mrs. Pinkham looked a little pale about the mouth. She had been kept awake nearly all night by the noise, and had enjoyed but little the evening she had spent in the stuffy parlor of the hotel, looking down out of the window at what seemed to her but garish scenes, and keeping a reproachful and suspicious eye upon some unpleasantly noisy young women of forward behavior who were her only companions. Abel himself was by no means so poorly entertained in the hotel office and smoking-room. He felt much more at home than she did, being better used to meeting strange men than she was to strange women, and he found two or three companions who had seen more than he of New York life. It was there, indeed, that the young reporter found him, hearty and country-fed, and loved the appearance of his best clothes, and the way Mr. Abel Pinkham brushed his hair, and loved the way that he spoke in a loud and manful voice the belief and experience of his honest heart.

In the morning at breakfast-time the Pinkhams were depressed. They missed their good bed at home; they were troubled by the roar and noise of the streets that hardly stopped over night before it began again in the morning. The waiter did not put what mind he may have had to the business of serving them; and Mrs. Abel Pinkham, whose cooking was the triumph of parish festivals at home, had her own opinion about the beefsteak. She was a woman of imagination, and now that she was fairly here, spectacles and all, it really pained her to find that the New York of her dreams, the metropolis of dignity and distinction, of wealth and elegance, did not seem to exist. These poor streets, these unlovely people, were the end of a great illusion. They did not like to meet each others eyes, this worthy pair. The man began to put on an unbecoming air of assertion, and Mrs. Pinkhams face was full of lofty protest.

My gracious me, Mary Ann! I am glad I happened to get the Tribune this mornin, said Mr. Pinkham, with sudden excitement. Just you look here! Id like well to know how they found out about our comin! and he handed the paper to his wife across the table. There — there t is; right by my thumb, he insisted. Cant you see it? and he smiled like a boy as she finally brought her large spectacles to bear upon the important paragraph.

I guess they think somethin of us, if you dont think much o them, continued Mr. Pinkham, grandly. Oh, they know how to keep the run o folks who are somebody to home! Draper and Fitch knew we was comin this week: you know I sent word I was comin to settle with them myself. I suppose they send folks round to the hotels, these newspapers, but I shouldnt thought thered been time. Anyway, theyve thought t was worthwhile to put us in!

Mrs. Pinkham did not take the trouble to make a mystery out of the unexpected pleasure. I want to cut it out an send it right up home to daughter Sarah, she said, beaming with pride, and looking at the printed names as if they were flattering photographs. I think t was most too strong to say we was among the notables. But there! tis their business to dress up things, and they have to print somethin every day. I guess I shall go up and put on my best dress, she added, inconsequently; this ones kind of dusty; its the same I rode in.

Le me see that paper again, said Mr. Pinkham jealously. I didnt more n half sense it, I was so taken aback. Well, Mary Ann, you didnt expect you was goin to get into the papers when you came away. Abel Pinkham, Esquire, of Wetherford, Vermont. It looks well, dont it? But you might have knocked me down with a feather when I first caught sight of them words.

I guess I shall put on my other dress, said Mrs. Pinkham, rising, with quite a different air from that with which she had sat down to her morning meal. This one looks a little out o style, as Sarah said, but when I got up this mornin I was so homesick it didnt seem to make any kind o difference. I expect that saucy girl last night took us to be nobodies. Id like to leave the paper round where she couldnt help seein it.

Dont take any notice of her, said Abel, in a dignified tone. If she cant do what you want an be civil, well go somewheres else. I wish Id done what we talked of at first an gone to the Astor House, but that young man in the cars told me t was remote from the things we should want to see. The Astor House was the top o everything when I was here last, but I expected to find some changes. I want you to have the best there is, he said, smiling at his wife as if they were just making their wedding journey. Come, lets be stirrin; t is long past eight oclock, and he ushered her to the door, newspaper in hand.

II.

Later that day the guests walked up Broadway, holding themselves erect, and feeling as if every eye was upon them. Abel Pinkham had settled with his correspondents for the spring consignments of maple sugar, and a round sum in bank bills was stowed away in his breast pocket. One of the partners had been a Wetherford boy, so when there came a renewal of interest in maple sugar, and the best confectioners were ready to do it honor, the finest quality being at a large premium, this partner remembered that there never was any sugar made in Wetherford of such melting and delicious flavor as from the trees on the old Pinkham farm. He had now made a good bit of money for himself on this private venture, and was ready that morning to pay Mr. Abel Pinkham cash down, and to give him a handsome order for the next season for all he could make. Mr. Fitch was also generous in the matter of such details as freight and packing; he was immensely polite and kind to his old friends, and begged them to come out and stay with him and his wife, where they lived now, in a not far distant New Jersey town.

No, no, sir, said Mr. Pinkham promptly. My wife has come to see the city, and our time is short. Your folksll be up this summer, wont they? Well wait an visit then. You must certainly take Mrs. Pinkham up to the Park, said the commission merchant. I wish I had time to show you round myself. I suppose youve been seeing some things already, havent you? I noticed your arrival in the Herald.

The Tribune it was, said Mr. Pinkham, blushing through a smile and looking round at his wife.

Oh no; I never read the Tribune, said Mr. Fitch. There was quite an extended notice in my paper. They must have put you and Mrs. Pinkham into the Herald too. And so the friends parted, laughing. I am much pleased to have a call from such distinguished parties, said Mr. Fitch, by way of final farewell, and Mr. Pinkham waved his hand grandly in reply.

Lets get the Herald, then, he said, as they started up the street. We can go an sit over in that little square that we passed as we came along, and rest an talk things over about what wed better do this afternoon. Im tired out a-trampin and standin. Id rather have set still while we were there, but he wanted us to see his store. Done very well, Joe Fitch has, but t aint a business I should like. There was a lofty look and sense of behavior about Mr. Pinkham of Wetherford. You might have thought him a great politician as he marched up Broadway, looking neither to right hand nor left. He felt himself to be a person of great responsibilities.

I begin to feel sort of at home myself, said his wife, who always had a certain touch of simple dignity about her. When we was comin yesterday New York seemed to be all strange, and there wasnt nobody expectin us. I feel now just as if Id been here before.

They were now on the edge of the better-looking part of the town; it was still noisy and crowded, but noisy with fine carriages instead of drays, and crowded with well-dressed people. The hours for shopping and visiting were beginning, and more than one person looked with appreciative and friendly eyes at the comfortable pleased-looking elderly man and woman who went their easily beguiled and loitering way. The pavement peddlers detained them, but the cabmen beckoned them in vain; their eyes were busy with the immediate foreground. Mrs. Pinkham was embarrassed by the recurring reflection of herself in the great windows.

I wish I had seen about a new bonnet before we came, she lamented. They seem to be havin on some o their spring things.

Dont you worry, Mary Ann. I dont see anybody that looks any better than you do, said Abel, with boyish and reassuring pride.

Mr. Pinkham had now bought the Herald, and also the Sun, well recommended by an able newsboy, and presently they crossed over from that corner by the Fifth Avenue Hotel which seems like the very heart of New York, and found a place to sit down on the Square — an empty bench, where they could sit side by side and look the papers through, reading over each others shoulder, and being impatient from page to page. The paragraph was indeed repeated, with trifling additions. Ederton of the Sun had followed the Tribune mans lead, and fabricated a brief interview, a marvel of art and discretion, but so general in its allusions that it could create no suspicion; it almost deceived Mr. Pinkham himself, so that he found unaffected pleasure in the fictitious occasion, and felt as if he had easily covered himself with glory. Except for the bare fact of the interviews being imaginary, there was no discredit to be cast upon Mr. Abel Pinkhams having said that he thought the country near Wetherford looked well for the time of year, and promised a fair hay crop, and that his income was augmented one half to three fifths by his belief in the future of maple sugar. It was likely to be the great coming crop of the Green Mountain State. Ederton suggested that there was talk of Mr. Pinkhams presence in the matter of a great maple-sugar trust, in which much of the capital of Wall Street would be involved.

How they do hatch up these things, dont they? said the worthy man at this point. Well, it all sounds well, Mary Ann.

It says here that you are a very personable man, smiled his wife, and have filled some of the most responsible town offices (this was the turn taken by Goffey of the Herald). Oh, and that you are going to attend the performance at Barnums this evening, and occupy reserved seats. Why, I didnt know — who have you told about that? — who was you talkin to last night, Abel?

I never spoke o goin to Barnums to any livin soul, insisted Abel, flushing. I only thought of it two or three times to myself that perhaps I might go an take you. Now that is singular; perhaps they put that in just to advertise the show.

Aint it a kind of a low place for folks like us to be seen in? suggested Mrs. Pinkham timidly. People seem to be payin us all this attention, an I dont knows t would be dignified for us to go to one o them circus places.

I dont care; we shant live but once. I aint comin to New York an confine myself to evenin meetins, answered Abel, throwing away discretion and morality together. I tell you Im goin to spend this sugar-money just as weve a mind to. Youve worked hard, an counted a good while on comin, and sove I; an I aint goin to mince my steps an pinch an screw for nobody. Im goin to hire one o them hacks an ride up to the Park.

Joe Fitch said we could go right up in one o the elevated railroads for five cents, an return when we was ready, protested Mary Ann, who had a thriftier inclination than her husband; but Mr. Pinkham was not to be let or hindered, and they presently found themselves going up Fifth Avenue in a somewhat battered open landau. The spring sun shone upon them, and the spring breeze fluttered the black ostrich tip on Mrs. Pinkham s durable winter bonnet, and brought the pretty color to her faded cheeks.

There! this is something like. Such people as we are cant go meechin round; it aint expected. Dont it pay for a lot o hard work? said Abel; and his wife gave him a pleased look for her only answer. They were both thinking of their gray farmhouse high on a long western slope, with the afternoon sun full in its face, the old red barn, the pasture, the shaggy woods that stretched far up the mountain-side.

I wish Sarah an little Abel was here to see us ride by, said Mary Ann Pinkham, presently. I cant seem to wait to have em get that newspaper. Im so glad we sent it right off before we started this mornin. If Abel goes to the post-office comin from school, as he always does, theyll have it to read to-morrow before supper-time.

III.

This happy day in two plain lives ended, as might have been expected, with the great Barnum show. Mr. and Mrs. Pinkham found themselves in possession of countless advertising cards and circulars next morning, and these added somewhat to their sense of responsibility. Mrs. Pinkham became afraid that the hotel-keeper would charge them double. Weve got to pay for it some way; there. I dont know but Im more n willin, said the good soul. I never did have such a splendid time in all my life. Findin you so respected way off here is the best of anything; an then seein them dear little babies in their nice carriages, all along the streets and up to the Central Park! I never shall forget them beautiful little creaturs. And then the houses, an the hosses, an the store windows, an all the rest of it! Well, I cant make my country pitcher hold no more, an I want to get home an think it over, goin about my housework.

They were just entering the door of the Ethan Allen Hotel for the last time, when a young man met them and bowed cordially.

He was the original reporter of their arrival, but they did not know it, and the impulse was strong within him to formally invite Mr. Pinkham to make an address before the members of the Produce Exchange on the following morning; but he had been a country boy himself, and their look of seriousness and self-consciousness appealed to him unexpectedly. He wondered what effect this great experience would have upon their after-life. The best fun, after all, would be to send marked copies of his paper and Edertons to all the weekly newspapers in that part of Vermont. He saw before him the evidence of their happy increase of self-respect, and he would make all their neighborhood agree to do them honor. Such is the dominion of the press.

Who was that young man? — he kind of bowed to you, asked the lady from Wetherford, after the journalist had meekly passed; but Abel Pinkham, Esquire, could only tell her that he looked like a young fellow who was sitting in the office the evening that they came to the hotel. The reporter did not seem to these distinguished persons to be a young man of any consequence.


A War Debt.

I.
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THERE WAS A tinge of autumn color on even the English elms as Tom Burton walked slowly up Beacon Street. He was wondering all the way what he had better do with himself; it was far too early to settle down in Boston for the winter, but his grandmother kept to her old date for moving up to town, and here they were. As yet nobody thought of braving the country weather long after October came in, and most country houses were poorly equipped with fireplaces, or even furnaces: this was some years ago, and not the very last autumn that ever was.

There was likely to be a long stretch of good weather, a month at least, if one took the trouble to go a little way to the southward. Tom Burton quickened his steps a little, and began to think definitely of his guns, while a sudden resolve took shape in his mind. Just then he reached the doorsteps of his grandmothers fine old-fashioned house, being himself the fourth Thomas Burton that the shining brass door-plate had represented. His old grandmother was the only near relative he had in the world; she was growing older and more dependent upon him every day. That summer he had returned from a long wandering absence of three years, and the vigorous elderly woman whom he had left, busy and self-reliant, had sadly changed in the mean time; age had begun to strike telling blows at her strength and spirits. Tom had no idea of leaving her again for the long journeys which had become the delightful habit of his life; but there was no reason why he should not take a fortnights holiday now and then, particularly now.

Has Mrs. Burton come down yet, Dennis? Is there any one with her? asked Tom, as he entered.

There is not, sir. Mrs. Burton is in the drawing-room, answered Dennis precisely. The tea is just going up; I think she was waiting for you. And Tom ran upstairs like a schoolboy, and then walked discreetly into the drawing-room. His grandmother gave no sign of having expected him, but she always liked company at that hour of the day: there had come to be too many ghosts in the empty chairs.

Can I have two cups? demanded the grandson, cheerfully. I dont know when I have had such a walk! and they began a gay gossiping hour together, and parted for a short season afterward, only to meet again at dinner, with a warm sense of pleasure in each others company. The young man always insisted that his grandmother was the most charming woman in the world, and it can be imagined what the grandmother thought of Tom. She was only severe with him because he had given no signs of wishing to marry, but she was tolerant of all delay, so long as she could now and then keep the subject fresh in his mind. It was not a moment to speak again of the great question that afternoon, and she had sat and listened to his talk of people and things, a little plaintive and pale, but very handsome, behind the tea-table.

II.

At dinner, after Dennis had given Tom his cup of coffee and cigars, and disappeared with an accustomed air of thoughtfully leaving the family alone for a private interview, Mrs. Burton, who sometimes lingered if she felt like talking, and sometimes went away to the drawing-room to take a brief nap before she began her evening book, and before Tom joined her for a few minutes to say good-night if he were going out, — Mrs. Burton left her chair more hurriedly than usual. Tom meant to be at home that evening, and was all ready to speak of his plan for some Southern shooting, and he felt a sudden sense of disappointment.

Dont go away, he said, looking up as she passed. Is this a bad cigar?

No, no, my dear, said the old lady, hurrying across the room in an excited, unusual sort of way. I wish to show you something while we are by ourselves. And she stooped to unlock a little cupboard in the great sideboard, and fumbled in the depths there, upsetting and clanking among some pieces of silver. Tom joined her with a pair of candles, but it was some moments before she could find what she wanted. Mrs. Burton appeared to be in a hurry, which almost never happened, and in trying to help her Tom dropped much wax unheeded at her side.

Here it is at last, she said, and went back to her seat at the table. I ought to tell you the stories of some old silver that I keep in that cupboard; if I were to die, nobody would know anything about them.

Do you mean the old French spoons, and the princes porringer, and those things? asked Tom, showing the most lively interest. But his grandmother was busy unfastening the strings of a little bag, and shook her head absently in answer to his question. She took out and handed to him a quaint old silver cup with two handles, that he could not remember ever to have seen.

What a charming old bit! said he, turning it about. Where in the world did it come from? English, of course; and it looks like a loving-cup. A copy of some old Oxford thing, perhaps; only they didnt copy much then. I should think it had been made for a child. Tom turned it round and round and drew the candles toward him. Heres an inscription, too, but very much worn.

Put it down a minute, said Mrs. Burton impatiently. Every time I have thought of it I have been more and more ashamed to have it in the house. People werent so shocked by such things at first; they would only be sentimental about the ruined homes, and say that, after all, it was the fortune of war. That cup was stolen.

But who stole it? inquired Tom, with deep interest.

Your father brought it here, said Mrs. Burton, with great spirit, and even a tone of reproach. My son, Tom Burton, your father, brought it home from the war. I think his plan was to keep it safe to send back to the owners. But he left it with your mother when he was ordered suddenly to the front; he was only at home four days, and the day after he got back to camp was the day he was killed, poor boy — 

I remember something about it now, Tom hastened to say. I remember my mothers talking about the breaking up of Southern homes, and all that; she never believed it until she saw the cup, and I thought it was awfully silly. I was at the age when I could have blown our own house to pieces just for the sake of the racket.

And that terrible year your grandfathers and your mothers death followed, and I was left alone with you — two of us out of the five that had made my home — 

I should say one and a half, insisted Tom, with some effort. What a boy I was for a grandson! Thank Heaven, there comes a time when we are all the same age! We are jolly together now, arent we? Come, dear old lady, dont lets think too much of whats gone by; and he went round the table and gave her a kiss, and stood there where she need not look him in the face, holding her dear thin hand as long as ever she liked.

I want you to take that silver cup back, Tom, she said presently, in her usual tone. Go back and finish your coffee. She had seldom broken down like this. Mrs. Burton had been self-possessed, even to apparent coldness, in earlier life.

How in the world am I going to take it back? asked Tom, most businesslike and calm. Do you really know just where it came from? And then it was several years ago.

Your grandfather knew; they were Virginia people, of course, and happened to be old friends; one of the younger men was his own classmate. He knew the crest and motto at once, but there were two or three branches of the family, none of them, so far as he knew, living anywhere near where your father was in camp. Poor Tom said that there was a beautiful old house sacked and burnt, and everything scattered that was saved. He happened to hear a soldier from another regiment talking about it, and saw him tossing this cup about, and bought it from him with all the money he happened to have in his pockets.

Then he didnt really steal it himself! exclaimed Tom, laughing a little, and with a sense of relief.

No, no, Tom! said Mrs. Burton impatiently. Only you see that it really is a stolen thing, and I have had it all this time under my roof. For a long time it was packed away with your fathers war relics, those things that I couldnt bear to see. And then I would think of it only at night after I had once seen it, and forget to ask any one else while you were away, or wait for you to come. Oh, I have no excuse. I have been very careless, but here it has been all the time. I wish you would find out about the people; there must be some one belonging to them — some friend, perhaps, to whom we could give it. This is one of the things that I wish to have done, and to forget. Just take it back, or write some letters first: you will know what to do. I should like to have the people understand.

Ill see about it at once, said Tom, with great zest. I believe you couldnt have spoken at a better time. I have been thinking of going down to Virginia this very week. I hear that they are in a hurry with fitting out that new scientific expedition in Washington that I declined to join, and they want me to come on and talk over things before they are off. One of the men is a Virginian, an awfully good fellow; and then theres Clendennin, my old chum, whos in Washington, too, just now; theyll give me my directions; they know all Virginia between them. Ill take the cup along, and run down from Washington for a few days, and perhaps get some shooting.

Toms face was shining with interest and satisfaction; he took the cup and again held it under the candle-light. How pretty this old chasing is round the edge, and the set of the little handles! Oh, heres the motto! What a dear old thing, and enormously old! See here, under the crest, and he held it toward Mrs. Burton: — 



Je vous en prie
Bel-ami.



Mrs. Burton glanced at it with indifference. Yes, it is charming, as you say. But I only wish to return it to its owners, Tom.



Je vous en prie
Bel-ami.



Tom repeated the words under his breath, and looked at the crest carefully.

I remember that your grandfather said it belonged to the Bellamys, said his grandmother. Of course: how could I forget that? I have never looked at it properly since the day I first saw it. It is a charming motto — they were very charming and distinguished people. I suppose this is a pretty way of saying that they could not live without their friends. I beg of you, Belami; — it is a quaint fancy; one might turn it in two or three pretty ways.

Or they may have meant that they only looked to themselves for what they wanted, Je vous en prie Bellamy! said Tom gallantly. All right; I think that I shall start to-morrow or next day. If you have no special plans, he added.

Do go, my dear; you may get some shooting, as you say, said Mrs. Burton, a little wistfully, but kindly personifying Toms inclination.

Youve started me off on a fine romantic adventure, said the young man, smiling. Come; my cigars gone out, and it never was good for much; lets go in and try the cards, and talk about things; perhaps youll think of something more about the Bellamys. You said that my grandfather had a classmate — 

Mrs. Burton stopped to put the cup into its chamois bag again, and handed it solemnly to Tom, then she took his arm, and dismissing all unpleasant thoughts, they sat down to the peaceful game of cribbage to while away the time. The grandson lent himself gayly to pleasure-making, and they were just changing the cards for their books, when one of the elder friends of the house appeared, one of the two or three left who called Mrs. Burton Margaret, and was greeted affectionately as Henry in return. This guest always made the dear lady feel young; he himself was always to the front of things, and had much to say. It was quite forgotten that a last charge had been given to Tom, or that the past had been wept over. Presently, the late evening hours being always her best, she forgot in eager talk that she had any grandson at all, and Tom slipped away with his book to his own sitting-room and his pipe. He took the little cup out of its bag again, and set it before him, and began to lay plans for a Southern journey.

III.

The Virginia country was full of golden autumn sunshine and blue haze. The long hours spent on a slow-moving train were full of shocks and surprises to a young traveler who knew almost every civilized country better than his own. The lonely look of the fields, the trees shattered by war, which had not yet had time enough to muffle their broken tops with green; the negroes, who crowded on board the train, lawless, and unequal to holding their liberty with steady hands, looked poor and less respectable than in the old plantation days — it was as if the long discipline of their former state had counted for nothing. Tom Burton felt himself for the first time to have something of a statesmans thoughts and schemes as he moralized along the way. Presently he noticed with deep sympathy a lady who came down the crowded car, and took the seat just in front of him. She carried a magazine under her arm a copy of— Blackwood, which was presently proved to bear the date of 1851, and to be open at an article on the death of Wordsworth. She was the first lady he had seen that day — there was little money left for journeying and pleasure among the white Virginians; but two or three stations beyond this a group of young English men and women stood with the gay negroes on the platform, and came into the train with cheerful greetings to their friends. It seemed as if England had begun to settle Virginia all over again, and their clear, lively voices had no foreign sound. There were going to be races at some court-house town in the neighborhood. Burton was a great lover of horses himself, and the new scenes grew more and more interesting. In one of the gay groups was a different figure from any of the fresh-cheeked young wives of the English planters — a slender girl, pale and spirited, with a look of care beyond her years. She was the queen of her little company. It was to her that every one looked for approval and sympathy as the laugh went to and fro. There was something so high-bred and elegant in her bearing, something so exquisitely sure and stately, that her companions were made clumsy and rustic in their looks by contrast. The eager talk of the coming races, of the untried thoroughbreds, the winners and losers of the year before, made more distinct this young Virginia ladys own look of high-breeding, and emphasized her advantage of race. She was the newer and finer Norman among Saxons. She alone seemed to have that inheritance of swiftness of mind, of sureness of training. It was the highest type of English civilization refined still further by long growth in favoring soil. Tom Burton read her unconscious face as if it were a romance; he believed that one of the great Virginia houses must still exist, and that she was its young mistress. The houses fortune was no doubt gone; the long-worn and carefully mended black silk gown that followed the lines of her lovely figure told plainly enough that worldly prosperity was a thing of the past. But what nature could give of its best, and only age and death could take away, were hers. He watched her more and more; at one moment she glanced up suddenly and held his eyes with hers for one revealing moment. There was no surprise in the look, but a confession of pathos, a recognition of sympathy, which made even a stranger feel that he had the inmost secret of her heart.

IV.

The next day our hero, having hired a capital saddle-horse, a little the worse for age, was finding his way eastward along the sandy roads. The country was full of color; the sassafras and gum trees and oaks were all ablaze with red and yellow. Now and then he caught a glimpse of a sail on one of the wide reaches of the river which lay to the northward; now and then he passed a broken gateway or the ruins of a cabin. He carried a light gun before him across the saddle, and a game-bag hung slack and empty at his shoulder except for a single plump partridge in one corner, which had whirred up at the right moment out of a vine-covered thicket. Something small and heavy in his coat pocket seemed to correspond to the bird, and once or twice he unconsciously lifted it in the hollow of his hand. The day itself, and a sense of being on the road to fulfill his mission, a sense of unending leisure and satisfaction under that lovely hazy sky, seemed to leave no place for impatience or thought of other things. He rode slowly along, with his eye on the roadside coverts, letting the horse take his own gait, except when a ragged negro boy, on an unwilling, heavy-footed mule, slyly approached and struck the dallying steed from behind. It was past the middle of the October afternoon.

Mos thar now, Cunl, said the boy at last, eagerly. See them busted trees pas thar, an chimblies? You tun down nax turn; ride smart piece yet, an you come right front of ol Mars Bellmys house. See, he comin long de road now. Yas, tis Mars Bellmy shore, an s gun.

Tom had been looking across the neglected fields with compassion, and wondering if such a plantation could ever be brought back to its days of prosperity. As the boy spoke he saw the tall chimneys in the distance, and then, a little way before him in the shadow of some trees, a stately figure that slowly approached. He hurriedly dismounted, leading his horse until he met the tall old man, who answered his salutation with much dignity. There was something royal and remote from ordinary men in his silence after the first words of courteous speech.

Yas, sir; thats Mars Bellmy, sir, whispered the boy on the mule, reassuringly, and the moment of hesitation was happily ended.

I was on my way to call upon you, Colonel Bellamy; my name is Burton, said the younger man.

Will you come with me to the house? said the old gentleman, putting out his hand cordially a second time; and though he had frowned slightly at first at the unmistakable Northern accent, the light came quickly to his eyes. Tom gave his horses bridle to the boy, who promptly transferred himself to the better saddle, and began to lead the mule instead.

I have been charged with an errand of friendship, said Tom. I believe that you and my grandfather were at Harvard together. Tom looked boyish and eager and responsive to hospitality at this moment. He was straight and trim, like a Frenchman. Colonel Bellamy was much the taller of the two, even with his bent shoulders and relaxed figure. I see the resemblance to your grandfather, sir. I bid you welcome to Fairford, said the Colonel. Your visit is a great kindness.

They walked on together, speaking ceremoniously of the season and of the shooting and Toms journey, until they left the woods and overgrown avenue at the edge of what had once been a fine lawn, with clusters of huge oaks; but these were shattered by war and more or less ruined. The lopped trunks still showed the marks of fire and shot; some had put out a fresh bough or two, but most of the ancient trees stood for their own monuments, rain-bleached and gaunt. At the other side of the wide lawn, against young woodland and a glimpse of the river, were the four great chimneys which had been seen from the highroad. There was no dwelling in sight at the moment, and Tom stole an apprehensive look at the grave face of his companion. It appeared as if he were being led to the habitation of ghosts, as if he were purposely to be confronted with the desolation left in the track of Northern troops. It was not so long since the great war that these things could be forgotten.

The Colonel, however, without noticing the ruins in any way, turned toward the right as he neared them, and passing a high fragment of brick wall topped by a marble ball or two — which had been shot at for marks — and passing, just beyond, some huge clumps of box, they came to a square brick building with a rude wooden addition at one side, and saw some tumble-down sheds a short distance beyond this, with a negro cabin.

They came to the open door. This was formerly the billiard-room. Your grandfather would have kept many memories of it, said the host simply. Will you go in, Mr. Burton? And Tom climbed two or three perilous wooden steps and entered, to find himself in a most homelike and charming place. There was a huge fireplace opposite the door, with a thin whiff of blue smoke going up, a few old books on the high chimney-piece, a pair of fine portraits with damaged frames, some old tables and chairs of different patterns, with a couch by the square window covered with a piece of fine tapestry folded together and still showing its beauty, however raveled and worn. By the opposite window, curtained only by vines, sat a lady with her head muffled in lace, who greeted the guest pleasantly, and begged pardon for not rising from her chair. Her face wore an unmistakable look of pain and sorrow. As Tom Burton stood at her side, he could find nothing to say in answer to her apologies. He was not wont to be abashed, and a real court could not affect him like this ideal one. The poor surroundings could only be seen through the glamour of their owners presence — it seemed a most elegant interior.

I am sorry to have the inconvenience of deafness, said Madam Bellamy, looking up with an anxious little smile. Will you tell me again the name of our guest?

He is my old classmate Burtons grandson, of Boston, said the Colonel, who now stood close at her side; he looked apprehensive as he spoke, and the same shadow flitted over his face as when Tom had announced himself by the oak at the roadside.

I remember Mr. Burton, your grandfather, very well, said Madam Bellamy at last, giving Tom her hand for the second time, as her husband had done. He was your guest here the autumn before we were married, my dear; a fine rider, I remember, and a charming gentleman. He was much entertained by one of our hunts. I saw that you also carried a gun. My dear, and she turned to her husband anxiously, did you bring home any birds?

Colonel Bellamys face lengthened. I had scarcely time, or perhaps I had not my usual good fortune, said he. The birds have followed the grain-fields away from Virginia, we sometimes think.

I can offer you a partridge, said Tom eagerly. I shot one as I rode along. I am afraid that I stopped Colonel Bellamy just as he was going out.

I thank you very much, said Madam Bellamy. And you will take supper with us, certainly. You will give us the pleasure of a visit? I regret very much my granddaughters absence, but it permits me to offer you her room, which happens to be vacant. But Tom attempted to make excuse. No, no, said Madam Bellamy, answering her own thoughts rather than his words. You must certainly stay the night with us; we shall make you most welcome. It will give my husband great pleasure; he will have many questions to ask you.

Tom went out to search for his attendant, who presently clattered away on the mule at an excellent homeward pace. An old negro man servant led away the horse, and Colonel Bellamy disappeared also, leaving the young guest to entertain himself and his hostess for an hour, that flew by like light. A woman who is charming in youth is still more charming in age to a man of Tom Burtons imagination, and he was touched to find how quickly the first sense of receiving an antagonist had given way before a desire to show their feeling of kindly hospitality toward a guest. The links of ancient friendship still held strong, and as Tom sat with his hostess by the window they had much pleasant talk of Northern families known to them both, of whom, or of whose children and grandchildren, he could give much news. It seemed as if he should have known Madam Bellamy all his life. It is impossible to say how she illumined her poor habitation, with what dignity and sweetness she avoided, as far as possible, any reference to the war or its effects. One could hardly remember that she was poor, or ill, or had suffered such piteous loss of friends and fortune.

Later, when Tom was walking toward the river through the woods and overgrown fields of the plantation, he came upon the ruins of the old cabins of what must have been a great family of slaves. The crumbling heaps of the chimneys stood in long lines on either side of a weed-grown lane; not far beyond he found the sinking mounds of some breastworks on a knoll which commanded the river channel. The very trees and grass looked harrowed and distressed by war; the silence of the sunset was only broken by the cry of a little owl that was begging mercy of its fears far down the lonely shore.

V.

At supper that night Burton came from his room to find Colonel Bellamy bringing his wife in his arms to the table, while the old bent-backed and gray-headed man servant followed to place her chair. The mistress of Fairford was entirely lame and helpless, but she sat at the head of her table like a queen. There was a bunch of damask-roses at her plate. The Colonel himself was in evening dress, antique in cut, and sadly worn, and Tom heartily thanked his patron saint that the boy had brought his portmanteau in good season. There was a glorious light in the room from the fire, and the table was served with exquisite care, and even more luxurious delay, the excellent fish which the Colonel himself must have caught in his unexplained absence, and Toms own partridge, which was carved as if it had been the first wild turkey of the season, were followed by a few peaches touched with splendid color as they lay on a handful of leaves in a bent and dented pewter plate. There seemed to be no use for the stray glasses, until old Milton produced a single small bottle of beer, and uncorked and poured it for his master and his masters guest with a grand air. The Colonel lifted his eyebrows slightly, but accepted its appearance at the proper moment.

They sat long at table. It was impossible to let ones thought dwell upon any of the meagre furnishings of the feast. The host and hostess talked of the days when they went often to France and England, and of Toms grandfather when he was young. At last Madam Bellamy left the table, and Tom stood waiting while she was carried to her own room. He had kissed her hand like a courtier as he said good-night. On the Colonels return the old butler ostentatiously placed the solitary bottle between them and went away. The Colonel offered some excellent tobacco, and Tom begged leave to fetch his pipe. When he returned he brought with it the chamois-skin bag that held the silver cup, and laid it before him on the table. It was like the dread of going into battle, but the moment had arrived. He laid his hand on the cup for a moment as if to hide it, then he waited until his pipe was fairly going.

This is something which I have come to restore to you, sir, said Tom presently, taking the piece of silver from its wrappings. I believe that it is your property.

The old Colonels face wore a strange, alarmed look; his thin cheeks grew crimson. He reached eagerly for the cup, and held it before his eyes. At last he bent his head and kissed it. Tom Burton saw that his tears began to fall, that he half rose, turning toward the door of the next room, where his wife was; then he sank back again, and looked at his guest appealingly.

I ask no questions, he faltered; it was the fortune of war. This cup was my grandfathers, my fathers, and mine; all my own children drank from it in turn; they are all gone before me. We always called it our lucky cup. I fear that it has come back too late — The old mans voice broke, but he still held the shining piece of silver before him, and turned it about in the candle-light.



Je vous en prie Bel-ami.



he whispered under his breath, and put the cup before him on the scarred mahogany.

VI.

Shall we move our chairs before the fire, Mr. Burton? My dear wife is but frail, said the old man, after a long silence, and with touching pathos. She sees me companioned for the evening, and is glad to seek her room early; if you were not here she would insist upon our game of cards. I do not allow myself to dwell upon the past, and I have no wish for gay company; he added, in a lower voice, My daily dread in life is to be separated from her.

As the evening wore on, the autumn air grew chilly, and again and again the host replenished his draughty fireplace, and pushed the box of delicious tobacco toward his guest, and Burton in his turn ventured to remember a flask in his portmanteau, and begged the Colonel to taste it, because it had been filled from an old cask in his grandfathers cellar. The butlers eyes shone with satisfaction when he was unexpectedly called upon to brew a little punch after the old Fairford fashion, and the later talk ranged along the youthful escapades of Thomas Burton the elder to the beauties and the style of Addison; from the latest improvement in shot-guns to the statesmanship of Thomas Jefferson, while the Colonel spoke tolerantly, in passing, of some slight misapprehensions of Virginia life made by a delightful young writer, too early lost — Mr. Thackeray.

Tom Burton had never enjoyed an evening more; the romance, the pathos of it, as he found himself more and more taking his grandfathers place in the mind of this hereditary friend, waked all his sympathy. The charming talk that never dwelt too long or was hurried too fast, the exquisite faded beauty of Madam Bellamy, the noble dignity and manliness of the old planter and soldier, the perfect absence of reproach for others or whining pity for themselves, made the knowledge of their regret and loss doubly poignant. Their four sons had all laid down their lives in what they believed from their hearts to be their countrys service; their daughters had died early, one from sorrow at her husbands death, and one from exposure in a forced flight across country; their ancestral home lay in ruins; their beloved cause had been put to shame and defeat — yet they could bow their heads to every blast of misfortune, and could make a man welcome at their table whose every instinct and tradition of loyalty made him their enemy. The owls might shriek from the chimneys of Fairford, and the timid wild hares course up and down the weed-grown avenues on an autumn night like this, but a welcome from the Bellamys was a welcome still. It seemed to the young imaginative guest that the old motto of the house was never so full of significance as when he fancied it exchanged between the Colonel and himself, Southerner and Northerner, elder and younger man, conquered and conqueror in an unhappy war. The two old portraits, with their warped frames and bullet-holes, faded and gleamed again in the firelight; the portrait of an elderly man was like the Colonel himself, but the woman, who was younger, and who seemed to meet Toms eye gayly enough, bore a resemblance which he could only half recall. It was very late when the two men said good-night. They were each conscious of the great delight of having found a friend. The candles had flickered out long before, but the fire still burned, and struck a ray of light from the cup on the table.

VII.

The next morning Burton waked early in his tiny sleeping-room. The fragrance of ripe grapes and the autumn air blew in at the window, and he hastened to dress, especially as he could hear the footstep and imperious voice of Colonel Bellamy, who seemed to begin his new day with zest and courage in the outer room. Milton, the old gray-headed negro, was there too, and was alternately upbraided and spoken with most intimately and with friendly approval. It sounded for a time as if some great excitement and project were on foot; but Milton presently appeared, eager for morning offices, and when Tom went out to join the Colonel he was no longer there. There were no signs of breakfast. The birds were singing in the trees outside, and the sun shone in through the wide-opened door. It was a poor place in the morning light. As he crossed the room he saw an old-fashioned gift-book lying on the couch, as if some one had just laid it there face downward. He carried it with him to the door; a dull collection enough, from forgotten writers of forgotten prose and verse, but the Colonel had left it open at some lines which, with all their faults, could not be read without sympathy. He was always thinking of his wife; he had marked the four verses because they spoke of her.

Tom put the old book down just as Colonel Bellamy passed outside, and hastened to join him. They met with pleasure, and stood together talking. The elder man presently quoted a line or two of poetry about the beauty of the autumn morning, and his companion stood listening with respectful attention, but he observed by contrast the hard, warriorlike lines of the Colonels face. He could well believe that, until sorrow had softened him, a fiery impatient temper had ruled this Southern heart. There was a sudden chatter and noise of voices, and they both turned to see a group of negroes, small and great, coming across the lawn with bags and baskets, and after a few muttered words the old master set forth hurriedly to meet them, Tom following.

Be still, all of you! said the Colonel sternly. Your mistress is still asleep. Go round to Milton, and he will attend to you. Ill come presently.

They were almost all old people, many of them were already infirm, and it was hard to still their requests and complaints. One of the smaller children clasped Colonel Bellamy about the knees. There was something patriarchal in the scene, and one could not help being sure that some reason for the present poverty of Fairford was the necessity for protecting these poor souls. The merry, well-fed colored people, who were indulging their late-won liberty of travel on the trains, had evidently shirked any responsibilities for such stray remnants of humanity. Slavery was its own provider for old age. There had once been no necessity for the slaves themselves to make provision for winter, as even a squirrel must. They were worse than children now, and far more appealing in their helplessness.

The group slowly departed, and Colonel Bellamy led the way in the opposite direction, toward the ruins of the great house. They crossed the old garden, where some ancient espaliers still clung to the broken brick-work of the walls, and a little fruit still clung to the knotted branches, while great hedges of box, ragged and uncared for, traced the old order of the walks. The heavy dew and warm morning sun brought out that antique fragrance, — the faint pungent odor which wakes the utmost memories of the past. Tom Burton thought with a sudden thrill that the girl with the sweet eyes yesterday had worn a bit of box in her dress. Here and there, under the straying boughs of the shrubbery, bloomed a late scarlet poppy from some scattered seed of which such old soil might well be full. It was a barren, neglected garden enough, but still full of charm and delight, being a garden. There was a fine fragrance of grapes through the undergrowth, but the whole place was completely ruined; a little snake slid from the broken base of a sun-dial; the tall chimneys of the house were already beginning to crumble, and birds and squirrels lived in their crevices and flitted about their lofty tops. At some distance an old negro was singing, — it must have been Milton himself, still unbesought by his dependents, and the song was full of strange, monotonous wails and plaintive cadences, like a lament for war itself, and all the misery that follows in its train.

Colonel Bellamy had not spoken for some moments, but when they reached the terrace which had been before the house there were two flights of stone steps that led to empty air, and these were still adorned by some graceful railings and balusters, bent and rusty and broken.

You will observe this iron-work, sir, said the Colonel, stopping to regard with pride almost the only relic of the former beauty and state of Fairford. My grandfather had the pattern carefully planned in Charleston, where such work was formerly well done by Frenchmen. He stopped to point out certain charming features of the design with his walking-stick, and then went on without a glance at the decaying chimneys or the weed-grown cellars and heaps of stones beneath.

The lovely October morning was more than half gone when Milton brought the horse round to the door, and the moment came to say farewell. The Colonel had shown sincere eagerness that the visit should be prolonged for at least another day, but a reason for hurry which the young man hardly confessed to himself was urging him back along the way he had come. He was ready to forget his plans for shooting and wandering eastward on the river shore. He had paid a parting visit to Madam Bellamy in her own room, where she lay on a couch in the sunshine, and had seen the silver cup — a lucky cup he devoutly hoped it might indeed be — on a light stand by her side. It held a few small flowers, as if it had so been brought in to her in the early morning. Her eyes were dim with weeping. She had not thought of its age and history, neither did the sight of such pathetic loot wake bitter feelings against her foes. It was only the cup that her little children had used, one after another, in their babyhood; the last and dearest had kept it longest, and even he was dead — fallen in battle, like the rest.

She wore a hood and wrapping of black lace, which brought out the delicacy of her features like some quaint setting. Her hand trembled as she bade her young guest farewell. As he looked back from the doorway she was like some exiled queen in a peasants lodging, such dignity and sweet patience were in her look. I think you bring good fortune, she said. Nothing can make me so happy as to have my husband find a little pleasure.

As the young man crossed the outer room the familiar eyes of the old portrait caught his own with wistful insistency. He suddenly suspected the double reason: he had been dreaming of other eyes, and knew that his fellow-traveler had kept him company. Madam Bellamy, he said, turning back, and blushing as he bent to speak to her in a lower voice,— the portrait; is it like any one? is it like your granddaughter? Could I have seen her on my way here?

Madam Bellamy looked up at his eager face with a light of unwonted pleasure in her eyes. Yes, said she, my granddaughter would have been on her way to Whitfields. She has always been thought extremely like the picture: it is her great-grandmother. Good-by; pray let us see you at Fairford again; and they said farewell once more, while Tom Burton promised something, half to himself, about the Christmas hunt,



Je vous en prie,
Belle amie,



he whispered, and a most lovely hope was in his heart.

You have been most welcome, said the Colonel at parting. I beg that you will be so kind as to repeat this visit. I shall hope that we may have some shooting together.

I shall hope so too, answered Tom Burton, warmly. Then, acting from sudden impulse, he quickly unslung his gun, and begged his old friend to keep it — to use it, at any rate, until he came again.

The old Virginian did not reply for a moment. Your grandfather would have done this, sir. I loved him, and I take it from you both. My own gun is too poor a thing to offer in return. His voice shook; it was the only approach to a lament, to a complaint, that he had made.

This was the moment of farewell; the young man held the Colonels hand in a boyish eager grasp. I wish that I might be like a son to you, he said. May I write, sometimes, and may I really come to Fairford again? The old Colonel answered him most affectionately, Oh yes; we must think of the Christmas hunt, he said, and so they parted.

Tom Burton rode slowly away, and presently the fireless chimneys of Fairford were lost to sight behind the clustering trees. The noonday light was shining on the distant river; the road was untraveled and untenanted for miles together, except by the Northern rider and his Southern steed.


The Hiltons Holiday.

I.
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THERE WAS A bright, full moon in the clear sky, and the sunset was still shining faintly in the west. Dark woods stood all about the old Hilton farmhouse, save down the hill, westward, where lay the shadowy fields which John Hilton, and his father before him, had cleared and tilled with much toil, — the small fields to which they had given the industry and even affection of their honest lives.

John Hilton was sitting on the doorstep of his house. As he moved his head in and out of the shadows, turning now and then to speak to his wife, who sat just within the doorway, one could see his good face, rough and somewhat unkempt, as if he were indeed a creature of the shady woods and brown earth, instead of the noisy town. It was late in the long spring evening, and he had just come from the lower field as cheerful as a boy, proud of having finished the planting of his potatoes. I had to do my last row mostly by feelin, he said to his wife. Im proper glad I pushed through, an went back an ended off after supper. T would have taken me a good part o to-morrow mornin, an broke my day.

T aint no use for ye to work yourself all to pieces, John, answered the woman quickly. I declare it does seem harder than ever that we couldnt have kep our boy; hed been comin fourteen years old this fall, most a grown man, and hed work right longside of ye now the whole time.

T was hard to lose him; I do seem to miss little John, said the father sadly. I expect there was reasons why t was best. I feel able an smart to work; my father was a girt strong man, an a monstrous worker afore me. T aint that; but I was thinkin by myself to-day what a sight o company the boy would ha been. You know, smalls he was, how I could trust to leave him anywheres with the team, and how hed beseech to go with me wherever I was goin; always right in my tracks I used to tell em. Poor little John, for all he was so young he had a great deal o judgment; hed ha made a likely man. The mother sighed heavily as she sat within the shadow.

But then theres the little girls, a sight o help an company, urged the father eagerly, as if it were wrong to dwell upon sorrow and loss. Katy, shes most as good as a boy, except that she aint very rugged. Shes a real little farmer, shes helped me a sight this spring; an youve got Susan Ellen, that makes a complete little housekeeper for ye as far as shes learnt. I dont see but were better off than most folks, each on us having a work mate.

Thats so, John, acknowledged Mrs. Hilton wistfully, beginning to rock steadily in her straight, splint-bottomed chair. It was always a good sign when she rocked.

Where be the little girls so late? asked their father. T is gettin long past eight oclock. I dont know when weve all set up so late, but its so kind o summer-like an pleasant. Why, where be they gone?

Ive told ye; only over to Beckers folks, answered the mother. I dont see myself what keeps em so late; they beseeched me after supper till I let em go. Theyre all in a dazzle with the new teacher; she asked em to come over. They say shes unusual smart with rethmetic, but she has a kind of a gorpen look to me. Shes goin to give Katy some pieces for her doll, but I told Katy she ought to be ashamed wantin dolls pieces, big as shes gettin to be. I dont knows she ought, though; she aint but nine this summer.

Let her take her comfort, said the kind-hearted man. Them things draws her to the teacher, an makes them acquainted. Katys shy with new folks, more so n Susan Ellen, whos of the business kind. Katys shy-feelin and wishful.

I dont know but she is, agreed the mother slowly. Aint it singlar how well acquainted you be with that one, an I with Susan Ellen? T was always so from the first. Im doubtful sometimes our Katy aint one thatll be like to get married — anyways not about here. She lives right with herself, but Susan Ellen aint nothin when shes alone, shes always after company; all the boys is waitin on her aready. I aint afraid but shell take her pick when the time comes. I expect to see Susan Ellen well settled, — she feels grown up now, — but Katy dont care one mite bout none o them things. She wants to be rovin out o doors. I do believe shed stand an hark to a bird the whole forenoon.

Perhaps shell grow up to be a teacher, suggested John Hilton. She takes to her book more n the other one. I should like one on em to be a teacher sames my mother was. Theyre good girls as anybodys got.

So they be, said the mother, with unusual gentleness, and the creak of her rocking-chair was heard, regular as the ticking of a clock. The night breeze stirred in the great woods, and the sound of a brook that went falling down the hillside grew louder and louder. Now and then one could hear the plaintive chirp of a bird. The moon glittered with whiteness like a winter moon, and shone upon the low-roofed house until its small window-panes gleamed like silver, and one could almost see the colors of a blooming bush of lilac that grew in a sheltered angle by the kitchen door. There was an incessant sound of frogs in the lowlands.

Be you sound asleep, John? asked the wife presently.

I dont know but what I was amost, said the tired man, starting a little. I should laugh if I was to fall sound asleep right here on the step; t is the bright night, I expect, makes my eyes feel heavy, an tis so peaceful. I was up an dressed a little past four an out to work. Well, well! and he laughed sleepily and rubbed his eyes. Wheres the little girls? Id better step along an meet em.

I wouldnt just yet; theyll get home all right, but t is late for em certain. I dont want em keepin Mis Beckers folks up neither. There, le s wait a few minutes, urged Mrs. Hilton.

Ive ben a-thinkin all day Id like to give the childn some kind of a treat, said the father, wide awake now. I hurried up my work cause I had it so in mind. They dont have the opportunities some do, an I want em to know the world, an not stay right here on the farm like a couple o bushes.

Theyre a sight better off not to be so full o notions as some is, protested the mother suspiciously.

Certain, answered the farmer; but theyre good, bright childn, an commencin to take a sight o notice. I want em to have all we can give em. I want em to see how other folks does things.

Why, so do I, — here the rocking-chair stopped ominously,— but so longs theyre contented — 

Contented aint all in this world; hopper-toads may have that quality an spend all their time a-blinkin. I dont knows bein contented is all there is to look for in a child. Ambitions somethin to me.

Now youve got your mind on to some plot or other. (The rocking-chair began to move again.) Why cant you talk right out?

T aint nothin special, answered the good man, a little ruffled; he was never prepared for his wifes mysterious powers of divination. Well there, you do find things out the master! I only thought perhaps Id take em to-morrow, an go off some where if t was a good day. Ive been promisin for a good while Id take em to Topham Corners; theyve never been there since they was very small.

I believe you want a good time yourself. You aint never got over bein a boy. Mrs. Hilton seemed much amused. There, go if you want to an take em; theyve got their summer hats an new dresses. I dont know o nothin that stands in the way. I should sense it better if there was a circus or anythin to go to. Why dont you wait an let the girls pick em some strawberries or nice ros berries, and then they could take an sell em to the stores?

John Hilton reflected deeply. I should like to get me some good yellow-turnip seed to plant late. I aint more n satisfied with what Ive been gettin o late years o Ira Speed. An Im goin to provide me with a good hoe; mines gettin wore out an all shackly. I cant seem to fix it good.

Thems excuses, observed Mrs. Hilton, with friendly tolerance. You just cover up the hoe with somethin, if you get it — I would. Ira Speeds so jealous hell remember it of you this twenty year, your goin an buy in a new hoe o anybody but him.

Ive always thought t was a free country, said John Hilton soberly. I dont want to vex Ira neither; he favors us all he can in trade. T is difficult for him to spare a cent, but hes as honest as daylight.

At this moment there was a sudden sound of young voices, and a pair of young figures came out from the shadow of the woods into the moonlighted open space. An old cock crowed loudly from his perch in the shed, as if he were a herald of royalty. The little girls were hand in hand, and a brisk young dog capered about them as they came.

Want it dark gittin home through the woods this time o night? asked the mother hastily, and not without reproach.

I dont love to have you gone so late; mother an me was timid about ye, and youve kep Mis Beckers folks up, I expect, said their father regretfully. I dont want to have it said that my little girls aint got good manners.

The teacher had a party, chirped Susan Ellen, the elder of the two children. Goin home from school she asked the Grover boys, an Mary an Sarah Speed. An Mis Becker was real pleasant to us: she passed round some cake, an handed us sap sugar on one of her best plates, an we played games an sung some pieces too. Mis Becker thought we did real well. I can pick out most of a tune on the cabinet organ; teacher says shell give me lessons.

I want to know, dear! exclaimed John Hilton.

Yes, an we played Copenhagen, an took sides spellin, an Katy beat everybody spellin there was there.

Katy had not spoken; she was not so strong as her sister, and while Susan Ellen stood a step or two away addressing her eager little audience, Katy had seated herself close to her father on the doorstep. He put his arm around her shoulders, and drew her close to his side, where she stayed.

Aint you got nothin to tell, daughter? he asked, looking down fondly; and Katy gave a pleased little sigh for answer.

Tell em whats goin to be the last day o school, and about our trimmin the schoolhouse, she said; and Susan Ellen gave the programme in most spirited fashion.

T will be a great time, said the mother, when she had finished. I dont see why folks wants to go trapesin off to strange places when such things is happenin right about em. But the children did not observe her mysterious air. Come, you must step yourselves right to bed!

They all went into the dark, warm house; the bright moon shone upon it steadily all night, and the lilac flowers were shaken by no breath of wind until the early dawn.

II.

The Hiltons always waked early. So did their neighbors, the crows and song-sparrows and robins, the light-footed foxes and squirrels in the woods. When John Hilton waked, before five oclock, an hour later than usual because he had sat up so late, he opened the house door and came out into the yard, crossing the short green turf hurriedly as if the day were too far spent for any loitering. The magnitude of the plan for taking a whole day of pleasure confronted him seriously, but the weather was fair, and his wife, whose disapproval could not have been set aside, had accepted and even smiled upon the great project. It was inevitable now, that he and the children should go to Topham Corners. Mrs. Hilton had the pleasure of waking them, and telling the news.

In a few minutes they came frisking out to talk over the great plans. The cattle were already fed, and their father was milking. The only sign of high festivity was the wagon pulled out into the yard, with both seats put in as if it were Sunday; but Mr. Hilton still wore his every-day clothes, and Susan Ellen suffered instantly from disappointment.

Aint we goin, father? she asked complainingly; but he nodded and smiled at her, even though the cow, impatient to get to pasture, kept whisking her rough tail across his face. He held his head down and spoke cheerfully, in spite of this vexation.

Yes, sister, were goin certain, an goin to have a great time too. Susan Ellen thought that he seemed like a boy at that delightful moment, and felt new sympathy and pleasure at once. You go an help mother about breakfast an them things; we want to get off quick s we can. You coax mother now, both on ye, an see if she wont go with us.

She said she wouldnt be hired to, responded Susan Ellen. She says its goin to be hot, an shes laid out to go over an see how her aunt Tamsen Brooks is this afternoon.

The father gave a little sigh; then he took heart again. The truth was that his wife made light of the contemplated pleasure, and, much as he usually valued her companionship and approval, he was sure that they should have a better time without her. It was impossible, however, not to feel guilty of disloyalty at the thought. Even though she might be completely unconscious of his best ideals, he only loved her and the ideals the more, and bent his energies to satisfying her indefinite expectations. His wife still kept much of that youthful beauty which Susan Ellen seemed likely to reproduce.

An hour later the best wagon was ready, and the great expedition set forth. The little dog sat apart, and barked as if it fell entirely upon him to voice the general excitement. Both seats were in the wagon, but the empty place testified to Mrs. Hiltons unyielding disposition. She had wondered why one broad seat would not do, but John Hilton meekly suggested that the wagon looked better with both. The little girls sat on the back seat dressed alike in their Sunday hats of straw with blue ribbons, and their little plaid shawls pinned neatly about their small shoulders. They wore gray thread gloves, and sat very straight. Susan Ellen was half a head the taller, but otherwise, from behind, they looked much alike. As for their father, he was in his Sunday best, — a plain black coat, and a winter hat of felt, which was heavy and rusty-looking for that warm early summer day. He had it in mind to buy a new straw hat at Topham, so that this with the turnip seed and the hoe made three important reasons for going.

Remember an lay off your shawls when you get there, an carry them over your arms, said the mother, clucking like an excited hen to her chickens. Theyll do to keep the dust off your new dresses goin an comin. An when you eat your dinners dont get spots on you, an dont point at folks as you ride by, an stare, or theyll know you come from the country. An John, you call into Cousin Adline Marlows an see how they all be, an tell her I expect her over certain to stop awhile before hayin. It always eases her phthisic to git up here on the high land, an Ive got a new notion about doin over her best-room carpet sence I see her thatll save rippin one breadth. An dont come home all wore out; an, John, dont you go an buy me no kickshaws to fetch home. I aint a child, an you aint got no money to waste. I expect youll go, likes not, an buy you some kind of a foolish boys hat; do look an see if its reasonable good straw, an wont splinter all off round the edge. An you mind, John — 

Yes, yes, hold on! cried John impatiently; then he cast a last affectionate, reassuring look at her face, flushed with the hurry and responsibility of starting them off in proper shape. I wish you was goin too, he said, smiling. I do so! Then the old horse started, and they went out at the bars, and began the careful long descent of the hill. The young dog, tethered to the lilac-bush, was frantic with piteous appeals; the little girls piped their eager good-bys again and again, and their father turned many times to look back and wave his hand. As for their mother, she stood alone and watched them out of sight.

There was one place far out on the high-road where she could catch a last glimpse of the wagon, and she waited what seemed a very long time until it appeared and then was lost to sight again behind a low hill. Theyre nothin but a pack o childn together, she said aloud; and then felt lonelier than she expected. She even stooped and patted the unresigned little dog as she passed him, going into the house. The occasion was so much more important than any one had foreseen that both the little girls were speechless. It seemed at first like going to church in new clothes, or to a funeral; they hardly knew how to behave at the beginning of a whole day of pleasure. They made grave bows at such persons of their acquaintance as happened to be straying in the road. Once or twice they stopped before a farmhouse, while their father talked an inconsiderately long time with some one about the crops and the weather, and even dwelt upon town business and the doings of the selectmen, which might be talked of at any time. The explanations that he gave of their excursion seemed quite unnecessary. It was made entirely clear that he had a little business to do at Topham Corners, and thought he had better give the little girls a ride; they had been very steady at school, and he had finished planting, and could take the day as well as not. Soon, however, they all felt as if such an excursion were an every-day affair, and Susan Ellen began to ask eager questions, while Katy silently sat apart enjoying herself as she never had done before. She liked to see the strange houses, and the children who belonged to them; it was delightful to find flowers that she knew growing all along the road, no matter how far she went from home. Each small homestead looked its best and pleasantest, and shared the exquisite beauty that early summer made, — shared the luxury of greenness and floweriness that decked the rural world. There was an early peony or a late lilac in almost every dooryard.

It was seventeen miles to Topham. After a while they seemed very far from home, having left the hills far behind, and descended to a great level country with fewer tracts of woodland, and wider fields where the crops were much more forward. The houses were all painted, and the roads were smoother and wider. It had been so pleasant driving along that Katy dreaded going into the strange town when she first caught sight of it, though Susan Ellen kept asking with bold fretfulness if they were not almost there. They counted the steeples of four churches, and their father presently showed them the Topham Academy, where their grandmother once went to school, and told them that perhaps some day they would go there too. Katys heart gave a strange leap; it was such a tremendous thing to think of, but instantly the suggestion was transformed for her into one of the certainties of life. She looked with solemn awe at the tall belfry, and the long rows of windows in the front of the academy, there where it stood high and white among the clustering trees. She hoped that they were going to drive by, but something forbade her taking the responsibility of saying so.

Soon the children found themselves among the crowded village houses. Their father turned to look at them with affectionate solicitude.

Now sit up straight and appear pretty, he whispered to them. Were among the best people now, an I want folks to think well of you.

I guess were as good as they be, remarked Susan Ellen, looking at some innocent passers-by with dark suspicion, but Katy tried indeed to sit straight, and folded her hands prettily in her lap, and wished with all her heart to be pleasing for her fathers sake. Just then an elderly woman saw the wagon and the sedate party it carried, and smiled so kindly that it seemed to Katy as if Topham Corners had welcomed and received them. She smiled back again as if this hospitable person were an old friend, and entirely forgot that the eyes of all Topham had been upon her.

There, now were coming to an elegant house that I want you to see; youll never forget it, said John Hilton. Its where Judge Masterson lives, the great lawyer; the handsomest house in the county, everybody says.

Do you know him, father? asked Susan Ellen.

I do, answered John Hilton proudly. Him and my mother went to school together in their young days, and were always called the two best scholars of their time. The judge called to see her once; he stopped to our house to see her when I was a boy. An then, some years ago — youve heard me tell how I was on the jury, an when he heard my name spoken he looked at me sharp, and asked if I want the son of Catharine Winn, an spoke most beautiful of your grandmother, an how well he remembered their young days together.

I like to hear about that, said Katy.

She had it pretty hard, Im afraid, up on the old farm. She was keepin school in our district when father married her — thats the main reason I backed em down when they wanted to tear the old schoolhouse all to pieces, confided John Hilton, turning eagerly. They all say she lived longer up here on the hill than she could anywhere, but she never had her health. I want but a boy when she died. Father an me lived alone afterward till the time your mother come; t was a good while, too; I want married so young as some. T was lonesome, I tell you; father was plumb discouraged losin of his wife, an her long sickness an all set him back, an wed work all day on the land an never say a word. I spose t is bein so lonesome early in life that makes me so pleased to have some nice girls growin up round me now.

There was a tone in her fathers voice that drew Katys heart toward him with new affection. She dimly understood, but Susan Ellen was less interested. They had often heard this story before, but to one child it was always new and to the other old. Susan Ellen was apt to think it tiresome to hear about her grandmother, who, being dead, was hardly worth talking about.

Theres Judge Mastersons place, said their father in an every-day manner, as they turned a corner, and came into full view of the beautiful old white house standing behind its green trees and terraces and lawns. The children had never imagined anything so stately and fine, and even Susan Ellen exclaimed with pleasure. At that moment they saw an old gentleman, who carried himself with great dignity, coming slowly down the wide box-bordered path toward the gate.

There he is now, theres the judge! whispered John Hilton excitedly, reining his horse quickly to the green roadside. Hes goin down-town to his office; we can wait right here an see him. I cant expect him to remember me; its been a good many years. Now you are goin to see the great Judge Masterson!

There was a quiver of expectation in their hearts. The judge stopped at his gate, hesitating a moment before he lifted the latch, and glanced up the street at the country wagon with its two prim little girls on the back seat, and the eager man who drove. They seemed to be waiting for something; the old horse was nibbling at the fresh roadside grass. The judge was used to being looked at with interest, and responded now with a smile as he came out to the sidewalk, and unexpectedly turned their way. Then he suddenly lifted his hat with grave politeness, and came directly toward them.

Good-morning, Mr. Hilton, he said. I am very glad to see you, sir; and Mr. Hilton, the little girls own father, took off his hat with equal courtesy, and bent forward to shake hands.

Susan Ellen cowered and wished herself away, but little Katy sat straighter than ever, with joy in her fathers pride and pleasure shining in her pale, flower-like little face.

These are your daughters, I am sure, said the old gentleman kindly, taking Susan Ellens limp and reluctant hand; but when he looked at Katy, his face brightened. How she recalls your mother! he said with great feeling. I am glad to see this dear child. You must come to see me with your father, my dear, he added, still looking at her. Bring both the little girls, and let them run about the old garden; the cherries are just getting ripe, said Judge Masterson hospitably. Perhaps you will have time to stop this afternoon as you go home?

I should call it a great pleasure if you would come and see us again some time. You may be driving our way, sir, said John Hilton.

Not very often in these days, answered the old judge. I thank you for the kind invitation. I should like to see the fine view again from your hill westward. Can I serve you in any way while you are in town? Good-by, my little friends!

Then they parted, but not before Katy, the shy Katy, whose hand the judge still held unconsciously while he spoke, had reached forward as he said good-by, and lifted her face to kiss him. She could not have told why, except that she felt drawn to something in the serious, worn face. For the first time in her life the child had felt the charm of manners; perhaps she owned a kinship between that which made him what he was, and the spark of nobleness and purity in her own simple soul. She turned again and again to look back at him as they drove away.

Now you have seen one of the first gentlemen in the country, said their father. It was worth comin twice as far — but he did not say any more, nor turn as usual to look in the childrens faces.

In the chief business street of Topham a great many country wagons like the Hiltons were fastened to the posts, and there seemed to our holiday-makers to be a great deal of noise and excitement.

Now Ive got to do my errands, and we can let the horse rest and feed, said John Hilton. Ill slip his headstall right off, an put on his halter. Im goin to buy him a real good treat o oats. First well go an buy me my straw hat; I feel as if this one looked a little past to wear in Topham. Well buy the things we want, an then well walk all along the street, so you can look in the windows an see the hansome things, sames your mother likes to. What was it mother told you about your shawls?

To take em off an carry em over our arms, piped Susan Ellen, without comment, but in the interest of alighting and finding themselves afoot upon the pavement the shawls were forgotten. The children stood at the doorway of a shop while their father went inside, and they tried to see what the Topham shapes of bonnets were like, as their mother had advised them; but everything was exciting and confusing, and they could arrive at no decision. When Mr. Hilton came out with a hat in his hand to be seen in a better light, Katy whispered that she wished he would buy a shiny one like Judge Mastersons; but her father only smiled and shook his head, and said that they were plain folks, he and Katy. There were dry-goods for sale in the same shop, and a young clerk who was measuring linen kindly pulled off some pretty labels with gilded edges and gay pictures, and gave them to the little girls, to their exceeding joy. He may have had small sisters at home, this friendly lad, for he took pains to find two pretty blue boxes besides, and was rewarded by their beaming gratitude.

It was a famous day; they even became used to seeing so many people pass. The village was full of its morning activity, and Susan Ellen gained a new respect for her father, and an increased sense of her own consequence, because even in Topham several persons knew him and called him familiarly by name. The meeting with an old man who had once been a neighbor seemed to give Mr. Hilton the greatest pleasure. The old man called to them from a house doorway as they were passing, and they all went in. The children seated themselves wearily on the wooden step, but their father shook his old friend eagerly by the hand, and declared that he was delighted to see him so well and enjoying the fine weather.

Oh, yes, said the old man, in a feeble, quavering voice, Im astonishin well for my age. I dont complain, John, I dont complain.

They talked long together of people whom they had known in the past, and Katy, being a little tired, was glad to rest, and sat still with her hands folded, looking about the front yard. There were some kinds of flowers that she never had seen before.

This is the one that looks like my mother, her father said, and touched Katys shoulder to remind her to stand up and let herself be seen. Judge Masterson saw the resemblance; we met him at his gate this morning.

Yes, she certain does look like your mother, John, said the old man, looking pleasantly at Katy, who found that she liked him better than at first. She does, certain; the best of young folks is, they remind us of the old ones. Tis nateral to cling to life, folks say, but for me, I git impatient at times. Most everybodys gone now, an I want to be goin. Tis somethin before me, an I want to have it over with. I want to be there long o the rest o the folks. I expect to last quite a while though; I may see ye couple o times more, John.

John Hilton responded cheerfully, and the children were urged to pick some flowers. The old man awed them with his impatience to be gone. There was such a townful of people about him, and he seemed as lonely as if he were the last survivor of a former world. Until that moment they had felt as if everything were just beginning.

Now I want to buy somethin pretty for your mother, said Mr. Hilton, as they went soberly away down the street, the children keeping fast hold of his hands. By now the old horse will have eat his dinner and had a good rest, so pretty soon we can jog along home. Im goin to take you round by the academy, and the old North Meeting-house where Dr. Barstow used to preach. Cant you think o somethin that your motherd want? he asked suddenly, confronted by a mans difficulty of choice.

She was talkin about wantin a new pepper-box, one day; the top o the old one wont stay on, suggested Susan Ellen, with delightful readiness. Cant we have some candy, father?

Yes, maam, said John Hilton, smiling and swinging her hand to and fro as they walked. I feel as if some would be good myself. Whats all this? They were passing a photographers doorway with its enticing array of portraits. I do declare! he exclaimed excitedly, Im goin to have our pictures taken; t will please your mother more n a little.

This was, perhaps, the greatest triumph of the day, except the delightful meeting with the judge; they sat in a row, with the father in the middle, and there was no doubt as to the excellence of the likeness. The best hats had to be taken off because they cast a shadow, but they were not missed, as their owners had feared. Both Susan Ellen and Katy looked their brightest and best; their eager young faces would forever shine there; the joy of the holiday was mirrored in the little picture. They did not know why their father was so pleased with it; they would not know until age had dowered them with the riches of association and remembrance.

Just at nightfall the Hiltons reached home again, tired out and happy. Katy had climbed over into the front seat beside her father, because that was always her place when they went to church on Sundays. It was a cool evening, there was a fresh sea wind that brought a light mist with it, and the sky was fast growing cloudy. Somehow the children looked different; it seemed to their mother as if they had grown older and taller since they went away in the morning, and as if they belonged to the town now as much as to the country. The greatness of their days experience had left her far behind; the day had been silent and lonely without them, and she had had their supper ready, and been watching anxiously, ever since five oclock. As for the children themselves they had little to say at first they had eaten their luncheon early on the way to Topham. Susan Ellen was childishly cross, but Katy was pathetic and wan. They could hardly wait to show the picture, and their mother was as much pleased as everybody had expected. There, what did make you wear your shawls? she exclaimed a moment afterward, reproachfully. You aint been an wore em all day long? I wanted folks to see how pretty your new dresses was, if I did make em. Well, well! I wish more n ever now Id gone an seen to ye!

An heres the pepper-box! said Katy, in a pleased, unconscious tone.

That really is what I call beautiful, said Mrs. Hilton, after a long and doubtful look. Our other one was only tin. I never did look so high as a chiny one with flowers, but I can get us another any time for every day. Thats a proper hat, as good as you could have got, John. Wheres your new hoe? she asked as he came toward her from the barn, smiling with satisfaction.

I declare to Moses if I didnt forget all about it, meekly acknowledged the leader of the great excursion. That an my yellow turnip seed, too; they went clean out o my head, there was so many other things to think of. But t aint no sort o matter; I can get a hoe just as well to Ira Speeds.

His wife could not help laughing. You an the little girls have had a great time. They was full o wonder to me about everything, and I expect theyll talk about it for a week. I guess we was right about havin em see somethin more o the world.

Yes, answered John Hilton, with humility, yes, we did have a beautiful day. I didnt expect so much. They looked as nice as anybody, and appeared so modest an pretty. The little girls will remember it perhaps by an by. I guess they wont never forget this day they had long o father.

It was evening again, the frogs were piping in the lower meadows, and in the woods, higher up the great hill, a little owl began to hoot. The sea air, salt and heavy, was blowing in over the country at the end of the hot bright day. A lamp was lighted in the house, the happy children were talking together, and supper was waiting. The father and mother lingered for a moment outside and looked down over the shadowy fields; then they went in, without speaking. The great day was over, and they shut the door.


The Only Rose.

I.
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JUST WHERE THE village abruptly ended, and the green mowing fields began, stood Mrs. Bickfords house, looking down the road with all its windows, and topped by two prim chimneys that stood up like ears. It was placed with an end to the road, and fronted southward; you could follow a straight path from the gate past the front door and find Mrs. Bickford sitting by the last window of all in the kitchen, unless she were solemnly stepping about, prolonging the stern duties of her solitary housekeeping.

One day in early summer, when almost every one else in Fairfield had put her house plants out of doors, there were still three flower pots on a kitchen window sill. Mrs. Bickford spent but little time over her rose and geranium and Jerusalem cherry-tree, although they had gained a kind of personality born of long association. They rarely undertook to bloom, but had most courageously maintained life in spite of their owners unsympathetic but conscientious care. Later in the season she would carry them out of doors, and leave them, until the time of frosts, under the shade of a great apple-tree, where they might make the best of what the summer had to give.

The afternoon sun was pouring in, the Jerusalem cherry-tree drooped its leaves in the heat and looked pale, when a neighbor, Miss Pendexter, came in from the next house but one to make a friendly call. As she passed the parlor with its shut blinds, and the sitting-room, also shaded carefully from the light, she wished, as she had done many times before, that somebody beside the owner might have the pleasure of living in and using so good and pleasant a house. Mrs. Bickford always complained of having so much care, even while she valued herself intelligently upon having the right to do as she pleased with one of the best houses in Fairfield. Miss Pendexter was a cheerful, even gay little person, who always brought a pleasant flurry of excitement, and usually had a genuine though small piece of news to tell, or some new aspect of already received information. Mrs. Bickford smiled as she looked up to see this sprightly neighbor coming. She had no gift at entertaining herself, and was always glad, as one might say, to be taken off her own hands.

Miss Pendexter smiled back, as if she felt herself to be equal to the occasion.

How be you to-day? the guest asked kindly, as she entered the kitchen. Why, what a sight o flowers, Mis Bickford! What be you goin to do with em all?

Mrs. Bickford wore a grave expression as she glanced over her spectacles. My sisters boy fetched em over, she answered. You know my sister Parsonss a great hand to raise flowers, an this boy takes after her. He said his mother thought the gardin never looked handsomer, and she picked me these to send over. They was sendin a team to Westbury for some fertilizer to put on the land, an he come with the men, an stopped to eat his dinner long o me. Hes been growin fast, and looks peaked. I expect sister Liza thought the ride, this pleasant day, would do him good. Liza sent word for me to come over and pass some days next week, but it aint so that I can.

Why, its a pretty time of year to go off and make a little visit, suggested the neighbor encouragingly.

I aint got my sitting-room chamber carpet taken up yet, sighed Mrs. Bickford. I do feel condemned. I might have done it to-day, but t was all at end when I saw Tommy coming. There, hes a likely boy, an so relished his dinner; I happened to be well prepared. I dont know but hes my favorite o that family. Only Ive been sittin here thinkin, since he went, an I cant remember that I ever was so belated with my spring cleaning.

T was owin to the weather, explained Miss Pendexter. None of us could be so smart as common this year, not even the lazy ones that always get one room done the first o March, and brag of it to others shame, and then never let on when they do the rest.

The two women laughed together cheerfully. Mrs. Bickford had put up the wide leaf of her large table between the windows and spread out the flowers. She was sorting them slowly into three heaps.

Why, I do declare if you havent got a rose in bloom yourself! exclaimed Miss Pendexter abruptly, as if the bud had not been announced weeks before, and its progress regularly commented upon. Aint it a lovely rose? Why, Mis Bickford!

Yes m, its out to-day, said Mrs. Bickford, with a somewhat plaintive air. Im glad you come in so as to see it.

The bright flower was like a face. Somehow, the beauty and life of it were surprising in the plain room, like a gay little child who might suddenly appear in a doorway. Miss Pendexter forgot herself and her hostess and the tangled mass of garden flowers in looking at the red rose. She even forgot that it was incumbent upon her to carry forward the conversation. Mrs. Bickford was subject to fits of untimely silence which made her friends anxiously sweep the corners of their minds in search of something to say, but any one who looked at her now could easily see that it was not poverty of thought that made her speechless, but an overburdening sense of the inexpressible.

Goin to make up all your flowers into boquets? I think the short-stemmed kinds is often pretty in a dish, suggested Miss Pendexter compassionately.

I thought I should make them into three boquets. I wish there want quite so many. Sister Elizas very lavish with her flowers; shes always been a kind sister, too, said Mrs. Bickford vaguely. She was not apt to speak with so much sentiment, and as her neighbor looked at her narrowly she detected unusual signs of emotion. It suddenly became evident that the three nosegays were connected in her mind with her bereavement of three husbands, and Miss Pendexters easily roused curiosity was quieted by the discovery that her friend was bent upon a visit to the burying-ground. It was the time of year when she was pretty sure to spend an afternoon there, and sometimes they had taken the walk in company. Miss Pendexter expected to receive the usual invitation, but there was nothing further said at the moment, and she looked again at the pretty rose.

Mrs. Bickford aimlessly handled the syringas and flowering almond sprays, choosing them out of the fragrant heap only to lay them down again. She glanced out of the window; then gave Miss Pendexter a long expressive look.

I expect youre going to carry em over to the burying-ground? inquired the guest, in a sympathetic tone.

Yes m, said the hostess, now well started in conversation and in quite her every-day manner. You see I was goin over to my brothers folks to-morrow in South Fairfield, to pass the day; they said they were goin to send over to-morrow to leave a wagon at the blacksmiths, and theyd hitch that to their best chaise, so I could ride back very comfortable. You know I have to avoid bein out in the mornin sun?

Miss Pendexter smiled to herself at this moment; she was obliged to move from her chair at the window, the May sun was so hot on her back, for Mrs. Bickford always kept the curtains rolled high up, out of the way, for fear of fading and dust. The kitchen was a blaze of light. As for the Sunday chaise being sent, it was well known that Mrs. Bickfords married brothers and sisters comprehended the truth that she was a woman of property, and had neither chick nor child.

So I thought t was a good opportunity to just stop an see if the lot was in good order, — last spring Mr. Walliss stone hove with the frost; an so I could take these flowers. She gave a sigh. I aint one that can bear flowers in a close room, — they bring on a headache; but I enjoy em as much as anybody to look at, only you never know what to put em in. If I could be out in the mornin sun, as some do, and keep flowers in the house, I should have me a gardin, certain, and she sighed again.

A gardens a sight o care, but I dont begrudge none o the care I give to mine. I have to scant on flowers so s to make room for pole beans, said Miss Pendexter gayly. She had only a tiny strip of land behind her house, but she always had something to give away, and made riches out of her narrow poverty. A few flowers gives me just as much pleasure as more would, she added. You get acquainted with things when youve only got one or two roots. My sweet-williams is just like folks.

Mr. Bickford was partial to sweet-williams, said Mrs. Bickford. I never knew him to take notice of no other sort of flowers. When wed be over to Elizas, hed walk down her gardin, an hed never make no comments until he come to them, and then hed say, Those is sweet-williams. How many times Ive heard him!

You ought to have a sprig of em for his boquet, suggested Miss Pendexter. Yes, Ive put a sprig in, said her companion.

At this moment Miss Pendexter took a good look at the bouquets, and found that they were as nearly alike as careful hands could make them. Mrs. Bickford was evidently trying to reach absolute impartiality.

I dont know but you think its foolish to tie em up this afternoon, she said presently, as she wound the first with a stout string. I thought I could put em in a bucket o water out in the shed, where theres a draught o air, and then I should have all my time in the morning. I shall have a good deal to do before I go. I always sweep the setting-room and front entry Wednesdays. I want to leave everything nice, goin away for all day so. So I meant to get the flowers out o the way this afternoon. Why, its most half past four, aint it? But I shant pick the rose till mornin; t will be blowed out better then.

The rose? questioned Miss Pendexter. Why, are you goin to pick that, too?

Yes, I be. I never like to let em fade on the bush. There, thats just whats a-troublin me, and she turned to give a long, imploring look at the friend who sat beside her. Miss Pendexter had moved her chair before the table in order to be out of the way of the sun. I dont seem to know which of em ought to have it, said Mrs. Bickford despondently. I do so hate to make a choice between em; they all had their good points, especially Mr. Bickford, and I respected em all. I dont know but what I think of one on em most as much as I do of the other.

Why, tis difficult for you, aint it? responded Miss Pendexter. I dont knows I can offer advice.

No, I spose not, answered her friend slowly, with a shadow of disappointment coming over her calm face. I feel sure you would if you could, Abby.

Both of the women felt as if they were powerless before a great emergency.

Theres one thing, — theyre all in a better world now, said Miss Pendexter, in a self-conscious and constrained voice; they cant feel such little things or take note o slights sames we can.

No; I suppose t is myself that wants to be just, answered Mrs. Bickford. I feel under obligations to my last husband when I look about and see how comfortable he left me. Poor Mr. Wallis had his great projects, an perhaps if hed lived longer hed have made a record; but when he died hed failed all up, owing to that patent corn-sheller hed put everything into, and, as you know, I had to get along most any way I could for the next few years. Life was very disappointing with Mr. Wallis, but he meant well, an used to be an amiable person to dwell with, until his temper got spoilt makin so many hopes an havin em turn out failures. He had considerble of an air, an dressed very handsome when I was first acquainted with him, Mr. Wallis did. I dont knows you ever knew Mr. Wallis in his prime?

He died the year I moved over here from North Denfield, said Miss Pendexter, in a tone of sympathy. I just knew him by sight. I was to his funeral. You know you lived in what we call the Wells house then, and I felt it wouldnt be an intrusion, we was such near neighbors. The first time I ever was in your house was just before that, when he was sick, an Mary Becca Wade an I called to see if there was anything we could do.

They used to say about town that Mr. Wallis went to an fro like a mail-coach an brought nothin to pass, announced Mrs. Bickford without bitterness. He ought to have had a better chance than he did in this little neighborhood. You see, he had excellent ideas, but he neverd learned the machinists trade, and there was somethin the matter with every model he contrived. I used to be real narrow-minded when he talked about moving way up to Lowell, or some o them places; I hated to think of leaving my folks; and now I see that I never done right by him. His ideas was good. I know once he was on a jury, and there was a man stopping to the tavern where he was, near the court house, a man that traveled for a firm to Lowell; and they engaged in talk, an Mr. Wallis let out some o his notions an contrivances, an he said that man wouldnt hardly stop to eat, he was so interested, an said hed look for a chance for him up to Lowell. It all sounded so well that I kind of begun to think about goin myself. Mr. Wallis said wed close the house here, and go an board through the winter. But he never heard a word from him, and the disappointment was one he never got over. I think of it now different from what I did then. I often used to be kind of disapproving to Mr. Wallis; but there, he used to be always tellin over his great projects. Somebody told me once that a man by the same name of the one he met while he was to court had got some patents for the very things Mr. Wallis used to be workin over; but t was after he died, an I dont knows t was in him to ever really set things up so other folks could ha seen their value. His machines always used to work kind of rickety, but folks used to come from all round to see em; they was curiosities if they want nothin else, an gave him a name.

Mrs. Bickford paused a moment, with some geranium leaves in her hand, and seemed to suppress with difficulty a desire to speak even more freely.

He was a dreadful notional man, she said at last, regretfully, and as if this fact were a poor substitute for what had just been in her mind. I recollect one time he worked all through the early winter over my churn, an got it so it would go three quarters of an hour all of itself if you wound it up; an if youll believe it, he went an spent all that time for nothin when the cow was dry, an we was with difficulty borrowin a pint o milk a day somewheres in the neighborhood just to get along with. Mrs. Bickford flushed with displeasure, and turned to look at her visitor. Now what do you think of such a man as that, Miss Pendexter? she asked.

Why, I dont know but t was just as good for an invention, answered Miss Pendexter timidly; but her friend looked doubtful, and did not appear to understand.

Then I asked him where it was, one day that spring when Id got tired to death churnin, an the butter wouldnt come in a churn Id had to borrow, and hed gone an took ours all to pieces to get the works to make some other useless contrivance with. He had no sort of a business turn, but he was well meanin, Mr. Wallis was, an full o divertin talk; they used to call him very good company. I see now that he never had no proper chance. Ive always regretted Mr. Wallis, said she who was now the widow Bickford.

Im sure you always speak well of him, said Miss Pendexter. T was a pity he hadnt got among good business men, who could push his inventions an do all the business part.

I was left very poor an needy for them next few years, said Mrs. Bickford mournfully; but he neverd give up but what he should die worth his fifty thousand dollars. I dont see now how I ever did get along them next few years without him; but there, I always managed to keep a pig, an sister Eliza gave me my potatoes, and I made out somehow. I could dig me a few greens, you know, in spring, and then t would come strawberry-time, and other berries a-followin on. I was always decent to go to meetin till within the last six months, an then I went in bad weather, when folks wouldnt notice; but t was a rainy summer, an I managed to get considerable preachin after all. My clothes looked proper enough when t was a wet Sabbath. I often think o them pinched days now, when Im left so comfortable by Mr. Bickford.

Yes m, youve everything to be thankful for, said Miss Pendexter, who was as poor herself at that moment as her friend had ever been, and who could never dream of venturing upon the support and companionship of a pig. Mr. Bickford was a very personable man, she hastened to say, the confidences were so intimate and interesting.

Oh, very, replied Mrs. Bickford; there was something about him that was very marked. Strangers would always ask who he was as he come into meetin. His words counted; he never spoke except he had to. T was a relief at first after Mr. Walliss being so fluent; but Mr. Wallis was splendid company for winter evenings,— t would be eight oclock before you knew it. I didnt use to listen to it all, but he had a great deal of information. Mr. Bickford was dreadful dignified; I used to be sort of meechin with him along at the first, for fear hed disapprove of me; but I found out twant no need; he was always just that way, an done everything by rule an measure. He hadnt the mind of my other husbands, but he was a very dignified appearing man; he used most always to sleep in the evenins, Mr. Bickford did.

Them is lovely boquets, certain! exclaimed Miss Pendexter. Why, I couldnt tell em apart; the flowers are comin out just right, arent they?

Mrs. Bickford nodded assent, and then, startled by sudden recollection, she cast a quick glance at the rose in the window.

I always seem to forget about your first husband, Mr. Fraley, Miss Pendexter suggested bravely. Ive often heard you speak of him, too, but hed passed away long before I ever knew you.

He was but a boy, said Mrs. Bickford. I thought the world was done for me when he died, but Ive often thought since t was a mercy for him. He come of a very melancholy family, and all his brothers an sisters enjoyed poor health; it might have been his lot. Folks said we was as pretty a couple as ever come into church; we was both dark, with black eyes an a good deal o color, — you wouldnt expect it to see me now. Albert was one that held up his head, and looked as if he meant to own the town, an he had a good word for everybody. I dont know what the years might have brought.

There was a long pause. Mrs. Bickford leaned over to pick up a heavy-headed Guelder-rose that had dropped on the floor.

I expect t was what they call fallin in love, she added, in a different tone; he want nothin but a boy, an I want nothin but a girl, but we was dreadful happy. He didnt favor his folks, — they all had hay-colored hair and was faded-looking, except his mother; they was alike, and looked alike, an set everything by each other. He was just the kind of strong, hearty young man that goes right off if they get a fever. We was just settled on a little farm, an hed have done well if hed had time; as it was, he left debts. He had a hasty temper, that was his great fault, but Albert had a lovely voice to sing; they said there want no such tenor voice in this part o the State. I could hear him singin to himself right out in the field a-ploughin or hoein, an he didnt know it half o the time, no more n a common bird would. I dont knows I valued his gift as I ought to, but there was nothin ever sounded so sweet to me. I aint one that ever had much fancy, but I knowed Albert had a pretty voice.

Mrs. Bickfords own voice trembled a little, but she held up the last bouquet and examined it critically. I must hurry now an put these in water, she said, in a matter of fact tone. Little Miss Pendexter was so quiet and sympathetic that her hostess felt no more embarrassed than if she had been talking only to herself.

Yes, they do seem to droop some; t is a little warm for them here in the sun, said Miss Pendexter; but youll find theyll all come up if you give them their fill o water. Theyll look very handsome to-morrow; folksll notice them from the road. Youve arranged them very tasty, Mis Bickford.

They do look pretty, dont they? Mrs. Bickford regarded the three in turn. I want to have them all pretty. You may deem it strange, Abby.

Why, no, Mis Bickford, said the guest sincerely, although a little perplexed by the solemnity of the occasion. I know how tis with friends, — that having one dont keep you from wantin another; tis just like havin somethin to eat, and then wantin somethin to drink just the same. I expect all friends find their places.

But Mrs. Bickford was not interested in this figure, and still looked vague and anxious as she began to brush the broken stems and wilted leaves into her wide calico apron. I done the best I could while they was alive, she said, and mourned em when I lost em, an I feel grateful to be left so comfortable now when all is over. It seems foolish, but Im still at a loss about that rose.

Perhaps youll feel sure when you first wake up in the morning, answered Miss Pendexter solicitously. Its a case where I dont deem myself qualified to offer you any advice. But Ill say one thing, seeings youve been so friendly spoken and confiding with me. I never was married myself, Mis Bickford, because it want so that I could have the one I liked.

I suppose he aint livin, then? Why, I want never aware you had met with a disappointment, Abby, said Mrs. Bickford instantly. None of her neighbors had ever suspected little Miss Pendexter of a romance.

Yes m, hes livin, replied Miss Pendexter humbly. No m, I never have heard that he died.

I want to know! exclaimed the woman of experience. Well, Ill tell you this, Abby: you may have regretted your lot, and felt lonesome and hardshipped, but they all have their faults, and a single womans got her liberty, if she aint got other blessins.

T wouldnt have been my choice to live alone, said Abby, meeker than before. I feel very thankful for my blessins, all the same. Youve always been a kind neighbor, Mis Bickford.

Why cant you stop to tea? asked the elder woman, with unusual cordiality; but Miss Pendexter remembered that her hostess often expressed a dislike for unexpected company, and promptly took her departure after she had risen to go, glancing up at the bright flower as she passed outside the window. It seemed to belong most to Albert, but she had not liked to say so. The sun was low; the green fields stretched away southward into the misty distance.

II.

Mrs. Bickfords house appeared to watch her out of sight down the road, the next morning. She had lost all spirit for her holiday. Perhaps it was the unusual excitement of the afternoons reminiscences, or it might have been simply the bright moonlight night which had kept her broad awake until dawn, thinking of the past, and more and more concerned about the rose. By this time it had ceased to be merely a flower, and had become a definite symbol and assertion of personal choice. She found it very difficult to decide. So much of her present comfort and well-being was due to Mr. Bickford; still, it was Mr. Wallis who had been most unfortunate, and to whom she had done least justice. If she owed recognition to Mr. Bickford, she certainly owed amends to Mr. Wallis. If she gave him the rose, it would be for the sake of affectionate apology. And then there was Albert, to whom she had no thought of being either indebted or forgiving. But she could not escape from the terrible feeling of indecision.

It was a beautiful morning for a drive, but Mrs. Bickford was kept waiting some time for the chaise. Her nephew, who was to be her escort, had found much social advantage at the blacksmiths shop, so that it was after ten when she finally started with the three large flat-backed bouquets, covered with a newspaper to protect them from the sun. The petals of the almond flowers were beginning to scatter, and now and then little streams of water leaked out of the newspaper and trickled down the steep slope of her best dress to the bottom of the chaise. Even yet she had not made up her mind; she had stopped trying to deal with such an evasive thing as decision, and leaned back and rested as best she could.

What an old fool I be! she rebuked herself from time to time, in so loud a whisper that her companion ventured a respectful What, maam? and was astonished that she made no reply. John was a handsome young man, but Mrs. Bickford could never cease thinking of him as a boy. He had always been her favorite among the younger members of the family, and now returned this affectionate feeling, being possessed of an instinctive confidence in the sincerities of his prosaic aunt.

As they drove along, there had seemed at first to be something unsympathetic and garish about the beauty of the summer day. After the shade and shelter of the house, Mrs. Bickford suffered even more from a contracted and assailed feeling out of doors. The very trees by the roadside had a curiously fateful, trying way of standing back to watch her, as she passed in the acute agony of indecision, and she was annoyed and startled by a bird that flew too near the chaise in a moment of surprise. She was conscious of a strange reluctance to the movement of the Sunday chaise, as if she were being conveyed against her will; but the companionship of her nephew John grew every moment to be more and more a reliance. It was very comfortable to sit by his side, even though he had nothing to say; he was manly and cheerful, and she began to feel protected.

Aunt Bickford, he suddenly announced, I mays well out with it! Ive got a piece o news to tell you, if you wont let on to nobody. I expect youll laugh, but you know Ive set everything by Mary Lizzie Gifford ever since I was a boy. Well, sir!

Well, sir! exclaimed aunt Bickford in her turn, quickly roused into most comfortable self-forgetfulness. I am really pleased. Shell make you a good, smart wife, John. Aint all the folks pleased, both sides?

Yes, they be, answered John soberly, with a happy, important look that became him well.

I guess I can make out to do something for you to help along, when the right time comes, said aunt Bickford impulsively, after a moments reflection. Ive known what it is to be starting out in life with plenty o hope. You aint calculatin on gettin married before fall, — or be ye?

Long in the fall, said John regretfully. I wish t we could set up for ourselves right away this summer. I aint got much ahead, but I can work well as anybody, an now Im out o my time.

Shes a nice, modest, pretty girl. I thought she liked you, John, said the old aunt. I saw her over to your mothers, last day I was there. Well, I expect youll be happy.

Certain, said John, turning to look at her affectionately, surprised by this outspokenness and lack of embarrassment between them. Thank you, aunt, he said simply; youre a real good friend to me; and he looked away again hastily, and blushed a fine scarlet over his sun-browned face. Shes coming over to spend the day with the girls, he added. Mother thought of it. You dont get over to see us very often.

Mrs. Bickford smiled approvingly. Johns mother looked for her good opinion, no doubt, but it was very proper for John to have told his prospects himself, and in such a pretty way. There was no shilly-shallying about the boy.

My gracious! said John suddenly. Id like to have drove right by the burying-ground. I forgot we wanted to stop.

Strange as it may appear, Mrs. Bickford herself had not noticed the burying-ground, either, in her excitement and pleasure; now she felt distressed and responsible again, and showed it in her face at once. The young man leaped lightly to the ground, and reached for the flowers.

Here, you just let me run up with em, he said kindly. T is hot in the sun to-day, an youll mind it risin the hill. Well stop as I fetch you back to-night, and you can go up comfortable an walk the yard after sundown when its cool, an stay as long as youre a mind to. You seem sort of tired, aunt.

I dont know but what I will let you carry em, said Mrs. Bickford slowly.

To leave the matter of the rose in the hands of fate seemed weakness and cowardice, but there was not a moment for consideration. John was a smiling fate, and his proposition was a great relief. She watched him go away with a terrible inward shaking, and sinking of pride. She had held the flowers with so firm a grasp that her hands felt weak and numb, and as she leaned back and shut her eyes she was afraid to open them again at first for fear of knowing the bouquets apart even at that distance, and giving instructions which she might regret. With a sudden impulse she called John once or twice eagerly; but her voice had a thin and piping sound, and the meditative early crickets that chirped in the fresh summer grass probably sounded louder in Johns ears. The bright light on the white stones dazzled Mrs. Bickfords eyes; and then all at once she felt light-hearted, and the sky seemed to lift itself higher and wider from the earth, and she gave a sigh of relief as her messenger came back along the path. I know who I do hopes got the right one, she said to herself. There, what a touse I be in! I dont see what I had to go and pick the old rose for, anyway.

I declare, they did look real handsome, aunt, said Johns hearty voice as he approached the chaise. I set em up just as you told me. This one fell out, an I kept it. I dont knows youll care. I can give it to Lizzie.

He faced her now with a bright, boyish look. There was something gay in his buttonhole, — it was the red rose.

Aunt Bickford blushed like a girl. Your choice is easy made, she faltered mysteriously, and then burst out laughing, there in front of the burying-ground. Come, get right in, dear, she said. Well, well! I guess the rose was made for you; it looks very pretty in your coat, John.

She thought of Albert, and the next moment the tears came into her old eyes. John was a lover, too.

My first husband was just such a tall, straight young man as you be, she said as they drove along. The flower he first give me was a rose.


A Second Spring.

I.
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THE HAYDON FARM was only a few miles from the sea, and the spring wind, which had been blowing from the south all day, had gone into the east. A chilly salt fog had begun to come in, creeping along where a brook wound among the lower fields, like a ghostly serpent that was making its way to shelter across the country.

The old Haydon house stood on high rising land, with two great walnut-trees at one side, and a tall, thin, black-looking spruce in front that had lost its mate. A comfortable row of round-headed old apple-trees led all the way up a long lane from the main road. This lane and the spacious side yard were scarred by wheel ruts, and the fresh turf was cut up by the stamping feet of many horses. It was the evening of a sad day, — the evening after Israel Haydons wifes funeral. Many of the people who were present had far to go, and so the funeral feast had been served early.

The old place looked deserted. The dandelions, which had shone so bright in the grass that morning, were all shut up, and the syringa bushes in the front yard seemed to have taken back their rash buds, and to have grown as gray as winter again. The light was failing fast out of doors; there was a lamp lighted in the kitchen, and a figure kept passing between it and the window.

Israel Haydon lingered as long as he could over his barn-work. Somehow it seemed lonely in the barn, and as long as he could see or feel his way about, he kept himself busy over the old horse and cow, accepting their inexpressive companionship, and serving their suppers with unusual generosity. His sensations, even of grief, were not very distinct to him; there was only a vague sense of discomfort, of being disturbed in his quiet course. He had said to many of his friends that afternoon, I do know why t is, but I cant realize nothing about it, and spoken sincerely; but his face was marked with deep lines; he was suffering deeply from the great loss that had befallen him.

His wife had been a woman of uncommon social gifts and facilities, and he had missed her leadership in the great occasion that was just over. Everybody had come to him for directions, and expected from him the knowledge of practical arrangements that she had always shown in the forty years of their married life. He had forgotten already that it was a worn-out and suffering woman who had died; the remembrance of long weeks of illness faded from his mind. It appeared to him as if, in her most active and busy aspect, she had suddenly vanished out of the emergencies and close dependence of their every-day lives.

Mr. Haydon crossed the yard slowly, after he had locked the barn door and tried the fastening, and then gone back to try it again. He was glad to see the cheerfulness of the lighted kitchen, and to remember that his own sister and the sister of his wife were there in charge and ready to companion him. He could not help a feeling of distress at the thought of entering his lonely home; suddenly the fact of their being there made everything seem worse. Another man might have loitered on the step until he was chilly and miserable, but poor Mr. Haydon only dropped his hand for a moment by his side, and looked away down the lane; then, with bent head, he lifted the latch as he always did, and went in. It seemed as if he consciously shouldered the burden of his loneliness in that dreary moment, and never could stand upright again.

The season of his solitary life began with more cheer than could have been expected. The two women were waiting for him placidly, and did not seem to be curious how he might be bearing this great disaster. They had cleared away all signs of the great company, and the kitchen looked as it always did; it had not occurred to them to occupy the more formal sitting-room. The warmth of the fire was pleasant; a table was spread with supper. One of the women was bringing the teapot from the stove, and the other was placidly knitting a blue yarn stocking. It seemed as if Martha Haydon herself might at any moment come out of the pantry door or up the cellar stairs.

We was just about ready for you, Isrel, said his sister-in-law Stevens, glancing at him eagerly. We didnt stop to take anything ourselves this afternoon, and we didnt suppose t was so you could; an we thought wed just make a quiet cup o tea when we had everything put to rights, and could set down an enjoy it. Now you draw right up to the table; thats clever; t will do us all good.

The good woman bore some likeness to her sister just departed; Israel had never noticed it so much before. She had a comfortable, motherly way, and his old face twitched in spite of himself as he bent over the brimming and smoking cup that she handed across the square table.

I declare! said his own sister, Mrs. Abby Martin. We could reckon what a sight o folks there was here this afternoon by the times we had to make new tea, if there want no other way. I dont knows I ever see a larger gathering on such an occasion. Mis Stevens an me was trying to count em. There was twenty-six wagons hitched in the yard an lane, so William said, besides all that come afoot; an a few had driven away before they made the count.

Id no idea of there bein so many, said Israel sadly. Well, t was natural for all who knew her to show respect. I felt much obliged to the folks, and for Elder Walls excellent remarks.

A number spoke their approval to him in my hearing. He seemed pleased that everything passed off well, said sister Martin. I expect he wanted to do the best he could. Everybody knows she was always a good friend to him. I never see anybody that set so by her minister. William was telling of me hed been very attentive all through her sickness. Poor William! He does mourn, but he behaved very pretty, I thought. He wanted us to tell you that hed be over to-morrow soons he could. He wanted dreadful to stop with ye overnight, but we all know what it is to run a milk farm.

Id ben glad if t was so he could be here with us to-night, an his wife with him, said the old man, pushing away his cup. The remnants of the afternoon feast, with which the table was spread, failed to tempt his appetite. He rose and took his old wooden armchair by the stove, and clasped his hands before him. The long brown fingers began to play mechanically upon each other. It was strange how these trivial, unconscious habits continued in spite of the great change which had shaken his life to its foundations.

II.

At noon the next day Israel Haydon and his son William came up across the field together. They had on their every-day clothes, and were talking about every-day matters as they walked along. Mr. Haydon himself had always looked somewhat unlike a farmer, even though there had been no more diligent and successful tiller of the soil in the town of Atfield. He never had bought himself a rougher suit of clothes or a coarse hat for haying, but his discarded Sunday best in various states of decadence served him for barn and field. It was proverbial that a silk hat lasted him five years for best and ten for common; but whatever he might be doing, Israel Haydon always preserved an air of unmistakable dignity. He was even a little ministerial in his look; there had been a minister in the family two or three generations back. Mr. Haydon and his wife had each inherited some money. They were by nature thrifty, and now their only son was well married, with a good farm of his own, to which Israel had added many acres of hay land and tillage, saying that he was getting old, and was going to take the rest of his life easily. In this way the old people had thrown many of their worldly cares upon their sons broad shoulders. They had paid visits each summer to their kindred in surrounding towns, starting off in their Sunday chaise with sober pleasure, serene in their prosperity, and free from any dark anticipations, although they could not bring themselves to consent to any long absence, and the temptation of going to see friends in the West was never dangerous to their peace of mind. But the best of their lives was apparently still before them, when good Martha Haydons strength mysteriously failed; and one dark day the doctor, whom Israel Haydon had anxiously questioned behind the wood-pile, just out of sight from his wifes window — the doctor had said that she never would be any better. The downfall of his happiness had been swift and piteous. William Haydon was a much larger and rosier man than his father had ever been; the old man looked shrunken as they crossed the field together. They had prolonged their talk about letting the great south field lie fallow, and about some new Hereford cattle that the young farmer had just bought, until nothing more was left to say on either side. Then there came a long pause, when each waited for the other to speak. William grew impatient at last.

Have you got any notion what its best to do, sir? he began boldly; then, finding that his father did not answer, he turned to look at him, and found that the drawn face was set in silent despair.

Ive always been forehanded; I never was caught so unprepared before, he faltered. T has been my way, as you know, to think out things beforehand, but it come to the very last before I could give it up bout your mothers gettin better; an when I did give up, t want so I could think o anything. An heres your aunts got their families dependin on em, and wantin to git away soon as may be. I dont know which way to look.

Marilla and I should be thankful if youd come and stop long of us this winter — the younger man began, eagerly.

No, no! said his father sternly. I aint goin to live in the chimbly-corner of another mans house. I aint but a little past sixty-seven. Ive got to stand in my lot an place. T wouldnt be neither your house nor mine, William, he said, in a softer tone. Youre a good son; your mother always said you was a good son.

Israel Haydons voice broke, and William Haydons eyes filled with tears, and they plodded along together in the soft spring grass.

Ive gone over everything I wish I could forget — all the bothering tricks I played her, way back when I was a boy, said the young man, with great feeling. I declare, I dont know what to do, I miss her so.

You was an only child, said the father solemnly; we done the best we could by ye. She often said you was a good son, and she want surprised to see ye prosper. An about Marilly, long at the first, when you was courtin her, t was only that poor mother thought nobody want quite good enough for her boy. She come to set everything by Marilly.

The only dark chapter in the family history was referred to for the last time, to be forgotten by father and son. The old people had, after all, gloried in their sons bravery in keeping to his own way and choice. The two farms joined. Marilla and her mother were their next neighbors; the mother had since died.

Father, exclaimed William Haydon suddenly, as they neared the barn, I do know now but Ive thought o the very one!

What dye mean? said the old man, startled a little by such vehemence.

T aint nobody I feel sure of getting, explained the son, his ardor suddenly cooling. I had Maria Durrant in my mind — Marillas cousin. Dont you know, she come and stopped with us six weeks that time Marilla was so dyin sick and we hadnt been able to get proper help; and what a providence Maria Durrant was! Mother said one day that she never saw so capable a woman.

I dont stand in need of nursin, said the old man, grumbling, and taking a defensive attitude of mind. Whats the use, anyway, if you cant get her? Ill contrive to get along somehow. I always have.

William flushed quickly, but made no answer, out of regard to the old mans bereaved and wounded state. He always felt like a schoolboy in his fathers presence, though he had for many years been a leader in neighborhood matters, and was at that moment a selectman of the town of Atfield. If he had answered back and entered upon a lively argument it probably would have done the old man good; anything would have seemed better than the dull hunger in his heart, the impossibility of forming new habits of life, which made a wall about his very thoughts.

After a surly silence, when the son was needlessly repentant and the fathers face grew cloudy with disapproval, the two men parted. William had made arrangements to stay all the afternoon, but he now found an excuse for going to the village, and drove away down the lane. He had not turned into the highroad before he wished himself back again, while Israel Haydon looked after him reproachfully, more lonely than ever, in the sense that something had come between them, though he could not tell exactly what. The spring fields lay broad and green in the sunshine; there was a cheerful sound of frogs in the lower meadow.

Poor mother! how she did love early weather like this! he said, half aloud. Shed been getting out to the door twenty times a day, just to have a look. An how shed laugh to hear the frogs again! Oh, poor me! poor me! For the first time he found himself in tears. The grim old man leaned on the fence, and tried to keep back the sobs that shook his bent shoulders. He was half afraid and half ashamed, but there he stood and cried. At last he dried his eyes, and went slowly into the house, as if in hope of comfort as well as shelter.



The two sisters were busy in an upper room. They had seen William Haydon drive away, and their sympathy had been much moved by the sight of his fathers grief. They stood at a window watching him from behind the curtain.

He feels it much as anybody could, said Mrs. Stevens, not without a certain satisfaction in this tribute to her own dear sister. Somehow or nother your brother is so methodical and contained, Mis Martin, that I shouldnt have looked to see him give way like other men.

He never was one that could show his feelins, answered Mrs. Martin. I never saw him shed tears before as I know of, but manys the time he hasnt been able to control his voice to speak. I wonder what made William hurry off so? His back looked kind o provoked. They couldnt have had no words; whatever it was, they couldnt had no words so soon as this; an William s always respectful.

T aint that either, she added, a moment later. Ive seen sights o folks in trouble, and I dont know what nor why it is, but they always have to get through with a fractious spell before they can get to work again. Theyll hold up an pear splendid, and then something seems to let go, an everything goes wrong, an every word plagues em. Now Isrels my own poor brother, an you know how I set by him, Mis Stevens; but I expect well have to walk soft to get along with him for a week or two to come. Dont you go an be too gentle, neither. Treat him justs you would anyway, and hell fetch himself into line the quicker. He always did have days when he wouldnt say nothing to nobody. It does seems if I ought to be the one to stop longer with him, an be the most help; but you know how Im situated. And then t is your sisters things thats to be looked over, and you and Marilla is the proper ones.

I wish t was so you could stop, Mrs. Stevens urged honestly. I feel more acquainted with you than I do with Marilly. But I shall do my best, as I shall want those who come to do for my things when Im past an gone. I shall get William to come an help us; he knows more about his mothers possessions than anybody, I expect. She made a kind of girl of him, for companys sake, when he was little; and he used to sew real pretty before his fingers got too big. Dont you recall one winter when he was house-bound after a run o scarlet fever? He used to work worsted, and knit some, I believe he did; but he took to growin that spring, and I chanced to ask him to supply me with a couple o good holders, but I found Id touched dignity. He was dreadful put out. I suppose he was mos too manly for me to refer to his needlework. Poor Marthy! how she laughed! I only said that about the holders for the sake o sayin somethin, but he remembered it against me more than a year.

The two aunts laughed together. Boys is boys, aint they? observed Mrs. Stevens, with great sagacity.

Men is boys, retorted Mrs. Martin. The more you treat em like boys, the better they think you use em. They always want motherin, an somebody to come to. I always tell folks Ive got five childn, counting Mr. Martin the youngest. The more bluster they have, the more boys they be. Now Marthy knew that about brother Isrel, an she always ruled him by love an easin of him down from them high perches he was always settin upon. Everything was always right with her an all wrong with him when they was young, but she could always say the right word.

She was a good-feelin woman; she did make him a good wife, if I say it that shouldnt o my own sister, sighed Mrs. Stevens. She was the best o housekeepers, was Marthy. I never went over so neat a house. I aint got the gift myself. I can clear up, Mis Martin, but I cant remain cleared up.

The two sisters turned to their pathetic work of looking over the orderly closets and making solemn researches into the suspected shelters of moths. Much talk of the past was suggested by the folding of blankets; and as they set back the chairs, and brushed the floors that were made untidy by the funeral guests of the day before, they wondered afresh what would become of Israel Haydon, and what plan he would make for himself; for Mrs. Martin could only stay with him for a few days, and Mrs. Stevens was obliged to return as soon as possible to her busy household and an invalid daughter. As long as they could stay the house went on as usual, and Israel Haydon showed no apprehension of difficulties ahead. He took up the routine of his simple fashion of life, and when William asked if he should bring his team to plough, he received the surprised answer that all those things were settled when they talked about them earlier in the spring. Of course he should want potatoes, and it was high time they were planted. A boy arrived from the back country who had lived at the farm the summer before, — a willing, thick-headed young person in process of growth, — and Israel Haydon took great exception to his laziness and inordinate appetite, and threatened so often to send him back where he came from that only Williams insistence that they had entered into an engagement with poor Thomas, and the womens efforts toward reconciliation, prevailed.

When sister Martin finally departed, bag and baggage, she felt as if she were leaving her brother to be the prey of disaster. He was sternly self-reliant, and watched her drive away down the lane with something like a sense of relief. The offending Thomas was standing by, expecting rebuke almost with an air of interest; but the old man only said to him, in an apologetic and friendly way, There! weve got to get along a spell without any women folks, my son. I havent heard of any housekeeper to suit me, but well get along together till I do.

Theres a great sight o things cooked up, sir, said Thomas, with shining eyes.

Well get along, repeated the old man. I wont have you take no liberties, but if we save the time from other things, we can manage just as well as the women. I want you to sweep out good, night an morning, an fetch me the wood an water, an Ill see to the housework. There was no idea of appointing Thomas as keeper of the pantry keys, and a shadow of foreboding darkened the lads hopeful countenance as the master of the house walked away slowly up the yard.

III.

It was the month of June; the trees were in full foliage; there was no longer any look of spring in the landscape, and the air and sky belonged to midsummer. Mrs. Israel Haydon had been dead nearly two months.

On a Sunday afternoon the father and son sat in two old splint-bottomed chairs just inside the wood-house, in the shade. The wide doors were always thrown back at that time of the year, and there was a fine view across the country. William Haydon could see his own farm spread out like a green map; he was scanning the boundaries of the orderly fences and fields and the stretches of woodland and pasture. He looked away at them from time to time, or else bent over and poked among the wood-house dust and fine chips with his walking-stick. Theres an old buckle that I lost one day ever so many years ago, he exclaimed suddenly, and reached down to pick it up. William was beginning to look stout and middle-aged. He held out the rusty buckle to his father, but Israel Haydon sat stiffly upright, and hardly gave a glance at the useless object.

I thought Elder Wall preached an excellent discourse this morning. William made further attempt to engage his fathers interest and attention, but without avail.

I wish youd tell me whats the matter with you, sir, said the troubled son, turning squarely, and with honest kindness in his look. It hurts my feelings, father. If Ive put you out, I want to make amends. Marillas worried to death for fear its on her account. We both set everything by you, but you hold us off; and I feel, when I try to be company for you, as if you thought I belonged in jail, and hadnt no rights of any kind. Cant you talk right out with me, sir? Aint you well?

There! dont run on, boy, said the old man sadly. I do the best I can; youve got to give me time. Im dreadful hard pushed losin of your mother. Ive lost my home; you aint got the least idea what it is, William.

His old face quivered, and William rose hastily and went a step or two forward, making believe that he was looking after his horse. Stand still, there! he shouted to the placid creature, and then came back and reached out his hand to his father.

Israel took hold of it, but looked up, a little puzzled. You aint going yet? he asked. Why, youve only just come.

I want you to ride over with me to supper to-night. I want you to see how well that piece o late corn looks, after all your saying I mights well lay it down to turnips. Come, father; the horses right here, and t will make a change for you. Aint you about got through with them pies aunt Martin left you when she went away? Come; were goin to have a hearty supper, and I want ye.

I dont know but I will, said Israel Haydon slowly. Weve got on pretty well — no, we aint, neither. I aint comfortable, and I cant make nothin o that poor shoat of a boy. Im buying o the baker an frying a pan o pork the whole time, trying to fill him up. I never was so near out o pork this time o year, not since I went to housekeepin.

I heard hed been tellin round the neighborhood that he was about starved, said William plainly. Our folks always had the name o being good providers.

Howd your mother use to wash up the cups an things to make em look decent? asked Mr. Haydon suddenly; there was the humility of broken pride in his tone. I cant seem to find nothin to do with, anywhere about the house. I sposed I knew where everything was. I expect Ive got out all poor mothers best things, without knowin the difference. Except there aint nothin nowhere that looks right to me, he added.

William stooped to pick something out of the chips. Youll have to ask Marilla, he said. It mortifies me to have you go on in such a way. Now, father, you wouldnt hear to anybody that was named to you, but if you go on this way much longer youll find that any housekeepers better than none.

Why, Ive only been waiting to hear of a proper person, said Israel Haydon, turning an innocent and aggrieved countenance upon his son. My house is in a terrible state, now I can tell you.

William looked away and tried to keep his face steady.

What do you find to laugh at? asked the poor father, in the tone of a schoolmaster.

Dont you know I spoke of somebody to you? I believe t was the very day after the funeral, said William persuasively. Her name is Maria Durrant.

I remember the person well; an excellent, sensible woman, no flummery, and did remarkable well in case of sickness at your house, said Mr. Haydon, with enthusiasm, stepping briskly toward the wagon after he had shut and fastened the wood-house doors and put the padlock key in his pocket. What of her? You said there was no chance of getting her, didnt you?

I was afraid so; but shes left her brothers folks now, and come to stop a little while with Marilla. Shes at the house this minute; came last night. You know, Marillas very fond of having her cousins come to stop with her, apologized the son, in fear lest his simple plot should be discovered and resented. You can see if shes such a person as you want. I have been thinking all day that she might do for a time, anyway.

Anybodyll do, said Mr. Haydon suddenly. I tell ye, William, Im drove to the wall. I feel to covet a good supper; an Im ashamed to own it, a man o my property! Ill observe this Miss Durrant, an speak with her after tea; perhaps shed have the sense to come right over to-morrow. You an Marilla can tell her how Ive been situated. I want going to have no such persons in my house as were recommended, he grumbled on cheerfully. I dont keep a town-farm for the incapable, nor do I want an old grenadier set over me like that old maid Smith. I aint going to be turned out of my own house.

They drove along the road slowly, and presently the ever-interesting subject of crops engaged their further attention. When they turned into William Haydons side yard a pleasant-faced, middle-aged woman, in a neat black dress and a big clean white apron, sat on the piazza with Marilla and the children. Israel Haydons heart felt lighter than it had for many a week. He went and shook hands with Maria Durrant, with more than interest and approval; there was even a touch of something like gallantry in his manner. William Haydon glanced at his wife and gave an unconscious sigh of relief.

The next morning Miss Durrant helped with the early work, talking with Williams wife as she went to and fro busily in the large kitchen, and listening to all that could be said of the desperate state of affairs at the old farm. The two women so doubled their diligence by working together that it was still early in the day when Maria, blushing noticeably, said that she thought there was no use in waiting until afternoon, as old Mr. Haydon had directed. There must be plenty to do; and the sooner the house was put to rights and some cooking got under way the better. She had her old calico dress all on, and she deemed it best to go over and go right to work.

There! I dont know what to say, Maria, said Marilla Haydon doubtfully. Father Haydons such a set person.

So be I, rejoined Maria. And who knows how bad those rooms need airing! Ive thought of twenty things that ought to be done right off, before night. Or I could work a spell in the gardin if he dont seem to want me in the house. Now, want it affectin to hear him let on that hed gone an made poor Mis Haydons flower gardin sames hed always done? It showed real feelin, didnt it? I am goin to take holt over there as if t was for her as well as for him. That time I was here so long, when you was so sick, I did just admire Mis Haydon. She was a beautiful-looking woman, and so pretty-behaved; quiet, but observin. I never saw a man age as Williams father has; it made my heart ache when I first caught sight of him driving into the yard last night.

He revived up conversin with you an makin such a good hearty tea, suggested Marilla, disappearing in the pantry. I aint never felt free with father Haydon, but I do respect him, she added presently. Well, now, go right over, Maria, if you feel moved to. I dont know but what youre wise. Praps William an Ill walk over, after suppers put away. I guess youve got a busy day before you.

She stood at the open door and watched Maria Durrant go away, a few minutes later, with a plump bundle under one arm.

I should think you were going to seek your fortune, she called merrily, as the good woman turned into the road; but Maria wagged her head with a cheerful nod, and did not deign to look back. I ought to have given her some bread to tuck under the other arm, like the picture of Benjamin Franklin. I dare say they do need bread; I ought to have thought of it, said Marilla anxiously, as she returned to the pantry.

But there! Father Haydons got as far along in housekeeping as stopping the baker; an he was put out because I sent things too soon, before aunt Martins provisions were gone. Ill risk cousin Maria to get along.

The new housekeeper trod the little footpath at the road edge with a firm step. She was as eager and delighted as if she were bent on a days pleasuring. A truly sympathetic, unselfish heart beat in her breast; she fairly longed to make the lonely, obstinate old man comfortable. Presently she found herself going up the long Haydon lane in the shade of the apple-trees. The great walnut-trees at the other side of the house were huge and heavy with leaves; there was a general floweriness and pleasantness over all growing things; but the tall thin spruce that towered before the front door looked black and solitary, and bore a likeness to old Mr. Haydon himself. Such was the force of this comparison that Miss Durrant stopped and looked at it with compassion.

Then her eyes fell upon the poor flower bed overgrown with weeds, through which the bachelors-buttons and London-pride were pushing their way into bloom. I guess Ill set a vine to grow up that tree; t would get sun enough, an look real live and pretty, she decided, surveying the situation; then she moved on, with perhaps less eagerness in her gait, and boldly entered the side door of the house. She could hear the sound of an axe in the shed, as if some one were chopping up kindlings. When she caught sight of the empty kitchen she dropped her bundle into the nearest chair, and held up her hands in what was no affectation of an appearance of despair.

IV.

One day in May, about a year from the time that Martha Haydon died, Maria Durrant was sitting by the western window of the kitchen, mending Mr. Haydons second-best black coat, when she looked down the lane and saw old Polly Norris approaching the house. Polly was an improvident mother of improvident children, not always quite sound in either wits or behavior, but she had always been gently dealt with by the Haydons, and, as it happened, was also an old acquaintance of Maria Durrants own. Maria gave a little groan at the sight of her: she did not feel just then like listening to long tales or responding to troublesome demands. She nodded kindly to the foolish old creature, who presently came wheezing and lamenting into the clean sunshiny kitchen, and dropped herself like an armful of old clothes into the nearest chair.

Maria rose and put by her work; she was half glad, after all, to have company; and Polly Norris was not without certain powers of good-fellowship and entertaining speech.

I expect this may be the last time I can get so fur, she announced. T is just bout a year sence we was all to Mis Haydons funeral. I didnt know but that was the last time. Well, I do know but its so I can accept that piece o pie. Ive come fur, an my strengths but small. Hows Williams folks?

Theyre smart, answered Maria, seating herself to her work again, after the expedition to the pantry.

I tell ye this is beautiful pie, said the guest, looking up, after a brief and busy silence; a real comfortable help o pie, after such a walk, feeble as I be. Ive failed a sight sence you see me before, now aint I?

I dont knows I see any change to speak of, said Maria, bending over the coat.

Lord bless you, an Heaven too! I aint eat no such pie as this sence I was a girl. Your rule, was it, or poor Mis Haydons?

Ive always made my pies that same way, said Maria soberly. Im pleased you should enjoy it.

I expect my walk give me an extry appetite. I can walk like a bird, now, I tell ye; last summer I went eleven miles, an agin nine miles. You just ought to see me on the road, an here I be, goin on seventy-seven year old. There aint so many places to go to as there used to be. Ive known a sight o nice kind folks thats all gone. Its relly sad how folks is goin. Theres all Mis Nashs folks passed away; the old doctor, an the little grandgirl, an Mis Nash that was like a mother to me, an always had some thin to give me; an down to Glovers Corner theyre all gone — 

Yes, anybody feels such changes, replied Maria compassionately. Youve seen trouble, aint you?

Ive seen all kinds of trouble, said the withered little creature, mournfully.

How is your daughter to South Atfield gettin along? asked the hostess kindly, after a pause, while Polly worked away at the pie.

Lord bless you! this pie is so heartenin, somehow or nother, after such a walk. Susan Louisa is doin pretty well; shes a sight improved from what she was. Folks is very considerate to Susan Louisa. She goes to the Orthodox church, an sence she was sick theres been a committee to see to her. They met, fifteen in number. One on em give her two quarts o milk a day. Mr. Dean, Susan Louisas husband, died the eighth day o last March.

Yes, I heard he was gone, rather sudden, said Maria, showing more interest.

Yes, but he was twixt eighty an ninety year old. Susan Louisa was but fifty-one in February last.

Hed have done better for you, wouldnt he, Mis Norris? suggested Maria, by way of pleasantry, but there was a long and doubtful pause.

I had rather be excused, said Polly at last, with great emphasis. Miss Maria Durrant, aint you got a calico dress you could spare, or an apron, or a pair o rubbers, anyways? I be extra needy, now, I tell you! There; I aint inquired for Williams folks; how be they?

All smart, said Maria, for the second time; but she happened to look up just in time to catch a strange gleam in her visitors eyes.

Mis William dont come here, I expect? she asked mysteriously.

She never was no great of a visitor. Yes, she comes sometimes, answered Maria Durrant.

I understood William had forbid her till youd got away, if she was your own cousin.

Were havin no trouble together. What do you mean? Maria demanded.

Well, my hearing aint good. Polly tried to get herself into safe shelter of generalities. Old folks kind o dreams things; you must excuse me, Maria. But I certain have heard a sight o talk about your stoppin here so long with Mr. Haydon, and that William thought you was overdoin, an would have spoke, only you was his wifes cousin. Theres plenty stands up for you; I should always be one of em my self; you neednt think but Im a friend, Maria. I heard somebody a-remarking that you was goin to stay till you got him; an others said Mr. Israel Haydon was one to know his own mind, and he never would want to put nobody in his wifes place, they set so by one another. An I spoke a good word for ye. I says, Now look here! t aint s if Mari Durrant was a girl o twenty-five; shes a smart capable creatur, says I, an — 

I guess Ive got an old dress I can let you have.

Maria Durrant, with crimson cheeks and a beating heart, rose suddenly and escaped to the back stairway. She left old Polly sitting in the kitchen so long that she fell into a comfortable drowse, from which she was recalled by Marias reappearance with a bundle of discarded garments, but there was something stern and inhospitable in these last moments of the visit, and Polly soon shuffled off down the lane, mumbling and muttering and hugging the bundle with great delight. She always enjoyed her visits to the Haydon farm. But she had left Miss Durrant crying by the western window; the bitter tears were falling on Israel Haydons old black coat. It seemed very hard that a woman who had spent all her life working for others should be treated as the enemy of kindred and acquaintance; this was almost the first time in all her history that she had managed to gather and hold a little peace and happiness. There was nothing to do now but to go back to her brothers noisy shiftless house; to work against wind and tide of laziness and improvidence. She must slave for the three boarders, so that her brothers wife could go to New York State to waste her time with a sister just as worthless, though not so penniless, as herself. And there was young Johnny, her nephew, working with Mr. Haydon on the farm, and doing so well, he must go back too, and be put into the factory. Maria looked out of the window; through the tears that stood in her eyes the smooth green fields were magnified and transfigured.

The door opened, and Mr. Haydon entered with deliberate step and a pleasant reassuring look. He almost never smiled, but he happened to be smiling then. I observed you had company just now; I saw old Polly Norris going down the lane when I was coming up from the field, he said, and then stopped suddenly, and took a step nearer to Maria; he had never seen his cheerful housemate in tears. He did not ask the reason; they both felt embarrassed, and yet each was glad of the others presence. Mr. Haydon did not speak, but Maria brushed her tears away, and tried to go on sewing. She was mending the lining of the second-best black coat with most touching care.

I expect I shall have to take that cot for every day now, an get me a new one for best, he announced at last, because somebody had to say something. Ive about finished with this. Spring work is hard on an old cot.

Your best one is gettin a little mite threadbare in the back, said Maria, but it was hard for her to control her voice. Ill put all your clothes in as good repair as I can before I go, sir. Ive come to the conclusion that I ought to go back to my brothers folks, his wife wants to go off on a visit — 

Dont you, Maria, exclaimed the distressed old man. Dont talk that way; its onreasonable. William has informed me about your brothers folks; what else may affect you I dont know, but Ive made up my mind. I dont know why t was, but I was just comin to speak about it. I may say t was for your interest as well as mine, an with Williams approval. I never thought to change my situation till lately. Such a loss as Ive met aint to be forgotten, an it aint forgotten. Im gettin along in years, an I never was a great talker. I expect you know what I want to say, Miss Durrant. Ill provide well for you, an make such a settlement as you an William approve. Hes well off, an he spoke to me about us; that we was comfortable together, an he never wanted to see me left alone, as I was last year. How do you feel yourself? You feel that t would be good judgment, now dont ye?

Maria never had heard Mr. Israel Haydon say so much at any one time. There he stood, a man of sixty-eight, without pretense of having fallen in love, but kind and just, and almost ministerial in his respectability. She had always followed a faint but steady star of romance, which shone still for her in the lowering sky of her life; it seemed to shine before her eyes now; it dazzled her through fresh tears. Yet, after all, she felt that this was really her home, and with a sudden great beat of her heart, she knew that she should say Yes to Mr. Haydon. The sharp sting in the thought of going away had been that she must leave him to the ignorant devotion or neglect of somebody else — some other woman was going to have the dear delight of making him comfortable.

So she looked up full in his face, unmindful of the bleakness of his love-making, and was touched to see that he bore the aspect of a truly anxious and even affectionate man. Without further words they both knew that the great question was settled. The star of romance presently turned itself into the bright kitchen lamp that stood between them as Maria sewed her long winter seam and looked up contentedly to see Mr. Haydon sitting opposite with his weekly newspaper.

V.

Mr. Haydon owned one of the last old-fashioned two-wheeled chaises, a select few of which still survived in the retired region of Atfield. It would not have suited him to go to church in a wagon like his neighbors, any more than he could have bought a rough working-suit of new clothes for every day. The chaise-top had always framed the faces of Mr. Haydon and Martha, his first wife, in a fitting manner not unlike a Friends plain bonnet on a larger scale; it had belonged to their placid appearance of old-time respectability. Now that Maria, the second wife, had taken the vacant seat by the drivers side, her fresher color and eager enjoyment of the comfort and dignity of the situation were remarked with pleasure. She had not been forward about keeping Mr. Haydon company before their marriage; for some reason she was not a constant church-goer, and usually had some excuse for staying at home, both on Sundays and when there was any expedition on business to one of the neighboring towns. But after the wedding these invitations were accepted as a matter of course.

One Sunday afternoon they were bobbing home from meeting in their usual sedate and placid fashion. There had been a very good sermon, and two or three strangers in the congregation, old acquaintances who had left Atfield for the West, stopped to speak with their friends after the service was over. It was a lovely day, and there was the peacefulness of Sunday over the landscape, the wide untenanted fields, the woods near and far, and the distant hills. The old pacing horse jogged steadily along.

I was thinking how your wife would have enjoyed seeing the folks; wouldnt she? said Maria, with gentle sympathy.

The thought was just dwelling in my mind, said the old man, turning toward her, a little surprised.

I was sorry I was stand in right there; they didnt feel so free to speak, you know, said Maria, who had accepted her place as substitute with a touching self-forgetfulness and devotion, following as best she could the humblest by-paths of the first Mrs. Haydons career.

Marthy and Mis Chellis that you saw to-day was always the best of friends; they was girls together, said Mr. Haydon, swaying his whip-lash. They was second cousins on the fathers side.

Dont you expect Mis Chellisd like to come an take tea with you some afternoon? I always feel as if t would be sad for you, such an occasion, but Ill have everything real nice. Folks seem to be paying her a good deal of attention, suggested Maria.

And when anybody has been away a good while, they like to go all round and see all the places thats familiar, if they do feel the changes.

Yes, I guess wed better invite her to spend the afternoon, said the old man, and they jogged on together in silence.

Have you got everything you want to do with?, asked Mr. Haydon kindly.

Certain, answered Maria, with satisfaction. I never was acquainted with such a good provider as you be in all the houses Ive ever stopped in; I can say that. Youve remembered a number o things this past week that I should have forgot myself. Ive seen what other women folks has to go through with, being obliged to screw every way an make up things out o nothing, afraid to say the flours gone or the sugars out. Them very husbands is the ones thatll find most fault if their tables aint spread with what they want. I know now what made your wife always look so pleased an contented.

She was very saving an judicious by natur, said Mr. Haydon, as if he did not wish to take so much praise entirely to himself. I call you a very saving woman too, Maria, he added, looking away over the fields, as if he had made some remark about the grass.

The bright color rushed to Marias face, but she could not say anything. There was something very pleasant in the air; the fields appeared new to her and most beautiful; it was a moment of great happiness.

I tell you I felt it dreadfully when I was alone all that time. I enjoy having somebody to speak with now about poor Martha, said the old man, with great feeling.

It was dreadful lonely for you, want it? said Maria, in her sensible, pleasant, compassionate tone.

People meant well enough with their advice, but I was set so cross-wise that it all seemed like interference. Id got to wait till the right thing came round — an it come at last, announced Mr. Haydon handsomely. I feel to be very grateful. Yes, I want to have Mis Chellis come an take tea, just as she used to. Well look over whats left o poor Marthys little things, an select something to give her for a remembrance. T aint very likely shell come way East again at her time o life. Shes havin a grand time; it acts to me just like a last visit.

Ill make some nice pound-cake to-morrow, and well ask her next day, said Maria cheerfully, as they turned into the lane.

Maria Haydons life had been spent in trying to make other people comfortable, and so she succeeded, oftener than she knew, in making them happy. Every day she seemed to forget herself, and to think of others more; and so, though old Mrs. Chellis missed her friend when she came to tea the next day but one, she soon forgot the sadness of the first few minutes, and began to enjoy the kind welcome of Mr. Haydon and his present companion.

A little later Mr. Haydon was coming back from one of his fields to look after some men whom he and his son had set to work at ditching. Most of the talk that afternoon had naturally been connected with his first wife, but now everything along his path reminded him of Maria. Her prosperous flock of young turkeys were heading northward at a little distance out across the high grass land; and below, along the brook, went the geese and goslings in a sedate procession. The young pear-trees which she had urged him to set out looked thrifty and strong as he passed, and there were some lengths of linen bleaching on a knoll, that she had found yellowing in one of the garret chests. She took care of everything, and, best of all, she took great care of him. He had left the good creature devoting herself to their guest as if she were an old friend instead of a stranger — just for his sake and his wifes sake. Maria always said your wife when she spoke of her predecessor.

Marthy always said that Maria Durrant was as kind and capable a woman as she ever set eyes on, an poor Marthy was one that knew, said Mr. Haydon to himself as he went along, and his heart grew very tender. He was not exactly satisfied with himself, but he could not have told why. As he came near, the house looked cheerful and pleasant; the front door was wide open, and the best-room blinds. The little garden was in full bloom, and there was a sound of friendly voices. Conversation was flowing on with a deep and steady current. Somehow the old man felt young again in the midst of his sober satisfaction and renewed prosperity. He lingered near the door, and looked back over his fields as if he were facing life with a sense of great security; but presently his ears caught at something that the two women were saying in the house.

Maria was speaking to Mrs. Chellis, who was a little deaf.

Yesm, he does look well, she said. I think his healths a good sight better than it was a year ago. I dont knows you ever saw anybody so pitiful as he was for a good while after he lost his wife. He took it harder than some o those do that make more talk. Yes, she certain was a lovely woman, and one that knew how to take the lead for him just where a man dont want to be bothered — about house matters and little things. Hes a dear, good, kind man, Mr. Haydon is. I feel very grateful for all his kindness. Ive got a lovely home, Mis Chellis, said Maria impulsively; an I try to do everything I can, the way he an Mis Haydon always had it.

I guess you do, agreed the guest. I never see him look better since he was a young man. I hope he knows how well off he is!

They both laughed a little, and Mr. Haydon could not help smiling in sympathy.

There, I do enjoy spending with him, said the younger woman wistfully; but I cant help wishin sometimes that I could have been the one to help him save. I envy Mis Haydon all that part of it, and I cant help it.

Why, you must set a sight by him! exclaimed Mrs. Chellis, with mild surprise. I didnt know but what marryin for love had all gone out of fashion in Atfield.

You can tell em it aint, said Maria. At that moment Israel Haydon turned and walked away slowly up the yard. His thin black figure straightened itself gallantly, and he wore the look of a younger man.

Later that evening, when the guests were gone, after a most cheerful and hospitable occasion, and the company tea things were all put away, Maria was sitting in the kitchen for a few minutes to rest, and Mr. Haydon had taken his own old chair near the stove, and sat there tapping his finger-ends together. They had congratulated each other handsomely, because everything had gone off so well; but suddenly they both felt as if there were a third person present; their feeling toward one another seemed to change. Something seemed to prompt them to new confidence and affection, to speak the affectionate thoughts that were in their hearts; it was no rebuking, injured presence, for a sense of great contentment filled their minds. Israel Haydon tapped his fingers less regularly than usual, and Maria found herself unable to meet his eyes.

The silence between them grew more and more embarrassing, and at last Mr. Haydon remembered that he had not locked the barn, and rose at once, crossing the kitchen with quicker steps than usual. Maria looked up at him as he passed.

Yes, everything went off beautifully, she repeated. Mis Chellis is real good company. I enjoyed hearing her talk about old times. She set everything by Mis Haydon, didnt she? You had a good wife, Mr. Haydon, certain, said Maria, wistfully, as he hesitated a moment at the door.

Israel Haydon did not answer a word, but went his way and shut the door behind him. It was a cool evening after the pleasant day; the air felt a little chilly. He did not go beyond the doorsteps, for something seemed to draw him back, so he lifted the clinking latch and stepped bravely into the kitchen again, and stood there a moment in the bright light.

Maria Haydon turned toward him as she stood at the cupboard with a little lamp in her hand. Why Mr. Haydon! whats the matter? She looked startled at first, but her face began to shine. Now dont you go and be foolish, Isrel! she said.

Maria, said he, I want to say to you that I feel to be very thankful. Ive got a good wife now.


Little French Mary.
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THE TOWN OF Dulham was not used to seeing foreigners of any sort, or to hearing their voices in its streets, so that it was in some sense a matter of public interest when a Canadian family was reported to have come to the white house by the bridge. This house, small and low-storied, with a bushy little garden in front, had been standing empty for several months. Usually when a house was left tenantless in Dulham it remained so and fell into decay, and, after some years, the cinnamon rose bushes straggled into the cellar, and the dutiful grass grew over the mound that covered the chimney bricks. Dulham was a quiet place, where the population dwindled steadily, though such citizens as remained had reason to think it as pleasant as any country town in the world.

Some of the old men who met every day to talk over the town affairs were much interested in the newcomers. They approved the course of the strong-looking young Canadian laborer who had been quick to seize upon his opportunity; one or two of them had already engaged him to make their gardens, and to do odd jobs, and were pleased with his quickness and willingness. He had come afoot one day from a neighboring town, where he and his wife had been made ill by bad drainage and factory work, and saw the little house, and asked the postmaster if there were any work to be had out of doors that spring in Dulham. Being assured of his prospects, he reappeared with his pale, bright-eyed wife and little daughter the very next day but one. This startling promptness had given time for but few persons to hear the news of a new neighbor, and as one after another came over the bridge and along the road there were many questions asked. The house seemed to have new life looking out of its small-paned windows; there were clean white curtains, and china dogs on the window-sills, and a blue smoke in the chimney — the spring sun was shining in at the wide-open door.

There was a chilly east wind on an April day, and the elderly men were gathered inside the post-office, which was also the chief grocery and dry-goods store. Each was in his favorite armchair, and there was the excuse of a morning fire in the box stove to make them form again into the close group that was usually broken up at the approach of summer weather. Old Captain Weathers was talking about Alexis, the newcomer (they did not try to pronounce his last name), and was saying for the third or fourth time that the more work you set for the Frenchman the better pleased he seemed to be. Helped em to lay a carpet yesterday at our house, neat as wax, said the Captain, with approval. Made the garden in the front yard so it hasnt looked so well for years. Were all goin to find him very handy; hell have plenty to do among us all summer. Seems to know what you want the minute you pint, for he cant make out very well with his English. I used to be able to talk considerable French in my early days when I sailed from southern ports to Havre and Bordeaux, but I dont seem to recall it now very well. Hed have made a smart sailor, Alexis would; quick an willing.

They say Canada French aint spoken the same, anyway — began the Captains devoted friend, Mr. Ezra Spooner, by way of assurance, when the store door opened and a bright little figure stood looking in. All the gray-headed men turned that way, and every one of them smiled.

Come right in, dear, said the kind-hearted old Captain.

They saw a charming little creature about six years old, who smiled back again from under her neat bit of a hat; she wore a pink frock that made her look still more like a flower, and she said Bonjour prettily to the gentlemen as she passed. Henry Staples, the storekeeper and postmaster, rose behind the counter to serve this customer as if she had been a queen, and took from her hand the letter she brought, with the amount of its postage folded up in a warm bit of newspaper.

The Captain and his friends looked on with admiration.

Give her a piece of candy — no, give it to me an Ill give it to her, said the Captain eagerly, reaching for his cane and leaving his chair with more than usual agility; and everybody looked on with intent while he took a striped stick of peppermint from the storekeeper and offered it gallantly. There was something in the way this favor was accepted that savored of the French court and made every man in the store a lover.

The child made a quaint bow before she reached out her hand with childish eagerness for the unexpected delight; then she stepped forward and kissed the Captain.

There was a murmur of delight at this charming courtesy; there was not a man who would not have liked to find some excuse for walking away with her, and there was a general sigh as she shut the door behind her and looked back through the glass with a parting smile.

Thats little French Mary, Alexiss little girl, said the storekeeper, eager to proclaim his advantage of previous acquaintance. She came here yesterday and did an errand for her mother as nice as a grown person could.

I never saw a little creatur with prettier ways, said the Captain, blushing and tapping his cane on the floor.

This first appearance of the little foreigner on an April day was like the coming of a young queen to her kingdom. She reigned all summer over every heart in Dulham — there was not a face but wore its smiles when French Mary came down the street, not a mother who did not say to her children that she wished they had such pretty manners and kept their frocks as neat. The child danced and sang like a fairy, and condescended to all childish games, and yet, best of all for her friends, she seemed to see no difference between young and old. She sometimes followed Captain Weathers home, and discreetly dined or took tea with him and his housekeeper, an honored guest; on rainy days she might be found in the shoemakers shop or the blacksmiths, as still as a mouse, and with eyes as bright and quick, watching them at their work; smiling much but speaking little, and teaching as much French as she learned English. To this day, in Dulham, people laugh and repeat her strange foreign words and phrases. Alexis, the father, was steady at his work of gardening and haying; Marie, the elder, his wife, washed and ironed and sewed and swept, and was a helper in many households; now and then on Sunday they set off early in the morning and walked to the manufacturing town whence they had come, to go to mass; at the end of the summer, when they felt prosperous, they sometimes hired a horse and wagon, and drove there with the child between them. Dulham village was the brighter and better for their presence, and the few old-fashioned houses that knew them treasured them, and French Mary reigned over her kingdom with no revolt or disaffection to the summers end. She seemed to fulfill all the duties of her childish life by some exquisite instinct and infallible sense of fitness and propriety.

One September morning, after the first frost, the Captain and his friends were sitting in the store with the door shut. The Captain was the last comer.

Ive got bad news, he said, and they all turned toward him, apprehensive and forewarned.

Alexis says hes going right away (regret was mingled with the joy of having a piece of news to tell). Yes, Alexis is going away; hes packing up now, and has spoke for Fosters hay-cart to move his stuff to the railroad.

What makes him so foolish? said Mr. Spooner.

He says his folks expect him in Canada; hes got an aunt livin there that owns a good house and farm, and shes gettin old and wants to have him settled at home to take care of her.

Ive heard these French folks only desire to get forehanded a little, and then they go right back where they come from, said some one, with an air of disapproval.

He says hell send another man here; he knows somebody that will be glad of the chance, but I dont seem to like the idea so well, said Captain Weathers doubtfully. Weve all got so used to Alexis and his wife; they know now where we keep every thing and have got to be so handy. Strange they dont know when theyre well off. I suppose its natural they should want to be with their own folks. Then theres the little girl.

At this moment the store door was opened and French Mary came in. She was dressed in her best and her eyes were shining.

I go to Canada in ze cars! she announced joyfully, and came dancing down between the two long counters toward her regretful friends; they had never seen her so charming.

Argument and regret were impossible — the forebodings of elderly men and their experience of life were of no use at that moment, a gleam of youth and hope was theirs by sympathy instead. A childs pleasure in a journey moves the dullest heart; the captain was the first to find some means of expression.

Give me some o that best candy for her, he commanded the storekeeper. No, take a bigger piece of paper, and tie it up well.

Aint she dressed a little thin for travelin? asked gruff Mr. Spooner anxiously, and for his part he pointed the storekeeper to a small bright plaid shawl that hung overhead, and stooped to wrap it himself about the little shoulders.

I must get the little girl something, too, said the minister, who was a grandfather, and had just come in for his mail. What do you like best, my dear? and French Mary pointed shyly, but with instant decision, at a blue silk parasol, with a white handle, which was somewhat the worse for having been openly displayed all summer. The minister bought it with pleasure, like a country boy at a fair, and put into her hand.

French Mary kissed the minister with rapture, and gave him her hand to shake, then she put down the parasol and ran and climbed into the old captains lap and hugged him with both arms tight round his neck. She considered for a moment whether she should kiss Mr. Ezra Spooner or not, but happily did not decide against it, and said an affectionate good-by to him and all the rest. Mr. Staples himself came out from behind the counter to say farewell and bestow a square package of raisins. They all followed her to the door, and stood watching while she tucked her bundles under her arm and raised the new parasol, and walked away down the street in the chilly autumn morning. She had taken all her French gayety and charm, all her childish sweetness and dignity away with her. Little French Mary had gone. Fate had plucked her like a flower out of their lives.

She did not turn back, but when she was half-way home she began to run, and the new shawl was given gayly to the breeze. The captain sighed.

I wish the little girl well, he said, and turned away. We shall miss her, but she doesnt know what parting is. I hope shell please em just as well in Canada.


The Guests of Mrs. Timms.

I.
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MRS. PERSIS FLAGG stood in her front doorway taking leave of Miss Cynthia Pickett, who had been making a long call. They were not intimate friends. Miss Pickett always came formally to the front door and rang when she paid her visits, but, the week before, they had met at the county conference, and happened to be sent to the same house for entertainment, and so had deepened and renewed the pleasures of acquaintance.

It was an afternoon in early June; the syringa-bushes were tall and green on each side of the stone doorsteps, and were covered with their lovely white and golden flowers. Miss Pickett broke off the nearest twig, and held it before her prim face as she talked. She had a pretty childlike smile that came and went suddenly, but her face was not one that bore the marks of many pleasures. Mrs. Flagg was a tall, commanding sort of person, with an air of satisfaction and authority.

Oh, yes, gather all you want, she said stiffly, as Miss Pickett took the syringa without having asked beforehand; but she had an amiable expression, and just now her large countenance was lighted up by pleasant anticipation.

We can tell early what sort of a day its goin to be, she said eagerly. There aint a cloud in the sky now. Ill stop for you as I come along, or if there should be anything unforeseen to detain me, Ill send you word. I dont expect youd want to go if it want so that I could?

Oh my sakes, no! answered Miss Pickett discreetly, with a timid flush. You feel certain that Mis Timms wont be put out? I shouldnt feel free to go unless I went long o you.

Why, nothin could be plainer than her words, said Mrs. Flagg in a tone of reproval. You saw how she urged me, an had over all that talk about how we used to see each other often when we both lived to Longport, and told how shed been thinkin of writin, and askin if it want so I should be able to come over and stop three or four days as soon as settled weather come, because she couldnt make no fire in her best chamber on account of the chimbley smokin if the wind want just right. You see how she felt toward me, kissin of me comin and goin? Why, she even asked me who I employed to do over my bonnet, Miss Pickett, just as interested as if she was a sister; an she remarked she should look for us any pleasant day after we all got home, an were settled after the conference.

Miss Pickett smiled, but did not speak, as if she expected more arguments still.

An she seemed just about as much gratified to meet with you again. She seemed to desire to meet you again very particular, continued Mrs. Flagg. She really urged us to come together an have a real good day talkin over old times — there, dont le s go all over it again! Ive always heard shed made that old house of her aunt Bascoms where she lives look real handsome. I once heard her best parlor carpet described as being an elegant carpet, different from any there was round here. Why, nobody couldnt be more cordial, Miss Pickett; you aint goin to give out just at the last?

Oh, no! answered the visitor hastily; no, m! I want to go full as much as you do, Mis Flagg, but you see I never was so well acquainted with Mis Capn Timms, an I always seem to dread putting myself forard. She certain was very urgent, an she said plain enough to come any day next week, an here tis Wednesday, though of course she wouldnt look for us either Monday or Tuesday. T will be a real pleasant occasion, an now weve been to the conference it dont seem near so much effort to start.

Why, I dont think nothin of it, said Mrs. Flagg proudly. We shall have a grand good time, goin together an all, I feel sure.

Miss Pickett still played with her syringa flower, tapping her thin cheek, and twirling the stem with her fingers. She looked as if she were going to say something more, but after a moments hesitation she turned away.

Good-afternoon, Mis Flagg, she said formally, looking up with a quick little smile; I enjoyed my call; I hope I aint kep you too late; I dont know but what its most tea-tune. Well, I shall look for you in the mornin.

Good-afternoon, Miss Pickett; Im glad I was in when you came. Call again, wont you? said Mrs. Flagg. Yes; you may expect me in good season, and so they parted. Miss Pickett went out at the neat clicking gate in the white fence, and Mrs. Flagg a moment later looked out of her sitting-room window to see if the gate were latched, and felt the least bit disappointed to find that it was. She sometimes went out after the departure of a guest, and fastened the gate herself with a loud, rebuking sound. Both of these Woodville women lived alone, and were very precise in their way of doing things.

II.

The next morning dawned clear and bright, and Miss Pickett rose even earlier than usual. She found it most difficult to decide which of her dresses would be best to wear. Summer was still so young that the day had all the freshness of spring, but when the two friends walked away together along the shady street, with a chorus of golden robins singing high overhead in the elms, Miss Pickett decided that she had made a wise choice of her second-best black silk gown, which she had just turned again and freshened. It was neither too warm for the season nor too cool, nor did it look overdressed. She wore her large cameo pin, and this, with a long watch-chain, gave an air of proper mural decoration. She was a straight, flat little person, as if, when not in use, she kept herself, silk dress and all, between the leaves of a book. She carried a noticeable parasol with a fringe, and a small shawl, with a pretty border, neatly folded over her left arm. Mrs. Flagg always dressed in black cashmere, and looked, to hasty observers, much the same one day as another; but her companion recognized the fact that this was the best black cashmere of all, and for a moment quailed at the thought that Mrs. Flagg was paying such extreme deference to their prospective hostess. The visit turned for a moment into an unexpectedly solemn formality, and pleasure seemed to wane before Cynthia Picketts eyes, yet with great courage she never slackened a single step. Mrs. Flagg carried a somewhat worn black leather hand-bag, which Miss Pickett regretted; it did not give the visit that casual and unpremeditated air which she felt to be more elegant.

Shant I carry your bag for you? she asked timidly. Mrs. Flagg was the older and more important person.

Oh, dear me, no, answered Mrs. Flagg. My pockets so remote, in case I should desire to sneeze or anything, that I thought t would be convenient for carrying my handkerchief and pocket-book; an then I just tucked in a couple o glasses o my crab-apple jelly for Mis Timms. She used to be a great hand for preserves of every sort, an I thought t would be a kind of an attention, an give rise to conversation. I know she used to make excellent drop-cakes when we was both residin to Longport; folks used to say she never would give the right receipt, but if I get a real good chance, I mean to ask her. Or why cant you, if I start talkin about receipts — why cant you say, sort of innocent, that I have always spoken frequently of her drop-cakes, an ask for the rule? She would be very sensible to the compliment, and could pass it off if she didnt feel to indulge us. There, I do so wish you would!

Yes, m, said Miss Pickett doubtfully; Ill try to make the opportunity. Im very partial to drop-cakes. Was they flour or rye, Mis Flagg?

They was flour, dear, replied Mrs. Flagg approvingly; crisp an light as any you ever see.

I wish I had thought to carry somethin to make it pleasant, said Miss Pickett, after they had walked a little farther; but there, I dont knows t would look just right, this first visit, to offer anything to such a person as Mis Timms. In case I ever go over to Baxter again I wont forget to make her some little present, as nice as Ive got. T was certain very polite of her to urge me to come with you. I did feel very doubtful at first. I didnt know but she thought it behooved her, because I was in your company at the conference, and she wanted to save my feelins, and yet expected I would decline. I never was well acquainted with her; our folks wasnt well off when I first knew her; t was before uncle Capn Dyer passed away an remembered mother an me in his will. We couldnt make no hansome companies in them days, so we didnt go to none, an kep to ourselves; but in my grandmothers time, mother always said, the families was very friendly. I shouldnt feel like goin over to pass the day with Mis Timms if I didnt mean to ask her to return the visit. Some dont think o these things, but mother was very set about not bein done for when she couldnt make no return.

When it rains porridge hold up your dish, said Mrs. Flagg; but Miss Pickett made no response beyond a feeble Yes, m, which somehow got caught in her pale-green bonnet-strings.

There, t aint no use to fuss too much over all them things, proclaimed Mrs. Flagg, walking along at a good pace with a fine sway of her skirts, and carrying her head high. Folks walks right by an forgits all about you; folks cant always be going through with just so much. Youd had a good deal better time, you an your ma, if youd been freer in your ways; now dont you spose you would? T aint what you give folks to eat so much as t is makin em feel welcome. Now, theres Mis Timms; when we was to Longport she was dreadful methodical. She wouldnt let Capn Timms fetch nobody home to dinner without lettin of her know, sames other capns wives had to submit to. I was thinkin, when she was so cordial over to Danby, how shed softened with time. Years do learn folks somethin! She did seem very pleasant an desirous. There, I am so glad we got started; if shed gone an got up a real good dinner to-day, an then not had us come till to-morrow, t would have been real too bad. Where anybody lives alone such a thing is very tryin.

Oh, so t is! said Miss Pickett. There, Id like to tell you what I went through with year before last. They come an asked me one Saturday night to entertain the minister, that time we was having candidates — 

I guess wed better step along faster, said Mrs. Flagg suddenly. Why, Miss Pickett, theres the stage comin now! Its dreadful prompt, seems to me. Quick! theres folks awaitin, an I shant get to Baxter in no state to visit Mis Capn Timms if I have to ride all the way there backward!

III.

The stage was not full inside. The group before the store proved to be made up of spectators, except one man, who climbed at once to a vacant seat by the driver. Inside there was only one person, after two passengers got out, and she preferred to sit with her back to the horses, so that Mrs. Flagg and Miss Pickett settled themselves comfortably in the coveted corners of the back seat. At first they took no notice of their companion, and spoke to each other in low tones, but presently something attracted the attention of all three and engaged them in conversation.

I never was over this road before, said the stranger. I spose you ladies are well acquainted all along.

We have often traveled it in past years. We was over this part of it last week goin and comin from the county conference, said Mrs. Flagg in a dignified manner.

What persuasion? inquired the fellow-traveler, with interest.

Orthodox, said Miss Pickett quickly, before Mrs. Flagg could speak. It was a very interestin occasion; this other lady an me stayed through all the meetins.

I aint Orthodox, announced the stranger, waiving any interest in personalities. I was brought up amongst the Freewill Baptists.

Were well acquainted with several of that denomination in our place, said Mrs. Flagg, not without an air of patronage.

Theyve never built em no church; there aint but a scattered few.

They prevail where I come from, said the traveler. Im goin now to visit with a Freewill lady. We was to a conference together once, sames you an your friend, but t was a state conference. She asked me to come some time an make her a good visit, and Im on my way now. I didnt seem to have nothin to keep me to home.

Were all goin visitin to-day, aint we? said Mrs. Flagg sociably; but no one carried on the conversation.

The day was growing very warm; there was dust in the sandy road, but the fields of grass and young growing crops looked fresh and fair. There was a light haze over the hills, and birds were thick in the air. When the stage-horses stopped to walk, you could hear the crows caw, and the bobolinks singing, in the meadows. All the farmers were busy in their fields.

It dont seem but little ways to Baxter, does it? said Miss Pickett, after a while. I felt we should pass a good deal o time on the road, but we must be pretty near half-way there aready.

Why, moren half! exclaimed Mrs. Flagg. Yes; theres Becketts Corner right ahead, an the old Beckett house. I havent been on this part of the road for so long that I feel kind of strange. I used to visit over here when I was a girl. Theres a nephews widow owns the place now. Old Miss Susan Beckett willed it to him, an he died; but she resides there an carries on the farm, an unusual smart woman, everybody says. Aint it pleasant here, right out among the farms!

Mis Becketts place, did you observe? said the stranger, leaning forward to listen to what her companions said. I expect thats where Im goin Mis Ezra Becketts?

Thats the one, said Miss Pickett and Mrs. Flagg together, and they both looked out eagerly as the coach drew up to the front door of a large old yellow house that stood close upon the green turf of the roadside.

The passenger looked pleased and eager, and made haste to leave the stage with her many bundles and bags. While she stood impatiently tapping at the brass knocker, the stage-driver landed a large trunk, and dragged it toward the door across the grass. Just then a busy-looking middle-aged woman made her appearance, with floury hands and a look as if she were prepared to be somewhat on the defensive.

Why, how do you do, Mis Beckett? exclaimed the guest. Well, here I be at last. I didnt knows you thought I was ever comin. Why, I do declare, I believe you dont recognize me, Mis Beckett.

I believe I dont, said the self-possessed hostess. Aint you made some mistake, maam?

Why, dont you recollect we was together that time to the state conference, an you said you should be pleased to have me come an make you a visit some time, an I said I would certain. There, I expect I look more natural to you now.

Mrs. Beckett appeared to be making the best possible effort, and gave a bewildered glance, first at her unexpected visitor, and then at the trunk. The stage-driver, who watched this encounter with evident delight, turned away with reluctance. I cant wait all day to see how they settle it, he said, and mounted briskly to the box, and the stage rolled on.

He might have waited just a minute to see, said Miss Pickett indignantly, but Mrs. Flaggs head and shoulders were already far out of the stage window — the house was on her side. She aint got in yet, she told Miss Pickett triumphantly. I could see em quite a spell. With that trunk, too! I do declare, how inconsiderate some folks is!

T was pushin an acquaintance most too far, want it? agreed Miss Pickett. There, t will be somethin laughable to tell Mis Timms. I never see anything more divertin. I shall kind of pity that woman if we have to stop an git her as we go back this afternoon.

Oh, dont lets forgit to watch for her, exclaimed Mrs. Flagg, beginning to brush off the dust of travel. There, I feel an excellent appetite, dont you? And we aint got more n three or four miles to go, if we have that. I wonder what Mis Timms is likely to give us for dinner; she spoke of makin a good many chicken-pies, an I happened to remark how partial I was to em. She felt above most of the things we had provided for us over to the conference. I know she was always counted the best o cooks when I knew her so well to Longport. Now, dont you forget, if theres a suitable opportunity, to inquire about the drop-cakes; and Miss Pickett, a little less doubtful than before, renewed her promise.

IV.

My gracious, wont Mis Timms be pleased to see us! It s just exactly the day to have company. And aint Baxter a sweet pretty place? said Mrs. Flagg, as they walked up the main street. Cynthy Pickett, now aint you proper glad you come? I felt sort o calm about it part o the time yesterday, but I aint felt so like a girl for a good while. I do believe Im goin to have a splendid time.

Miss Pickett glowed with equal pleasure as she paced along. She was less expansive and enthusiastic than her companion, but now that they were fairly in Baxter, she lent herself generously to the occasion. The social distinction of going away to spend a day in company with Mrs. Flagg was by no means small. She arranged the folds of her shawl more carefully over her arm so as to show the pretty palm-leaf border, and then looked up with great approval to the row of great maples that shaded the broad sidewalk. I wonder if we cant contrive to make time to go an see old Miss Nancy Fell? she ventured to ask Mrs. Flagg. There aint a great deal o time before the stage goes at four oclock; t will pass quickly, but I should hate to have her feel hurt. If she was one we had visited often at home, I shouldnt care so much, but such folks feel any little slight. She was a member of our church; I think a good deal of that.

Well, I hardly know what to say, faltered Mrs. Flagg coldly. We might just look in a minute; I shouldnt want her to feel hurt.

She was one that always did her part, too, said Miss Pickett, more boldly. Mr. Cronin used to say that she was more generous with her little than many was with their much. If she hadnt lived in a poor part of the town, and so been occupied with a different kind of people from us, t would have made a difference. They say shes got a comfortable little home over here, an keeps house for a nephew. You know she was to our meeting one Sunday last winter, and peared dreadful glad to get back; folks seemed glad to see her, too. I dont know as you were out.

She always wore a friendly look, said Mrs. Flagg indulgently. There, now, theres Mis Timmss residence; its handsome, aint it, with them big spruce-trees. I expect she may be at the window now, an see us as we come along. Is my bonnet on straight, an everything? The blinds looks open in the room this way; I guess shes to home fast enough.

The friends quickened their steps, and with shining eyes and beating hearts hastened forward. The slightest mists of uncertainty were now cleared away; they gazed at the house with deepest pleasure; the visit was about to begin.

They opened the front gate and went up the short walk, noticing the pretty herring-bone pattern of the bricks, and as they stood on the high steps Cynthia Pickett wondered whether she ought not to have worn her best dress, even though there was lace at the neck and sleeves, and she usually kept it for the most formal of tea-parties and exceptional parish festivals. In her heart she commended Mrs. Flagg for that familiarity with the ways of a wider social world which had led her to wear the very best among her black cashmeres.

Shes a good while coming to the door, whispered Mrs. Flagg presently. Either she didnt see us, or else shes slipped upstairs to make some change, an is just goin to let us ring again. Ive done it myself sometimes. Im glad we come right over after her urgin us so; it seems more cordial than to keep her expectin us. I expect shell urge us terribly to remain with her over-night.

Oh, I aint prepared, began Miss Pickett, but she looked pleased. At that moment there was a slow withdrawal of the bolt inside, and a key was turned, the front door opened, and Mrs. Timms stood before them with a smile. Nobody stopped to think at that moment what kind of smile it was.

Why, if it aint Mis Flagg, she exclaimed politely, an Miss Pickett too! I am surprised!

The front entry behind her looked well furnished, but not exactly hospitable; the stairs with their brass rods looked so clean and bright that it did not seem as if anybody had ever gone up or come down. A cat came purring out, but Mrs. Timms pushed her back with a determined foot, and hastily closed the sitting-room door. Then Miss Pickett let Mrs. Flagg precede her, as was becoming, and they went into a darkened parlor, and found their way to some chairs, and seated themselves solemnly.

Tis a beautiful day, aint it? said Mrs. Flagg, speaking first. I dont knows I ever enjoyed the ride more. Weve been having a good deal of rain since we saw you at the conference, and the country looks beautiful.

Did you leave Woodville this morning? I thought I hadnt heard you was in town, replied Mrs. Timms formally. She was seated just a little too far away to make things seem exactly pleasant. The darkness of the best room seemed to retreat somewhat, and Miss Pickett looked over by the door, where there was a pale gleam from the side-lights in the hall, to try to see the pattern of the carpet; but her effort failed.

Yes, m, replied Mrs. Flagg to the question. We left Woodville about half past eight, but it is quite a ways from where we live to where you take the stage. The stage does come slow, but you dont seem to mind it such a beautiful day.

Why, you must have come right to see me first! said Mrs. Timms, warming a little as the visit went on. I hope youre going to make some stop in town. Im sure it was very polite of you to come right an see me; well, its very pleasant, I declare. I wish youd been in Baxter last Sabbath; our minister did give us an elegant sermon on faith an works. He spoke of the conference, and gave his views on some o the questions that came up, at Friday evenin meetin; but I felt tired after getting home, an so I wasnt out. We feel very much favored to have such a man amonst us. Hes building up the parish very considerable. I understand the pew-rents come to thirty-six dollars more this quarter than they did last.

We also feel grateful in Woodville for our pastors efforts, said Miss Pickett; but Mrs. Timms turned her head away sharply, as if the speech had been untimely, and trembling Miss Pickett had interrupted.

Theyre thinking here of raisin Mr. Barlows salary another year, the hostess added; a good many of the old parishioners have died off, but every one feels to do what they can. Is there much interest among the young people in Woodville, Mis Flagg?

Considerable at this time, maam, answered Mrs. Flagg, without enthusiasm, and she listened with unusual silence to the subsequent fluent remarks of Mrs. Timms.

The parlor seemed to be undergoing the slow processes of a winter dawn. After a while the three women could begin to see one anothers faces, which aided them somewhat in carrying on a serious and impersonal conversation. There were a good many subjects to be touched upon, and Mrs. Timms said everything that she should have said, except to invite her visitors to walk upstairs and take off their bonnets. Mrs. Flagg sat her parlor-chair as if it were a throne, and carried her banner of self-possession as high as she knew how, but toward the end of the call even she began to feel hurried.

Wont you ladies take a glass of wine an a piece of cake after your ride? inquired Mrs. Timms, with an air of hospitality that almost concealed the fact that neither cake nor wine was anywhere to be seen; but the ladies bowed and declined with particular elegance. Altogether it was a visit of extreme propriety on both sides, and Mrs. Timms was very pressing in her invitation that her guests should stay longer.

Thank you, but we ought to be going, answered Mrs. Flagg, with a little show of ostentation, and looking over her shoulder to be sure that Miss Pickett had risen too. Weve got some little ways to go, she added with dignity. We should be pleased to have you call an see us in case you have occasion to come to Woodville, and Miss Pickett faintly seconded the invitation. It was in her heart to add, Come any day next week, but her courage did not rise so high as to make the words audible. She looked as if she were ready to cry; her usual smile had burnt itself out into gray ashes; there was a white, appealing look about her mouth. As they emerged from the dim parlor and stood at the open front door, the bright June day, the golden-green trees, almost blinded their eyes. Mrs. Timms was more smiling and cordial than ever.

There, I ought to have thought to offer you fans; I am afraid you was warm after walking, she exclaimed, as if to leave no stone of courtesy unturned. I have so enjoyed meeting you again, I wish it was so you could stop longer. Why, Mis Flagg, we havent said one word about old times when we lived to Longport. Ive had news from there, too, since I saw you; my brothers daughter-in-law was here to pass the Sabbath after I returned.

Mrs. Flagg did not turn back to ask any questions as she stepped stiffly away down the brick walk. Miss Pickett followed her, raising the fringed parasol; they both made ceremonious little bows as they shut the high white gate behind them. Good-by, said Mrs. Timms finally, as she stood in the door with her set smile; and as they departed she came out and began to fasten up a rose-bush that climbed a narrow white ladder by the steps.

Oh, my goodness alive! exclaimed Mrs. Flagg, after they had gone some distance in aggrieved silence, if I havent gone and forgotten my bag! I aint goin back, whatever happens. I expect shell trip over it in that dark room and break her neck!

I brought it; I noticed youd forgotten it, said Miss Pickett timidly, as if she hated to deprive her companion of even that slight consolation.

There, Ill tell you what wed better do, said Mrs. Flagg gallantly; well go right over an see poor old Miss Nancy Fell; t will please her about to death. We can say we felt like goin somewhere to-day, an t was a good many years since either one of us had seen Baxter, so we come just for the ride, an to make a few calls. Shell like to hear all about the conference; Miss Fell was always one that took a real interest in religious matters.

Miss Pickett brightened, and they quickened their step. It was nearly twelve oclock, they had breakfasted early, and now felt as if they had eaten nothing since they were grown up. An awful feeling of tiredness and uncertainty settled down upon their once buoyant spirits.

I can forgive a person, said Mrs. Flagg, once, as if she were speaking to herself; I can forgive a person, but when Im done with em, Im done.

V.

I do declare, t was like a scene in Scriptur to see that poor good-hearted Nancy Fell run down her walk to open the gate for us! said Mrs. Persis Flagg later that afternoon, when she and Miss Pickett were going home in the stage. Miss Pickett nodded her head approvingly.

I had a good sight better time with her than I should have had at the other place, she said with fearless honesty. If Id been Mis Capn Timms, Id made some apology or just passed us the compliment. If it want convenient, why couldnt she just tell us so after all her urgin and say in how she should expect us?

I thought then shed altered from what she used to be, said Mrs. Flagg. She seemed real sincere an open away from home. If she want prepared to-day, t was easy enough to say so; we was reasonable folks, an should have gone away with none but friendly feelins. We did have a grand good time with Nancy. She was as happy to see us as if wed been queens.

T was a real nice little dinner, said Miss Pickett gratefully. I thought I was goin to faint away just before we got to the house, and I didnt know how I should hold out if she undertook to do anything extra, and keep us a-waitin; but there, she just made us welcome, simple-hearted, to what she had. I never tasted such dandelion greens; an that nice little piece o pork and new biscuit, why, they was just splendid. She must have an excellent good cellar, if t is such a small house. Her potatoes was truly remarkable for this time o year. I myself dont deem it necessary to cook potatoes when Im goin to have dandelion greens. Now, didnt it put you in mind of that verse in the Bible that says, Better is a dinner of herbs where love is? An how desirous shed been to see somebody that could tell her some particulars about the conference!

Shell enjoy tellin folks about our comin over to see her. Yes, Im glad we went; t will be of advantage every way, an our bein of the same church an all, to Woodville. If Mis Timms hears of our bein there, shell see we had reason, an knew of a place to go. Well, I neednt have brought this old bag!

Miss Pickett gave her companion a quick resentful glance, which was followed by one of triumph directed at the dust that was collecting on the shoulders of the best black cashmere; then she looked at the bag on the front seat, and suddenly felt illuminated with the suspicion that Mrs. Flagg had secretly made preparations to pass the night in Baxter. The bag looked plump, as if it held much more than the pocket-book and the jelly.

Mrs. Flagg looked up with unusual humility. I did think about that jelly, she said, as if Miss Pickett had openly reproached her. I was afraid it might look as if I was tryin to pay Nancy for her kindness.

Well, I dont know, said Cynthia; I guess shed been pleased. Shed thought you just brought her over a little present: but I do know as t would been any good to her after all; shed thought so much of it, comin from you, that shed kep it till t was all candied. But Mrs. Flagg didnt look exactly pleased by this unexpected compliment, and her fellow-traveler colored with confusion and a sudden feeling that she had shown undue forwardness.

Presently they remembered the Beckett house, to their great relief, and, as they approached, Mrs. Flagg reached over and moved her hand-bag from the front seat to make room for another passenger. But nobody came out to stop the stage, and they saw the unexpected guest sitting by one of the front windows comfortably swaying a palm-leaf fan, and rocking to and fro in calm content. They shrank back into their corners, and tried not to be seen. Mrs. Flaggs face grew very red.

She got in, didnt she? said Miss Pickett, snipping her words angrily, as if her lips were scissors. Then she heard a call, and bent forward to see Mrs. Beckett herself appear in the front doorway, very smiling and eager to stop the stage.

The driver was only too ready to stop his horses. Got a passenger for me to carry back, aint ye? said he facetiously. Them s the kind I like; carry both ways, make somethin on a double trip, and he gave Mrs. Flagg and Miss Pickett a friendly wink as he stepped down over the wheel. Then he hurried toward the house, evidently in a hurry to put the baggage on; but the expected passenger still sat rocking and fanning at the window.

No, sir; I aint got any passengers, exclaimed Mrs. Beckett, advancing a step or two to meet him, and speaking very loud in her pleasant excitement. This lady that come this morning wants her large trunk with her summer things that she left to the depot in Woodville. Shes very desirous to git into it, so dont you go an forgit; aint you got a book or somethin, Mr. Mash? Dont you forgit to make a note of it; heres her check, an weve kep the number in case you should mislay it or anything. Theres things in the trunk she needs; you know how you overlooked stoppin to the milliners for my bunnit last week.

Other folks disremembers things as wells me, grumbled Mr. Marsh. He turned to give the passengers another wink more familiar than the first, but they wore an offended air, and were looking the other way. The horses had backed a few steps, and the guest at the front window had ceased the steady motion of her fan to make them a handsome bow, and been puzzled at the lofty manner of their acknowledgment.

Go long with your foolish jokes, John Mash! Mrs. Beckett said cheerfully, as she turned away. She was a comfortable, hearty person, whose appearance adjusted the beauties of hospitality. The driver climbed to his seat, chuckling, and drove away with the dust flying after the wheels.

Now, shes a friendly sort of a woman, that Mis Beckett, said Mrs. Flagg unexpectedly, after a few moments of silence, when she and her friend had been unable to look at each other. I really ought to call over an see her some o these days, knowing her husbands folks as well as I used to, an visitin of em when I was a girl. But Miss Pickett made no answer.

I expect it was all for the best, that womans comin, suggested Mrs. Flagg again hopefully. She looked like a willing person who would take right hold. I guess Mis Beckett knows what shes about, and must have had her reasons. Perhaps she thought shed chance it for a couple o weeks anyway, after the ladyd come so fur, an bein one o her own denomination. Hayin-timell be here before we know it. I think myself, genrally speakin, t is just as well to let anybody know youre comin.

Them seemed to be Mis Capn Timmss views, said Miss Pickett in a low tone; but the stage rattled a good deal, and Mrs. Flagg looked up inquiringly, as if she had not heard.


A Neighbors Landmark.
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THE TIMBER-CONTRACTOR TOOK a long time to fasten his horse to the ring in the corner of the shed; but at last he looked up as if it were a matter of no importance to him that John Packer was coming across the yard. Good-day, said he; good-day, John. And John responded by an inexpressive nod.

I was goin right by, an I thought Id stop an see if you want to do anything about them old pines o yourn.

I dont knows I do, Mr. Ferris, said John stiffly.

Well, that business is easy finished, said the contractor, with a careless air and a slight look of disappointment. Just as you say, sir. You was full of it a spell ago, and I kind o kep the matter in mind. It aint no plot o mine, cept to oblige you. I dont want to move my riggin nowhere for the sake o two trees — one tree, you might say; there aint much o anything but fire-wood in the sprangly one. I shall end up over on the Foss lot next week, an then Im goin right up country quick s I can, before the snow begins to melt.

John Packers hands were both plunged deep into his side pockets, and the contractor did not fail to see that he was moving his fingers nervously.

You dont want em blowin down, breakin all to pieces right on to your grass-land. Theyd spile pretty near an acre fallin in some o them spring gales. Them old trees is awful brittle. If youre ever calclatin to sell em, nows your time; the sprangly ones goin back aready. They take the goodness all out o that part o your field, anyway, said Ferris, casting a sly glance as he spoke.

I dont knows I care; I can maintain them two trees, answered Packer, with spirit; but he turned and looked away, not at the contractor.

Come, I mean business. Ill tell you what Ill do: if you want to trade, Ill give you seventy-five dollars for them two trees, and its an awful price. Buyin known trees like thems like tradin for a tame calf; youd let your forty-acre piece go without no fuss. Dont mind what folks say. Theyre yourn, John; or aint they?

Id just as soon be rid on em; theyve got to come down some time, said Packer, stung by this bold taunt. I aint goin to give you a present o half their value, for all o that.

You cant handle em yourself, nor nobody else about here; there aint nobody got proper riggin to handle them butts but me. Ive got to take em down for ye furs I can see, said Ferris, looking sly, and proceeding swiftly from persuasion to final arrangements. Its some like gittin a tooth hauled; you kind o dread it, but when t is done you feel like a man. I aint said nothin to nobody, but I hoped youd do what you was a-mind to with your own property. You cant afford to let all that money rot away; folks wont thank ye.

What you goin to give for em? asked John Packer impatiently. Come, I cant talk all day.

Im a-goin to give you seventy-five dollars in bank-bills, said the other man, with an air of great spirit.

I aint a-goin to take it, if you be, said John, turning round, and taking a hasty step or two toward the house. As he turned he saw the anxious faces of two women at one of the kitchen windows, and the blood flew to his pinched face.

Here, come back here and talk man-fashion! shouted the timber-dealer. You couldnt make no more fuss if I come to seize your farm. Ill make it eighty, an Ill tell you jest one thing more: if youre holdin out, thinkin Ill give you more, you can hold out till doomsday.

Whenll you be over? said the farmer abruptly; his hands were clenched now in his pockets. The two men stood a little way apart, facing eastward, and away from the house. The long, wintry fields before them sloped down to a wide stretch of marshes covered with ice, and dotted here and there with an abandoned haycock. Beyond was the gray sea less than a mile away; the far horizon was like an edge of steel. There was a small fishing-boat standing in toward the shore, and far off were two or three coasters.

Looks cold, dont it? said the contractor. Ill be over middle o the week some time, Mr. Packer. He unfastened his horse, while John Packer went to the un-sheltered wood-pile and began to chop hard at some sour, heavy-looking pieces of red-oak wood. He stole a look at the window, but the two troubled faces had disappeared.

II.

Later that afternoon John Packer came in from the barn; he had lingered out of doors in the cold as long as there was any excuse for so doing, and had fed the cattle early, and cleared up and laid into a neat pile some fencing materials and pieces of old boards that had been lying in the shed in great confusion since before the coming of snow. It was a dusty, splintery heap, half worthless, and he had thrown some of the broken fence-boards out to the wood-pile, and then had stopped to break them up for kindlings and to bring them into the back kitchen of the house, hoping, yet fearing at every turn, to hear the sound of his wifes voice. Sometimes the women had to bring in fire-wood themselves, but to-night he filled the great wood-box just outside the kitchen door, piling it high with green beech and maple, with plenty of dry birch and pine, taking pains to select the best and straightest sticks, even if he burrowed deep into the wood-pile. He brought the bushel basketful of kindlings last, and set it down with a cheerful grunt, having worked himself into good humor again; and as he opened the kitchen door, and went to hang his great blue mittens behind the stove, he wore a self-satisfied and pacificatory smile.

There, I dont want to hear no more about the wood-box bein empty. Were goin to have a cold night; the airs full of snow, but t wont fall, not till it moderates.

The women glanced at him with a sense of relief. They had looked forward to his entrance in a not unfamiliar mood of surly silence. Every time he had thumped down a great armful of wood, it had startled them afresh, and their timid protest and sense of apprehension had increased until they were pale and miserable; the younger woman had been crying.

Come, mother, what you goin to get me for supper? said the master of the house. Im goin over to the Centre to the selecmens office to-night. Theyre goin to have a hearin about that new piece o road over in the Dexter neighborhood.

The mother and daughter looked at each other with relief and shame; perhaps they had mistaken the timber-contractors errand, after all, though their imagination had followed truthfully every step of a bitter bargain, from the windows.

Poor father! said his wife, half unconsciously. Yes; Ill get you your supper quick s I can. I forgot about to-night. Youll want somethin warm before you ride way over to the Centre, certain; and she began to bustle about, and to bring things out of the pantry. She and John Packer had really loved each other when they were young, and although he had done everything he could since then that might have made her forget, she always remembered instead; she was always ready to blame herself, and to find excuse for him. Do put on your big fur coat, wont you, John? she begged eagerly.

I aint gone yet, said John, looking again at his daughter, who did not look at him. It was not quite dark, and she was bending over her sewing, close to the window. The momentary gleam of hope had faded in her heart; her father was too pleasant: she hated him for the petty deceit.

What are you about there, Lizzie? he asked gayly. Why dont you wait till you have a light? Get one for your mother: she cant see over there by the table.

Lizzie Packers ready ears caught a provoking tone in her fathers voice, but she dropped her sewing, and went to get the hand-lamp from the high mantelpiece. Have you got a match in your pocket? You know were all out; I found the last this mornin in the best room. She stood close beside him while he took a match from his waistcoat pocket and gave it to her.

I wont have you leavin matches layin all about the house, he commanded; micell get at em, and set us afire. You can make up some lamplighters out of old letters and things; theres a lot o stuff that might be used up. Seems to me lamplighters is gone out o fashion; they come in very handy.

Lizzie did not answer, which was a disappointment.

Here, you take these Ive got in my pocket, and thatll remind me to buy some at the store, he ended. But Lizzie did not come to take them, and when she had waited a moment, and turned up the lamp carefully, she put it on the table by her mother, and went out of the room. The father and mother heard her going upstairs.

I do hope she wont stay up there in the cold, said Mrs. Packer in an outburst of anxiety.

Whats she sulkin about now? demanded the father, tipping his chair down emphatically on all four legs. The timid woman mustered all her bravery.

Why, when we saw Mr. Ferris out there talkin with you, we were frightened for fear he was tryin to persuade you about the big pines. Poor Lizzie got all worked up; she took on and cried like a baby when we saw him go off chucklin and you stayed out so long. She cant bear the thought o touchin em. And then when you come in and spoke about the selecmen, we guessed we was all wrong. Perhaps Lizzie feels bad about that now. I own I had hard feelins toward you myself, John. She came toward him with her mixing-spoon in her hand; her face was lovely and hopeful. You see, theyve been such landmarks, John, she said, and our Lizzies got more feelin about em than anybody. She was always playin around em when she was little; and now theres so much talk about the fishin folks countin on em to get in by the short channel in bad weather, and she dont want you blamed.

Youd ought to set her to work, and learnt her head to save her heels, said John Packer, grumbling; and the pale little woman gave a heavy sigh, and went back to her work again. Thats why she aint no good now — playin out all the time when other girls was made to work. Broke you all down, savin her, he ended in an aggrieved tone.

John, t aint true, is it? She faced him again in a way that made him quail; his wife was never disrespectful, but she sometimes faced every danger to save him from his own foolishness. Dont you go and do a thing to make everybody hate you. You know what it says in the Bible about movin a landmark. Youll get your rights; t is just as much your right to let the trees stand, and please folks.

Come, come, Mary Hannah! said John, a little moved in spite of himself. Dont work yourself up so. I aint told you I was goin to cut em, have I? But if I ever do, t is because Ive been twitted into it, an told they were everybodys trees but mine.

He pleased himself at the moment by thinking that he could take back his promise to Ferris, even if it cost five dollars to do it. Why couldnt people leave a man alone? It was the womens faces at the window that had decided his angry mind, but now they thought it all his fault. Ferris would say, So your women folks persuaded you out of it. It would be no harm to give Ferris a lesson: he had used a mans being excited and worked upon by interfering neighbors to drive a smart bargain. The trees were worth fifty dollars apiece, if they were worth a cent. John Packer transferred his aggrieved thoughts from his family to Ferris himself. Ferris had driven a great many sharp bargains; he had plenty of capital behind him, and had taken advantage of the hard times, and of more than one mans distress, to buy woodland at far less than its value. More than that, he always stripped land to the bare skin; if the very huckleberry bushes and ferns had been worth anything to him, he would have taken those, insisting upon all or nothing, and, regardless of the rights of forestry, he left nothing to grow; no sapling-oak or pine stood where his hand had been. The pieces of young growing woodland that might have made their owners rich at some later day were sacrificed to his greed of gain. You had to give him half your trees to make him give half price for the rest. Some men yielded to him out of ignorance, or avarice for immediate gains, and others out of bitter necessity. Once or twice he had even brought men to their knees and gained his point by involving them in money difficulties, through buying up their mortgages and notes. He could sell all the wood and timber he could buy, and buy so cheap, to larger dealers; and a certain builder having given him an order for some unusually wide and clear pine at a large price, his withering eye had been directed toward the landmark trees on John Packers farm.

On the road home from the Packer farm that winter afternoon Mr. Ferriss sleigh-bells sounded lonely, and nobody was met or overtaken to whom he could brag of his success. Now and then he looked back with joy to the hill behind the Packer house, where the assailed pine-trees still stood together, superb survivors of an earlier growth. The snow was white about them now, but in summer they stood near the road at the top of a broad field which had been won from wild land by generation after generation of the Packers. Whatever mans hands have handled, and his thoughts have centred in, gives something back to man, and becomes charged with his transferred life, and brought into relationship. The great pines could remember all the Packers, if they could remember anything; they were like some huge archaic creatures whose thoughts were slow and dim. So many anxious eyes had sought these trees from the sea, so many wanderers by land had gladly welcomed the far sight of them in coming back to the old town, it must have been that the great live things felt their responsibility as landmarks and sentinels. How could any fisherman find the deep-sea fishing-grounds for cod and haddock without bringing them into range with a certain blue hill far inland, or with the steeple of the old church on the Wilton road? How could a hurrying boat find the short way into harbor before a gale without sighting the big trees from point to point among the rocky shallows? It was a dangerous bit of coast in every way, and every fisherman and pleasure-boatman knew the pines on Packers Hill. As for the Packers themselves, the first great adventure for a child was to climb alone to the great pines, and to see an astonishing world from beneath their shadow; and as the men and women of the family grew old, they sometimes made an effort to climb the hill once more in summer weather, to sit in the shelter of the trees, where the breeze was cool, and to think of what had passed, and to touch the rough bark with affectionate hands. The boys went there when they came home from voyages at sea; the girls went there with their lovers. The trees were like friends, and whether you looked seaward, being in an inland country, or whether you looked shoreward, being on the sea, there they stood and grew in their places, while a worldful of people lived and died, and again and again new worldfuls were born and passed away, and still these landmark pines lived their long lives, and were green and vigorous yet.

III.

There was a fishing-boat coming into the neighboring cove, as has already been said, while Ferris and John Packer stood together talking in the yard. In this fishing-boat were two other men, younger and lighter-hearted, if it were only for the reason that neither of them had such a store of petty ill deeds and unkindnesses to remember in dark moments. They were in an old dory, and there was much ice clinging to her, inside and out, as if the fishers had been out for many hours. There were only a few cod lying around in the bottom, already stiffened in the icy air. The wind was light, and one of the men was rowing with short, jerky strokes, to help the sail, while the other held the sheet and steered with a spare oar that had lost most of its blade. The wind came in flaws, chilling, and mischievous in its freaks. I aint goin out any more this year, said the younger man, who rowed, giving a great shudder. I aint goin to perish myself for a pinch o fish like this — pushing them with his heavy boot. Generally its some warmer than we are gittin it now, way into January. Ive got a good chance to go into Otiss shoe-shop; Bill Otis was tellin me he didnt know but he should go out West to see his uncles folks, — he done well this last season, lobsterin, — an I can have his bench if I want it. I do know but I may make up some lobster-pots myself, evenins an odd times, and take to lobsterin another season. I know a few good places that Bill Otis aint struck; and then the scarcer lobsters git to be, the more you git for em, so now a poor ketchs most better n a good one.

Le me take the oars, said Joe Banks, without attempting a reply to such deep economical wisdom.

You hold that sheet light, grumbled the other man, or these gustsll have us over. An dont let that old oar o yourn range about so. I cant git no hold o the water. The boat lifted suddenly on a wave and sank again in the trough, the sail flapped, and a great cold splash of salt water came aboard, floating the fish to the stern, against Bankss feet. Chauncey, grumbling heartily, began to bail with a square-built wooden scoop for which he reached far behind him in the bow.

They say the sea holds its heat longer than the land, but I guess summers about over out here. He shivered again as he spoke. Come, le s say this is the last trip, Joe.

Joe looked up at the sky, quite unconcerned. We may have it warmer after we git more snow, he said. Id like to keep on myself until after the first o the year, sames usual. Ive got my reasons, he added. But dont you go out no more, Chauncey.

What you goin to do about them trees o Packers? asked Chauncey suddenly, and not without effort. The question had been on his mind all the afternoon. Old Ferris has laid a bet that hell git em anyway. I signed the paper theyve got down to Foxl Berrys store to the Cove. A number has signed it, but I shouldnt want to be the one to carry it up to Packer. They all want your name, but theyve got some feelin about how youre situated. Some o the boys made me promise to speak to you, bein s were keepin together.

You can tell em Ill sign it, said Joe Banks, flushing a warm, bright color under his sea-chilled skin. I dont know what set him out to be so poor-behaved. Hes a quick-tempered man, Packer is, but quick over. I never knew him to keep no such a black temper as this.

They always say that you cant drive a Packer, said Chauncey, tugging against the uneven waves. His mother came o that old fightin stock up to Bolton; t was a different streak from his fathers folks — they was different-hearted an all pleasant. Ferris has done the whole mean business. John Packerd be madder n he is now if he knowed how Ferris is makin a tool of him. He got a little too much aboard long agos Thanksgivin Day, and bragged to me an another fellow when he was balmy how hed rile up Packer into sellin them pines, and then hed double his money on em up to Boston; he said there want no such a timber pine as that big one left in the State that he knows on. Why, tis most five foot through highs I can reach.

Chauncey stopped rowing a minute, and held the oars with one hand while he looked over his shoulder. I should miss them old trees, he said; they always make me think of a married couple. They aint no common growth, be they, Joe? Everybody knows em. I bet you if anything happened to one on em t other would go an die. They say ellums has mates, an all them big trees.

Joe Banks had been looking at the pines all the way in; he had steered by them from point to point. Now he saw them just over Fish Rock, where the surf was whitening, and over the group of fish-houses, and began to steer straight inshore. The sea was less rough now, and after getting well into the shelter of the land he drew in his oar. Chauncey could pull the rest of the way without it. A sudden change in the wind filled the three-cornered sail, and they moved faster.

Shell make it now, herself, if youll just keep her straight, Chauncey; no, t want nothin but a flaw, was it? Guess Id better help ye; and he leaned on the oar once more, and took a steady sight of the familiar harbor marks.

Were right over one o my best lobster rocks, said Chauncey, looking warm-blooded and cheerful again. Im satisfied not to be no further out; its beginnin to snow; see them big flakes a-comin? Ill tell the boys about your signin the paper; I do knows youd better resk it, either.

Why not? said Joe Banks hastily. I suppose you refer to me an Lizzie Packer; but she wouldnt think no more o me for leavin my name off a proper neighborhood paper, nor her father, neither. You git them two pines let alone, and Ill take care o Lizzie. Ive got all the other boats and men to think of besides me, an Ive got some pride anyway. I aint goin to have Bolton folks an all on em down to the Centre twittin us, nor twittin Packer; hell turn sour toward everybody the minute he does it. I know Packer; hes rough and ugly, but he aint the worst man in town by a good sight. Anybodyd be all worked up to go through so much talk, and Im kind o fraid this minute his words passed to Ferris to have them trees down. But you show him the petition; t will be kind of formal, and if that dont do no good, I do know what will. There you git the sail in while I hold her stiddy, Chauncey.

IV.

After a day or two of snow that turned to rain, and was followed by warmer weather, there came one of the respites which keep up New England hearts in December. The short, dark days seemed shorter and darker than usual that year, but one morning the sky had a look of Indian summer, the wind was in the south, and the cocks and hens of the Packer farm came boldly out into the sunshine, to crow and cackle before the barn. It was Friday morning, and the next day was the day before Christmas.

John Packer was always good-tempered when the wind was in the south. The milder air, which relaxed too much the dispositions of less energetic men, and made them depressed and worthless, only softened and tempered him into reasonableness. As he and his wife and daughter sat at breakfast, after he had returned from feeding the cattle and horses, he wore a pleasant look, and finally leaned back and said the warm weather made him feel boyish, and he believed that he would take the boat and go out fishing.

I can haul her out and fix her up for winter when I git ashore, he explained. Ive been distressed to think it want done before. I expect shes got some little ice in her now, there where she lays just under the edge of Joe Bankss fish-house. I spoke to Joe, but he said shed do till I could git down. No; Ill turn her over, and make her snug for winter, and git a small boat o Joe. I aint goin out a great ways: just sos I can git a cod or two. I always begin to think of a piece o new fish quick s these mild days come; feels like the Janooary thaw.

T would be a good day for you to ride over to Bolton, too, said Mrs. Packer. But Id like to go with you when you go there, an Ive got business here to-day. Ive put the kettle on some time ago to do a little colorin. We can go to Bolton some day next week.

Ive got to be here next week, said Packer ostentatiously; but at this moment his heart for the first time completely failed him about the agreement with Ferris. The south wind had blown round the vane of his determination. He forgot his wife and daughter, laid down his knife and fork, and quite unknown to himself began to hang his head. The great trees were not so far from the house that he had not noticed the sound of the southerly breeze in their branches as he came across the yard. He knew it as well as he knew the rote of the beaches and ledges on that stretch of shore. He was meaning, at any rate, to think it over while he was out fishing, where nobody could bother him. He wasnt going to be hindered by a pack of folks from doing what he liked with his own; but neither was old Ferris going to say what he had better do with his own trees.

You put me up a bite o somethin hearty, mother, he made haste to say. I shant git in till along in the afternoon.

Aint you feelin all right, father? asked Lizzie, looking at him curiously.

I be, said John Packer, growing stern again for the moment. I feel like a day out fishin. I hope Joe wont git the start o me. You seen his small boat go out? He looked up at his daughter, and smiled in a friendly way, and went on with his breakfast. It was evidently one of his pleasant days; he never had made such a frank acknowledgment of the lovers rights, but he had always liked Joe Banks. Lizzies cheeks glowed; she gave her mother a happy glance of satisfaction, and looked as bright as a rose. The hard-worked little woman smiled back in sympathy. There was a piece of her best loaf cake in the round wooden luncheon-box that day, and everything else that she thought her man would like and that his box would hold, but it seemed meagre to her generous heart even then. The two women affectionately watched him away down the field-path that led to the cove where the fish-houses were.

All the Wilton farmers near the sea took a turn now and then at fishing. They owned boats together sometimes, but John Packer had always kept a good boat of his own. To-day he had no real desire to find a companion or to call for help to launch his craft, but finding that Joe Banks was busy in his fish-house, he went in to borrow the light dory and a pair of oars. Joe seemed singularly unfriendly in his manner, a little cold and strange, and went on with his work without looking up. Mr. Packer made a great effort to be pleasant; the south wind gave him even a sense of guilt.

Dont you want to come, Joe? he said, according to longshore etiquette; but Joe shook his head, and showed no interest whatever. It seemed then as if it would be such a good chance to talk over the tree business with Joe, and to make him understand there had been some reason in it; but John Packer could mind his own business as well as any man, and so he picked his way over the slippery stones, pushed off the dory, stepped in, and was presently well outside on his way to Fish Rock. He had forgotten to look for any bait until Joe had pushed a measure of clams along the bench; he remembered it now as he baited his cod-lines, sitting in the swaying and lifting boat, a mile or two out from shore. He had but poor luck; the cold had driven the fish into deeper water, and presently he took the oars to go farther out, and looking at the land for the first time with a consciousness of seeing it, he sighted his range, and turned the boats head. He was still so near land that beyond the marshes, which looked narrow from the sea, he could see his own farm and his neighbors farms on the hill that sloped gently down; the northern point of higher land that sheltered the cove and the fish-houses also kept the fury of the sea winds from these farms, which faced the east and south. The main road came along the high ridge at their upper edge, and a lane turned off down to the cove; you could see this road for three or four miles when you were as far out at sea. The whole piece of country most familiar to John Packer lay there spread out before him in the morning sunshine. The house and barn and corn-house looked like childrens playthings; he made a vow that he would get out the lumber that winter for a wood-shed; he needed another building, and his wood-pile ought to be under cover. His wife had always begged him to build a shed; it was hard for a woman to manage with wet wood in stormy weather; often he was away, and they never kept a boy or man to help with farm-work except in summer. Joe Banks was terribly surly about something, said Mr. Packer to himself. But Joe wanted Lizzie. When they were married he meant to put an addition to the farther side of the house, and to give Joe a chance to come right there. Lizzies mother was liable to be ailing, and needed her at hand. That eighty dollars would come in handy these hard times.

John Packer liked to be cross and autocratic, and to oppose people; but there was hidden somewhere in his heart a warm spot of affectionateness and desire for approval. When he had quarreled for a certain time, he turned square about on this instinct as on a pivot. The self-love that made him wish to rule ended in making him wish to please; he could not very well bear being disliked. The bully is always a coward, but there was a good sound spot of right-mindedness, after all, in John Packers gnarly disposition.

As the thought of the price of his trees flitted through John Packers mind, it made him ashamed instead of pleasing him. He rowed harder for some distance, and then stopped to loosen the comforter about his neck. He looked back at the two pines where they stood black and solemn on the distant ridge against the sky. From this point of view they seemed to have taken a step nearer each other, as if each held the other fast with its branches in a desperate alliance. The bare, strong stem of one, the drooping boughs of the other, were indistinguishable, but the trees had a look as if they were in trouble. Something made John Packer feel sick and dizzy, and blurred his eyes so that he could not see them plain; the wind had weakened his eyes, and he rubbed them with his rough sleeve. A horror crept over him before he understood the reason, but in another moment his brain knew what his eyes had read. Along the ridge road came something that trailed long and black like a funeral, and he sprang to his feet in the dory, and lost his footing, then caught at the gunwale, and sat down again in despair. It was like the panic of a madman, and he cursed and swore at old Ferris for his sins, with nothing to hear him but the busy waves that glistened between him and the shore. Ferris had stolen his chance; he was coming along with his rigging as fast as he could, with his quick French wood-choppers, and their sharp saws and stubborn wedges to cant the trunks; already he was not far from the farm. Old Ferris was going to set up his yellow sawdust-mill there — that was the plan; the great trunks were too heavy to handle or haul any distance with any trucks or sleds that were used nowadays. It would be all over before anybody could get ashore to stop them; he would risk old Ferris for that.

Packer began to row with all his might; he had left the sail ashore. The oars grew hot at the wooden thole-pins, and he pulled and pulled. There would be three quarters of a mile to run up-hill to the house, and another bit to the trees themselves, after he got in. By that time the two-man saw, and the wedges, and the Frenchmens shining axes, might have spoiled the landmark pines.

Lizzies there — shell hold em back till I come, he gasped, as he passed Fish Rock. Oh, Lord! what a fool! I aint goin to have them trees murdered; and he set his teeth hard, and rowed with all his might.

Joe Banks looked out of the little four-paned fish-house window, and saw the dory coming, and hurried to the door. Whats he puttin in so for? said he to himself, and looked up the coast to see if anything had happened; the house might be on fire. But all the quiet farms looked untroubled. Hes pullin at them oars as if the devil was after him, said Joe to himself. He couldnt ha heard o that petition theyre gettin up from none of the fish hes hauled in; t will bout set him crazy, but I was bound Id sign it with the rest. The old dorys jumpin right out of water every stroke he pulls.

V.

The next night the Packer farmhouse stood in the winter landscape under the full moon, just as it had stood always, with a light in the kitchen window, and a plume of smoke above the great, square chimney. It was about half past seven oclock. A group of men were lurking at the back of the barn, like robbers, and speaking in low tones. Now and then the horse stamped in the barn, or a cow lowed; a dog was barking, away over on the next farm, with an anxious tone, as if something were happening that he could not understand. The sea boomed along the shore beyond the marshes; the men could hear the rote of a piece of pebble beach a mile or two to the southward; now and then there was a faint tinkle of sleigh-bells. The fields looked wide and empty; the unusual warmth of the day before had been followed by clear cold. Suddenly a straggling company of women were seen coming from the next house. The men at the barn flapped their arms, and one of them, the youngest, danced a little to keep himself warm.

Here they all come, said somebody, and at that instant the sound of many sleigh-bells grew loud and incessant, and far-away shouts and laughter came along the wind, fainter in the hollows and loud on the hills of the uneven road. Here they come! I guess youd better go in, Joe; theyll want to have lights ready.

Shell have a fire all laid for him in the fore room, said the young man; thats all we want. Shell be expectin you, Joe; go in now, and theyll think nothin of it, bein Saturday night. Just you hurry, so theyll have time to light up. And Joe went.

Stop and have some talk with father, whispered Lizzie affectionately to her lover, as she came to meet him. Hes all worked up, thinking nobodyll respect him, an all that. Tell him youre glad he beat. And they opened the kitchen door.

Whats all that noise? said John Packer, dropping his weekly newspaper, and springing out of his chair. He looked paler and thinner than he had looked the day before. Whats all that noise, Joe?

There was a loud sound of bells now, and of people cheering. Joes throat had a lump in it; he knew well enough what it was, and could not find his voice to tell. Everybody in the neighborhood was coming, and they were all cheering as they passed the landmark pines.

I guess the neighbors mean to give you a little party to-night, sir, said Joe. I see six or eight sleighs comin along the road. Theyve all heard about it; some o the boys that was here with the riggin went down to the store last night, and they was all tellin how you stood right up to Ferris like a king, an drove him. You see, theyre all gratified on account of having you put a stop to Ferriss tricks about them pines, he repeated. Joe did not dare to look at Lizzie or her mother, and in two minutes more the room began to fill with people, and John Packer, who usually hated company, was shaking hands hospitably with everybody that came.

Half an hour afterward, Mr. Packer and Joe Banks and Joes friend Chauncey were down cellar together, filling some pitchers from the best barrel of cider. The guests were tramping to and fro overhead in the best room; there was a great noise of buzzing talk and laughter.

Come, sir, give us a taste before we go up; its master hot up there, said Chauncey, who was nothing if not convivial; and the three men drank solemnly in turn from the smallest of the four pitchers; then Mr. Packer stooped again to replenish it.

Whatever become o that petition? whispered Chauncey; but Joe Banks gave him a warning push with his elbow. Wish ye merry Christmas! said Chauncey unexpectedly to some one who called him from the stairhead.

Hold that light nearer, said Mr. Packer. Come, Joe, I aint goin to hear no more o that nonsense about me beatin off old Ferris. He had been king of his Christmas company upstairs, but down here he was a little ashamed.

Land! theres the fiddle, said Chauncey. Le s hurry up; and the three cup-bearers hastened back up the cellar-stairs to the scene of festivity.

The two Christmas trees, the landmark pines, stood tall and strong on the hill looking down at the shining windows of the house. There was a sound like a summer wind in their tops; the bright moon and the stars were lighting them, and all the land and sea, that Christmas night.


All My Sad Captains.

I.
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MRS. PETER LUNN was a plump little woman who bobbed her head like a pigeon when she walked. Her best dress was a handsome, if not new, black silk which Captain Lunn, her lamented husband, had bought many years before in the port of Bristol. The decline of shipping interests had cost this worthy shipmaster not only the better part of his small fortune, but also his health and spirits; and he had died a poor man at last, after a long and trying illness. Such a lingering disorder, with its hopes and despairs, rarely affords the same poor compensations to a man that it does to a woman; the claims upon public interest and consideration, the dignity of being assailed by any ailment out of the common course — all these things are to a man but the details of his general ignominy and impatience.

Captain Peter Lunn may have indulged in no sense of his own consequence and uniqueness as an invalid; but his wife bore herself as a woman should who was the heroine in so sad a drama, and she went and came across the provincial stage, knowing that her audience was made up of nearly the whole population of that little seaside town. When the curtain had fallen at last, and the old friends — seafaring men and others and their wives — had come home from Captain Lunns funeral, and had spoken their friendly thoughts, and reviewed his symptoms for what seemed to them to be the last time, everybody was conscious of a real anxiety. The future of the captains widow was sadly uncertain, for every one was aware that Mrs. Lunn could now depend upon only a scant provision. She was much younger than her husband, having been a second wife, and she was thrifty and ingenious; but her outlook was acknowledged to be anything but cheerful. In truth, the honest grief that she displayed in the early days of her loss was sure to be better understood with the ancient proverb in mind, that a lean sorrow is hardest to bear.

To everybodys surprise, however, this able woman succeeded in keeping the old Lunn house painted to the proper perfection of whiteness; there never were any loose bricks to be seen on the tops of her chimneys. The relics of the days of her prosperity kept an air of comfortable continuance in the days of her adversity. The best black silk held its own nobly, and the shining roundness of its handsome folds aided her in looking prosperous and fit for all social occasions. She lived alone, and was a busy and unprocrastinating housekeeper. She may have made less raspberry jam than in her earlier days, but it was always pound for pound; while her sponge-cake was never degraded in its ingredients from the royal standard of twelve eggs. The honest English and French stuffs that had been used in the furnishing of the captains house so many years before faded a little as the years passed by, but they never wore out. Yet one cannot keep the same money in ones purse, if one is never so thrifty, and so Mrs. Lunn came at last to feel heavy at heart and deeply troubled. To use the common phrase of her neighbors, it was high time for her to make a change. She had now been living alone for four years, and it must be confessed that all those friends who had admired her self-respect and self-dependence began to take a keener interest than ever in her plans and behavior.

The first indication of Mrs. Lunns new purpose in life was her mournful allusion to those responsibilities which so severely tax the incompetence of a lone woman. She felt obliged to ask advice of a friend; in fact, she asked the advice of three friends, and each responded with a cordiality delightful to describe. It happened that there were no less than three retired shipmasters in the old seaport town of Longport who felt the justice of our heroines claims upon society. She was not only an extremely pleasing person, but she had the wisdom to conceal from Captain Asa Shaw that she had taken any one for an intimate counselor but himself; and the same secrecy was observed out of deference to the feelings and pride of Captain Crowe and Captain Witherspoon. The deplored necessity of re-shingling her roof was the great case in which she threw herself upon their advice and assistance.

Now, if it had been the new planking of a deck, or the selection and stepping of a mast, the counsel of two of these captains would have been more likely to avail a helpless lady. They were elderly men, and had spent so much of their lives at sea that they were not very well informed about shingling their own houses, having left this to their wives, or agents, or some other land-fast persons. They recognized the truth that it would not do to let the project be publicly known, for fear of undue advantage being taken over an unprotected woman; but each found his opportunity to acquire information, and to impart it in secret to Mrs. Lunn. It sometimes occurred to the good woman that she had been unwise in setting all her captains upon the same course, especially as she really thought that the old cedar shingles might last, with judicious patching, for two or three years more. But, in spite of this weakness of tactics, she was equal to her small campaign.

It now becomes necessary that the reader should have some closer acquaintance with the captains themselves; and to that end confession must be made of the authors belief in a theory of psychological misfits, or the occasional occupation of large-sized material bodies by small-sized spiritual tenants, and the opposite of this, by which small shapes of clay are sometimes animated in the noblest way by lofty souls. This was the case with Captain Witherspoon, who, not being much above five feet in height, bore himself like a giant, and carried a cane that was far too tall for him. Not so Captain Crowe, who, being considerably over six feet, was small-voiced and easily embarrassed, besides being so unconscious of the strength and size of his great body that he usually bore the mark of a blow on his forehead, to show that he had lately attempted to go through a door that was too low. He accounted for himself only as far as his eyes, and in groping between decks, or under garret or storehouse eaves, the poor man was constantly exposing the superfluous portion of his frame to severe usage. His hats were always more or less damaged. He was altogether unaware of the natural dignity of his appearance, and bore himself with great honesty and simplicity, as became a small and timid person. But little Captain Witherspoon had a heart of fire. He spoke in a loud and hearty voice. He was called The Captain by his townsfolk, while other shipmasters, active or retired, were given their full and distinctive names of Captain Crowe, Captain Eli Proudfit, or Captain Asa Shaw, as the case might be.

Captain Asa Shaw was another aspirant for the hand of Mrs. Maria Lunn. He had a great deal more money than his rivals, and was the owner of a tugboat, which brought a good addition to his income, since Longport was at the mouth of a river on which there was still considerable traffic. He lacked the dignity and elegance of leisure which belonged to Captains Crowe and Witherspoon, but the fact was patent that he was a younger man than they by half a dozen years. He was not a member of one of the old Longport families, and belonged to a less eminent social level. His straight-forwardness of behavior and excellent business position were his chief claims, besides the fact that he was not only rich, but growing richer every day. His drawbacks were the carping relatives of his late wife, and his four unruly children. Captain Crowe felt himself assured of success in his suit, because he was by no means a poor man, and because he owned the best house in town, over which any woman might be proud to reign as mistress; but he had the defect of owing a home to two maiden sisters who were envious and uneasy at the very suggestion of his marrying again. They constantly deplored the loss of their sister-in-law, and paid assiduous and open respect to her memory in every possible way. It seemed certain that as long as they could continue the captains habit of visiting her grave, in their company, on pleasant Sundays, he was in little danger of providing a successor to reign over them. They had been very critical and hard-hearted to the meek little woman while she was alive, and their later conduct may possibly have been moved by repentance.

As for the third admirer of Mrs. Lunn, Captain Witherspoon, he was an unencumbered bachelor who had always dreamed of marrying, but had never wished to marry any one in particular until Maria Lunn had engaged his late-blossoming affections. He had only a slender estate, but was sure that if they had been able to get along apart, they could get on all the better together. His lonely habitation was with a deaf, widowed cousin; his hopes were great that he was near to having that happy home of his own of which he had dreamed on land and sea ever since he was a boy. He was young at heart, and an ardent lover, this red-faced little old captain, who walked in the Longport streets as if he were another Lord Nelson, afraid of nobody, and equal to his fortunes.

To him, who had long admired her in secret, Maria Lunns confidence in regard to the renewing of her cedar shingles had been a golden joy. He could hardly help singing as he walked, at this proof of her confidence and esteem, and the mellowing effect of an eleven oclock glass of refreshment put his willing tongue in daily danger of telling his hopes to a mixed but assuredly interested company. As he walked by the Lunn house, on his way to and from the harbor side, he looked at it with a feeling of relationship and love; he admired the clean white curtains at the windows, he envied the plump tortoise-shell cat on the side doorstep; if he saw the composed and pleasant face of Maria glancing up from her sewing, he swept his hat through the air with as gallant a bow as Longport had ever seen, and blushed with joy and pride. Maria Lunn owned to herself that she liked him best, as far as he himself was concerned; while she invariably settled it with her judicious affections that she must never think of encouraging the captain, who, like herself, was too poor already. Put to the final test, he was found wanting; he was no man of business, and had lost both his own patrimony and early savings in disastrous shipping enterprises, and still liked to throw down his money to any one who was willing to pick it up. But sometimes, when she saw him pass with a little troop of children at his heels, on their happy way to the candy-shop at the corner, she could not forbear a sigh, or to say to herself, with a smile, that the little man was good-hearted, or that there was nobody who made himself better company; perhaps he would stop in for a minute as he came up the street again at noon. Her sewing was not making, but mending, in these days; and the more she had to mend, the more she sat by one of her front windows, where the light was good.

II.

One evening toward the end of summer there came a loud rap at the knocker of Mrs. Lunns front door. It was the summons of Captain Asa Shaw, who sought a quiet haven from the discomforts of the society of his sisters-in-law and his notoriously ill-bred children. Captain Shaw was prosperous, if not happy; he had been figuring up accounts that rainy afternoon, and found himself in good case. He looked burly and commonplace and insistent as he stood on the front doorstep, and thought Mrs. Lunn was long in coming. At the same moment when she had just made her appearance with a set smile, and a little extra color in her cheeks, from having hastily taken off her apron and tossed it into the sitting-room closet, and smoothed her satin-like black hair on the way, there was another loud rap on the smaller side-door knocker.

There must be somebody wanting to speak with me on an errand, she prettily apologized, as she offered Captain Shaw the best rocking-chair. The side door opened into a tiny entry-way at the other end of the room, and she unfastened the bolt impatiently. Oh, walk right in, Capn Crowe! she was presently heard to exclaim; but there was a note of embarrassment in her tone, and a look of provocation on her face, as the big shipmaster lumbered after her into the sitting-room. Captain Shaw had taken the large chair, and the newcomer was but poorly accommodated on a smaller one with a cane seat. The walls of the old Lunn house were low, and his head seemed in danger of knocking itself; he was clumsier and bigger than ever in this moment of dismay. His sisters had worn his patience past endurance, and he had it in mind to come to a distinct understanding with Mrs. Lunn that very night.

Captain Shaw was in his every-day clothes, which lost him a point in Mrs. Lunns observant eyes; but Captain Crowe had paid her the honor of putting on his best coat for this evening visit. She thought at first that he had even changed his shirt, but upon reflection remembered that this could not be taken as a special recognition of her charms, it being Wednesday night. On the wharves, or in a down-town office, the two men were by way of being good friends, but at this moment great Captain Crowe openly despised his social inferior, and after a formal recognition of his unwelcome presence ignored him with unusual bravery, and addressed Mrs. Lunn with grave politeness. He was dimly conscious of the younger and lesser mans being for some unexplainable reason a formidable rival, and tried blunderingly to show the degree of intimacy which existed between himself and the lady.

I just looked in to report about our little matter of business. Ive got the estimates with me, but t will do just as well another time, said the big mariner in his disapproving, soft voice.

Captain Shaw instinctively scuffed his feet at the sound, and even felt for his account-book in an inside pocket to reassure himself of his financial standing. I could buy him an sell him twice over, he muttered angrily, as loud as he dared.

Mrs. Lunn rose to a command of the occasion at once; there was no sense in men of their age behaving like schoolboys. Oh, my, yes! she hastened to say, as she rose with a simpering smile. T aint as if t was any kind o consequence, you know; not but what Im just as much obliged.

Captain Crowe scowled now; this was still the affair of the shingles, and it had been of enough consequence two days before to protract a conversation through two long hours. He had wished ever since that he had thought then to tell Mrs. Lunn that if she would just say the word, she never need think of those shingles again, nor of the cost of them. It would have been a pretty way to convey the state of his feelings toward her; but he had lost the opportunity, it might be forever. To use his own expression, he now put about and steered a new course.

I come by your house just now, he said to Captain Shaw, who still glowered from the rocking-chair. Your young folks seemed to be havin a great time. Well, I like to see young folks happy. They generally be, he chuckled maliciously; tis we old ones have the worst of it, soon as they begin to want to have everything their way.

I dont allow no trouble forard when Im on deck, said Shipmaster Shaw more cheerfully; he hardly recognized the covert allusion to his drawbacks as a suitor. I like to give em their liberty. To-night they were bound on some sort of a racket — they got some other young folks in; but genally they do pretty well. Im goin to take my oldest boy right into the office, first o January — put him right to business. I need more help; Ive got too much now for me an Decket to handle, though Deckets a good accountant.

Well, Im glad Im out of it, said Captain Crowe. I dont want the bother o business. I dont need to slave.

No; you shouldnt have too much to carry at your time o life, rejoined his friend, in a tone that was anything but soothing; and at this moment Maria Lunn returned with her best lamp in full brilliancy. She had listened eagerly to their exchange of compliments, and thought it would be wise to change the subject.

Whats been goin on down street today? she asked. I havent had occasion to go out, and I dont have anybody to bring me the news, as I used to.

Heres Capn Shaw makin me out to be old enough to be his grandfather, insisted Captain Crowe, laughing gently, as if he had taken it as a joke. Now, everybody knows I aint but five years the oldest. Shaw, you mustnt be settin up for a young dandy. Ive had a good deal more sea service than you. I believe you never went out on a long voyage round the Cape or the like o that; those long voyages count a man two years to one, if theyre hard passages.

No; I only made some few trips; the rest you might call coastin, said Captain Shaw handsomely. The two men felt more at ease and reasonable with this familiar subject of experience and discussion. I come to the conclusion Id better stop ashore. If I could ever have found me a smart, dependable crew, I might have followed the sea longer than I did.

It was in the big captains heart to say, Poor master, poor crew; but he refrained. It had been well known that in spite of Shaws ability as a money-maker on shore, he was no seaman, and never had been. Mrs. Lunn was sure to have heard his defects commented on, but she sat by the table, smiling, and gave no sign, though Captain Crowe looked at her eagerly for a glance of understanding and contempt.

There was a moment of silence, and nobody seemed to know what to say next. Mrs. Maria Lunn was not a great talker in company, although so delightful in confidence and consultation. She wished now, from the bottom of her heart, that one of her admirers would go away; but at this instant there was a loud tapping at a back door in the farther end of the house.

I thought I heard somebody knocking a few minutes ago. Captain Crowe rose like a buoy against the ceiling. Here, now, Im goin to the door for you, Mis Lunn; there may be a tramp or somethin.

Oh, no, said the little woman, anxiously bustling past him, and lifting the hand-lamp as she went. I guess its only Dimmetts been sick — The last words were nearly lost in the distance, and in the draught a door closed after her, and the two captains were left alone. Some minutes went by before they suddenly heard the sound of a familiar voice.

I dont know but what I will, after all, step in an set down for just a minute, said the hearty voice of little Captain Witherspoon. Ill just wash my hands here at the sink, if youll let me, same s I did the other day. I shouldnt have bothered you so late about a mere fish, but they was such prime mackerel, an I thought likes not one of em would make you a breakfast.

Youre always very considerate, answered Mrs. Lunn, in spite of what she felt to be a real emergency. She was very fond of mackerel, and these were the first of the season. Walk right in, Capn Witherspoon, when you get ready. Youll find some o your friends. Tis The Capn, gentlemen, she added, in a pleased tone, as she rejoined her earlier guests.

If Captain Witherspoon had also indulged a hope of finding his love alone, he made no sign; it would be beneath so valiant and gallant a man to show defeat. He shook hands with both his friends as if he had not seen them for a fortnight, and then drew one of the Windsor chairs forward, forcing the two companions into something like a social circle.

Whats the news? he demanded. Anything heard from the new minister yet, Crowe? I suppose, though, the ladies are likely to hear of those matters first.

Mrs. Lunn was grateful to this promoter of friendly intercourse. Yes, sir, she answered quickly; I was told, just before tea, that he had written to Deacon Torby that he felt moved to accept the call.

Her eyes shone with pleasure at having this piece of news. She had been thinking a great deal about it just before the two captains came in, but their mutual dismay had been such an infliction that for once she had been in danger of forgetting her best resources. Now, with the interest of these parishioners in their new minister, the propriety, not to say the enjoyment, of the rest of the evening was secure. Captain Witherspoon went away earliest, as cheerfully as he had come; and Captain Shaw rose and followed him for the sake of having company along the street. Captain Crowe lingered a few moments, so obtrusively that he seemed to fill the whole sitting-room, while he talked about unimportant matters; and at last Mrs. Lunn knocked a large flat book off the end of the sofa for no other reason than to tell him that it was one of Captain Witherspoons old log-books which she had taken great pleasure in reading. She did not explain that it was asked for because of other records; her late husband had also been in command — one voyage — of the ship Mary Susan.

Captain Crowe went grumbling away down the street. Ive seen his plaguy logs; and what she can find, I dont see. There aint nothin to a page but his figures, and what men were sick, and how the seas run, an So ends the day. It was a terrible indication of rivalry that the captain felt at liberty to bring his confounded fish to any door he chose; and his very willingness to depart early and leave the field might prove him to possess a happy certainty, Captain Crowe was so jealous that he almost forgot to play his role of lover.

As for Mrs. Lunn herself, she blew out the best lamp at once, so that it would burn another night, and sat and pondered over her future. T was real awkward to have em all call together; but I guess I passed it off pretty well, she consoled herself, casting an absent-minded glance at her little blurred mirror with the gilded wheat-sheaf at the top.

Everybodys after her; Ive got to look sharp, said Captain Asa Shaw to himself that night. I guess Id better give her to understand what Im worth.

Both o them old sea-dogs is steerin for the same port as I be. Ill cut em out, if only for the name of it — see if I dont! Captain Crowe muttered, as he smoked his evening pipe, puffing away with a great draught that made the tobacco glow and almost flare.

I care a world more about poor Maria than anybody else does, said warm-hearted little Captain Witherspoon, making himself as tall as he could as he walked his bedroom deck to and fro.

III.

Down behind the old Witherspoon warehouse, built by the captains father when the shipping interests of Longport were at their height of prosperity, there was a pleasant spot where one might sometimes sit in the cool of the afternoon. There were some decaying sticks of huge oak timber, stout and short, which served well for benches; the gray, rain-gnawed wall of the old warehouse, with its overhanging second story, was at the back; and in front was the wharf, still well graveled except where tenacious, wiry weeds and thin grass had sprouted, and been sunburned into sparse hay. There were some places, alas! where the planking had rotted away, and one could look down through and see the clear, green water underneath, and the black, sea-worn piles with their fringes of barnacles and seaweed. Captain Crowe gave a deep sigh as he sat heavily down on a stick of timber; then he heard a noise above, and looked up, to see at first only the rusty windlass under the high gable, with its end of frayed rope flying loose; then one of the wooden shutters was suddenly flung open, and swung to again, and fastened. Captain Crowe was sure now that he should gain a companion. Captain Witherspoon was in the habit of airing the empty warehouse once a week — Wednesdays, if pleasant; it was nearly all the active business he had left; and this was Thursday, but Wednesday had been rainy.

Presently the Captain appeared at the basement doorway, just behind where his friend was sitting. The door was seldom opened, but the owner of the property professed himself forgetful about letting in as much fresh air there as he did above, and announced that he should leave it open for half an hour. The two men moved a little way along the oak stick to be out of the cool draught which blew from the cellar-like place, empty save for the storage of some old fragments of vessels or warehouse gear. There was a musty odor of the innumerable drops of molasses which must have leaked into the hard earth there for half a century; there was still a fragrance of damp Liverpool salt, a reminder of even the dyestuffs and pepper and rich spices that had been stowed away. The two elderly men were carried back to the past by these familiar, ancient odors; they turned and sniffed once or twice with satisfaction, but neither spoke. Before them the great, empty harbor spread its lovely, shining levels in the low afternoon light. There were a few ephemeral pleasure-boats, but no merchantmen riding at anchor, no lines of masts along the wharves, with great wrappings of furled sails on the yards; there were no sounds of mallets on the ships sides, or of the voices of men, busy with unlading, or moving the landed cargoes. The old warehouses were all shuttered and padlocked, as far as the two men could see.

Looks lonesomer than ever, dont it? said Captain Crowe, pensively. I vow its a shame to see such a harbor as this, an think o all the back country, an how things were goin on here in our young days.

Tis sad, sir, sad, growled brave little Captain Witherspoon. Theyve taken the wrong course for the countrys good — some o those folks in Washington. When the worst of em have stuffed their own pockets as full as they can get, praps theyll see what else can be done, and all catch hold together and shore up the shipping intrists. I see every night, when I go after my paper the whole sidewalk full o louts that ought to be pushed off to sea with a good smart master; theyre going to the devil ashore, sir. Every way you can look at it, shippin s a loss to us.

At this moment the shrill whistle of a locomotive sounded back of the town, but the captains took no notice of it. Two idle boys suddenly came scrambling up the broken landing-steps from the water, one of them clutching a distressed puppy. Then another, who had stopped to fasten the invisible boat underneath, joined them in haste, and all three fled round the corner. The elderly seamen had watched them severely.

It used to cost but a ninepence to get a barl from Boston by sea, said Captain Crowe, in a melancholy tone; and now it costs twenty-five cents by the railroad, sir.

In reply Captain Witherspoon shook his head gloomily.

You an I never expected to see Longport harbor look like this, resumed Captain Crowe, giving the barren waters a long gaze, and then leaning forward and pushing the pebbles about with his cane. I dont knows I ever saw things look so poor along these wharves as they do to-day. Ive seen six or seven large vessels at a time waitin out in the stream there until they could get up to the wharves. You could stand ashore an hear their masters rippin an swearin aboard, an furs you could see from here, either way, the masts and riggin looked like the woods in winter-time. There used to be somethin doin in this place when we was young men, Capn Witherspoon.

I feel it as much as anybody, acknowledged the captain. Looks to me very much as if there was a vessel comin up, down there over Dimmetts Pint; she may only be runnin in closer n usual on this light soueasterly breeze; yes, I spose that s all. What do you make her out to be, sir?

The old shipmasters bent their keen, far-sighted gaze seaward for a moment. She aint comin in; shes only one o them great schooners runnin westard. Id as soon put to sea under a Mondays clothes-line, for my part, said Captain Crowe.

Yes; give me a brig, sir, a good able brig, said Witherspoon eagerly. I dont care if shes a little chunky, neither. Id make more money out of her than out o any o these gret new-fangled things. Id as soon try to sail a whole lumber-yard to good advantage. Gi me an old-fashioned house an an old-style vessel; there was some plan an reason to em. Now that new house of Asa Shaws hes put so much money in — looks as if a norwest wind took an hove it together. Shaws just the man to call for one o them schooners we just spoke of.

The mention of this rivals name caused deep feelings in their manly breasts. The captains felt an instant resentment of Asa Shaws wealth and pretensions. Neither noticed that the subject was abruptly changed without apparent reason, when Captain Crowe asked if there was any truth in the story that the new minister was going to take board with the Widow Lunn.

No, sir, exclaimed Captain Witherspoon, growing red in the face, and speaking angrily; I dont put any confidence in the story at all.

It might be of mutual advantage, his companion urged a little maliciously. Captain Crowe had fancied that Mrs. Lunn had shown him special favor that afternoon, and ventured to think himself secure.

The new ministers a dozen years younger than she; must be all o that, said the Captain, collecting himself. I called him quite a young-lookin man when he preached for us as a candidate. Singlar he shouldnt be a married man. Generally they be.

You aint the right one to make reflections, joked Captain Crowe, mindful that Maria Lunn had gone so far that very day as to compliment him upon owning the handsomest old place in town. I used to think you was a great beau among the ladies, Witherspoon.

I never expected to die a single man, said his companion, with dignity.

Youre gettin along in years, urged Captain Crowe. Youre gettin to where its dangerous; a good-hearted elderly mans liable to be snapped up by somebody he dont want. They say an old man ought to be married, but he shouldnt get married. I dont know but its so.

Ive put away my thoughts o youth long since, said the little captain nobly. Though I aint so old, sir, but what Ive got some years before me yet, unless I meet with accident; an Im so situated that I never yet had to take anybody that I didnt want. But I do often feel that theres somethin to be said for the affections, an I get to feelin lonesome winter nights, thinkin that age is before me, an if I should get hove on to a sick an dyin bed — 

The captains hearty voice failed for once; then the pleasant face and sprightly figure of the lady of his choice seemed to interpose, and to comfort him. Come, come! he said, aint we gettin into the doldrums, Crowe? Ill just step in an close up the warehouse; it must be time to make for supper.

Captain Crowe walked slowly round by the warehouse lane into the street, waiting at the door while his friend went through the old building, carefully putting up the bars and locking the street door upon its emptiness with a ponderous key; then the two captains walked away together, the tall one and the short one, clicking their canes on the flagstones. They turned up Barbadoes Street, where Mrs. Lunn lived, and bowed to her finely as they passed.

IV.

One Sunday morning in September the second bell was just beginning to toll, and Mrs. Lunn locked her front door, tried the great brass latch, put the heavy key into her best silk dress pocket, and stepped forth discreetly on her way to church. She had been away from Longport for several weeks, having been sent for to companion the last days of a cousin much older than herself; and her reappearance was now greeted with much friendliness. The siege of her heart had necessarily been in abeyance. She walked to her seat in the broad aisle with great dignity. It was a season of considerable interest in Longport, for the new minister had that week been installed, and that day he was to preach his first sermon. All the red East Indian scarfs and best raiment of every sort suitable for early autumn wear had been brought out of the camphor-chests, and there was an air of solemn festival.

Mrs. Lunns gravity of expression was hardly borne out by her gayety of apparel, yet there was something cheerful about her look, in spite of her recent bereavement. The cousin who had just died had in times past visited Longport, so that Mrs. Lunns friends were the more ready to express their regret. When one has passed the borders of middle life, such losses are sadly met; they break the long trusted bonds of old association, and remove a part of ones own life and belongings. Old friends grow dearer as they grow fewer; those who remember us as long as we remember ourselves become a part of ourselves at last, and leave us much the poorer when they are taken away. Everybody felt sorry for Mrs. Lunn, especially as it was known that this cousin had always been as generous as her income would allow; but she was chiefly dependent upon an annuity, and was thought to have but little to leave behind her.

Mrs. Lunn had reached home only the evening before, and, the day of her return having been uncertain, she was welcomed by no one, and had slipped in at her own door unnoticed in the dusk. There was a little stir in the congregation as she passed to her pew, but, being in affliction, she took no notice of friendly glances, and responded with great gravity only to her neighbor in the next pew, with whom she usually exchanged confidential whispers as late as the second sentence of the opening prayer.

The new minister was better known to her than to any other member of the parish; for he had been the pastor of the church to which her lately deceased cousin belonged, and Mrs. Lunn had seen him oftener and more intimately than ever in this last sad visit. He was a fine-looking man, no longer young, — in fact, he looked quite as old as our heroine, — and though at first the three captains alone may have regarded him with suspicion, by the time church was over and the Rev. Mr. Farley had passed quickly by some prominent parishioners who stood expectant at the doors of their pews, in order to speak to Mrs. Lunn, and lingered a few moments holding her affectionately by the hand — by this time gossip was fairly kindled. Moreover, the minister had declined Deacon Torbys invitation to dinner, and it was supposed, though wrongly, that he had accepted Mrs. Lunns, as they walked away together.

Now Mrs. Lunn was a great favorite in the social circles of Longport — none greater; but there were other single ladies in the First Parish, and it was something to be deeply considered whether she had the right, with so little delay, to appropriate the only marriageable minister who had been settled over that church and society during a hundred and eighteen years. There was a loud buzzing of talk that Sunday afternoon. It was impossible to gainsay the fact that if there was a prospective engagement, Mrs. Lunn had shown her usual discretion. The new minister had a proper income, but no house and home; while she had a good house and home, but no income. She was called hard names, which would have deeply wounded her, by many of her intimate friends; but there were others who more generously took her part, though they vigorously stated their belief that a young married pastor with a growing family had his advantages. The worst thing seemed to be that the Rev. Mr. Farley was beginning his pastorate under a cloud.

While all this tempest blew, and all eyes were turned her way, friends and foes alike behaved as if not only themselves but the world were concerned with Mrs. Maria Lunns behavior, and as if the fate of empires hung upon her choice of a consort. She was maligned by Captain Crowes two sisters for having extended encouragement to their brother, while the near relatives of Captain Shaw told tales of her open efforts to secure his kind attention; but in spite of all these things, and the antagonism that was in the very air, Mrs. Lunn went serenely on her way. She even, after a few days seclusion, arrayed herself in her best, and set forth to make some calls with a pleasant, unmindful manner which puzzled her neighbors a good deal. She had, or professed to have, some excuse for visiting each house: of one friend she asked instructions about her duties as newly elected officer of the sewing society, the first meeting of which had been held in her absence; and another neighbor was kindly requested to give the latest news from an invalid son at a distance. Mrs. Lunn did not make such a breach of good manners as to go out making calls with no reason so soon after her cousins death. She appeared rather in her most friendly and neighborly character; and furthermore gave much interesting information in regard to the new minister, telling many pleasant things about him and his relations to, and degree of success in, his late charge. There may or may not have been an air of proprietorship in her manner; she was frank and free of speech, at any rate; and so the flame of interest was fanned ever to a brighter blaze.

The reader can hardly be expected to sympathize with the great excitement in Longport society when it was known that the new minister had engaged board with Mrs. Lunn for an indefinite time. There was something very puzzling in this new development. If there was an understanding between them, then the minister and Mrs. Lunn were certainly somewhat indiscreet. Nobody could discredit the belief that they had a warm interest in each other; yet those persons who felt themselves most nearly concerned in the ladys behavior began to indulge themselves in seeing a ray of hope.

V.

Captain Asa Shaw had been absent for some time in New York on business, and Captain Crowe was confined to his handsome house with a lame ankle; but it happened that they both reappeared on the chief business street of Longport the very same day. One might have fancied that each wore an expression of anxiety; the truth was, they had made vows to themselves that another twenty-four hours should not pass over their heads before they made a bold push for the coveted prize. They were more afraid of the ministers rivalry than they knew; but not the least of each others. There were angry lines down the middle of Captain Asa Shaws forehead as he assured himself that he would soon put an end to the minister business, and Captain Crowe thumped his cane emphatically as he walked along the street. Captain John Witherspoon looked thin and eager, but a hopeful light shone in his eyes: his choice was not from his judgment, but from his heart.

It was strange that it should be so difficult — nay, impossible — for anybody to find an opportunity to speak with Mrs. Lunn upon this most private and sacred of personal affairs, and that day after day went by while the poor captains fretted and grew more and more impatient. They had it in mind to speak at once when the time came; neither Captain Crowe nor Captain Shaw felt that he could do himself or his feelings any justice in a letter.

On a rainy autumn afternoon, Mrs. Lunn sat down by her front window, and drew her wicker work-basket into her lap from the end of the narrow table before her. She was tired, and glad to rest. She had been busy all the morning, putting in order the rooms that were to be set apart for the ministers sleeping-room and study. Her thoughts were evidently pleasant as she looked out into the street for a few minutes, and then crossed her plump hands over the work-basket. Presently, as a large, familiar green umbrella passed her window, she caught up a bit of sewing, and seemed to be busy with it, as some one opened her front door and came into the little square entry without knocking.

May I take the liberty? I saw you settin by the window this wet day, said Captain Shaw.

Walk right in, sir; do! Mrs. Lunn fluttered a little on her perch at the sight of him, and then settled herself quietly, as trig and demure as ever.

Im glad, maam, to find you alone. I have long had it in mind to speak with you on a matter of interest to us both. The captain felt more embarrassed than he had expected, but Mrs. Lunn remained tranquil, and glanced up at him inquiringly.

It relates to the future, explained Captain Asa Shaw. I make no doubt you have seen what my feelins have been this good while. I can offer you a good home, and I shall want you to have your liberty.

I enjoy a good home and my liberty now, said Mrs. Lunn stiffly, looking straight before her.

I mean liberty to use my means, and to have plenty to do with, so as to make you feel comfortable, explained the captain, reddening. Mis Lunn, Im a straight-forward business man, and I intend business now. I dont know any of your flowery ways of sayin things, but there aint anybody in Longport Id like better to see at the head of my house. You and I aint young, but we — 

Dont say a word, sir, protested Mrs. Lunn. You can get you just as good housekeepers as I am. I dont feel to change my situation just at present, sir.

Is that final? said Captain Shaw, looking crestfallen. Come now, Maria! Im a good-hearted man, Im worth over forty thousand dollars, and Ill make you a good husband, I promise. Heres the minister on your hands, I know. I did feel all ashore when I found youd promised to take him in. I tried to get a chance to speak with you before you went off, but when I come home from New York t was the first news I heard. I dont deem it best for you; you cant make nothin out o one boarder, anyway. I tried it once myself.

Excuse me, Mr. Shaw, said Mrs. Lunn coldly; I know my own business best. You have had my answer, sir. She added in a more amiable tone, Not but what I feel obliged to you for payin me the compliment.

There was a sudden loud knocking at the side door, which startled our friends extremely. They looked at each other with apprehension; then Mrs. Lunn slowly rose and answered the summons.

The gentle voice of the giant was heard without. Oh, Mis Lunn, said Captain Crowe excitedly, I saw some elegant mackerel brought ashore, blown up from the southard, I expect, though so late in the season; and I recalled that you once found some acceptable. I thought t would help you out. Im obliged to you, Captain Crowe, said the mistress of the house; and to think of your bringin em yourself this drenchin day! I take it very neighborly, sir. Her tone was entirely different from that in which she had conducted so decisive a conversation with the guest in the sitting-room. They heard the front door bang just as Captain Crowe entered with his fish.

Was that the wind sprung up so quick? he inquired, alert to any change of weather.

I expect it was Captain Shaw, just leavin, said Mrs. Lunn angrily. Hes always full o business, aint he? No wonder those children of his are without manners. There was no favor in her tone, and the spirits of Captain Crowe were for once equal to his height.

The daylight was fading fast. The mackerel were deposited in their proper place, and the donor was kindly bidden to come in and sit down. Mrs. Lunns old-fashioned sitting-room was warm and pleasant, and the big captain felt that his moment had come; the very atmosphere was encouraging. He was sitting in the rocking-chair, and she had taken her place by the window. There was a pause; the captain remembered how he had felt once in the China Seas just before a typhoon struck the ship.

Maria, he said huskily, his voice sounding as if it came from the next room,— Maria, I spose you know what Im thinkin of?

I dont, said Mrs. Lunn, with cheerful firmness. Capn Crowe, I know it aint polite to talk about your goin when youve just come in; but when you do go, Ive got something I want to send over to your sister Eliza.

The captain gasped; there was something in her tone that he could not fathom. He began to speak, but his voice failed him altogether. There she sat, perfectly self-possessed, just as she looked every day.

What are you payin now for potatoes, sir? continued Mrs. Lunn.

Sixty cents a bushel for the last, maam, faltered the captain. I wish youd hear to me, Maria, he burst out. I wish — 

Now dont, capn, urged the pleasant little woman. Ive made other arrangements. At any rate, she added, with her voice growing more business-like than ever,— at any rate, I deem it best to wait until the late potatoes come into market; they seem to keep better.

The typhoon had gone past, but the captain waited a moment, still apprehensive. Then he took his hat, and slowly and sadly departed without any words of farewell. In spite of his lame foot he walked some distance beyond his own house, in a fit of absent-mindedness that was born of deep regret. It was impossible to help respecting Mrs. Lunns character and ability more than ever. Oh! them ministers, them ministers! he groaned, turning in at his high white gate between the tall posts with their funeral urns.

Mrs. Lunn heard the door close behind Captain Crowe; then she smoothed down her nice white apron abstractedly, and glanced out of the window to see if he were out of sight, but she could not catch a glimpse of the captains broad, expressive back, to judge his feelings or the manner in which he was taking his rebuff. She felt unexpectedly sorry for him; it was lonely in his handsome, large house, where his two sisters made so poor a home for him and such a good one for themselves.

It was almost dark now, and the shut windows of the room made the afternoon seem more gloomy; the days were fast growing shorter. After her successful conduct of the affair with her two lovers, she felt a little lonely and uncertain. Although she had learned to dislike Captain Shaw, and had dismissed him with no small pleasure, with Captain Crowe it was different; he was a good, kind-hearted man, and she had made a great effort to save his feelings.

Just then her quick ears caught the sound of a footstep in the street. She listened intently for a moment, and then stood close to the window, looking out. The rain was falling steadily; it streaked the square panes in long lines, so that Mrs. Lunns heart recognized the approach of a friend more easily than her eyes. But the expected umbrella tipped away on the wind as it passed, so that she could see the large ivory handle. She lifted the sash in an instant. I wish youd step in just one minute, sir, if its perfectly convenient, she said appealingly, and then felt herself grow very red in the face as she crossed the room and opened the door.

Im most too wet to come into a ladys parlor, apologized Captain Witherspoon gallantly. Command me, Mrs. Lunn, if theres any way I can serve you. I expect to go down street again this evening.

Do you think youd better, sir? gently inquired Mrs. Lunn. There was something beautiful about the captains rosy cheeks and his curly gray hair. His kind blue eyes beamed at her like a boys.

I have had some business fall to me, you see, Capn, she continued, blushing still more; and I feel as if Id better ask your advice. My late cousin, Mrs. Hicks, has left me all her property. The amount is very unexpected; I never looked for more than a small remembrance. There will have to be steps taken.

Command me, madam, said the captain again, to whom it never for one moment occurred that Mrs. Lunn was better skilled in business matters than himself. He instantly assumed the place of protector, which she so unaffectedly offered. For a minute he stood like an admiral ready to do the honors of his ship; then he put out his honest hand.

Maria, he faltered, and the walls about him seemed to flicker and grow unsteady,— Maria, I dare say its no time to say the word just now, but if you could feel toward me? — 

He never finished the sentence; he never needed to finish it. Maria Lunn said no word in answer, but they each took a step forward. They may not have been young, but they knew all the better how to value happiness.

About half an hour afterward, the captain appeared again in the dark street, in all the rain, without his umbrella. As he paraded toward his lodgings, he chanced to meet the Reverend Mr. Farley, whom he saluted proudly. He had demurred a little at the ministers making a third in their household; but in the brief, delightful space of their engagement, Mrs. Lunn had laid before him her sensible plans, and persuaded Captain Witherspoon that the minister — dear, good man! was one who always had his head in a book when he was in the house, and would never give a bit of trouble; and that they might as well have the price of his board and the pleasure of his company as anybody.

Mrs. Lunn sat down to her belated and solitary supper, and made an excellent meal. T will be pleasant for me to have company again, she murmured. I think tis better for a person. She had a way, as many lonely women have, of talking to herself, just for the sake of hearing the sound of a voice. I guess Mr. Farleys situation is goin to please him, too, she added; I feel as if Id done it all for the best. Mrs. Lunn rose, and crossed the room with a youthful step, and stood before the little looking-glass, holding her head this way and that, like a girl; then she turned, still blushing a little, and put away the tea-things. T is about time now for the Capn to go down town after his newspaper, she whispered; and at that moment the Captain opened the door.

One day, the next spring, Captain Crowe, who had always honored the heroine of this tale for saving his self-respect, and allowing him to affirm with solemn asseverations that though she was a prize for any man, he never had really offered himself to Mrs. Lunn — Captain Crowe and Captain Witherspoon were sitting at the head of Long Wharf together in the sunshine.

Ive been a very fortunate man, sir, said the little captain boldly. My own property has looked up a good deal since I was married, what with that piece of land I sold for the new hotel, and other things that have come to bear — this wharf property, for instance. I shall have to lay out considerable for new plank, but Im able to do it.

Yes, sir; things have started up in Longport a good deal this spring; but it never is goin to be what it was once, answered Captain Crowe, who had grown as much older as his friend had grown younger since the autumn, though he always looked best out of doors. Dont you think, Captain Witherspoon, he said, changing his tone, that you ought to consider the matter of re-shinglin your house? Youll have to engage men now, anyway, to do your plankin. I know of some extra cedar shingles that were landed yesterday from somewheres up river. Or was Mis Witherspoon a little over-anxious last season?

I think, with proper attention, sir, said the Captain sedately, that the present shingles may last us a number of years yet.


A Winter Courtship.
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THE PASSENGER AND mail transportation between the towns of North Kilby and Sanscrit Pond was carried on by Mr. Jefferson Briley, whose two-seated covered wagon was usually much too large for the demands of business. Both the Sanscrit Pond and North Kilby people were stayers-at-home, and Mr. Briley often made his seven-mile journey in entire solitude, except for the limp leather mail-bag, which he held firmly to the floor of the carriage with his heavily shod left foot. The mail-bag had almost a personality to him, born of long association. Mr. Briley was a meek and timid-looking body, but he held a warlike soul, and encouraged his fancies by reading awful tales of bloodshed and lawlessness in the far West. Mindful of stage robberies and train thieves, and of express messengers who died at their posts, he was prepared for anything; and although he had trusted to his own strength and bravery these many years, he carried a heavy pistol under his front-seat cushion for better defense. This awful weapon was familiar to all his regular passengers, and was usually shown to strangers by the time two of the seven miles of Mr. Brileys route had been passed. The pistol was not loaded. Nobody (at least not Mr. Briley himself) doubted that the mere sight of such a weapon would turn the boldest adventurer aside.

Protected by such a man and such a piece of armament, one gray Friday morning in the edge of winter, Mrs. Fanny Tobin was traveling from Sanscrit Pond to North Kilby. She was an elderly and feeble-looking woman, but with a shrewd twinkle in her eyes, and she felt very anxious about her numerous pieces of baggage and her own personal safety. She was enveloped in many shawls and smaller wrappings, but they were not securely fastened, and kept getting undone and flying loose, so that the bitter December cold seemed to be picking a lock now and then, and creeping in to steal away the little warmth she had. Mr. Briley was cold, too, and could only cheer himself by remembering the valor of those pony-express drivers of the pre-railroad days, who had to cross the Rocky Mountains on the great California route. He spoke at length of their perils to the suffering passenger, who felt none the warmer, and at last gave a groan of weariness.

How fur did you say t was now?

I do knows I said, Mis Tobin, answered the driver, with a frosty laugh. You see them big pines, and the side of a barn just this way, with them yellow circus bills? Thats my three-mile mark.

Be we got four more to make? Oh, my laws! mourned Mrs. Tobin. Urge the beast, cant ye, Jeffson? I aint used to bein out in such bleak weather. Seems if I couldnt git my breath. Im all pinched up and wigglin with shivers now. T aint no use lettin the hoss go step-a-ty-step, this fashion.

Landy me! exclaimed the affronted driver. I dont see why folks expects me to race with the cars. Everybody that gits in wants me to run the hoss to death on the road. I make a good everage o time, and thats all I can do. Ef you was to go back an forth every day but Sabbath fur eighteen years, youd want to ease it all you could, and let those thrash the spokes out o their wheels that wanted to. North Kilby, Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays; Sanscrit Pond, Tuesdays, Thusdays, an Saturdays. Me an the beasts done it eighteen years together, and the creatur warnt, so to say, young when we begun it, nor I neither. I relly didnt knows shed hold out till this time. There, git up, will ye, old mar! as the beast of burden stopped short in the road.

There was a story that Jefferson gave this faithful creature a rest three times a mile, and took four hours for the journey by himself, and longer whenever he had a passenger. But in pleasant weather the road was delightful, and full of people who drove their own conveyances, and liked to stop and talk. There were not many farms, and the third growth of white pines made a pleasant shade, though Jefferson liked to say that when he began to carry the mail his way lay through an open country of stumps and sparse underbrush, where the white pines nowadays completely arched the road. They had passed the barn with circus posters, and felt colder than ever when they caught sight of the weather-beaten acrobats in their tights.

My gorry! exclaimed Widow Tobin, them pore creaturs looks as cheerless as little birch-trees in snow-time. I hope they dresses em warmer this time o year. Now, there! look at that one jumpin through the little hoop, will ye?

He couldnt git himself through there with two pair o pants on, answered Mr. Briley. I expect they must have to keep limber as eels. I used to think, when I was a boy, that t was the only thing I could ever be reconciled to do for a livin. I set out to run away an follow a rovin showman once, but mother needed me to home. There warnt nobody but me an the little gals.

You aint the only one thats ben disappinted o their hearts desire, said Mrs. Tobin sadly. T warnt so that I could be spared from home to learn the dressmakers trade.

T would a come handy later on, I declare, answered the sympathetic driver, bein s you went an had such a passel o gals to clothe an feed. There, them thats livin is all well off now, but it must ha been some inconvenient for ye when they was small.

Yes, Mr. Briley, but then Ive had my mercies, too, said the widow somewhat grudgingly. I take it master hard now, though, havin to give up my own home and live round from place to place, if they be my own childen. There was Adline and Susan Ellen fussin an bickerin yesterday about whod got to have me next; and, Lord be thanked, they both wanted me right off but I hated to hear em talkin of it over. Id rather live to home, and do for myself.

Ive got considerble used to boardin, said Jefferson, sence maam died, but it made me ache long at the fust on t, I tell ye. Bein on the roads I be, I couldnt do no ways at keepin house. I should want to keep right there and see to things.

Course you would, replied Mrs. Tobin, with a sudden inspiration of opportunity which sent a welcome glow all over her. Course you would, Jeffson, — she leaned toward the front seat; that is to say, onless you had jest the right one to do it for ye.

And Jefferson felt a strange glow also, and a sense of unexpected interest and enjoyment.

See here, Sister Tobin, he exclaimed with enthusiasm. Why cant ye take the trouble to shift seats, and come front here long o me? We could put one bufflo top o the other, — theyre both wearin thin, — and set close, and I do know but we shd be more protected aginst the weather.

Well, I couldnt be no colder if I was froze to death, answered the widow, with an amiable simper. Dont ye let me delay you, nor put you out, Mr. Briley. I dont knows Id set forth to-day if Id known t was so cold; but I had all my bundles done up, and I aint one that puts my hand to the plough an looks back, cordin to Scriptur.

You wouldnt wanted me to ride all them seven miles alone? asked the gallant Briley sentimentally, as he lifted her down, and helped her up again to the front seat. She was a few years older than he, but they had been schoolmates, and Mrs. Tobins youthful freshness was suddenly revived to his minds eye. She had a little farm; there was nobody left at home now but herself, and so she had broken up housekeeping for the winter. Jefferson himself had savings of no mean amount.

They tucked themselves in, and felt better for the change, but there was a sudden awkwardness between them; they had not had time to prepare for an unexpected crisis.

They say Elder Bickers, over to East Sanscrits been and got married again to a gal thats four year younger than his oldest daughter, proclaimed Mrs. Tobin presently. Seems to me t was fools business.

I view it so, said the stage-driver. Theres goin to be a mild open winter for that famly.

What a joker you be for a man that s had so much responsibility! smiled Mrs. Tobin, after they had done laughing. Aint you never fraid, carryin mail matter and such valuable stuff, that youll be set on an robbed, specially by night?

Jefferson braced his feet against the dasher under the worn buffalo skin. It is kind o scary, or would be for some folks, but Id like to see anybody get the better o me. I go armed, and I dont care who knows it. Some o them drover men that comes from Canady looks as if they didnt care what they did, but I look em right in the eye every time.

Men folks is brave by natur, said the widow admiringly. You know how Tobin would let his fist right out at anybody that ondertook to sass him. Town-meetin days, if he got disappointed about the way things went, hed lay em out in winrows; and ef he hadnt been a church-member hed been a real fightin character. I was always fraid to have him roused, for all he was so willin and meechin to home, and set round clever as anybody. My Susan Ellen used to boss him sames the kitten, when she was four year old.

Ive got a kind of a sideways cant to my nose, that Tobin give me when we was to school. I dont knows you ever noticed it, said Mr. Briley. We was scufflin, as lads will. I never bore him no kind of a grudge. I pitied ye, when he was taken away. I relly did, now, Fanny. I liked Tobin first-rate, and I liked you. I used to say you was the hansomest girl to school.

Lemme see your nose. T is all straight, for what I know, said the widow gently, as with a trace of coyness she gave a hasty glance. I dont know but what t is warped a little, but nothin to speak of. Youve got real nice features, like your marms folks.

It was becoming a sentimental occasion, and Jefferson Briley felt that he was in for something more than he had bargained. He hurried the faltering sorrel horse, and began to talk of the weather. It certainly did look like snow, and he was tired of bumping over the frozen road.

I shouldnt wonder if I hired a hand here another year, and went off out West myself to see the country.

Why, how you talk! answered the widow.

Yes m, pursued Jefferson. T is tamer here than I like, and I was tellin em yesterday Ive got to know this road most too well. Id like to go out an ride in the mountains with some o them great clipper coaches, where the driver dont know one minute but hell be shot dead the next. They carry an awful sight o gold down from the mines, I expect.

I should be scairt to death, said Mrs. Tobin. What creaturs men folks be to like such things! Well, I do declare.

Yes, explained the mild little man. Theres sights of despradoes makes a hansome livin out o followin them coaches, an stoppin an robbin em clean to the bone. Your money or your life! and he flourished his stub of a whip over the sorrel mare.

Landy me! you make me run all of a cold creep. Do tell somethin heartenin, this cold day. I shall dream bad dreams all night.

They put on black crape over their heads, said the driver mysteriously. Nobody knows who most on em be, and like as not some o them fellows come o good families. Theyve got so they stop the cars, and go right through em bold as brass. I could make your hair stand on end, Mis Tobin, — I could so!

I hope none on emll git round our way, Im sure, said Fanny Tobin. I dont want to see none on em in their crape bunnits comin after me.

I aint goin to let nobody touch a hair o your head, and Mr. Briley moved a little nearer, and tucked in the buffaloes again.

I feel considerable warm to what I did, observed the widow by way of reward.

There, I used to have my fears, Mr. Briley resumed, with an inward feeling that he never would get to North Kilby depot a single man. But you see I hadnt nobody but myself to think of. Ive got cousins, as you know, but nothin nearer, and what Ive laid up would soon be parted out; and — well, I suppose some folks would think o me if anything was to happen.

Mrs. Tobin was holding her cloud over her face, — the wind was sharp on that bit of open road, — but she gave an encouraging sound, between a groan and a chirp.

T wouldnt be like nothin to me not to see you drivin by, she said, after a minute. I shouldnt know the days o the week. I says to Susan Ellen last week I was sure t was Friday, and she said no, t was Thursday; but next minute you druv by and headin toward North Kilby, so we found I was right.

Ive got to be a featur of the landscape, said Mr. Briley plaintively. This kind o weather the old mare and me, we wish we was done with it, and could settle down kind o comfortable. Ive been lookin this good while, as I drove the road, and Ive picked me out a piece o land two or three times. But I cant abide the thought o buildin,— t would plague me to death; and both Sister Peak to North Kilby and Mis Deacon Ash to the Pond, they vie with one another to do well by me, fear Ill like the other stoppin-place best.

I shouldnt covet livin long o neither one o them women, responded the passenger with some spirit. I see some o Mis Peaks cookin to a farmers supper once, when I was visitin Susan Ellens folks, an I says Deliver me from sech pale-complected baked beans as them! and she give a kind of a quack. She was settin jest at my left hand, and couldnt help hearin of me. I wouldnt have spoken if I had known, but she neednt have let on they was hers an make everything unpleasant. I guess them beans taste just as well as other folks, says she, and she wouldnt never speak to me afterward.

Do knows I blame her, ventured Mr. Briley. Women folks is dreadful pudjicky about their cookin. Ive always heard you was one o the best o cooks, Mis Tobin. I know them doughnuts an things youve give me in times past, when I was drivin by. Wish I had some on em now. I never let on, but Mis Ashs cookin s the best by a long chalk. Mis Peaks handy about some things, and looks after mendin of me up.

It doos seem as if a man o your years and your quiet make ought to have a home you could call your own, suggested the passenger. I kind of hate to think o your bangein here and boardin there, and one old woman mendin, and the other settin ye down to meals that likes not dont agree with ye.

Lor, now, Mis Tobin, les not fuss round no longer, said Mr. Briley impatiently. You know you covet me sames I do you.

I dont nuther. Dont you go an say folish things you cant stand to.

Ive been tryin to git a chance to put in a word with you ever sence — Well, I expected youd want to get your feelins kind o calloused after losin Tobin.

Theres nobody can fill his place, said the widow.

I do know but I can fight for ye town-meetin days, on a pinch, urged Jefferson boldly.

I never see the beat o you men fur conceit, and Mrs. Tobin laughed. I aint goin to bother with ye, gone half the time as you be, an carryin on with your Mis Peaks and Mis Ashes. I dare say youve promised yourself to both on em twenty times.

I hope to gracious if I ever breathed a word to none on em! protested the lover. T aint for lack o opportunities set afore me, nuther; and then Mr. Briley craftily kept silence, as if he had made a fair proposal, and expected a definite reply.

The lady of his choice was, as she might have expressed it, much beat about. As she soberly thought, she was getting along in years, and must put up with Jefferson all the rest of the time. It was not likely she would ever have the chance of choosing again, though she was one who liked variety.

Jefferson wasnt much to look at, but he was pleasant and appeared boyish and young-feeling. I do knows I should do better, she said unconsciously and half aloud. Well, yes, Jefferson, seem its you. But were both on us kind of old to change our situation. Fanny Tobin gave a gentle sigh.

Hooray! said Jefferson. I was scairt you meant to keep me sufferin here a half an hour. I declare, Im more pleased than I calclated on. An I expected till lately to die a single man!

T would relly have been a shame; t aint natur, said Mrs. Tobin, with confidence. I dont see how you held out so long with bein solitary.

Ill hire a hand to drive for me, and well have a good comfortable winter, me an you an the old sorrel. Ive been promisin of her a rest this good while.

Better keep her a steppin, urged thrifty Mrs. Fanny. Shell stiffen up master, an disappint ye, come spring.

Youll have me, now, wont ye, sartin? pleaded Jefferson, to make sure. You aint one o them that plays with a mans feelins. Say right out youll have me.

I spose I shall have to, said Mrs. Tobin somewhat mournfully. I feel for Mis Peak an Mis Ash, pore creaturs. I expect theyll be hardshipped. Theyve always been hard-worked, an may have kind o looked forward to a little ease. But one on em would be left lamentin, anyhow, and she gave a girlish laugh. An air of victory animated the frame of Mrs. Tobin. She felt but twenty-five years of age. In that moment she made plans for cutting her Brileys hair, and making him look smartened-up and ambitious. Then she wished that she knew for certain how much money he had in the bank; not that it would make any difference now. He neednt bluster none before me, she thought gayly. Hes harmless as a fly.

Whod have thought wed done such a piece of engineering when we started out? inquired the dear one of Mr. Brileys heart, as he tenderly helped her to alight at Susan Ellens door.

Both on us, jest the least grain, answered the lover. Gimme a good smack, now, you clever creatur; and so they parted. Mr. Briley had been taken on the road in spite of his pistol.
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THE COAST OF Maine was in former years brought so near to foreign shores by its busy fleet of ships that among the older men and women one still finds a surprising proportion of travelers. Each seaward-stretching headland with its high-set houses, each island of a single farm, has sent its spies to view many a Land of Eshcol; one may see plain, contented old faces at the windows, whose eyes have looked at far-away ports and known the splendors of the Eastern world. They shame the easy voyager of the North Atlantic and the Mediterranean; they have rounded the Cape of Good Hope and braved the angry seas of Cape Horn in small wooden ships; they have brought up their hardy boys and girls on narrow decks; they were among the last of the Northmens children to go adventuring to unknown shores. More than this one cannot give to a young State for its enlightenment; the sea captains and the captains wives of Maine knew something of the wide world, and never mistook their native parishes for the whole instead of a part thereof; they knew not only Thomaston and Castine and Portland, but London and Bristol and Bordeaux, and the strange-mannered harbors of the China Sea.

One September day, when I was nearly at the end of a summer spent in a village called Dunnet Landing, on the Maine coast, my friend Mrs. Todd, in whose house I lived, came home from a long, solitary stroll in the wild pastures, with an eager look as if she were just starting on a hopeful quest instead of returning. She brought a little basket with blackberries enough for supper, and held it towards me so that I could see that there were also some late and surprising raspberries sprinkled on top, but she made no comment upon her wayfaring. I could tell plainly that she had something very important to say.

You have nt brought home a leaf of anything, I ventured to this practiced herb-gatherer. You were saying yesterday that the witch hazel might be in bloom.

I dare say, dear, she answered in a lofty manner; I aint goin to say it was nt; I aint much concerned either way bout the facts o witch hazel. Truth is, I ve been off visitin; theres an old Indian footpath leadin over towards the Back Shore through the great heron swamp that anybody cant travel over all summer. You have to seize your time some day just now, while the low ground s summer-dried as it is to-day, and before the fall rains set in. I never thought of it till I was out o sight o home, and I says to myself, To-day s the day, certain! and stepped along smart as I could. Yes, I ve been visitin. I did get into one spot that was wet underfoot before I noticed; you wait till I get me a pair o dry woolen stockings, in case of cold, and I ll come an tell ye.

Mrs. Todd disappeared. I could see that something had deeply interested her. She might have fallen in with either the sea-serpent or the lost tribes of Israel, such was her air of mystery and satisfaction. She had been away since just before mid-morning, and as I sat waiting by my window I saw the last red glow of autumn sunshine flare along the gray rocks of the shore and leave them cold again, and touch the far sails of some coast-wise schooners so that they stood like golden houses on the sea.

I was left to wonder longer than I liked. Mrs. Todd was making an evening fire and putting things in train for supper; presently she returned, still looking warm and cheerful after her long walk.

There s a beautiful view from a hill over where I ve been, she told me; yes, there s a beautiful prospect of land and sea. You would nt discern the hill from any distance, but t is the pretty situation of it that counts. I sat there a long spell, and I did wish for you. No, I did nt know a word about goin when I set out this morning (as if I had openly reproached her!); I only felt one o them travelin fits comin on, an I ketched up my little basket; I didnt know but I might turn and come back time for dinner. I thought it wise to set out your luncheon for you in case I did nt. Hope you had all you wanted; yes, I hope you had enough.

Oh, yes, indeed, said I. My landlady was always peculiarly bountiful in her supplies when she left me to fare for myself, as if she made a sort of peace-offering or affectionate apology.

You know that hill with the old house right on top, over beyond the heron swamp? You ll excuse me for explainin, Mrs. Todd began, but you aint so apt to strike inland as you be to go right along shore. You know that hill; there s a path leadin right over to it that you have to look sharp to find nowadays; it belonged to the up-country Indians when they had to make a carry to the landing here to get to the out islands. I ve heard the old folks say that there used to be a place across a ledge where they d worn a deep track with their moccasin feet, but I never could find it. T is so overgrown in some places that you keep losin the path in the bushes and findin it as you can; but it runs pretty straight considerin the lay o the land, and I keep my eye on the sun and the moss that grows one side o the tree trunks. Some brooks been choked up and the swamps bigger than it used to be. Yes; I did get in deep enough, one place!

I showed the solicitude that I felt. Mrs. Todd was no longer young, and in spite of her strong, great frame and spirited behavior, I knew that certain ills were apt to seize upon her, and would end some day by leaving her lame and ailing.

Dont you go to worryin about me, she insisted, settin stills the only way the Evil One ll ever get the upper hand o me. Keep me movin enough, an I m twenty year old summer an winter both. I dont know why t is, but I ve never happened to mention the one I ve been to see. I dont know why I never happened to speak the name of Abby Martin, for I often give her a thought, but t is a dreadful out-o-the-way place where she lives, and I havent seen her myself for three or four years. Shes a real good interesting woman, and we re well acquainted; she s nigher mothers age than mine, but she s very young feeling. She made me a nice cup o tea, and I dont know but I should have stopped all night if I could have got word to you not to worry.

Then there was a serious silence before Mrs. Todd spoke again to make a formal announcement.

She is the Queens Twin, and Mrs. Todd looked steadily to see how I might bear the great surprise.

The Queens Twin? I repeated.

Yes, she s come to feel a real interest in the Queen, and anybody can see how natural t is. They were born the very same day, and you would be astonished to see what a number o other things have corresponded. She was speaking o some o the facts to me to-day, an you d think she d never done nothing but read history. I see how earnest she was about it as I never did before. I ve often and often heard her allude to the facts, but now shes got to be old and the hurrys over with her work, she s come to live a good deal in her thoughts, as folks often do, and I tell you t is a sight o company for her. If you want to hear about Queen Victoria, why Mis Abby Martin ll tell you everything. And the prospect from that hill I spoke of is as beautiful as anything in this world; t is worth while your goin over to see her just for that.

When can you go again? I demanded eagerly.

I should say to-morrow, answered Mrs. Todd; yes, I should say to-morrow; but I expect t would be better to take one day to rest, in between. I considered that question as I was comin home, but I hurried so that there want much time to think. Its a dreadful long way to go with a horse; you have to go most as far as the old Bowden place an turn off to the left, a master long, rough road, and then you have to turn right round as soon as you get there if you mean to get home before nine oclock at night. But to strike across country from here, there s plenty o time in the shortest day, and you can have a good hour or twos visit beside; t aint but a very few miles, and its pretty all the way along. There used to be a few good families over there, but they ve died and scattered, so now she s far from neighbors. There, she really cried, she was so glad to see anybody comin. You ll be amused to hear her talk about the Queen, but I thought twice or three times as I set there t was about all the company she d got.

Could we go day after to-morrow? I asked eagerly.

T would suit me exactly, said Mrs. Todd.

II.

One can never be so certain of good New England weather as in the days when a long easterly storm has blown away the warm late-summer mists, and cooled the air so that however bright the sunshine is by day, the nights come nearer and nearer to frostiness. There was a cold freshness in the morning air when Mrs. Todd and I locked the house-door behind us; we took the key of the fields into our own hands that day, and put out across country as one puts out to sea. When we reached the top of the ridge behind the town it seemed as if we had anxiously passed the harbor bar and were comfortably in open sea at last.

There, now! proclaimed Mrs. Todd, taking a long breath, now I do feel safe. Its just the weather thats liable to bring somebody to spend the day; I ve had a feeling of Mis Elder Caplin from North Point bein close upon me ever since I waked up this mornin, an I didnt want to be hampered with our present plans. Shes a great hand to visit; she ll be spendin the day somewhere from now till Thanksgivin, but there s plenty o places at the Landin where she goes, an if I aint there she ll just select another. I thought mother might be in, too, tis so pleasant; but I run up the road to look off this mornin before you was awake, and there was no sign o the boat. If they had nt started by that time they wouldnt start, just as the tide is now; besides, I see a lot o mackerel-men headin Green Island way, and they ll detain William. No, we re safe now, an if mother should be comin in tomorrow we ll have all this to tell her. She an Mis Abby Martins very old friends.

We were walking down the long pasture slopes towards the dark woods and thickets of the low ground. They stretched away northward like an unbroken wilderness; the early mists still dulled much of the color and made the uplands beyond look like a very far-off country.

It aint so far as it looks from here, said my companion reassuringly, but we ve got no time to spare either, and she hurried on, leading the way with a fine sort of spirit in her step; and presently we struck into the old Indian footpath, which could be plainly seen across the long-unploughed turf of the pastures, and followed it among the thick, low-growing spruces. There the ground was smooth and brown under foot, and the thin-stemmed trees held a dark and shadowy roof overhead. We walked a long way without speaking; sometimes we had to push aside the branches, and sometimes we walked in a broad aisle where the trees were larger. It was a solitary wood, birdless and beastless; there was not even a rabbit to be seen, or a crow high in air to break the silence.

I dont believe the Queen ever saw such a lonesome trail as this, said Mrs. Todd, as if she followed the thoughts that were in my mind. Our visit to Mrs. Abby Martin seemed in some strange way to concern the high affairs of royalty. I had just been thinking of English landscapes, and of the solemn hills of Scotland with their lonely cottages and stone-walled sheepfolds, and the wandering flocks on high cloudy pastures. I had often been struck by the quick interest and familiar allusion to certain members of the royal house which one found in distant neighborhoods of New England; whether some old instincts of personal loyalty have survived all changes of time and national vicissitudes, or whether it is only that the Queens own character and disposition have won friends for her so far away, it is impossible to tell. But to hear of a twin sister was the most surprising proof of intimacy of all, and I must confess that there was something remarkably exciting to the imagination in my morning walk. To think of being presented at Court in the usual way was for the moment quite commonplace.

III.

Mrs. Todd was swinging her basket to and fro like a schoolgirl as she walked, and at this moment it slipped from her hand and rolled lightly along the ground as if there were nothing in it. I picked it up and gave it to her, whereupon she lifted the cover and looked in with anxiety.

T is only a few little things, but I dont want to lose em, she explained humbly. T was lucky you took the other basket if I was goin to roll it round. Mis Abby Martin complained o lacking some pretty pink silk to finish one o her little frames, an I thought I d carry her some, and I had a bunch o gold thread that had been in a box o mine this twenty year. I never was one to do much fancy work, but we re all liable to be swept away by fashion. And then theres a small packet o very choice herbs that I gave a good deal of attention to; they ll smarten her up and give her the best of appetites, come spring. She was tellin me that spring weather is very wiltin an tryin to her, and she was beginnin to dread it already. Mother s just the same way; if I could prevail on mother to take some o these remedies in good season twould make a world o difference, but she gets all down hill before I have a chance to hear of it, and then William comes in to tell me, sighin and bewailin, how feeble mother is. Why cant you remember bout them good herbs that I never let her be without? I say to him — he does provoke me so; and then off he goes, sulky enough, down to his boat. Next thing I know, she comes in to go to meetin, wantin to speak to everybody and feelin like a girl. Mis Martins case is very much the same; but she s nobody to watch her. Williams kind o slow-moulded; but there, any Williams better than none when you get to be Mis Martins age.

Hadnt she any children? I asked.

Quite a number, replied Mrs. Todd grandly, but some are gone and the rest are married and settled. She never was a great hand to go about visitin. I dont know but Mis Martin might be called a little peculiar. Even her own folks has to make company of her; she never slips in and lives right along with the rest as if twas at home, even in her own childrens houses. I heard one o her sons wives say once she d much rather have the Queen to spend the day if she could choose between the two, but I never thought Abby was so difficult as that. I used to love to have her come; she may have been sort o ceremonious, but very pleasant and sprightly if you had sense enough to treat her her own way. I always think she d know just how to live with great folks, and feel easier long of them an their ways. Her sons wife s a great driver with farm-work, boards a great tableful o men in hayin time, an feels right in her element. I dont say but she s a good woman an smart, but sort o rough. Anybody thats gentle-mannered an precise like Mis Martin would be a sort o restraint.

Theres all sorts o folks in the country, same s there is in the city, concluded Mrs. Todd gravely, and I as gravely agreed. The thick woods were behind us now, and the sun was shining clear overhead, the morning mists were gone, and a faint blue haze softened the distance; as we climbed the hill where we were to see the view, it seemed like a summer day. There was an old house on the height, facing southward, — a mere forsaken shell of an old house, with empty windows that looked like blind eyes. The frost-bitten grass grew close about it like brown fur, and there was a single crooked bough of lilac holding its green leaves close by the door.

We ll just have a good piece of bread-an-butter now, said the commander of the expedition, and then we ll hang up the basket on some peg inside the house out o the way o the sheep, and have a hansome entertainment as we re comin back. She ll be all through her little dinner when we get there, Mis Martin will; but she ll want to make us some tea, an we must have our visit an be startin back pretty soon after two. I dont want to cross all that low ground again after its begun to grow chilly. An it looks to me as if the clouds might begin to gather late in the afternoon.

Before us lay a splendid world of sea and shore. The autumn colors already brightened the landscape; and here and there at the edge of a dark tract of pointed firs stood a row of bright swamp-maples like scarlet flowers. The blue sea and the great tide inlets were untroubled by the lightest winds.

Poor land, this is! sighed Mrs. Todd as we sat down to rest on the worn doorstep. I ve known three good hard-workin families that come here full o hope an pride and tried to make something o this farm, but it beat em all. There s one small field thats excellent for potatoes if you let half of it rest every year; but the land s always hungry. Now, you see them little peaked-topped spruces an fir balsams comin up over the hill all green an hearty; they ve got it all their own way! Seems sometimes as if wild Natur got jealous over a certain spot, and wanted to do just as she d a mind to. You ll see here; she ll do her own ploughin an harrowin with frost an wet, an plant just what she wants and wait for her own crops. Man cant do nothin with it, try as he may. I tell you those little trees means business!

I looked down the slope, and felt as if we ourselves were likely to be surrounded and overcome if we lingered too long. There was a vigor of growth, a persistence and savagery about the sturdy little trees that put weak human nature at complete defiance. One felt a sudden pity for the men and women who had been worsted after a long fight in that lonely place; one felt a sudden fear of the unconquerable, immediate forces of Nature, as in the irresistible moment of a thunderstorm.

I can recollect the time when folks were shy o these woods we just come through, said Mrs. Todd seriously. The men-folks themselves never d venture into em alone; if their cattle got strayed they d collect whoever they could get, and start off all together. They said a person was liable to get bewildered in there alone, and in old times folks had been lost. I expect there was considerable fear left over from the old Indian times, and the poor days o witchcraft; anyway, I ve seen bold men act kind o timid. Some women o the Asa Bowden family went out one afternoon berryin when I was a girl, and got lost and was out all night; they found em middle o the mornin next day, not half a mile from home, scared most to death, an sayin theyd heard wolves and other beasts sufficient for a caravan. Poor creaturs! they d strayed at last into a kind of low place amongst some alders, an one of em was so overset she never got over it, an went off in a sort o slow decline. T was like them victims that drowns in a foot o water; but their minds did suffer dreadful. Some folks is born afraid of the woods and all wild places, but I must say they ve always been like home to me.

I glanced at the resolute, confident face of my companion. Life was very strong in her, as if some force of Nature were personified in this simple-hearted woman and gave her cousinship to the ancient deities. She might have walked the primeval fields of Sicily; her strong gingham skirts might at that very moment bend the slender stalks of asphodel and be fragrant with trodden thyme, instead of the brown wind-brushed grass of New England and frost-bitten goldenrod. She was a great soul, was Mrs. Todd, and I her humble follower, as we went our way to visit the Queens Twin, leaving the bright view of the sea behind us, and descending to a lower country-side through the dry pastures and fields.

The farms all wore a look of gathering age, though the settlement was, after all, so young. The fences were already fragile, and it seemed as if the first impulse of agriculture had soon spent itself without hope of renewal. The better houses were always those that had some hold upon the riches of the sea; a house that could not harbor a fishing-boat in some neighboring inlet was far from being sure of every-day comforts. The land alone was not enough to live upon in that stony region; it belonged by right to the forest, and to the forest it fast returned. From the top of the hill where we had been sitting we had seen prosperity in the dim distance, where the land was good and the sun shone upon fat barns, and where warm-looking houses with three or four chimneys apiece stood high on their solid ridge above the bay.

As we drew nearer to Mrs. Martins it was sad to see what poor bushy fields, what thin and empty dwelling-places had been left by those who had chosen this disappointing part of the northern country for their home. We crossed the last field and came into a narrow rain-washed road, and Mrs. Todd looked eager and expectant and said that we were almost at our journeys end. I do hope Mis Martin ll ask you into her best room where she keeps all the Queens pictures. Yes, I think likely she will ask you; but t aint everybody she deems worthy to visit em, I can tell you! said Mrs. Todd warningly. She s been collectin em an cuttin em out o newspapers an magazines time out o mind, and if she heard of anybody sailin for an English port she d contrive to get a little money to em and ask to have the last likeness there was. She s most covered her best-room wall now; she keeps that room shut up sacred as a meetin-house! I wont say but I have my favorites amongst em, she told me t other day, but they re all beautiful to me as they can be! And shes made some kind o pretty little frames for em all — you know theres always a new fashion o frames comin round; first t was shell-work, and then t was pine-cones, and bead-works had its day, and now she s much concerned with perforated cardboard worked with silk. I tell you that best rooms a sight to see! But you must nt look for anything elegant, continued Mrs. Todd, after a moments reflection. Mis Martins always been in very poor, strugglin circumstances. She had ambition for her children, though they took right after their father an had little for themselves; she want over an above well married, however kind she may see fit to speak. Shes been patient an hard-workin all her life, and always high above makin mean complaints of other folks. I expect all this business about the Queen has buoyed her over many a shoal place in life. Yes, you might say that Abby d been a slave, but there aint any slave but has some freedom.

IV.

Presently I saw a low gray house standing on a grassy bank close to the road. The door was at the side, facing us, and a tangle of snowberry bushes and cinnamon roses grew to the level of the window-sills. On the doorstep stood a bent-shouldered, little old woman; there was an air of welcome and of unmistakable dignity about her.

She sees us coming, exclaimed Mrs. Todd in an excited whisper. There, I told her I might be over this way again if the weather held good, and if I came I d bring you. She said right off she d take great pleasure in havin a visit from you; I was surprised, shes usually so retirin.

Even this reassurance did not quell a faint apprehension on our part; there was something distinctly formal in the occasion, and one felt that consciousness of inadequacy which is never easy for the humblest pride to bear. On the way I had torn my dress in an unexpected encounter with a little thornbush, and I could now imagine how it felt to be going to Court and forgetting ones feathers or her Court train.

The Queens Twin was oblivious of such trifles; she stood waiting with a calm look until we came near enough to take her kind hand. She was a beautiful old woman, with clear eyes and a lovely quietness and genuineness of manner; there was not a trace of anything pretentious about her, or high-flown, as Mrs. Todd would say comprehensively. Beauty in age is rare enough in women who have spent their lives in the hard work of a farmhouse; but autumn-like and withered as this woman may have looked, her features had kept, or rather gained, a great refinement. She led us into her old kitchen and gave us seats, and took one of the little straight-backed chairs herself and sat a short distance away, as if she were giving audience to an ambassador. It seemed as if we should all be standing; you could not help feeling that the habits of her life were more ceremonious, but that for the moment she assumed the simplicities of the occasion.

Mrs. Todd was always Mrs. Todd, too great and self-possessed a soul for any occasion to ruffle. I admired her calmness, and presently the slow current of neighborhood talk carried one easily along; we spoke of the weather and the small adventures of the way, and then, as if I were after all not a stranger, our hostess turned almost affectionately to speak to me.

The weather will be growing dark in London now. I expect that you ve been in London, dear? she said.

Oh, yes, I answered. Only last year.

It is a great many years since I was there, along in the forties, said Mrs. Martin. T was the only voyage I ever made; most of my neighbors have been great travelers. My brother was master of a vessel, and his wife usually sailed with him; but that year she had a young child more frail than the others, and she dreaded the care of it at sea. It happened that my brother got a chance for my husband to go as supercargo, being a good accountant, and came one day to urge him to take it; he was very ill-disposed to the sea, but he had met with losses, and I saw my own opportunity and persuaded them both to let me go too. In those days they did nt object to a womans being aboard to wash and mend, the voyages were sometimes very long. And that was the way I come to see the Queen.

Mrs. Martin was looking straight in my eyes to see if I showed any genuine interest in the most interesting person in the world.

Oh, I am very glad you saw the Queen, I hastened to say. Mrs. Todd has told me that you and she were born the very same day.

We were indeed, dear! said Mrs. Martin, and she leaned back comfortably and smiled as she had not smiled before. Mrs. Todd gave a satisfied nod and glance, as if to say that things were going on as well as possible in this anxious moment.

Yes, said Mrs. Martin again, drawing her chair a little nearer, t was a very remarkable thing; we were born the same day, and at exactly the same hour, after you allowed for all the difference in time. My father figured it out sea-fashion. Her Royal Majesty and I opened our eyes upon this world together; say what you may, t is a bond between us.

Mrs. Todd assented with an air of triumph, and untied her hat-strings and threw them back over her shoulders with a gallant air.

And I married a man by the name of Albert, just the same as she did, and all by chance, for I did nt get the news that she had an Albert too till a fortnight afterward; news was slower coming then than it is now. My first baby was a girl, and I called her Victoria after my mate; but the next one was a boy, and my husband wanted the right to name him, and took his own name and his brother Edwards, and pretty soon I saw in the paper that the little Prince o Wales had been christened just the same. After that I made excuse to wait till I knew what she d named her children. I did nt want to break the chain, so I had an Alfred, and my darling Alice that I lost long before she lost hers, and there I stopped. If I d only had a dear daughter to stay at home with me, sames her youngest one, I should have been so thankful! But if only one of us could have a little Beatrice, I m glad t was the Queen; we ve both seen trouble, but she s had the most care.

I asked Mrs. Martin if she lived alone all the year, and was told that she did except for a visit now and then from one of her grandchildren, the only one that really likes to come an stay quiet long o grandma. She always says quick as shes through her schoolin shes goin to live with me all the time, but she s very pretty an has taking ways, said Mrs. Martin, looking both proud and wistful, so I can tell nothing at all about it! Yes, I ve been alone most o the time since my Albert was taken away, and thats a great many years; he had a long time o failing and sickness first. (Mrs. Todds foot gave an impatient scuff on the floor.) An I ve always lived right here. I aint like the Queens Majesty, for this is the only palace I ve got, said the dear old thing, smiling again. I m glad of it too, I dont like changing about, an our stations in life are set very different. I dont require what the Queen does, but sometimes I ve thought t was left to me to do the plain things she dont have time for. I expect shes a beautiful housekeeper, nobody could nt have done better in her high place, and shes been as good a mother as she s been a queen.

I guess she has, Abby, agreed Mrs. Todd instantly. How was it you happened to get such a good look at her? I meant to ask you again when I was here t other day.

Our ship was layin in the Thames, right there above Wapping. We was dischargin cargo, and under orders to clear as quick as we could for Bordeaux to take on an excellent freight o French goods, explained Mrs. Martin eagerly. I heard that the Queen was goin to a great review of her army, and would drive out o her Buckinham Palace about ten oclock in the mornin, and I run aft to Albert, my husband, and brother Horace where they was standin together by the hatchway, and told em they must one of em take me. They laughed, I was in such a hurry, and said they could nt go; and I found they meant it and got sort of impatient when I began to talk, and I was most broken-hearted; t was all the reason I had for makin that hard voyage. Albert could nt help often reproachin me, for he did so resent the sea, an I d known how t would be before we sailed; but I d minded nothing all the way till then, and I just crep back to my cabin an begun to cry. They was disappointed about their ships cook, an I d cooked for focsle an cabin myself all the way over; t was dreadful hard work, specially in rough weather; we d had head winds an a six weeks voyage. They d acted sort of ashamed o me when I pled so to go ashore, an that hurt my feelins most of all. But Albert come below pretty soon; I d never given way so in my life, an he begun to act frightened, and treated me gentle just as he did when we was goin to be married, an when I got over sobbin he went on deck and saw Horace an talked it over what they could do; they really had their duty to the vessel, and could nt be spared that day. Horace was real good when he understood everything, and he come an told me I d more than worked my passage an was goin to do just as I liked now we was in port. He d engaged a cook, too, that was comin aboard that mornin, and he was goin to send the ships carpenter with me — a nice fellow from up Thomaston way; he d gone to put on his ashore clothes as quicks he could. So then I got ready, and we started off in the small boat and rowed up river. I was afraid we were too late, but the tide was setting up very strong, and we landed an left the boat to a keeper, and I run all the way up those great streets and across a park. Twas a great day, with sights o folks everywhere, but t was just as if they was nothin but wax images to me. I kep askin my way an runnin on, with the carpenter comin after as best he could, and just as I worked to the front o the crowd by the palace, the gates was flung open and out she came; all prancin horses and shinin gold, and in a beautiful carriage there she sat; t was a moment o heaven to me. I saw her plain, and she looked right at me so pleasant and happy, just as if she knew there was somethin different between us from other folks.

There was a moment when the Queens Twin could not go on and neither of her listeners could ask a question.

Prince Albert was sitting right beside her in the carriage, she continued. Oh, he was a beautiful man! Yes, dear, I saw em both together just as I see you now, and then she was gone out o sight in another minute, and the common crowd was all spread over the place pushin an cheerin. T was some kind o holiday, an the carpenter and I got separated, an then I found him again after I did nt think I should, an he was all for makin a day of it, and goin to show me all the sights; he d been in London before, but I did nt want nothin else, an we went back through the streets down to the waterside an took the boat. I remember I mended an old coat o my Alberts as good as I could, sittin on the quarter-deck in the sun all that afternoon, and t was all as if I was livin in a lovely dream. I dont know how to explain it, but there hasnt been no friend Ive felt so near to me ever since.

One could not say much — only listen. Mrs. Todd put in a discerning question now and then, and Mrs. Martins eyes shone brighter and brighter as she talked. What a lovely gift of imagination and true affection was in this fond old heart! I looked about the plain New England kitchen, with its wood-smoked walls and homely braided rugs on the worn floor, and all its simple furnishings. The loud-ticking clock seemed to encourage us to speak; at the other side of the room was an early newspaper portrait of Her Majesty the Queen of Great Britain and Ireland. On a shelf below were some flowers in a little glass dish, as if they were put before a shrine.

If I could have had more to read, I should have known most everything about her, said Mrs. Martin wistfully. I ve made the most of what I did have, and thought it over and over till it came clear. I sometimes seem to have her all my own, as if we d lived right together. I ve often walked out into the woods alone and told her what my troubles was, and it always seemed as if she told me t was all right, an we must have patience. I ve got her beautiful book about the Highlands; t was dear Mis Todd here that found out about her printing it and got a copy for me, and its been a treasure to my heart, just as if t was written right to me. I always read it Sundays now, for my Sunday treat. Before that I used to have to imagine a good deal, but when I come to read her book, I knew what I expected was all true. We do think alike about so many things, said the Queens Twin with affectionate certainty. You see, there is something between us, being born just at the some time; t is what they call a birthright. She s had great tasks put upon her, being the Queen, an mine has been the humble lot; but shes done the best she could, nobody can say to the contrary, and there s something between us; shes been the great lesson I ve had to live by. Shes been everything to me. An when she had her Jubilee, oh, how my heart was with her!

There, t would nt play the part in her life it has in mine, said Mrs. Martin generously, in answer to something one of her listeners had said. Sometimes I think, now shes older, she might like to know about us. When I think how few old friends anybody has left at our age, I suppose it may be just the same with her as it is with me; perhaps she would like to know how we came into life together. But I ve had a great advantage in seeing her, an I can always fancy her goin on, while she dont know nothin yet about me, except she may feel my love stayin her heart sometimes an not know just where it comes from. An I dream about our being together out in some pretty fields, young as ever we was, and holdin hands as we walk along. I d like to know if she ever has that dream too. I used to have days when I made believe she did know, an was comin to see me, confessed the speaker shyly, with a little flush on her cheeks; and I d plan what I could have nice for supper, and I was nt goin to let anybody know she was here havin a good rest, except I d wish you, Almira Todd, or dear Mis Blackett would happen in, for you d know just how to talk with her. You see, she likes to be up in Scotland, right out in the wild country, better than she does anywhere else.

I d really love to take her out to see mother at Green Island, said
Mrs. Todd with a sudden impulse.

Oh, yes! I should love to have you, exclaimed Mrs. Martin, and then she began to speak in a lower tone. One day I got thinkin so about my dear Queen, she said, an livin so in my thoughts, that I went to work an got all ready for her, just as if she was really comin. I never told this to a livin soul before, but I feel you ll understand. I put my best fine sheets and blankets I spun an wove myself on the bed, and I picked some pretty flowers and put em all round the house, an I worked as hard an happy as I could all day, and had as nice a supper ready as I could get, sort of telling myself a story all the time. She was comin an I was goin to see her again, an I kep it up until nightfall; an when I see the dark an it come to me I was all alone, the dream left me, an I sat down on the doorstep an felt all foolish an tired. An, if you ll believe it, I heard steps comin, an an old cousin o mine come wanderin along, one I was apt to be shy of. She was nt all there, as folks used to say, but harmless enough and a kind of poor old talking body. And I went right to meet her when I first heard her call, stead o hidin as I sometimes did, an she come in dreadful willin, an we sat down to supper together; t was a supper I should have had no heart to eat alone.

I dont believe she ever had such a splendid time in her life as she did then. I heard her tell all about it afterwards, exclaimed Mrs. Todd compassionately. There, now I hear all this it seems just as if the Queen might have known and could nt come herself, so she sent that poor old creatur that was always in need!

Mrs. Martin looked timidly at Mrs. Todd and then at me. T was childish o me to go an get supper, she confessed.

I guess you want the first one to do that, said Mrs. Todd. No, I guess you want the first one who s got supper that way, Abby, and then for a moment she could say no more.

Mrs. Todd and Mrs. Martin had moved their chairs a little so that they faced each other, and I, at one side, could see them both.

No, you never told me o that before, Abby, said Mrs. Todd gently. Dont it show that for folks that have any fancy in em, such beautiful dreams is the real part o life? But to most folks the common things that happens outside em is all in all.

Mrs. Martin did not appear to understand at first, strange to say, when the secret of her heart was put into words; then a glow of pleasure and comprehension shone upon her face. Why, I believe you re right, Almira! she said, and turned to me.

Wouldnt you like to look at my pictures of the Queen? she asked, and we rose and went into the best room.

V.

The mid-day visit seemed very short; September hours are brief to match the shortening days. The great subject was dismissed for a while after our visit to the Queens pictures, and my companions spoke much of lesser persons until we drank the cup of tea which Mrs. Todd had foreseen. I happily remembered that the Queen herself is said to like a proper cup of tea, and this at once seemed to make her Majesty kindly join so remote and reverent a company. Mrs. Martins thin cheeks took on a pretty color like a girls. Somehow I always have thought of her when I made it extra good, she said. I ve got a real china cup that belonged to my grandmother, and I believe I shall call it hers now.

Why dont you? responded Mrs. Todd warmly, with a delightful smile.

Later they spoke of a promised visit which was to be made in the Indian summer to the Landing and Green Island, but I observed that Mrs. Todd presented the little parcel of dried herbs, with full directions, for a cure-all in the spring, as if there were no real chance of their meeting again first. As we looked back from the turn of the road the Queens Twin was still standing on the doorstep watching us away, and Mrs. Todd stopped, and stood still for a moment before she waved her hand again.

Theres one thing certain, dear, she said to me with great discernment; it aint as if we left her all alone!

Then we set out upon our long way home over the hill, where we lingered in the afternoon sunshine, and through the dark woods across the heron-swamp.


A DUNNET SHEPHERDESS.

I.
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EARLY ONE MORNING at Dunnet Landing, as if it were still night, I waked, suddenly startled by a spirited conversation beneath my window. It was not one of Mrs. Todds morning soliloquies; she was not addressing her plants and flowers in words of either praise or blame. Her voice was declamatory though perfectly good-humored, while the second voice, a mans, was of lower pitch and somewhat deprecating.

The sun was just above the sea, and struck straight across my room through a crack in the blind. It was a strange hour for the arrival of a guest, and still too soon for the general run of business, even in that tiny eastern haven where daybreak fisheries and early tides must often rule the day.

The mans voice suddenly declared itself to my sleepy ears. It was Mr.
William Blacketts.

Why, sister Almiry, he protested gently, I dont need none o your nostrums!

Pick me a small hanful, she commanded. No, no, a small hanful, I said, — o them large pennyryal sprigs! I go to all the trouble an cossetin of em just so as to have you ready to meet such occasions, an last year, you may remember, you never stopped here at all the day you went up country. An the frost come at last an blacked it. I never saw any herb that so objected to gardin ground; might as well try to flourish mayflowers in a common front yard. There, you can come in now, an set and eat what breakfast you ve got patience for. I ve found everything I want, an I ll mash em up an be all ready to put em on.

I heard such a pleading note of appeal as the speakers went round the corner of the house, and my curiosity was so demanding, that I dressed in haste, and joined my friends a little later, with two unnoticed excuses of the beauty of the morning, and the early mail boat. Williams breakfast had been slighted; he had taken his cup of tea and merely pushed back the rest on the kitchen table. He was now sitting in a helpless condition by the side window, with one of his sisters purple calico aprons pinned close about his neck. Poor William was meekly submitting to being smeared, as to his countenance, with a most pungent and unattractive lotion of pennyroyal and other green herbs which had been hastily pounded and mixed with cream in the little white stone mortar.

I had to cast two or three straightforward looks at William to reassure myself that he really looked happy and expectant in spite of his melancholy circumstances, and was not being overtaken by retribution. The brother and sister seemed to be on delightful terms with each other for once, and there was something of cheerful anticipation in their morning talk. I was reminded of Medeas anointing Jason before the great episode of the iron bulls, but to-day William really could not be going up country to see a railroad for the first time. I knew this to be one of his great schemes, but he was not fitted to appear in public, or to front an observing world of strangers. As I appeared he essayed to rise, but Mrs. Todd pushed him back into the chair.

Set where you be till it dries on, she insisted. Land sakes, youd think hed get over bein a boy some time or nother, gettin along in years as he is. An you d think he d seen full enough o fish, but once a year he has to break loose like this, an travel off way up back o the Bowden place — far out o my beat, tis — an go a trout fishin!

Her tone of amused scorn was so full of challenge that William changed color even under the green streaks.

I want some change, he said, looking at me and not at her. T is the prettiest little shady brook you ever saw.

If he ever fetched home more n a couple o minnies, t would seem worth while, Mrs. Todd concluded, putting a last dab of the mysterious compound so perilously near her brothers mouth that William flushed again and was silent.

A little later I witnessed his escape, when Mrs. Todd had taken the foolish risk of going down cellar. There was a horse and wagon outside the garden fence, and presently we stood where we could see him driving up the hill with thoughtless speed. Mrs. Todd said nothing, but watched him affectionately out of sight.

It serves to keep the mosquitoes off, she said, and a moment later it occurred to my slow mind that she spoke of the penny-royal lotion. I dont know sometimes but Williams kind of poetical, she continued, in her gentlest voice. You d think if anything could cure him of it, t would be the fish business.

It was only twenty minutes past six on a summer morning, but we both sat down to rest as if the activities of the day were over. Mrs. Todd rocked gently for a time, and seemed to be lost, though not poorly, like Macbeth, in her thoughts. At last she resumed relations with her actual surroundings. I shall now put my lobsters on. Theyll make us a good supper, she announced. Then I can let the fire out for all day; give it a holiday, sames William. You can have a little one now, nice an hot, if you aint got all the breakfast you want. Yes, I ll put the lobsters on. William was very thoughtful to bring em over; William is thoughtful; if he only had a spark o ambition, there be few could match him.

This unusual concession was afforded a sympathetic listener from the depths of the kitchen closet. Mrs. Todd was getting out her old iron lobster pot, and began to speak of prosaic affairs. I hoped that I should hear something more about her brother and their island life, and sat idly by the kitchen window looking at the morning glories that shaded it, believing that some flaw of wind might set Mrs. Todds mind on its former course. Then it occurred to me that she had spoken about our supper rather than our dinner, and I guessed that she might have some great scheme before her for the day.

When I had loitered for some time and there was no further word about William, and at last I was conscious of receiving no attention whatever, I went away. It was something of a disappointment to find that she put no hindrance in the way of my usual morning affairs, of going up to the empty little white schoolhouse on the hill where I did my task of writing. I had been almost sure of a holiday when I discovered that Mrs. Todd was likely to take one herself; we had not been far afield to gather herbs and pleasures for many days now, but a little later she had silently vanished. I found my luncheon ready on the table in the little entry, wrapped in its shining old homespun napkin, and as if by way of special consolation, there was a stone bottle of Mrs. Todds best spruce beer, with a long piece of cod line wound round it by which it could be lowered for coolness into the deep schoolhouse well.

I walked away with a dull supply of writing-paper and these provisions, feeling like a reluctant child who hopes to be called back at every step. There was no relenting voice to be heard, and when I reached the schoolhouse, I found that I had left an open window and a swinging shutter the day before, and the sea wind that blew at evening had fluttered my poor sheaf of papers all about the room.

So the day did not begin very well, and I began to recognize that it was one of the days when nothing could be done without company. The truth was that my heart had gone trouting with William, but it would have been too selfish to say a word even to ones self about spoiling his day. If there is one way above another of getting so close to nature that one simply is a piece of nature, following a primeval instinct with perfect self-forgetfulness and forgetting everything except the dreamy consciousness of pleasant freedom, it is to take the course of a shady trout brook. The dark pools and the sunny shallows beckon one on; the wedge of sky between the trees on either bank, the speaking, companioning noise of the water, the amazing importance of what one is doing, and the constant sense of life and beauty make a strange transformation of the quick hours. I had a sudden memory of all this, and another, and another. I could not get myself free from fishing and wishing.

At that moment I heard the unusual sound of wheels, and I looked past the high-growing thicket of wild-roses and straggling sumach to see the white nose and meagre shape of the Caplin horse; then I saw William sitting in the open wagon, with a small expectant smile upon his face.

I ve got two lines, he said. I was quite a piece up the road. I thought perhaps t was so you d feel like going.

There was enough excitement for most occasions in hearing William speak three sentences at once. Words seemed but vain to me at that bright moment. I stepped back from the schoolhouse window with a beating heart. The spruce-beer bottle was not yet in the well, and with that and my luncheon, and Pleasure at the helm, I went out into the happy world. The land breeze was blowing, and, as we turned away, I saw a flutter of white go past the window as I left the schoolhouse and my mornings work to their neglected fate.

II.

One seldom gave way to a cruel impulse to look at an ancient seafaring William, but one felt as if he were a growing boy; I only hope that he felt much the same about me. He did not wear the fishing clothes that belonged to his sea-going life, but a strangely shaped old suit of tea-colored linen garments that might have been brought home years ago from Canton or Bombay. William had a peculiar way of giving silent assent when one spoke, but of answering your unspoken thoughts as if they reached him better than words. I find them very easy, he said, frankly referring to the clothes. Father had them in his old sea-chest.

The antique fashion, a quaint touch of foreign grace and even imagination about the cut were very pleasing; if ever Mr. William Blackett had faintly resembled an old beau, it was upon that day. He now appeared to feel as if everything had been explained between us, as if everything were quite understood; and we drove for some distance without finding it necessary to speak again about anything. At last, when it must have been a little past nine oclock, he stopped the horse beside a small farmhouse, and nodded when I asked if I should get down from the wagon. You can steer about northeast right across the pasture, he said, looking from under the eaves of his hat with an expectant smile. I always leave the team here.

I helped to unfasten the harness, and William led the horse away to the barn. It was a poor-looking little place, and a forlorn woman looked at us through the window before she appeared at the door. I told her that Mr. Blackett and I came up from the Landing to go fishing. He keeps a-comin, dont he? she answered, with a funny little laugh, to which I was at a loss to find answer. When he joined us, I could not see that he took notice of her presence in any way, except to take an armful of dried salt fish from a corded stack in the back of the wagon which had been carefully covered with a piece of old sail. We had left a wake of their pungent flavor behind us all the way. I wondered what was going to become of the rest of them and some fresh lobsters which were also disclosed to view, but he laid the present gift on the doorstep without a word, and a few minutes later, when I looked back as we crossed the pasture, the fish were being carried into the house.

I could not see any signs of a trout brook until I came close upon it in the bushy pasture, and presently we struck into the low woods of straggling spruce and fir mixed into a tangle of swamp maples and alders which stretched away on either hand up and down stream. We found an open place in the pasture where some taller trees seemed to have been overlooked rather than spared. The sun was bright and hot by this time, and I sat down in the shade while William produced his lines and cut and trimmed us each a slender rod. I wondered where Mrs. Todd was spending the morning, and if later she would think that pirates had landed and captured me from the schoolhouse.

III.

The brook was giving that live, persistent call to a listener that trout brooks always make; it ran with a free, swift current even here, where it crossed an apparently level piece of land. I saw two unpromising, quick barbel chase each other upstream from bank to bank as we solemnly arranged our hooks and sinkers. I felt that Williams glances changed from anxiety to relief when he found that I was used to such gear; perhaps he felt that we must stay together if I could not bait my own hook, but we parted happily, full of a pleasing sense of companionship.

William had pointed me up the brook, but I chose to go down, which was only fair because it was his day, though one likes as well to follow and see where a brook goes as to find ones way to the places it comes from, and its tiny springs and headwaters, and in this case trout were not to be considered. Williams only real anxiety was lest I might suffer from mosquitoes. His own complexion was still strangely impaired by its defenses, but I kept forgetting it, and looking to see if we were treading fresh pennyroyal underfoot, so efficient was Mrs. Todds remedy. I was conscious, after we parted, and I turned to see if he were already fishing, and saw him wave his hand gallantly as he went away, that our friendship had made a great gain.

The moment that I began to fish the brook, I had a sense of its emptiness; when my bait first touched the water and went lightly down the quick stream, I knew that there was nothing to lie in wait for it. It is the same certainty that comes when one knocks at the door of an empty house, a lack of answering consciousness and of possible response; it is quite different if there is any life within. But it was a lovely brook, and I went a long way through woods and breezy open pastures, and found a forsaken house and overgrown farm, and laid up many pleasures for future joy and remembrance. At the end of the morning I came back to our meeting-place hungry and without any fish. William was already waiting, and we did not mention the matter of trout. We ate our luncheons with good appetites, and William brought our two stone bottles of spruce beer from the deep place in the brook where he had left them to cool. Then we sat awhile longer in peace and quietness on the green banks.

As for William, he looked more boyish than ever, and kept a more remote and juvenile sort of silence. Once I wondered how he had come to be so curiously wrinkled, forgetting, absent-mindedly, to recognize the effects of time. He did not expect any one else to keep up a vain show of conversation, and so I was silent as well as he. I glanced at him now and then, but I watched the leaves tossing against the sky and the red cattle moving in the pasture. I dont knows we need head for home. Its early yet, he said at last, and I was as startled as if one of the gray firs had spoken.

I guess I ll go up-along and ask after Thankful Hights folks, he continued. Mother d like to get word; and I nodded a pleased assent.

IV.

William led the way across the pasture, and I followed with a deep sense of pleased anticipation. I do not believe that my companion had expected me to make any objection, but I knew that he was gratified by the easy way that his plans for the day were being seconded. He gave a look at the sky to see if there were any portents, but the sky was frankly blue; even the doubtful morning haze had disappeared.

We went northward along a rough, clayey road, across a bare-looking, sunburnt country full of tiresome long slopes where the sun was hot and bright, and I could not help observing the forlorn look of the farms. There was a great deal of pasture, but it looked deserted, and I wondered afresh why the people did not raise more sheep when that seemed the only possible use to make of their land. I said so to Mr. Blackett, who gave me a look of pleased surprise.

Thats what She always maintains, he said eagerly. She s right about it, too; well, you ll see! I was glad to find myself approved, but I had not the least idea whom he meant, and waited until he felt like speaking again.

A few minutes later we drove down a steep hill and entered a large tract of dark spruce woods. It was delightful to be sheltered from the afternoon sun, and when we had gone some distance in the shade, to my great pleasure William turned the horses head toward some bars, which he let down, and I drove through into one of those narrow, still, sweet-scented by-ways which seem to be paths rather than roads. Often we had to put aside the heavy drooping branches which barred the way, and once, when a sharp twig struck William in the face, he announced with such spirit that somebody ought to go through there with an axe, that I felt unexpectedly guilty. So far as I now remember, this was Williams only remark all the way through the woods to Thankful Hights folks, but from time to time he pointed or nodded at something which I might have missed: a sleepy little owl snuggled into the bend of a branch, or a tall stalk of cardinal flowers where the sunlight came down at the edge of a small, bright piece of marsh. Many times, being used to the company of Mrs. Todd and other friends who were in the habit of talking, I came near making an idle remark to William, but I was for the most part happily preserved; to be with him only for a short time was to live on a different level, where thoughts served best because they were thoughts in common; the primary effect upon our minds of the simple things and beauties that we saw. Once when I caught sight of a lovely gay pigeon-woodpecker eyeing us curiously from a dead branch, and instinctively turned toward William, he gave an indulgent, comprehending nod which silenced me all the rest of the way. The wood-road was not a place for common noisy conversation; one would interrupt the birds and all the still little beasts that belonged there. But it was mortifying to find how strong the habit of idle speech may become in ones self. One need not always be saying something in this noisy world. I grew conscious of the difference between Williams usual fashion of life and mine; for him there were long days of silence in a sea-going boat, and I could believe that he and his mother usually spoke very little because they so perfectly understood each other. There was something peculiarly unresponding about their quiet island in the sea, solidly fixed into the still foundations of the world, against whose rocky shores the sea beats and calls and is unanswered.

We were quite half an hour going through the woods; the horses feet made no sound on the brown, soft track under the dark evergreens. I thought that we should come out at last into more pastures, but there was no half-wooded strip of land at the end; the high woods grew squarely against an old stone wall and a sunshiny open field, and we came out suddenly into broad daylight that startled us and even startled the horse, who might have been napping as he walked, like an old soldier. The field sloped up to a low unpainted house that faced the east. Behind it were long, frost-whitened ledges that made the hill, with strips of green turf and bushes between. It was the wildest, most Titanic sort of pasture country up there; there was a sort of daring in putting a frail wooden house before it, though it might have the homely field and honest woods to front against. You thought of the elements and even of possible volcanoes as you looked up the stony heights. Suddenly I saw that a region of what I had thought gray stones was slowly moving, as if the sun was making my eyesight unsteady.

Theres the sheep! exclaimed William, pointing eagerly. You see the sheep? and sure enough, it was a great company of woolly backs, which seemed to have taken a mysterious protective resemblance to the ledges themselves. I could discover but little chance for pasturage on that high sunburnt ridge, but the sheep were moving steadily in a satisfied way as they fed along the slopes and hollows.

I never have seen half so many sheep as these, all summer long! I cried with admiration.

There aint so many, answered William soberly. Its a great sight. They do so well because they re shepherded, but you cant beat sense into some folks.

You mean that somebody stays and watches them? I asked.

She observed years ago in her readin that they dont turn out their flocks without protection anywhere but in the State o Maine, returned William. First thing that put it into her mind was a little old book mothers got; she read it one time when she come out to the Island. They call it the Shepherd o Salisbury Plain. T was nt the purpose o the book to most, but when she read it, There, Mis Blackett! she said, thats where we ve all lacked sense; our Bibles ought to have taught us that what sheep need is a shepherd. You see most folks about here gave up sheep-raisin years ago count o the dogs. So she gave up school-teachin and went out to tend her flock, and has shepherded ever since, an done well.

For William, this approached an oration. He spoke with enthusiasm, and I shared the triumph of the moment. There she is now! he exclaimed, in a different tone, as the tall figure of a woman came following the flock and stood still on the ridge, looking toward us as if her eyes had been quick to see a strange object in the familiar emptiness of the field. William stood up in the wagon, and I thought he was going to call or wave his hand to her, but he sat down again more clumsily than if the wagon had made the familiar motion of a boat, and we drove on toward the house.

It was a most solitary place to live, — a place where one might think that a life could hide itself. The thick woods were between the farm and the main road, and as one looked up and down the country, there was no other house in sight.

Potatoes look well, announced William. The old folks used to say that there want no better land outdoors than the Hight field.

I found myself possessed of a surprising interest in the shepherdess, who stood far away in the hill pasture with her great flock, like a figure of Millets, high against the sky.

V.

Everything about the old farmhouse was clean and orderly, as if the green dooryard were not only swept, but dusted. I saw a flock of turkeys stepping off carefully at a distance, but there was not the usual untidy flock of hens about the place to make everything look in disarray. William helped me out of the wagon as carefully as if I had been his mother, and nodded toward the open door with a reassuring look at me; but I waited until he had tied the horse and could lead the way, himself. He took off his hat just as we were going in, and stopped for a moment to smooth his thin gray hair with his hand, by which I saw that we had an affair of some ceremony. We entered an old-fashioned country kitchen, the floor scrubbed into unevenness, and the doors well polished by the touch of hands. In a large chair facing the window there sat a masterful-looking old woman with the features of a warlike Roman emperor, emphasized by a bonnet-like black cap with a band of green ribbon. Her sceptre was a palm-leaf fan.

William crossed the room toward her, and bent his head close to her ear.

Feelin pretty well to-day, Mis Hight? he asked, with all the voice his narrow chest could muster.

No, I aint, William. Here I have to set, she answered coldly, but she gave an inquiring glance over his shoulder at me.

This is the young lady who is stopping with Almiry this summer, he explained, and I approached as if to give the countersign. She offered her left hand with considerable dignity, but her expression never seemed to change for the better. A moment later she said that she was pleased to meet me, and I felt as if the worst were over. William must have felt some apprehension, while I was only ignorant, as we had come across the field. Our hostess was more than disapproving, she was forbidding; but I was not long in suspecting that she felt the natural resentment of a strong energy that has been defeated by illness and made the spoil of captivity.

Mother well as usual since you was up last year? and William replied by a series of cheerful nods. The mention of dear Mrs. Blackett was a help to any conversation.

Been fishin, ashore, he explained, in a somewhat conciliatory voice. Thought youd like a few for winter, which explained at once the generous freight we had brought in the back of the wagon. I could see that the offering was no surprise, and that Mrs. Hight was interested.

Well, I expect they re good as the last, she said, but did not even approach a smile. She kept a straight, discerning eye upon me.

Give the lady a cheer, she admonished William, who hastened to place close by her side one of the straight-backed chairs that stood against the kitchen wall. Then he lingered for a moment like a timid boy. I could see that he wore a look of resolve, but he did not ask the permission for which he evidently waited.

You can go search for Esther, she said, at the end of a long pause that became anxious for both her guests. Esther d like to see her; and William in his pale nankeens disappeared with one light step and was off.

VI.

Dont speak too loud, it jars a persons head, directed Mrs. Hight plainly. Clear an distinct is what reaches me best. Any news to the Landin?

I was happily furnished with the particulars of a sudden death, and an engagement of marriage between a Caplin, a seafaring widower home from his voyage, and one of the younger Harrises; and now Mrs. Hight really smiled and settled herself in her chair. We exhausted one subject completely before we turned to the other. One of the returning turkeys took an unwarrantable liberty, and, mounting the doorstep, came in and walked about the kitchen without being observed by its strict owner; and the tin dipper slipped off its nail behind us and made an astonishing noise, and jar enough to reach Mrs. Hights inner ear and make her turn her head to look at it; but we talked straight on. We came at last to understand each other upon such terms of friendship that she unbent her majestic port and complained to me as any poor old woman might of the hardships of her illness. She had already fixed various dates upon the sad certainty of the year when she had the shock, which had left her perfectly helpless except for a clumsy left hand which fanned and gestured, and settled and resettled the folds of her dress, but could do no comfortable time-shortening work.

Yes m, you can feel sure I use it what I can, she said severely. Twas a long spell before I could let Esther go forth in the mornin till she d got me up an dressed me, but now she leaves things ready overnight and I get em as I want em with my light pair o tongs, and I feel very able about helpin myself to what I once did. Then when Esther returns, all she has to do is to push me out here into the kitchen. Some parts o the year Esther stays out all night, them moonlight nights when the dogs are apt to be after the sheep, but she dont use herself as hard as she once had to. She s well able to hire somebody, Esther is, but there, you cant find no hired man that wants to git up before five oclock nowadays; t aint as t was in my time. They re liable to fall asleep, too, and them moonlight nights shes so anxious she cant sleep, and out she goes. Theres a kind of a fold, she calls it, up there in a sheltered spot, and she sleeps up in a little shed she s got, — built it herself for lambin time and when the poor foolish creaturs gets hurt or anything. I ve never seen it, but she says its in a lovely spot and always pleasant in any weather. You see off, other side of the ridge, to the southard, where theres houses. I used to think some time I d get up to see it again, and all them spots she lives in, but I shant now. I m beginnin to go back; an t aint surprisin. I ve kind of got used to disappointments, and the poor soul drew a deep sigh.

VII.

It was long before we noticed the lapse of time; I not only told every circumstance known to me of recent events among the households of Mrs. Todds neighborhood at the shore, but Mrs. Hight became more and more communicative on her part, and went carefully into the genealogical descent and personal experience of many acquaintances, until between us we had pretty nearly circumnavigated the globe and reached Dunnet Landing from an opposite direction to that in which we had started. It was long before my own interest began to flag; there was a flavor of the best sort in her definite and descriptive fashion of speech. It may be only a fancy of my own that in the sound and value of many words, with their lengthened vowels and doubled cadences, there is some faint survival on the Maine coast of the sound of English speech of Chaucers time.

At last Mrs. Thankful Hight gave a suspicious look through the window.

Where do you suppose they be? she asked me. Esther must ha been off to the far edge o everything. I doubt William aint been able to find her; cant he hear their bells? His hearin all right?

William had heard some herons that morning which were beyond the reach of my own ears, and almost beyond eyesight in the upper skies, and I told her so. I was luckily preserved by some unconscious instinct from saying that we had seen the shepherdess so near as we crossed the field. Unless she had fled faster than Atalanta, William must have been but a few minutes in reaching her immediate neighborhood. I now discovered with a quick leap of amusement and delight in my heart that I had fallen upon a serious chapter of romance. The old woman looked suspiciously at me, and I made a dash to cover with a new piece of information; but she listened with lofty indifference, and soon interrupted my eager statements.

Aint William been gone some considerable time? she demanded, and then in a milder tone: The time has relly flown; I do enjoy havin company. I set here alone a sight o long days. Sheep is dreadful fools; I expect they heard a strange step, and set right off through bush an brier, spite of all she could do. But William might have the sense to return, stead o searchin about. I want to inquire of him about his mother. What was you goin to say? I guess you ll have time to relate it.

My powers of entertainment were on the ebb, but I doubled my diligence and we went on for another half-hour at least with banners flying, but still William did not reappear. Mrs. Hight frankly began to show fatigue.

Somethin s happened, an hes stopped to help her, groaned the old lady, in the middle of what I had found to tell her about a rumor of disaffection with the minister of a town I merely knew by name in the weekly newspaper to which Mrs. Todd subscribed. You step to the door, dear, an look if you cant see em. I promptly stepped, and once outside the house I looked anxiously in the direction which William had taken.

To my astonishment I saw all the sheep so near that I wonder we had not been aware in the house of every bleat and tinkle. And there, within a stones-throw, on the first long gray ledge that showed above the juniper, were William and the shepherdess engaged in pleasant conversation. At first I was provoked and then amused, and a thrill of sympathy warmed my whole heart. They had seen me and risen as if by magic; I had a sense of being the messenger of Fate. One could almost hear their sighs of regret as I appeared; they must have passed a lovely afternoon. I hurried into the house with the reassuring news that they were not only in sight but perfectly safe, with all the sheep.

VIII.

Mrs. Hight, like myself, was spent with conversation, and had ceased even the one activity of fanning herself. I brought a desired drink of water, and happily remembered some fruit that was left from my luncheon. She revived with splendid vigor, and told me the simple history of her later years since she had been smitten in the prime of her life by the stroke of paralysis, and her husband had died and left her alone with Esther and a mortgage on their farm. There was only one field of good land, but they owned a great region of sheep pasture and a little woodland. Esther had always been laughed at for her belief in sheep-raising when one by one their neighbors were giving up their flocks, and when everything had come to the point of despair she had raised all the money and bought all the sheep she could, insisting that Maine lambs were as good as any, and that there was a straight path by sea to Boston market. And by tending her flock herself she had managed to succeed; she had made money enough to pay off the mortgage five years ago, and now what they did not spend was safe in the bank. It has been stubborn work, day and night, summer and winter, an now she s beginnin to get along in years, said the old mother sadly. She s tended me long o the sheep, an she s been a good girl right along, but she ought to have been a teacher; and Mrs. Hight sighed heavily and plied the fan again.

We heard voices, and William and Esther entered; they did not know that it was so late in the afternoon. William looked almost bold, and oddly like a happy young man rather than an ancient boy. As for Esther, she might have been Jeanne dArc returned to her sheep, touched with age and gray with the ashes of a great remembrance. She wore the simple look of sainthood and unfeigned devotion. My heart was moved by the sight of her plain sweet face, weather-worn and gentle in its looks, her thin figure in its close dress, and the strong hand that clasped a shepherds staff, and I could only hold William in new reverence; this silent farmer-fisherman who knew, and he alone, the noble and patient heart that beat within her breast. I am not sure that they acknowledged even to themselves that they had always been lovers; they could not consent to anything so definite or pronounced; but they were happy in being together in the world. Esther was untouched by the fret and fury of life; she had lived in sunshine and rain among her silly sheep, and been refined instead of coarsened, while her touching patience with a ramping old mother, stung by the sense of defeat and mourning her lost activities, had given back a lovely self-possession, and habit of sweet temper. I had seen enough of old Mrs. Hight to know that nothing a sheep might do could vex a person who was used to the uncertainties and severities of her companionship.

IX.

Mrs. Hight told her daughter at once that she had enjoyed a beautiful call, and got a great many new things to think of. This was said so frankly in my hearing that it gave a consciousness of high reward, and I was indeed recompensed by the grateful look in Esthers eyes. We did not speak much together, but we understood each other. For the poor old woman did not read, and could not sew or knit with her helpless hand, and they were far from any neighbors, while her spirit was as eager in age as in youth, and expected even more from a disappointing world. She had lived to see the mortgage paid and money in the bank, and Esthers success acknowledged on every hand, and there were still a few pleasures left in life. William had his mother, and Esther had hers, and they had not seen each other for a year, though Mrs. Hight had spoken of a years making no change in William even at his age. She must have been in the far eighties herself, but of a noble courage and persistence in the world she ruled from her stiff-backed rocking-chair.

William unloaded his gift of dried fish, each one chosen with perfect care, and Esther stood by, watching him, and then she walked across the field with us beside the wagon. I believed that I was the only one who knew their happy secret, and she blushed a little as we said good-by.

I hope you aint goin to feel too tired, mothers so deaf; no, I hope you wont be tired, she said kindly, speaking as if she well knew what tiredness was. We could hear the neglected sheep bleating on the hill in the next moments silence. Then she smiled at me, a smile of noble patience, of uncomprehended sacrifice, which I can never forget. There was all the remembrance of disappointed hopes, the hardships of winter, the loneliness of single-handedness in her look, but I understood, and I love to remember her worn face and her young blue eyes.

Good-by, William, she said gently, and William said good-by, and gave her a quick glance, but he did not turn to look back, though I did, and waved my hand as she was putting up the bars behind us. Nor did he speak again until we had passed through the dark woods and were on our way homeward by the main road. The grave yearly visit had been changed from a hope into a happy memory.

You can see the sea from the top of her pasture hill, said William at last.

Can you? I asked, with surprise.

Yes, its very high land; the ledges up there show very plain in clear weather from the top of our island, and theres a high upstandin tree that makes a landmark for the fishin grounds. And William gave a happy sigh.

When we had nearly reached the Landing, my companion looked over into the back of the wagon and saw that the piece of sailcloth was safe, with which he had covered the dried fish. I wish we had got some trout, he said wistfully. They always appease Almiry, and make her feel t was worth while to go.

I stole a glance at William Blackett. We had not seen a solitary mosquito, but there was a dark stripe across his mild face, which might have been an old scar won long ago in battle.


WHERES NORA?

I.

[image: img78.jpg]

WHERES NORA?

The speaker was a small, serious-looking old Irishman, one of those Patricks who are almost never called Pat. He was well-dressed and formal, and wore an air of dignified authority.

I dont know meself wheres Nora then, so I dont, answered his companion. The shild would nt stop for a sup o breakfast before she d go out to see the town, an nobody s seen the laste smitch of her since. I might sweep the streets wit a broom and I could nt find her.

Maybe shes strayed beyand and gone losing in the strange place, suggested Mr. Quin, with an anxious glance. Did nt none o the folks go wit her?

How would annybody be goin an she up an away before there was a foot out o bed in the house? answered Mike Duffy impatiently. T was herself that caught sight of Nora stealin out o the door like a thief, an meself getting me best sleep at the time. Herself had to sit up an laugh in the bed and be plaguin me wit her tarkin. Look at Nora! says she. Wheres Nora? says I, wit a great start. I thought something had happened the poor shild. Oh, go to slape, you fool! says Mary Ann. T is only four oclock, says she, an that grasshopper greenhorn cant wait for broad day till she go out an see the whole of Ameriky. So I wint off to sleep again; the first bell was biginnin on the mill, and I had an hour an a piece, good, to meself after that before Mary Ann come scoldin. I dont be sleepin so well as some folks the first part of the night.

Mr. Patrick Quin ignored the interest of this autobiographical statement, and with a contemptuous shake of the head began to feel in his pocket for a pipe. Every one knew that Mike Duffy was a person much too fond of his ease, and that all the credit of their prosperity belonged to his hard-worked wife. She had reared a family of respectable sons and daughters, who were all settled and doing well for themselves, and now she was helping to bring out some nephews and nieces from the old country. She was proud to have been born a Quin; Patrick Quin was her brother and a man of consequence.

Deed, I d like well to see the poor shild, said Patrick. Id no thought they d land before the day or to-morrow mornin, or I d have been over last night. I suppose she brought all the news from home?

The folks is all well, thanks be to God, proclaimed Mr. Duffy solemnly. T was late when she come; t was on the quarter to nine she got here. There s been great deaths after the winther among the old folks. Old Peter Murphys gone, she says, an his brother that lived over by Ballycannon died the same week with him, and Dan Donahoe an Corny Donahoes lost their old aunt on the twelfth of March, that gave them her farm to take care of her before I came out. She was old then, too.

Faix, it was time for the old lady, so it was, said Patrick Quin, with affectionate interest. She d be the oldest in the parish this tin years past.

Nora said t was a fine funeral; they d three priests to her, and everything of the best. Nora was there herself and all our folks. The bys was very proud of her for being so old and respicted.

Sure, Mary was an old woman, and I first coming out, repeated Patrick, with feeling. I went up to her that Monday night, and I sailing on a Wednesday, an she gave me her blessing and a present of five shillings. She said then she d see me no more; t was poor old Mary had the giving hand, God bless her and save her! I joked her that she d soon be marrying and coming out to Ameriky like meself. No, says she, I m too old. I ll die here where I was born; this old farm is me one home o the world, and I ll never be afther lavin it; t is right enough for you young folks to go, says she. I could nt get my mouth open to answer her. T was meself that was very homesick in me inside, coming away from the old place, but I had great boldness before every one. T was old Mary saw the tears in me eyes then. Dont mind, Patsy, says she; if you dont do well there, come back to it an I ll be glad to take your folks in till you ll be afther getting started again. She had nt the money then she got afterward from her cousin in Dublin; t was the kind heart of her spoke, an meself being but a boy that was young to maintain himself, let alone a family. Thanks be to God, I ve done well, afther all, but for me crooked leg. I does be dramin of going home sometimes; t is often yet I wake up wit the smell o the wet bushes in the mornin when a man does be goin to his work at home.

Mike Duffy looked at his brother-in-law with curiosity; the two men were sitting side by side before Mikes house on a bit of green bank between the sidewalk and the road. It was May, and the dandelions were blooming all about them, thick in the grass. Patrick Quin readied out and touched one of them with his stick. He was a lame man, and had worked as section hand for the railroad for many years, until the bad accident which forced him to retire on one of the companys rarely given pensions. He had prevented a great disaster on the road; those who knew him well always said that his position had never been equal to his ability, but the men who stood above him and the men who were below him held Patrick Quin at exactly the same estimate. He had limped along the road from the clean-looking little yellow house that he owned not far away on the river-bank, and his mind was upon his errand.

I come over early to ask the shild would nt she come home wit me an ate her dinner, said Patrick. Herself sent me; shes got a great wash the day, last week being so rainy, an we niver got word of Nora being here till this morning, and then everybody had it that passed by, wondering what got us last night that we were nt there.

T was on the quarter to nine she come, said Uncle Mike, taking up the narrative with importance. Herself an me had blown out the light, going to bed, when there come a scuttlin at the door and I heard a bit of a laugh like the first bird in the morning — 

Stop where you are, Bridget, says I, continued Mr. Quin, without taking any notice, an I ll take me third leg and walk over and bring Nora down to you. Bridgets great for the news from home now, for all she was so sharp to be laving it.

She brought me a fine present, and the mate of it for yourself, said Mike Duffy. Two good thorn sticks for the two of us. They re inside in the house.

A thorn stick, indeed! Did she now? exclaimed Patrick, with unusual delight. The poor shild, did she do that now? I ve thought manny s the time since I got me lameness how well I d like one o those old-fashioned thorn sticks. Me own is one o them sticks a man d carry tin years and toss it into a brook at the ind an not miss it.

They re good thorn sticks, the both of them, said Mike complacently.
I dont know ill I bring em out before she comes.

Is she a pritty slip of a gerrl, I d know? asked Patrick, with increased interest.

She aint, then, answered his companion frankly. She does be thin as a young grasshopper, and she s red-headed, and she s freckled, too, from the sea, like all them young things comin over; but she s got a pritty voice, like all her mothers folks, and a quick eye like a birds. The old-country talks fresh in her mouth, too, so it is; you d think you were coming out o mass some spring morning at home and hearing all the girls whin theyd be chatting and funning at the boys. I do be thinking shes a smart little girl, annyway; look at her off to see the town so early and not back yet, bad manners to her! She ll be wanting some clothes, I suppose; shes very old-fashioned looking; they does always be wanting new clothes, coming out, and Mike gave an ostentatious sigh and suggestive glance at his brother-in-law.

Deed, I m willing to help her get a good start; aint she me own sisters shild? agreed Patrick Quin cheerfully. We ve been young ourselves, too. Well, then, tis bad news of old Mary Donahoe bein gone at the farm. I always thought if I d go home how I d go along the fields to get the great welcome from her. She was one that always liked to hear folks had done well, and he looked down at his comfortable, clean old clothes as if they but reminded him how poor a young fellow he had come away. I m very sorry afther Mary; she was a good oman, God save her!

Faix, it was time for her, insisted Mike, not without sympathy. Were you afther wanting her to live forever, the poor soul? An the shild said she d the best funeral was ever in the parish of Dunkenny since she remimbered it. What could anny one ask more than that, and she raching such an age, the cratur! Stop here awhile an you ll hear all the tark from Nora; she told over to me all the folks that was there. Where has she gone wit herself, I dont know? Mary Ann! he turned his head toward the house and called in a loud, complaining tone; wheres Nora, annyway?

Heres Nora, then, a sweet girlish voice made unexpected reply, and a light young figure flitted from the sidewalk behind him and stood lower down on the green bank.

Whats wanting wit Nora? and she stooped quickly like a child to pick some of the dandelions as if she had found gold. She had a sprig of wild-cherry blossom in her dress, which she must have found a good way out in the country.

Come now, and speak to Patrick Quin, your mothers own brother, thats waiting here for you all this time you ve been running over the place, commanded Mr. Duffy, with some severity.

An is it me own Uncle Patsy, dear? exclaimed Nora, with the sweetest brogue and most affectionate sincerity. Oh, that me mother could see him too! and she dropped on her knees beside the lame little man and kissed him, and knelt there looking at him with delight, holding his willing hand in both her own.

An aint you got me mothers own looks, too? Oh, Uncle Patsy, is it yourself, dear? I often heard about you, and I brought you me mothers hearts love, deed I did then! Its many a lovely present of a pound you ve sent us. An I ve got a thorn stick that grew in the hedge, goin up the little rise of ground above the Wishin Brook, sir; mother said you d mind the place well when I told you.

I do then, me shild, said Patrick Quin, with dignity; tis manny the day we all played there together, for all we re so scattered now and some dead, too, God rest them! Sure, you re a nice little gerrl, an I give you great welcome and the hope you ll do well. Come along wit me now. Your Aunty Biddys jealous to put her two eyes on you, an we never getting the news you d come till late this morning. I ll go fetch Nora for you, says I, to contint her. They ll be tarked out at Duffys by this time, says I.

Oh, I m full o tark yet! protested Nora gayly. Coom on, then,
Uncle Patsy! and she gave him her strong young hand as he rose.

An how do you be likin Ameriky? asked the pleased old man, as they walked along.

I like Ameriky fine, answered the girl gravely. She was taller than he, though she looked so slender and so young. I was very downhearted, too, lavin home and me mother, but I ll go back to it some day, God willing, sir; I could nt die witout seeing me mother again. I m all over the place here since daybreak. I think I d like work best on the railway, and she turned toward him with a resolved and serious look.

Wisha! there s no work at all for a girl like you on the Road, said Uncle Patsy patiently. You ve a bit to learn yet, sure; t is the mill you mane.

There ll be plinty work to do. I always thought at home, when I heard the folks tarking, that I d get work on the railway when I d come to Ameriky. Yis, indeed, sir! continued Nora earnestly. I was looking at the mills just now, and I heard the great nise from them. I d never be afther shutting meself up in anny mill out of the good air. I ve no call to go to jail yet in thim mill walls. Perhaps there d be somebody working next me that I d never get to like, sir.

There was something so convinced and decided about these arguments that Uncle Patsy, usually the calm autocrat of his young relatives, had nothing whatever to say. Nora was gently keeping step with his slow gait. She had won his heart once for all when she called him by the old boyish name her mother used forty years before, when they played together by the Wishing Brook.

I wonder do you know a by named Johnny OCallahan? inquired Nora presently, in a somewhat confidential tone; a pritty by thats working on the railway; I seen him last night and I coming here; he aint a guard at all, but a young fellow that minds the brakes. We stopped a long while out there; somethin got off the rails, and he adwised wit me, seeing I was a stranger. He said he knew you, sir.

Oh, yes, Johnny OCallahan. I know him well; he s a nice by, too, answered Patrick Quin approvingly.

Yis, sir, a pritty by, said Nora, and her color brightened for an instant, but she said no more.

II.

Mike Duffy and his wife came into the Quins kitchen one week-day night, dressed in their Sunday clothes; they had been making a visit to their well-married daughter in Lawrence. Patrick Quins chair was comfortably tipped back against the wall, and Bridget, who looked somewhat gloomy, was putting away the white supper-dishes.

Where s Nora? demanded Mike Duffy, after the first salutations.

You may well say it; I m afther missing her every hour in the day, lamented Bridget Quin.

Noras gone into business on the Road then, so she has, said Patrick, with an air of fond pride. He was smoking, and in his shirt-sleeves; his coat lay on the wooden settee at the other side of the room.

Hand me me old coat there before you sit down; I want me pocket, he commanded, and Mike obeyed. Mary Ann, fresh from her journey, began at once to give a spirited account of her daughters best room and general equipment for housekeeping, but she suddenly became aware that the tale was of secondary interest. When the narrator stopped for breath there was a polite murmur of admiration, but her husband boldly repeated his question. Wheres Nora? he insisted, and the Quins looked at each other and laughed.

Ourselves is old hins thats hatched ducks, confessed Patrick. Aint I afther telling you shes gone into trade on the Road? and he took his pipe from his mouth, — that after-supper pipe which neither prosperity nor adversity was apt to interrupt. She s set up for herself over-right the long switch, down there at Birch Plains. Nora ll soon be rich, the cratur; her mind was on it from the first start; t was from one o them OCallahan bys she got the notion, the night she come here first a greenhorn.

Well, well, shes lost no time; aint she got the invintion! chuckled Mr. Michael Duffy, who delighted in the activity of others. What excuse had she for Birch Plains? Theres no town to it.

T was a chance on the Road she mint to have from the first, explained the proud uncle, forgetting his pipe altogether; twas that she told me the first day she came out, an she walking along going home wit me to her dinner; t was the first speech I had wit Nora. T is the mills you mane? says I. No, no, Uncle Patsy! says she, it aint the mills at all, at all; t is on the Road I m going. I tought she d some wild notion she d soon be laughing at, but she settled down very quiet-like with Aunty Biddy here, knowing yourselves to be going to Lawrence, and I told her stay as long as she had a mind. Wisha, she d an old apron on her in five minutes time, an took hold wit the wash, and wint singing like a blackbird out in the yard at the line. Sit down, Aunty! says she; you re not so light-stepping as me, an I ll tell you all the news from home; an I ll get the dinner, too, when I ve done this, says she. Wisha, but shes the good cook for such a young thing; t is Bridget says it as well as meself. She made a stew that day; t was like the ones her mother made Sundays, she said, if they d be lucky in getting a piece of meat; t was a fine-tasting stew, too; she thinks we re all rich over here. So we are, me dear! says I, but every one dont have the sinse to believe it.

Spake for yourselves! exclaimed one of the listeners. You do be like Father Ross, always prachin that we d best want less than want more. He takes honest folks for fools, poor man, said Mary Ann Duffy, who had no patience at any time with new ideas.

An so she wint on the next two or free days, said Patrick approvingly, without noticing the interruption, being as quiet as you d ask, and being said by her aunt in everything; and she would nt let on she was homesick, but she d no tark of anything but the folks at Dunkinny. When there d be nothing to do for an hour she d slip out and be gone wit herself for a little while, and be very still comin in. Last Thursday, after supper, she ran out; but by the time I d done me pipe, back she came flying in at the door.

I m going off to a place called Birch Plains to-morrow morning, on the nine, Uncle Patsy, says she; do you know where it is? says she. I do, says I; t was not far from it I broke me leg wit the dam derrick. T was to Jerry Ryans house they took me first. Theres no town there at all; t is the only house in it; Ryan s the switchman.

Would they take me to lodge for a while, I d know? says she, havin great business. What d ye be afther in a place like that? says I. Ryan s got girls himself, an they re all here in the mills, goin home Saturday nights, less theres some show or some dance. Theres no money out there. She laughed then an wint back to the door, and in come Mickey Dunn from McLoughlins store, lugging the size of himself of bundles. Whats all this? says I; t aint here they belong; I bought nothing to-day. Dont be scolding! says she, and Mickey got out of it laughing. I m going to be cooking for meself in the morning! says she, with her head on one side, like a cock-sparrow. You lind me the price o the fire and Ill pay you in cakes, says she, and off she wint then to bed. T was before day I heard her at the stove, and I smelt a baking that made me want to go find it, and when I come out in the kitchen she d the table covered with her cakeens, large and small. Whats all this whillalu, me topknot-hin? says I. Ate that, says she, and hopped back to the oven-door. Her aunt come out then, scolding fine, and whin she saw the great baking she dropped down in a chair like shed faint and her breath all gone. We ont ate them in ten days, says she; no, not till the blue mould has struck them all, God help us! says she. Dont bother me, says Nora; I m goin off with them all on the nine. Uncle Patsy ll help me wit me basket.

Uncle Patsy ont now, says Bridget. Faix, I thought she was up with one o them tree days scolds she d have when she was young and the childre all the one size. You could hear the bawls of her a mile away.

Whishper, dear, says Nora; I dont want to be livin on anny of me folks, and Johnny OCallahan said all the bys was wishing there was somebody would kape a clane little place out there at Birch Plains, — with something to ate and the like of a cup of tay. He says tis a good little chance; them big trains does all be waiting there tin minutes and fifteen minutes at a time, and everybodys hungry. I ll thry me luck for a couple o days, says I; tis no harm, an Ive tin shillings o me own that Father Daley gave me wit a grand blessing and I laving home behind me.

What tark you have of Johnny OCallahan, says I.

Look at this now! continued the proud uncle, while Aunt Biddy sat triumphantly watching the astonished audience; t is a letter I got from the shild last Friday night, and he brought up a small piece of paper from his coat-pocket. She writes a good hand, too. Dear Uncle Patsy, says she, this leaves me well, thanks be to God. I m doing the roaring trade with me cakes; all Ryans little boys is selling on the trains. I took one pound three the first day: t was a great excursion train got stuck fast and they d a hot box on a wheel keeping them an hour and two more trains stopping for them; t would be a very pleasant day in the old country that anybody d take a pound and three shillings. Dear Uncle Patsy, I want a whole half-barrel of that same flour and ten pounds of sugar, and I ll pay it back on Sunday. I sind respects and duty to Aunty Bridget and all friends; this laves me in great haste. I wrote me dear mother last night and sint her me first pound, God bless her.

Look at that for you now! exclaimed Mike Duffy. Did nt I tell every one here she was fine an smart?

She ll be soon Prisident of the Road, announced Aunt Mary Ann, who, having been energetic herself, was pleased to recognize the same quality in others.

She dont be so afraid of the worruk as the worruks afraid of her, said Aunt Bridget admiringly. She ll have her fling for a while and be glad to go in and get a good chance in the mill, and be kaping her plants in the weave-room windows this winter with the rest of the girls. Come, tell us all about Elleneen and the baby. I aint heard a word about Lawrence yet, she added politely.

Ellens doing fine, an its a pritty baby. Shes got a good husband, too, that laves her her own way and the keep of his money every Saturday night, said Mary Ann; and the little company proceeded to the discussion of a new and hardly less interesting subject. But before they parted, they spoke again of Nora.

Shes a fine, crabbed little gerrl, that little Nora, said Mr.
Michael Duffy.

Thank God, none o me childre is red-headed on me; theyre no more to be let an held than a flick o fire, said Aunt Mary Ann. Who d ever take the notion to be setting up business out there on the Birchy Plains?

Ryans folks ll look after her, sure, the same as ourselves, insisted Uncle Patsy hopefully, as he lighted his pipe again. It was like a summer night; the kitchen windows were all open, the month of May was nearly at an end, and there was a sober croaking of frogs in the low fields that lay beyond the village.

III.

Wheres Nora? Young Johnny OCallahan was asking the question; the express had stopped for water, and he seemed to be the only passenger; this was his day off.

Mrs. Ryan was sitting on her doorstep to rest in the early evening; her husband had been promoted from switch-tender to boss of the great water-tank which was just beginning to be used, and there was talk of further improvements and promotions at Birch Plains; but the good-natured wife sensibly declared that the better off a woman was, the harder she always had to work.

She took a long look at Johnny, who was dressed even more carefully than if it were a pleasant Sunday.

This dont be your train, annyway, she answered, in a meditative tone. How come you here now all so fine, I d like to know, riding in the cars like a lord; aint you brakeman yet on old twinty-four?

Deed I am, Mrs. Ryan; you would nt be afther grudging a boy his day off? Wheres Nora?

Shes gone up the road a bitteen, said Mrs. Ryan, as if she suddenly turned to practical affairs. She s worked hard the day, poor shild! and she took the cool of the evening, and the last bun she had left, and wint away with herself. I kep the taypot on the stove for her, but she d have none at all, at all!

The young man turned away, and Mrs. Ryan looked after him with an indulgent smile. Hes a pritty by, she said. I d like well if he d give a look at one o me own gerrls; Julia, now, would look well walking with him, she s so dark. Hes got money saved. I saw the first day he come after the cakeens t was the one that baked them was in his mind. Shes lucky, is Nora; well, Im glad of it.

It was fast growing dark, and Johnnys eyes were still dazzled by the bright lights of the train as he stepped briskly along the narrow country road. The more he had seen Nora and the better he liked her, the less she would have to say to him, and tonight he meant to find her and have a talk. He had only succeeded in getting half a dozen words at a time since the night of their first meeting on the slow train, when she had gladly recognized the peculiar brogue of her own country-side, as Johnny called the names of the stations, and Johnnys quick eyes had seen the tired-looking, uncertain, yet cheerful little greenhorn in the corner of the car, and asked if she were not the niece that was coming out to Mrs. Duffy. He had watched the growth of her business with delight, and heard praises of the cakes and buns with willing ears; was it not his own suggestion that had laid the foundation of Noras prosperity? Since their first meeting they had always greeted each other like old friends, but Nora grew more and more willing to talk with any of her breathless customers who hurried up the steep bank from the trains than with him. She would never take any pay for her wares from him, and for a week he had stopped coming himself and sent by a friend his money for the cakes; but one day poor Johnnys heart could not resist the temptation of going with the rest, and Nora had given him a happy look, straightforward and significant. There was no time for a word, but she picked out a crusty bun, and he took it and ran back without offering to pay. It was the best bun that a man ever ate. Nora was two months out now, and he had never walked with her an evening yet.

The shadows were thick under a long row of willows; there was a new moon, and a faint glow in the west still lit the sky. Johnny walked on the grassy roadside with his ears keen to hear the noise of a betraying pebble under Noras light foot. Presently his heart beat loud and all out of time as a young voice began to sing a little way beyond.

Nora was walking slowly away, but Johnny stopped still to listen. She was singing A Blacksmith Courted Me, one of the quaintest and sweetest of the old-country songs, as she strolled along in the soft-aired summer night. By the time she came to My love s gone along the fields, Johnny hurried on to overtake her; he could hear the other verses some other time, — the bird was even sweeter than the voice.

Nora was startled for a moment, and stopped singing, as if she were truly a bird in a bush, but she did not flutter away. Is it yourself, Mister Johnny? she asked soberly, as if the frank affection of the song had not been assumed.

Its meself, answered Johnny, with equal discretion. I come out for a moutful of air; its very hot inside in the town. Days off are well enough in winter, but in summer you get a fine air on the train. T was well we both took the same direction. How is the business? All the bys are saying theyd be lost without it; sure there aint a stomach of them but wants its bun, and they cried the length of the Road that day the thunder spoiled the baking.

Take this, said Nora, as if she spoke to a child; theres a fine crust of sugar on the top. T is one I brought out for me little supper, but I m so pleased wit bein rich that I ve no need at all for ating. An I m as tired as I m rich, she added, with a sigh; t is few can say the same in this lazy land.

Sure, lets ate it together; tis a big little cakeen, urged Johnny, breaking the bun and anxiously offering Nora the larger piece. I can like the taste of anything better by halves, if I ve got company. You ought to have a good supper of tay and a piece of steak and some potaties rather than this! Dont be giving yourself nothing but the saved cakes, an you working so hard!

T is plenty days I d a poorer supper when I was at home, said Nora sadly; me father dying so young, and all of us begging at me mothers skirts. Its all me thought how will I get rich and give me mother all the fine things thats in the world. I wish I d come over sooner, but it broke my heart whinever I d think of being out of sight of her face. She looks old now, me mother does.

Nora may have been touched by Johnnys affectionate interest in her supper; she forgot all her shyness and drew nearer to him as they walked along, and he drew a little closer to her.

My mother is dead these two years, he said simply. It makes a man be very lonesome when his mother s dead. I board with my sister thats married; I m not much there at all. I do be thinking I d like a house of my own. I ve plinty saved for it.

I said in the first of coming out that I d go home again when I had fifty pounds, said Nora hastily, and taking the other side of the narrow road. I ve got a piece of it already, and I ve sent back more beside. I thought I d be gone two years, but some days I think I wont be so long as that.

Why dont you be afther getting your mother out? T is so warm in the winter in a good house, and no dampness like there does be at home; and her brother and her sister both being here. There was deep anxiety in Johnnys voice.

Oh, I dont know indeed! said Nora. Shes very wake-hearted, is me mother; she d die coming away from the old place and going to sea. No, I m going to work meself and go home; I ll have presents, too, for everybody along the road, and the children ll be running and skrieghing afther me, and they ll all get sweeties from me. T is a very poor neighborhood where we live, but a lovely sight of the say. It aint often annybody comes home to it, but t will be a great day then, and the poor old folks ll all be calling afther me: Wheres Nora? Show me Nora! Nora, sure, what have you got for me? I ont forget one of them aither, God helping me! said Nora, in a passion of tenderness and pity. And, oh, Johnny, then afther that I ll see me mother in the door!

Johnny was so close at her side that she slipped her hand into his, and neither of them stopped to think about so sweet and natural a pleasure. I d like well to help you, me darlin, said Johnny.

Sure, an was nt it yourself gave me all me good fortune? exclaimed Nora. I d be hard-hearted an I forgot that so soon and you a Kerry boy, and me mother often spaking of your mothers folks before ever I thought of coming out!

Sure and would nt you spake the good word to your mother about me sometime, dear? pleaded Johnny, openly taking the part of lover. Noras hand was still in his; they were walking slowly in the summer night. I loved you the first word I heard out of your mouth,— twas like a thrush from home singing to me there in the train. I said when I got home that night, I d think of no other girl till the day I died.

Oh! said Nora, frightened with the change of his voice. Oh, Johnny, t is too soon. We never walked out this way before; you ll have to wait for me; perhaps you d soon be tired of poor Nora, and the likes of one thats all for saving and going home! You ll marry a prittier girl than me some day, she faltered, and let go his hand.

Indeed, I wont, then, insisted Johnny OCallahan stoutly.

Will you let me go home to see me mother? said Nora soberly. I m afther being very homesick, t is the truth for me. I d lose all me courage if it want for the hope of that.

I will, indeed, said Johnny honestly.

Nora put out her hand again, of her own accord. I ll not say no, then, she whispered in the dark. I cant work long unless I do be happy, and — well, leave me free till the months end, and maybe then I ll say yes. Stop, stop! she let go Johnnys hand, and hurried along by herself in the road, Johnny, in a transport of happiness, walking very fast to keep up. She reached a knoll where he could see her slender shape against the dim western sky. Wait till I tell you; whisper! said Nora eagerly. You know there were some of the managers of the road, the superintendents and all those big ones, came to Birch Plains yesterday?

I did be hearing something, said Johnny, wondering.

There was a quiet-spoken, nice old gentleman came asking me at the door for something to eat, and I being there baking; t is my time in the morning whin the early trains does be gone, and I ve a fine stretch till the expresses are beginnin to screech, — the tin, and the tin-thirty-two, and the Flying Aigle. I was in a great hurry with word of an excursion coming in the afternoon and me stock very low; I d been baking since four oclock. He d no coat on him, t was very warm; and I thought t was some tramp. Lucky for me I looked again and I said, What are you wanting, sir? and then I saw he d a beautiful shirt on him, and was very quiet and pleasant.

I came away witout me breakfast, says he. Can you give me something without too much throuble? says he. Do you have anny of those buns there that I hear the men talking about?

Theres buns there, sir, says I, and I ll make you a cup of tay or a cup of coffee as quick as I can, says I, being pleased at the bys giving me buns a good name to the likes of him. He was very hungry, too, poor man, an I ran to Mrs. Ryan to see if she d a piece of beefsteak, and my luck ran before me. He sat down in me little place and enjoyed himself well.

I had no such breakfast in tin years, me dear, said he at the last, very quiet and thankful; and he laned back in the chair to rest him, and I cleared away, being in the great hurry, and he asking me how I come there, and I tolt him, and how long I d been out, and I said it was two months and a piece, and she being always in me heart, I spoke of me mother, and all me great hopes.

Then he sat and thought as if his mind wint to his own business, and I wint on wit me baking. Says he to me after a while, We re going to build a branch road across country to connect with the great mountain-roads, says he; the junction s going to be right here; t will give you a big market for your buns. There ll be a lunch-counter in the new station; do you think you could run it? says he, spaking very sober.

I d do my best, sir, annyway, says I. I d look out for the best of help. Do you know Patrick Quin, sir, that was hurt on the Road and gets a pinsion, sir?

I do, says he. One of the best men that ever worked for this company, says he.

He s me mothers own brother, then, an he ll stand by me, says I; and he asked me me name and wrote it down in a book he got out of the pocket of him. You shall have the place if you want it, says he; I wont forget, and off he wint as quiet as he came.

Tell me who was it? said Johnny OCallahan, listening eagerly.

Mr. Ryan come tumbling in the next minute, spattered with water from the tank. Well, then, says he, is your fine company gone?

He is, says I. I dont know is it some superintendent? He s a nice man, Mr. Ryan, whoiver he is, says I.

T is the Gineral Manager of the Road, says he; thats who he is, sure!

My apron was all flour, and I was in a great rage wit so much to do, but I did the best I could for him. I d do the same for anny one so hungry, concluded Nora modestly.

Aint you got the Queens luck! exclaimed Johnny admiringly. Your fortune s made, me dear. I ll have to come off the road to help you.

Oh, two good trades ll be better than one! answered Nora gayly, and the big station nor the branch road are nt building yet.

What a fine little head you ve got, said Johnny, as they reached the house where the Ryans lived, and the train was whistling that he meant to take back to town. Good-night, annyway, Nora; nobody d know from the size of your head there could be so much inside in it!

Im lucky, too, announced Nora serenely. No, I wont give you me word till the ind of the month. You may be seeing another gerrl before that, and calling me the red-headed sparrow. No, I ll wait a good while, and see if the two of us cant do better. Come, run away, Johnny. I ll drop asleep in the road; I m up since four oclock making me cakes for plinty bys like you.

The Ryans were all abed and asleep, but there was a lamp burning in the kitchen. Nora blew it out as she stole into her hot little room. She had waited, talking eagerly with Johnny, until they saw the headlight of the express like a star, far down the long line of double track.

IV.

The summer was not ended before all the railroad men knew about Johnny OCallahans wedding and all his good fortune. They boarded at the Ryans at first, but late in the evenings Johnny and his wife were at work, building as if they were birds. First, there was a shed with a broad counter for the cakes, and a table or two, and the boys did not fail to notice that Nora had a good sisterly work-basket ready, and was quick to see that a useful button was off or a stitch needed. The next fortnight saw a room added to this, where Nora had her own stove, and cooking went on steadily. Then there was another room with white muslin curtains at the windows, and scarlet-runner beans made haste to twine themselves to a line of strings for shade. Johnny would unload a few feet of clean pine boards from the freight train, and within a day or two they seemed to be turned into a wing of the small castle by some easy magic. The boys used to lay wagers and keep watch, and there was a cheer out of the engine-cab and all along the platforms one day when a tidy sty first appeared and a neat pig poked his nose through the fence of it. The buns and biscuits grew famous; customers sent for them from the towns up and down the long railroad line, and the story of thrifty, kind-hearted little Nora and her steady young husband was known to a surprising number of persons. When the branch road was begun, Nora and Johnny took a few of their particular friends to board, and business was further increased. On Sunday they always went into town to mass and visited their uncles and aunts and Johnnys sister. Nora never said that she was tired, and almost never was cross. She counted her money every Saturday night, and took it to Uncle Patsy to put into the bank. She had long talks about her mother with Uncle Patsy, and he always wrote home for her when she had no time. Many a pound went across the sea in the letters, and so another summer came; and one morning when Johnnys train stopped, Nora stood at the door of the little house and held a baby in her arms for all the boys to see. She was white as a ghost and as happy as a queen. I ll be making the buns again pretty soon, she cried cheerfully. Have courage, boys; t wont be long first; this one ll be selling them for me on the Flying Aigle, dont you forget it! And there was a great ringing of the engine-bell a moment after, when the train started.

V.

It was many and many a long month after this that an old man and a young woman and a baby were journeying in a side-car along one of the smooth Irish roads into County Kerry. They had left the railroad an hour before; they had landed early that morning at the Cove of Cork. The side-car was laden deep with bundles and boxes, but the old horse trotted briskly along until the gossoon who was driving turned into a cart-track that led through a furzy piece of wild pasture-ground up toward the dark rain-clouded hills.

See, over theres Kinmare! said the old man, looking back. Manny s the day I ve trudged it and home again. Oh, I know all this country; I knew it well whin ayther of you want born!

God be thanked, you did, sir! responded the gossoon, with fervent admiration. He was a pleasant-looking lad in a ragged old coat and an absolutely roofless hat, through which his bright hair waved in the summer wind. Och, but the folks ll be looking out of all the doors to see you come. I ll be afther saying I never drove anny party with so rich a heart; there aint a poor soul that asked a pinny of us since we left Bantry but shes got the shillin. Look a the flock coming now, sir, out of that house. Theres the four-legged lady that pays the rint watchin afther them from the door, too. They think you re a gintleman thats shootin, I suppose. T is Tom Flahertys house, poor crathur; he died last winter, God rest him; twas very inconvanient for him an every one at the time, wit snow on the ground and a great dale of sickness and distress. Father Daley, poor man, had to go to the hospital in Dublin wit himself to get a leg cut off, and we d nothing but rain out of the sky afther that till all the stones in the road was floatin to the top.

Son of old John Flaherty, I suppose? asked the traveler, with a knowing air, after he had given the eager children some pennies and gingerbread, out of a great package. One of the older girls knew Nora and climbed to the spare seat at her side to join the company. Son of old John Flaherty, I suppose, that was there before? There was Flahertys there and I laving home more than thirty-five years ago.

Sure there s plinty Flahertys in it now, glory be to God! answered the charioteer, with enthusiasm. I d have no mother meself but for the Flahertys. He leaped down to lead the stumbling horse past a deep rut and some loose stones, and beckoned the little girl sternly from her proud seat. Run home, now! he said, as she obeyed: I ll give you a fine drive an I coming down the hill; but she had joined the travelers with full intent, and trotted gayly alongside like a little dog.

The old passenger whispered to his companion that they d best double the gossoons money, or warm it with two, or three shillings extra, at least, and Nora nodded her prompt approval. The old folks are all getting away; we d best give a bitteen to the young ones they ve left afther them, said Uncle Patsy, by way of excuse. Och, theres more beggars between here and Queenstown than you d find in the whole of Ameriky.

It seemed to Nora as if her purseful of money were warm against her breast, like another heart; the sixpences in her pocket all felt warm to her fingers and hopped by themselves into the pleading hands that were stretched out all along the way. The sweet clamor of the Irish voices, the ready blessings, the frank requests to those returning from America with their fortunes made, were all delightful to her ears. How she had dreamed of this day, and how the sun and shadows were chasing each other over these upland fields at last! How close the blue sea looked to the dark hills! It seemed as if the return of one prosperous child gave joy to the whole landscape. It was the old country the same as ever, — old Mother Ireland in her green gown, and the warm heart of her ready and unforgetting. As for Nora, she could only leave a wake of silver six-pences behind her, and when these were done, a duller trail of hapennies; and the air was full of blessings as she passed along the road to Dunkenny.

By this time Nora had stopped talking and laughing. At first everybody on the road seemed like her near relation, but the last minutes seemed like hours, and now and then a tear went shining down her cheek. The old mans lips were moving, — he was saying a prayer without knowing it; they were almost within sight of home. The poor little white houses, with their high gable-ends and weather-beaten thatch, that stood about the fields among the green hedges; the light shower that suddenly fell out of the clear sky overhead, made an old mans heart tremble in his breast. Round the next slope of the hill they should see the old place.

The wheel-track stopped where you turned off to go to the Donahoe farm, but no old Mary was there to give friendly welcome. The old man got stiffly down from the side-car and limped past the gate with a sigh; but Nora hurried ahead, carrying the big baby, not because he could nt walk, but because he could. The young son had inherited his mothers active disposition, and would run straight away like a spider the minute his feet were set to the ground. Now and then, at the sight of a bird or a flower in the grass, he struggled to get down. Whisht, now! Nora would say; and are nt you going to see Granny indeed? Keep aisy now, darlin!

The old heart and the young heart were beating alike as these exiles followed the narrow footpath round the shoulder of the great hill; they could hear the lambs bleat and the tinkling of the sheep-bells that sweet May morning. From the lower hillside came the sound of voices. The neighbors had seen them pass, and were calling to each other across the fields. Oh, it was home, home! the sight of it, and the smell of the salt air and the flowers in the bog, the look of the early white mushrooms in the sod, and the song of the larks overhead and the blackbirds in the hedges! Poor Ireland was gay-hearted in the spring weather, and Nora was there at last. Oh, thank God, we re safe home! she said again. Look, heres the Wishing Brook; d ye mind it? she called back to the old man.

I mind everything the day, no fear for me, said Patrick Quin.

The great hillside before them sloped up to meet the blue sky, the golden gorse spread its splendid tapestry against the green pasture. There was the tiny house, the one house in Ireland for Nora; its very windows watched her coming. A whiff of turf-smoke flickered above the chimney, the white walls were as white as the clouds above; there was a figure moving about inside the house, and a bent little woman in her white frilled cap and a small red shawl pinned about her shoulders came and stood in the door.

Oh, me mother, me mother! cried Nora; then she dropped the baby in the soft grass, and flew like a pigeon up the hill and into her mothers arms.

VI.

The gossoon was equal to emergencies; he put down his heavier burden of goods and picked up the baby, lest it might run back to America. God be praised, whats this coming afther ye? exclaimed the mother, while Nora, weeping for joy, ran past her into the house. Oh, God bless the shild that I thought I d never see. Oh! and she looked again at the stranger, the breathless old man with the thorn stick, whom everybody had left behind. T is me brother Patsy! Oh, me hearts broke wit joy! and she fell on her knees among the daisies.

Its meself, then! said Mr. Patrick Quin. How are ye the day, Mary? I always tought I d see home again, but t was Nora enticed me now. Johnny OCallahans a good son to ye; he d liked well to come with us, but he gets short lave on the Road, and he has a fine, steady job; he ll see after the business, too, while we re gone; no, I could nt let the two childer cross the say alone. Coom now, dont be sayin anny more prayers; sure, we ll be sayin them together in the old church coom Sunday.

There, dont cry, Mary, dont cry, now! Coom in in the house! Sure, all the folks sint their remimbrance, and hoped you d come back with us and stay a long while. Thats our intintion, too, for you, continued Patrick, none the less tearful himself because he was so full of fine importance; but nobody could stop to listen after the first moment, and the brother and sister were both crying faster than they could talk. A minute later the spirit of the hostess rose to her great occasion.

Go, chase those white hins, Noras mother commanded the gossoon, who had started back to bring up more of the rich-looking bundles from the side-car. Run them up-hill now, or they ll fly down to Kinmare. Go now, while I stir up me fire and make a cup o tay. T is the laste I can do whin me folks is afther coming so far!

God save all here! said Uncle Patsy devoutly, as he stepped into the house. There sat little Nora with the tired baby in her arms; to tell the truth, she was crying now for lack of Johnny. She looked pale, but her eyes were shining, and a ray of sunlight fell through the door and brightened her red hair. She looked quite beautiful and radiant as she sat there.

Well, Nora, ye re here, aint you? said the old man.

Only this morning, said the mother, whin I opened me eyes I says to meself: Wheres Nora? says I; she do be so long witout writing home to me; look at her now by me own fire! Wisha, but whats all this whillalu and stramach down by the brook? Oh, see now! the folks have got word; all the folks is here! Coom out to them, Nora; give me the shild; coom out, Patsy boy!

Where s Nora? Where s Nora? they could hear the loud cry coming, as all the neighbors hurried up the hill.


BOLD WORDS AT THE BRIDGE.

I.
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WELL, NOW, SAYS I, Mrs. Conly, says I, how ever you may tark, tis nobodys business and I wanting to plant a few pumpkins for me cow in among me cabbages. I ve got the right to plant whatever I may choose, if its the divil of a crop of tistles in the middle of me ground. No maam, you aint, says Biddy Conly; you aint got anny right to plant tistles thats not for the public good, says she; and I being so hasty wit me timper, I shuk me fist in her face then, and herself shuk her fist at me. Just then Father Brady come by, as luck ardered, an recomminded us would we keep the peace. He knew well I d had my provocation; t was to herself he spoke first. Youd think she owned the whole corporation. I wished I d trown her over into the wather, so I did, before he come by at all. T was on the bridge the two of us were. I was stepping home by meself very quiet in the afthernoon to put me tay-kittle on for supper, and herself overtook me, — aint she the bold thing!

How are you the day, Mrs. Dunlavy? says she, so mincin an preenin, and I knew well she d put her mind on having words wit me from that minute. I m one that likes to have peace in the neighborhood, if it want for the likes of her, that makes the top of me head lift and clat wit rage like a pot-lid!

What was the matter with the two of you? asked a listener, with simple interest.

Faix indeed, t was herself had a thrifle of melons planted the other side of the fince, acknowledged Mrs. Dunleavy. She said the pumpkins would be the ruin of them intirely. I says, and twas thrue for me, that I d me pumpkins planted the week before shed dropped anny old melon seed into the ground, and the same bein already dwining from so manny bugs. Oh, but she s blackhearted to give me the lie about it, and say those poor things was all up, and she d thrown lime on em to keep away their inemies when she first see me come out betune me cabbage rows. How well she knew what I might be doing! Me cabbages grows far apart and I d plinty of room, and if a pumpkin vine gets attention you can entice it wherever you plase and itll grow fine and long, while the poor cabbages ates and grows fat and round, and no harm to annybody, but she must pick a quarrel with a quiet oman in the face of every one.

We were on the bridge, dont you see, and plinty was passing by with their grins, and loitering and stopping afther they were behind her back to hear what was going on betune us. Annybody does be liking to got the sound of loud talk an they having nothing better to do. Biddy Conly, seeing she was well watched, got the airs of a pracher, and set down whatever she might happen to be carrying and tried would she get the better of me for the sake of their admiration. Oh, but want she all drabbled and wet from the roads, and the world knows meself for a very tidy walker!

Clane the mud from your shoes if you re going to dance; t was all I said to her, and she being that mad she did be stepping up and down like an old turkey-hin, and shaking her fist all the time at me. Coom now, Biddy, says I, what put you out so? says I. Sure, it creeps me skin when I looks at you! Is the pig dead, says I, or anny little thing happened to you, maam? Sure this is far beyond the rights of a few pumpkin seeds that has just cleared the ground! and all the folks laughed. I d no call to have tark with Biddy Conly before them idle bys and gerrls, nor to let the two of us become their laughing-stock. I tuk up me basket, being ashamed then, and I meant to go away, mad as I was. Coom, Mrs. Conly! says I, let bygones be bygones; whats all this whillalu we re afther having about nothing? says I very pleasant.

May the divil fly away with you, Mary Dunlavy! says she then, spoiling me garden ground, as every one can see, and full of your bold talk. I ll let me hens out into it this afternoon, so I will, says she, and a good deal more. Hold off, says I, and remember what fell to your aunt one day when she sint her hins in to pick a neighbors piece, and while her own back was turned they all come home and had every sprouted bean and potatie heeled out in the hot sun, and all her fine lettuces picked into Irish lace. We ve lived neighbors, says I, thirteen years, says I; and we ve often had words together above the fince, says I, but we re neighbors yet, and we ve no call to stand here in such spectacles and disgracing ourselves and each other. Coom, Biddy, says I, again, going away with me basket and remimbering Father Bradys caution whin it was too late. Some o the bys went off, too, thinkin t was all done.

I dont want anny o your Coom Biddys, says she, stepping at me, with a black stripe across her face, she was that destroyed with rage, and I stepped back and held up me basket between us, she being bigger than I, and I getting no chance, and herself slipped and fell, and her nose got a clout with the hard edge of the basket, it would trouble the saints to say how, and then I picked her up and wint home with her to thry and quinch the blood. Sure I was sorry for the crathur an she having such a timper boiling in her heart.

Look at you now, Mrs. Conly, says I, kind of soft, you ont be fit for mass these two Sundays with a black eye like this, and your face arl scratched, and every bliguard has gone the lingth of the town to tell tales of us. I m a quiet oman, says I, and I dont thank you, says I, whin the blood was stopped,— no, I dont thank you for disgracin an old neighbor like me. T is of our prayers and the grave we should be thinkin, and not be having bold words on the bridge. Wisha! but I fought I was after spaking very quiet, and up she got and caught up the basket, and I dodged it by good luck, but after that I walked off and left her to satisfy her foolishness with bating the wall if it plased her. I d no call for her company anny more, and I took a vow I d never spake a word to her again while the world stood. So all is over since then betune Biddy Conly and me. No, I dont look at her at all!

II.

Some time afterward, in late summer, Mrs. Dunleavy stood, large and noisy, but generous-hearted, addressing some remarks from her front doorway to a goat on the sidewalk. He was pulling some of her cherished foxgloves through the picket fence, and eagerly devouring their flowery stalks.

How well you rache through an honest fince, you black pirate! she shouted; but finding that harsh words had no effect, she took a convenient broom, and advanced to strike a gallant blow upon the creatures back. This had the simple effect of making him step a little to one side and modestly begin to nibble at a tuft of grass.

Well, if I aint plagued! said Mrs. Dunleavy sorrowfully; if I aint throubled with every wild baste, and me cow that was some use gone dry very unexpected, and a neighbor thats worse than none at all. I ve nobody to have an honest word with, and the morning being so fine and pleasant. Faix, Id move away from it, if there was anny place I d enjoy better. I ve no heart except for me garden, me poor little crops is doing so well; thanks be to God, me cabbages is very fine. There does be those that overlooked me pumpkins for the poor cow; they re no size at all wit so much rain.

The two small white houses stood close together, with their little gardens behind them. The road was just in front, and led down to a stone bridge which crossed the river to the busy manufacturing village beyond. The air was fresh and cool at that early hour, the wind had changed after a season of dry, hot weather; it was just the morning for a good bit of gossip with a neighbor, but summer was almost done, and the friends were not reconciled. Their respective acquaintances had grown tired of hearing the story of the quarrel, and the novelty of such a pleasing excitement had long been over. Mrs. Connelly was thumping away at a handful of belated ironing, and Mrs. Dunleavy, estranged and solitary, sighed as she listened to the iron. She was sociable by nature, and she had an impulse to go in and sit down as she used at the end of the ironing table.

Wisha, the poor thing is mad at me yet, I know that from the sounds of her iron; t was a shame for her to go picking a quarrel with the likes of me, and Mrs. Dunleavy sighed heavily and stepped down into her flower-plot to pull the distressed foxgloves back into their places inside the fence. The seed had been sent her from the old country, and this was the first year they had come into full bloom. She had been hoping that the sight of them would melt Mrs. Connellys heart into some expression of friendliness, since they had come from adjoining parishes in old County Kerry. The goat lifted his head, and gazed at his enemy with mild interest; he was pasturing now by the roadside, and the foxgloves had proved bitter in his mouth.

Mrs. Dunleavy stood looking at him over the fence, glad of even a goats company.

Go long there; see that fine little tuft ahead now, she advised him, forgetful of his depredations. Oh, to think I ve nobody to spake to, the day!

At that moment a woman came in sight round the turn of the road. She was a stranger, a fellow country-woman, and she carried a large newspaper bundle and a heavy handbag. Mrs. Dunleavy stepped out of the flower-bed toward the gate, and waited there until the stranger came up and stopped to ask a question.

Ann Bogan dont live here, do she?

She dont, answered the mistress of the house, with dignity.

I tought she did nt; you dont know where she lives, do you?

I dont, said Mrs. Dunleavy.

I dont know ayther; niver mind, I ll find her; t is a fine day, maam.

Mrs. Dunleavy could hardly bear to let the stranger go away. She watched her far down the hill toward the bridge before she turned to go into the house. She seated herself by the side window next Mrs. Connellys, and gave herself to her thoughts. The sound of the flatiron had stopped when the traveler came to the gate, and it had not begun again. Mrs. Connelly had gone to her front door; the hem of her calico dress could be plainly seen, and the bulge of her apron, and she was watching the stranger quite out of sight. She even came out to the doorstep, and for the first time in many weeks looked with friendly intent toward her neighbors house. Then she also came and sat down at her side window. Mrs. Dunleavys heart began to leap with excitement.

Bad cess to her foolishness, she does be afther wanting to come round; I ll not make it too aisy for her, said Mrs. Dunleavy, seizing a piece of sewing and forbearing to look up. I dont know who Ann Bogan is, annyway; perhaps herself does, having lived in it five or six years longer than me. Perhaps she knew this woman by her looks, and the heart is out of her with wanting to know what she asked from me. She can sit there, then, and let her irons grow cold!

There was Bogans living down by the brick mill when I first come here, neighbors to Flahertys folks, continued Mrs. Dunleavy, more and more aggrieved. Biddy Conly ought to know the Flahertys, they being her cousins. T was a fine loud-talking oman; sure Biddy might well enough have heard her inquiring of me, and have stepped out, and said if she knew Ann Bogan, and satisfied a poor stranger that was hunting the town over. No, I dont know anny one in the name of Ann Bogan, so I dont, said Mrs. Dunleavy aloud, and theres nobody I can ask a civil question, with every one that ought to be me neighbors stopping their mouths, and keeping black grudges whin t was meself got all the offince.

Faix t was meself got the whack on me nose, responded Mrs. Connelly quite unexpectedly. She was looking squarely at the window where Mrs. Dunleavy sat behind the screen of blue mosquito netting. They were both conscious that Mrs. Connelly made a definite overture of peace.

That one was a very civil-spoken oman that passed by just now, announced Mrs. Dunleavy, handsomely waiving the subject of the quarrel and coming frankly to the subject of present interest. Faix, t is a poor day for Ann Bogans; she ll find that out before she gets far in the place.

Ann Bogans was plinty here once, then, God rest them! There was two Ann Bogans, mother and daughter, lived down by Flahertys when I first come here. They died in the one year, too; t is most thirty years ago, said Bridget Connelly, in her most friendly tone.

I ll find her, says the poor oman as if she d only to look; indeed, she s got the boldness, reported Mary Dunleavy, peace being fully restored.

T was to Flahertys she d go first, and they all moved to Larence twelve years ago, and all she ll get from anny one would be the address of the cimetry. There was plenty here knowing to Ann Bogan once. That oman is one I ve seen long ago, but I cant name her yet. Did she say who she was? asked the neighbor.

She did nt; I m sorry for the poor oman, too, continued Mrs. Dunleavy, in the same spirit of friendliness. She d the expectin look of one who came hoping to make a nice visit and find friends, and herself lugging a fine bundle. She d the looks as if she d lately come out; very decent, but old-fashioned. Her bonnet was made at home annyways, did ye mind? I ll lay it was bought in Cork when it was new, or maybe twas from a good shop in Bantry or Kinmare, or some o those old places. If she d seemed satisfied to wait, I d made her the offer of a cup of tay, but off she wint with great courage.

I dont know but I ll slip on me bonnet in the afthernoon and go find her, said Biddy Connelly, with hospitable warmth. I ve seen her before, perhaps t was long whiles ago at home.

Indeed I thought of it myself, said Mrs. Dunleavy, with approval. We d best wait, perhaps, till she d be coming back; theres no train now till three oclock. She might stop here till the five, and we ll find out all about her. She ll have a very lonesome day, whoiver she is. Did you see that old goat ating the best of me fairy-fingers that all bloomed the day? she asked eagerly, afraid that the conversation might come to an end at any moment; but Mrs. Connelly took no notice of so trivial a subject.

Me melons is all getting ripe, she announced, with an air of satisfaction. There s a big one must be ate now while we can; its down in the cellar cooling itself, an I d like to be dropping it, getting down the stairs. Twas afther picking it I was before breakfast, itself having begun to crack open. Himself was the by that loved a melon, an I aint got the heart to look at it alone. Coom over, will ye, Mary?

Deed then an I will, said Mrs. Dunleavy, whose face was close against the mosquito netting. Them old pumpkin vines was no good anny way; did you see how one of them had the invintion, and wint away up on the fince entirely wit its great flowers, an there come a rain on em, and so they all blighted? I d no call to grow such stramming great things in my piece annyway, ating up all the goodness from me beautiful cabbages.

III.

That afternoon the reunited friends sat banqueting together and keeping an eye on the road. They had so much to talk over and found each other so agreeable that it was impossible to dwell with much regret upon the long estrangement. When the melon was only half finished the stranger of the morning, with her large unopened bundle and the heavy handbag, was seen making her way up the hill. She wore such a weary and disappointed look that she was accosted and invited in by both the women, and being proved by Mrs. Connelly to be an old acquaintance, she joined them at their feast.

Yes, I was here seventeen years ago for the last time, she explained. I was working in Lawrence, and I came over and spent a fortnight with Honora Flaherty; then I wint home that year to mind me old mother, and she lived to past ninety. I d nothing to keep me then, and I was always homesick afther America, so back I come to it, but all me old frinds and neighbors is changed and gone. Faix, this is the first welcome I ve got yet from anny one. Tis a beautiful welcome, too, — Ill get me apron out of me bundle, by your lave, Mrs. Conly. You ve a strong resemblance to Flahertys folks, dear, being cousins. Well, t is a fine thing to have good neighbors. You an Mrs. Dunleavy is very pleasant here so close together.

Well, we does be having a hasty word now and then, maam, confessed Mrs. Dunleavy, but ourselves is good neighbors this manny years. Whin a quarrels about nothing betune friends, it dont count for much, so it dont.

Most quarrels is the same way, said the stranger, who did not like melons, but accepted a cup of hot tea. Sure, it always takes two to make a quarrel, and but one to end it; thats what me mother always told me, that never gave anny one a cross word in her life.

T is a beautiful melon, repeated Mrs. Dunleavy for the seventh time. Sure, I ll plant a few seed myself next year; me pumpkins is no good afther all me foolish pride wit em. Maybe the land dont suit em, but glory be to God, me cabbages is the size of the house, an you ll git the pick of the best, Mrs. Conly.

Whats melons betune friends, or cabbages ayther, that they should ever make any trouble? answered Mrs. Connelly handsomely, and the great feud was forever ended.

But the stranger, innocent that she was the harbinger of peace, could hardly understand why Bridget Connelly insisted upon her staying all night and talking over old times, and why the two women put on their bonnets and walked, one on either hand, to see the town with her that evening. As they crossed the bridge they looked at each other shyly, and then began to laugh.

Well, I missed it the most on Sundays going all alone to mass, confessed Mary Dunleavy. I m glad theres no one here seeing us go over, so I am.

T was ourselves had bold words at the bridge, once, that we ve got the laugh about now, explained Mrs. Connelly politely to the stranger.


MARTHAS LADY.

I.
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ONE DAY, MANY years ago, the old Judge Pyne house wore an unwonted look of gayety and youthfulness. The high-fenced green garden was bright with June flowers. Under the elms in the large shady front yard you might see some chairs placed near together, as they often used to be when the family were all at home and life was going on gayly with eager talk and pleasure-making; when the elder judge, the grandfather, used to quote that great author, Dr. Johnson, and say to his girls, Be brisk, be splendid, and be public.

One of the chairs had a crimson silk shawl thrown carelessly over its straight back, and a passer-by, who looked in through the latticed gate between the tall gate-posts with their white urns, might think that this piece of shining East Indian color was a huge red lily that had suddenly bloomed against the syringa bush. There were certain windows thrown wide open that were usually shut, and their curtains were blowing free in the light wind of a summer afternoon; it looked as if a large household had returned to the old house to fill the prim best rooms and find them full of cheer.

It was evident to every one in town that Miss Harriet Pyne, to use the village phrase, had company. She was the last of her family, and was by no means old; but being the last, and wonted to live with people much older than herself, she had formed all the habits of a serious elderly person. Ladies of her age, something past thirty, often wore discreet caps in those days, especially if they were married, but being single, Miss Harriet clung to youth in this respect, making the one concession of keeping her waving chestnut hair as smooth and stiffly arranged as possible. She had been the dutiful companion of her father and mother in their latest years, all her elder brothers and sisters having married and gone, or died and gone, out of the old house. Now that she was left alone it seemed quite the best thing frankly to accept the fact of age, and to turn more resolutely than ever to the companionship of duty and serious books. She was more serious and given to routine than her elders themselves, as sometimes happened when the daughters of New England gentlefolks were brought up wholly in the society of their elders. At thirty-five she had more reluctance than her mother to face an unforeseen occasion, certainly more than her grandmother, who had preserved some cheerful inheritance of gayety and worldliness from colonial times.

There was something about the look of the crimson silk shawl in the front yard to make one suspect that the sober customs of the best house in a quiet New England village were all being set at defiance, and once when the mistress of the house came to stand in her own doorway, she wore the pleased but somewhat apprehensive look of a guest. In these days New England life held the necessity of much dignity and discretion of behavior; there was the truest hospitality and good cheer in all occasional festivities, but it was sometimes a self-conscious hospitality, followed by an inexorable return to asceticism both of diet and of behavior. Miss Harriet Pyne belonged to the very dullest days of New England, those which perhaps held the most priggishness for the learned professions, the most limited interpretation of the word evangelical, and the pettiest indifference to large things. The outbreak of a desire for larger religious freedom caused at first a most determined reaction toward formalism, especially in small and quiet villages like Ashford, intently busy with their own concerns. It was high time for a little leaven to begin its work, in this moment when the great impulses of the war for liberty had died away and those of the coming war for patriotism and a new freedom had hardly yet begun.

The dull interior, the changed life of the old house, whose former activities seemed to have fallen sound asleep, really typified these larger conditions, and a little leaven had made its easily recognized appearance in the shape of a light-hearted girl. She was Miss Harriets young Boston cousin, Helena Vernon, who, half-amused and half-impatient at the unnecessary sober-mindedness of her hostess and of Ashford in general, had set herself to the difficult task of gayety. Cousin Harriet looked on at a succession of ingenious and, on the whole, innocent attempts at pleasure, as she might have looked on at the frolics of a kitten who easily substitutes a ball of yarn for the uncertainties of a bird or a wind-blown leaf, and who may at any moment ravel the fringe of a sacred curtain-tassel in preference to either.

Helena, with her mischievous appealing eyes, with her enchanting old songs and her guitar, seemed the more delightful and even reasonable because she was so kind to everybody, and because she was a beauty. She had the gift of most charming manners. There was all the unconscious lovely ease and grace that had come with the good breeding of her city home, where many pleasant people came and went; she had no fear, one had almost said no respect, of the individual, and she did not need to think of herself. Cousin Harriet turned cold with apprehension when she saw the minister coming in at the front gate, and wondered in agony if Martha were properly attired to go to the door, and would by any chance hear the knocker; it was Helena who, delighted to have anything happen, ran to the door to welcome the Reverend Mr. Crofton as if he were a congenial friend of her own age. She could behave with more or less propriety during the stately first visit, and even contrive to lighten it with modest mirth, and to extort the confession that the guest had a tenor voice, though sadly out of practice; but when the minister departed a little flattered, and hoping that he had not expressed himself too strongly for a pastor upon the poems of Emerson, and feeling the unusual stir of gallantry in his proper heart, it was Helena who caught the honored hat of the late Judge Pyne from its last resting-place in the hall, and holding it securely in both hands, mimicked the ministers self-conscious entrance. She copied his pompous and anxious expression in the dim parlor in such delicious fashion that Miss Harriet, who could not always extinguish a ready spark of the original sin of humor, laughed aloud.

My dear! she exclaimed severely the next moment, I am ashamed of your being so disrespectful! and then laughed again, and took the affecting old hat and carried it back to its place.

I would not have had any one else see you for the world, she said sorrowfully as she returned, feeling quite self-possessed again, to the parlor doorway; but Helena still sat in the ministers chair, with her small feet placed as his stiff boots had been, and a copy of his solemn expression before they came to speaking of Emerson and of the guitar. I wish I had asked him if he would be so kind as to climb the cherry-tree, said Helena, unbending a little at the discovery that her cousin would consent to laugh no more. There are all those ripe cherries on the top branches. I can climb as high as he, but I cant reach far enough from the last branch that will bear me. The minister is so long and thin — 

I dont know what Mr. Crofton would have thought of you; he is a very serious young man, said cousin Harriet, still ashamed of her laughter. Martha will get the cherries for you, or one of the men. I should not like to have Mr. Crofton think you were frivolous, a young lady of your opportunities — but Helena had escaped through the hall and out at the garden door at the mention of Marthas name. Miss Harriet Pyne sighed anxiously, and then smiled, in spite of her deep convictions, as she shut the blinds and tried to make the house look solemn again.

The front door might be shut, but the garden door at the other end of the broad hall was wide open upon the large sunshiny garden, where the last of the red and white peonies and the golden lilies, and the first of the tall blue larkspurs lent their colors in generous fashion. The straight box borders were all in fresh and shining green of their new leaves, and there was a fragrance of the old gardens inmost life and soul blowing from the honeysuckle blossoms on a long trellis. It was now late in the afternoon, and the sun was low behind great apple-trees at the gardens end, which threw their shadows over the short turf of the bleaching-green. The cherry-trees stood at one side in full sunshine, and Miss Harriet, who presently came to the garden steps to watch like a hen at the waters edge, saw her cousins pretty figure in its white dress of India muslin hurrying across the grass. She was accompanied by the tall, ungainly shape of Martha the new maid, who, dull and indifferent to every one else, showed a surprising willingness and allegiance to the young guest.

Martha ought to be in the dining-room, already, slow as she is; it wants but half an hour of tea-time, said Miss Harriet, as she turned and went into the shaded house. It was Marthas duty to wait at table, and there had been many trying scenes and defeated efforts toward her education. Martha was certainly very clumsy, and she seemed the clumsier because she had replaced her aunt, a most skillful person, who had but lately married a thriving farm and its prosperous owner. It must be confessed that Miss Harriet was a most bewildering instructor, and that her pupils brain was easily confused and prone to blunders. The coming of Helena had been somewhat dreaded by reason of this incompetent service, but the guest took no notice of frowns or futile gestures at the first tea-table, except to establish friendly relations with Martha on her own account by a reassuring smile. They were about the same age, and next morning, before cousin Harriet came down, Helena showed by a word and a quick touch the right way to do something that had gone wrong and been impossible to understand the night before. A moment later the anxious mistress came in without suspicion, but Marthas eyes were as affectionate as a dogs, and there was a new look of hopefulness on her face; this dreaded guest was a friend after all, and not a foe come from proud Boston to confound her ignorance and patient efforts.

The two young creatures, mistress and maid, were hurrying across the bleaching-green.

I cant reach the ripest cherries, explained Helena politely, and I think that Miss Pyne ought to send some to the minister. He has just made us a call. Why Martha, you have nt been crying again!

Yes m, said Martha sadly. Miss Pyne always loves to send something to the minister, she acknowledged with interest, as if she did not wish to be asked to explain these latest tears.

We ll arrange some of the best cherries in a pretty dish. I ll show you how, and you shall carry them over to the parsonage after tea, said Helena cheerfully, and Martha accepted the embassy with pleasure. Life was beginning to hold moments of something like delight in the last few days.

You ll spoil your pretty dress, Miss Helena, Martha gave shy warning, and Miss Helena stood back and held up her skirts with unusual care while the country girl, in her heavy blue checked gingham, began to climb the cherry-tree like a boy.

Down came the scarlet fruit like bright rain into the green grass.

Break some nice twigs with the cherries and leaves together; oh, you re a duck, Martha! and Martha, flushed with delight, and looking far more like a thin and solemn blue heron, came rustling down to earth again, and gathered the spoils into her clean apron.

That night at tea, during her hand-maidens temporary absence, Miss Harriet announced, as if by way of apology, that she thought Martha was beginning to understand something about her work. Her aunt was a treasure, she never had to be told anything twice; but Martha has been as clumsy as a calf, said the precise mistress of the house. I have been afraid sometimes that I never could teach her anything. I was quite ashamed to have you come just now, and find me so unprepared to entertain a visitor.

Oh, Martha will learn fast enough because she cares so much, said the visitor eagerly. I think she is a dear good girl. I do hope that she will never go away. I think she does things better every day, cousin Harriet, added Helena pleadingly, with all her kind young heart. The china-closet door was open a little way, and Martha heard every word. From that moment, she not only knew what love was like, but she knew loves dear ambitions. To have come from a stony hill-farm and a bare small wooden house, was like a cave-dwellers coming to make a permanent home in an art museum, such had seemed the elaborateness and elegance of Miss Pynes fashion of life; and Marthas simple brain was slow enough in its processes and recognitions. But with this sympathetic ally and defender, this exquisite Miss Helena who believed in her, all difficulties appeared to vanish.

Later that evening, no longer homesick or hopeless, Martha returned from her polite errand to the minister, and stood with a sort of triumph before the two ladies, who were sitting in the front doorway, as if they were waiting for visitors, Helena still in her white muslin and red ribbons, and Miss Harriet in a thin black silk. Being happily self-forgetful in the greatness of the moment, Marthas manners were perfect, and she looked for once almost pretty and quite as young as she was.

The minister came to the door himself, and returned his thanks. He said that cherries were always his favorite fruit, and he was much obliged to both Miss Pyne and Miss Vernon. He kept me waiting a few minutes, while he got this book ready to send to you, Miss Helena.

What are you saying, Martha? I have sent him nothing! exclaimed Miss
Pyne, much astonished. What does she mean, Helena?

Only a few cherries, explained Helena. I thought Mr. Crofton would like them after his afternoon of parish calls. Martha and I arranged them before tea, and I sent them with our compliments.

Oh, I am very glad you did, said Miss Harriet, wondering, but much relieved. I was afraid — 

No, it was none of my mischief, answered Helena daringly. I did not think that Martha would be ready to go so soon. I should have shown you how pretty they looked among their green leaves. We put them in one of your best white dishes with the openwork edge. Martha shall show you to-morrow; mamma always likes to have them so. Helenas fingers were busy with the hard knot of a parcel.

See this, cousin Harriet! she announced proudly, as Martha disappeared round the corner of the house, beaming with the pleasures of adventure and success. Look! the minister has sent me a book: Sermons on what? Sermons — it is so dark that I cant quite see.

It must be his Sermons on the Seriousness of Life; they are the only ones he has printed, I believe, said Miss Harriet, with much pleasure. They are considered very fine discourses. He pays you a great compliment, my dear. I feared that he noticed your girlish levity.

I behaved beautifully while he stayed, insisted Helena. Ministers are only men, but she blushed with pleasure. It was certainly something to receive a book from its author, and such a tribute made her of more value to the whole reverent household. The minister was not only a man, but a bachelor, and Helena was at the age that best loves conquest; it was at any rate comfortable to be reinstated in cousin Harriets good graces.

Do ask the kind gentleman to tea! He needs a little cheering up, begged the siren in India muslin, as she laid the shiny black volume of sermons on the stone doorstep with an air of approval, but as if they had quite finished their mission.

Perhaps I shall, if Martha improves as much as she has within the last day or two, Miss Harriet promised hopefully. It is something I always dread a little when I am all alone, but I think Mr. Crofton likes to come. He converses so elegantly.

II.

These were the days of long visits, before affectionate friends thought it quite worth while to take a hundred miles journey merely to dine or to pass a night in one anothers houses. Helena lingered through the pleasant weeks of early summer, and departed unwillingly at last to join her family at the White Hills, where they had gone, like other households of high social station, to pass the month of August out of town. The happy-hearted young guest left many lamenting friends behind her, and promised each that she would come back again next year. She left the minister a rejected lover, as well as the preceptor of the academy, but with their pride unwounded, and it may have been with wider outlooks upon the world and a less narrow sympathy both for their own work in life and for their neighbors work and hindrances. Even Miss Harriet Pyne herself had lost some of the unnecessary provincialism and prejudice which had begun to harden a naturally good and open mind and affectionate heart. She was conscious of feeling younger and more free, and not so lonely. Nobody had ever been so gay, so fascinating, or so kind as Helena, so full of social resource, so simple and undemanding in her friendliness. The light of her young life cast no shadow on either young or old companions, her pretty clothes never seemed to make other girls look dull or out of fashion. When she went away up the street in Miss Harriets carriage to take the slow train toward Boston and the gayeties of the new Profile House, where her mother waited impatiently with a group of Southern friends, it seemed as if there would never be any more picnics or parties in Ashford, and as if society had nothing left to do but to grow old and get ready for winter.

Martha came into Miss Helenas bedroom that last morning, and it was easy to see that she had been crying; she looked just as she did in that first sad week of homesickness and despair. All for loves sake she had been learning to do many things, and to do them exactly right; her eyes had grown quick to see the smallest chance for personal service. Nobody could be more humble and devoted; she looked years older than Helena, and wore already a touching air of caretaking.

You spoil me, you dear Martha! said Helena from the bed. I dont know what they will say at home, I am so spoiled.

Martha went on opening the blinds to let in the brightness of the summer morning, but she did not speak.

You are getting on splendidly, arent you? continued the little mistress. You have tried so hard that you make me ashamed of myself. At first you crammed all the flowers together, and now you make them look beautiful. Last night cousin Harriet was so pleased when the table was so charming, and I told her that you did everything yourself, every bit. Wont you keep the flowers fresh and pretty in the house until I come back? Its so much pleasanter for Miss Pyne, and you ll feed my little sparrows, wont you? Theyre growing so tame.

Oh, yes, Miss Helena! and Martha looked almost angry for a moment, then she burst into tears and covered her face with her apron. I could nt understand a single thing when I first came. I never had been anywhere to see anything, and Miss Pyne frightened me when she talked. It was you made me think I could ever learn. I wanted to keep the place, count of mother and the little boys; we re dreadful hard pushed. Hepsy has been good in the kitchen; she said she ought to have patience with me, for she was awkward herself when she first came.

Helena laughed; she looked so pretty under the tasseled white curtains.

I dare say Hepsy tells the truth, she said. I wish you had told me about your mother. When I come again, some day we ll drive up country, as you call it, to see her. Martha! I wish you would think of me sometimes after I go away. Wont you promise? and the bright young face suddenly grew grave. I have hard times myself; I dont always learn things that I ought to learn, I dont always put things straight. I wish you would nt forget me ever, and would just believe in me. I think it does help more than anything.

I wont forget, said Martha slowly. I shall think of you every day. She spoke almost with indifference, as if she had been asked to dust a room, but she turned aside quickly and pulled the little mat under the hot water jug quite out of its former straightness; then she hastened away down the long white entry, weeping as she went.

III.

To lose out of sight the friend whom one has loved and lived to please is to lose joy out of life. But if love is true, there comes presently a higher joy of pleasing the ideal, that is to say, the perfect friend. The same old happiness is lifted to a higher level. As for Martha, the girl who stayed behind in Ashford, nobodys life could seem duller to those who could not understand; she was slow of step, and her eyes were almost always downcast as if intent upon incessant toil; but they startled you when she looked up, with their shining light. She was capable of the happiness of holding fast to a great sentiment, the ineffable satisfaction of trying to please one whom she truly loved. She never thought of trying to make other people pleased with herself; all she lived for was to do the best she could for others, and to conform to an ideal, which grew at last to be like a saints vision, a heavenly figure painted upon the sky.

On Sunday afternoons in summer, Martha sat by the window of her chamber, a low-storied little room, which looked into the side yard and the great branches of an elm-tree. She never sat in the old wooden rocking-chair except on Sundays like this; it belonged to the day of rest and to happy meditation. She wore her plain black dress and a clean white apron, and held in her lap a little wooden box, with a brass ring on top for a handle. She was past sixty years of age and looked even older, but there was the same look on her face that it had sometimes worn in girlhood. She was the same Martha; her hands were old-looking and work-worn, but her face still shone. It seemed like yesterday that Helena Vernon had gone away, and it was more than forty years.

War and peace had brought their changes and great anxieties, the face of the earth was furrowed by floods and fire, the faces of mistress and maid were furrowed by smiles and tears, and in the sky the stars shone on as if nothing had happened. The village of Ashford added a few pages to its unexciting history, the minister preached, the people listened; now and then a funeral crept along the street, and now and then the bright face of a little child rose above the horizon of a family pew. Miss Harriet Pyne lived on in the large white house, which gained more and more distinction because it suffered no changes, save successive repaintings and a new railing about its stately roof. Miss Harriet herself had moved far beyond the uncertainties of an anxious youth. She had long ago made all her decisions, and settled all necessary questions; her scheme of life was as faultless as the miniature landscape of a Japanese garden, and as easily kept in order. The only important change she would ever be capable of making was the final change to another and a better world; and for that nature itself would gently provide, and her own innocent life.

Hardly any great social event had ruffled the easy current of life since Helena Vernons marriage. To this Miss Pyne had gone, stately in appearance and carrying gifts of some old family silver which bore the Vernon crest, but not without some protest in her heart against the uncertainties of married life. Helena was so equal to a happy independence and even to the assistance of other lives grown strangely dependent upon her quick sympathies and instinctive decisions, that it was hard to let her sink her personality in the affairs of another. Yet a brilliant English match was not without its attractions to an old-fashioned gentlewoman like Miss Pyne, and Helena herself was amazingly happy; one day there had come a letter to Ashford, in which her very heart seemed to beat with love and self-forgetfulness, to tell cousin Harriet of such new happiness and high hope. Tell Martha all that I say about my dear Jack, wrote the eager girl; please show my letter to Martha, and tell her that I shall come home next summer and bring the handsomest and best man in the world to Ashford. I have told him all about the dear house and the dear garden; there never was such a lad to reach for cherries with his six-foot-two. Miss Pyne, wondering a little, gave the letter to Martha, who took it deliberately and as if she wondered too, and went away to read it slowly by herself. Martha cried over it, and felt a strange sense of loss and pain; it hurt her heart a little to read about the cherry-picking. Her idol seemed to be less her own since she had become the idol of a stranger. She never had taken such a letter in her hands before, but love at last prevailed, since Miss Helena was happy, and she kissed the last page where her name was written, feeling overbold, and laid the envelope on Miss Pynes secretary without a word.

The most generous love cannot but long for reassurance, and Martha had the joy of being remembered. She was not forgotten when the day of the wedding drew near, but she never knew that Miss Helena had asked if cousin Harriet would not bring Martha to town; she should like to have Martha there to see her married. She would help about the flowers, wrote the happy girl; I know she will like to come, and I ll ask mamma to plan to have some one take her all about Boston and make her have a pleasant time after the hurry of the great day is over.

Cousin Harriet thought it was very kind and exactly like Helena, but Martha would be out of her element; it was most imprudent and girlish to have thought of such a thing. Helenas mother would be far from wishing for any unnecessary guest just then, in the busiest part of her household, and it was best not to speak of the invitation. Some day Martha should go to Boston if she did well, but not now. Helena did not forget to ask if Martha had come, and was astonished by the indifference of the answer. It was the first thing which reminded her that she was not a fairy princess having everything her own way in that last day before the wedding. She knew that Martha would have loved to be near, for she could not help understanding in that moment of her own happiness the love that was hidden in another heart. Next day this happy young princess, the bride, cut a piece of a great cake and put it into a pretty box that had held one of her wedding presents. With eager voices calling her, and all her friends about her, and her mothers face growing more and more wistful at the thought of parting, she still lingered and ran to take one or two trifles from her dressing-table, a little mirror and some tiny scissors that Martha would remember, and one of the pretty handkerchiefs marked with her maiden name. These she put in the box too; it was half a girlish freak and fancy, but she could not help trying to share her happiness, and Marthas life was so plain and dull. She whispered a message, and put the little package into cousin Harriets hand for Martha as she said good-by. She was very fond of cousin Harriet. She smiled with a gleam of her old fun; Marthas puzzled look and tall awkward figure seemed to stand suddenly before her eyes, as she promised to come again to Ashford. Impatient voices called to Helena, her lover was at the door, and she hurried away, leaving her old home and her girlhood gladly. If she had only known it, as she kissed cousin Harriet good-by, they were never going to see each other again until they were old women. The first step that she took out of her fathers house that day, married, and full of hope and joy, was a step that led her away from the green elms of Boston Common and away from her own country and those she loved best, to a brilliant, much-varied foreign life, and to nearly all the sorrows and nearly all the joys that the heart of one woman could hold or know.

On Sunday afternoons Martha used to sit by the window in Ashford and hold the wooden box which a favorite young brother, who afterward died at sea, had made for her, and she used to take out of it the pretty little box with a gilded cover that had held the piece of wedding-cake, and the small scissors, and the blurred bit of a mirror in its silver case; as for the handkerchief with the narrow lace edge, once in two or three years she sprinkled it as if it were a flower, and spread it out in the sun on the old bleaching-green, and sat near by in the shrubbery to watch lest some bold robin or cherry-bird should seize it and fly away.

IV.

Miss Harriet Pyne was often congratulated upon the good fortune of having such a helper and friend as Martha. As time went on this tall, gaunt woman, always thin, always slow, gained a dignity of behavior and simple affectionateness of look which suited the charm and dignity of the ancient house. She was unconsciously beautiful like a saint, like the picturesqueness of a lonely tree which lives to shelter unnumbered lives and to stand quietly in its place. There was such rustic homeliness and constancy belonging to her, such beautiful powers of apprehension, such reticence, such gentleness for those who were troubled or sick; all these gifts and graces Martha hid in her heart. She never joined the church because she thought she was not good enough, but life was such a passion and happiness of service that it was impossible not to be devout, and she was always in her humble place on Sundays, in the back pew next the door. She had been educated by a remembrance; Helenas young eyes forever looked at her reassuringly from a gay girlish face, Helenas sweet patience in teaching her own awkwardness could never be forgotten.

I owe everything to Miss Helena, said Martha, half aloud, as she sat alone by the window; she had said it to herself a thousand times. When she looked in the little keepsake mirror she always hoped to see some faint reflection of Helena Vernon, but there was only her own brown old New England face to look back at her wonderingly.

Miss Pyne went less and less often to pay visits to her friends in Boston; there were very few friends left to come to Ashford and make long visits in the summer, and life grew more and more monotonous. Now and then there came news from across the sea and messages of remembrance, letters that were closely written on thin sheets of paper, and that spoke of lords and ladies, of great journeys, of the death of little children and the proud successes of boys at school, of the wedding of Helena Dysarts only daughter; but even that had happened years ago. These things seemed far away and vague, as if they belonged to a story and not to life itself; the true links with the past were quite different. There was the unvarying flock of ground-sparrows that Helena had begun to feed; every morning Martha scattered crumbs for them from the side door-steps while Miss Pyne watched from the dining-room window, and they were counted and cherished year by year.

Miss Pyne herself had many fixed habits, but little ideality or imagination, and so at last it was Martha who took thought for her mistress, and gave freedom to her own good taste. After a while, without any ones observing the change, the every-day ways of doing things in the house came to be the stately ways that had once belonged only to the entertainment of guests. Happily both mistress and maid seized all possible chances for hospitality, yet Miss Harriet nearly always sat alone at her exquisitely served table with its fresh flowers, and the beautiful old china which Martha handled so lovingly that there was no good excuse for keeping it hidden on closet shelves. Every year when the old cherry-trees were in fruit, Martha carried the round white old English dish with a fretwork edge, full of pointed green leaves and scarlet cherries, to the minister, and his wife never quite understood why every year he blushed and looked so conscious of the pleasure, and thanked Martha as if he had received a very particular attention. There was no pretty suggestion toward the pursuit of the fine art of housekeeping in Marthas limited acquaintance with newspapers that she did not adopt; there was no refined old custom of the Pyne housekeeping that she consented to let go. And every day, as she had promised, she thought of Miss Helena, — oh, many times in every day: whether this thing would please her, or that be likely to fall in with her fancy or ideas of fitness. As far as was possible the rare news that reached Ashford through an occasional letter or the talk of guests was made part of Marthas own life, the history of her own heart. A worn old geography often stood open at the map of Europe on the light-stand in her room, and a little old-fashioned gilt button, set with a bit of glass like a ruby, that had broken and fallen from the trimming of one of Helenas dresses, was used to mark the city of her dwelling-place. In the changes of a diplomatic life Martha followed her lady all about the map. Sometimes the button was at Paris, and sometimes at Madrid; once, to her great anxiety, it remained long at St. Petersburg. For such a slow scholar Martha was not unlearned at last, since everything about life in these foreign towns was of interest to her faithful heart. She satisfied her own mind as she threw crumbs to the tame sparrows; it was all part of the same thing and for the same affectionate reasons.

V.

One Sunday afternoon in early summer Miss Harriet Pyne came hurrying along the entry that led to Marthas room and called two or three times before its inhabitant could reach the door. Miss Harriet looked unusually cheerful and excited, and she held something in her hand. Where are you, Martha? she called again. Come quick, I have something to tell you!

Here I am, Miss Pyne, said Martha, who had only stopped to put her precious box in the drawer, and to shut the geography.

Who do you think is coming this very night at half-past six? We must have everything as nice as we can; I must see Hannah at once. Do you remember my cousin Helena who has lived abroad so long? Miss Helena Vernon, — the Honorable Mrs. Dysart, she is now.

Yes, I remember her, answered Martha, turning a little pale.

I knew that she was in this country, and I had written to ask her to come for a long visit, continued Miss Harriet, who did not often explain things, even to Martha, though she was always conscientious about the kind messages that were sent back by grateful guests. She telegraphs that she means to anticipate her visit by a few days and come to me at once. The heat is beginning in town, I suppose. I daresay, having been a foreigner so long, she does not mind traveling on Sunday. Do you think Hannah will be prepared? We must have tea a little later.

Yes, Miss Harriet, said Martha. She wondered that she could speak as usual, there was such a ringing in her ears. I shall have time to pick some fresh strawberries; Miss Helena is so fond of our strawberries.

Why, I had forgotten, said Miss Pyne, a little puzzled by something quite unusual in Marthas face. We must expect to find Mrs. Dysart a good deal changed, Martha; it is a great many years since she was here; I have not seen her since her wedding, and she has had a great deal of trouble, poor girl. You had better open the parlor chamber, and make it ready before you go down.

It is all ready, said Martha. I can carry some of those little sweet-brier roses upstairs before she comes.

Yes, you are always thoughtful, said Miss Pyne, with unwonted feeling.

Martha did not answer. She glanced at the telegram wistfully. She had never really suspected before that Miss Pyne knew nothing of the love that had been in her heart all these years; it was half a pain and half a golden joy to keep such a secret; she could hardly bear this moment of surprise.

Presently the news gave wings to her willing feet. When Hannah, the cook, who never had known Miss Helena, went to the parlor an hour later on some errand to her old mistress, she discovered that this stranger guest must be a very important person. She had never seen the tea-table look exactly as it did that night, and in the parlor itself there were fresh blossoming boughs in the old East India jars, and lilies in the paneled hall, and flowers everywhere, as if there were some high festivity.

Miss Pyne sat by the window watching, in her best dress, looking stately and calm; she seldom went out now, and it was almost time for the carriage. Martha was just coming in from the garden with the strawberries, and with more flowers in her apron. It was a bright cool evening in June, the golden robins sang in the elms, and the sun was going down behind the apple-trees at the foot of the garden. The beautiful old house stood wide open to the long-expected guest.

I think that I shall go down to the gate, said Miss Pyne, looking at Martha for approval, and Martha nodded and they went together slowly down the broad front walk.

There was a sound of horses and wheels on the roadside turf: Martha could not see at first; she stood back inside the gate behind the white lilac-bushes as the carriage came. Miss Pyne was there; she was holding out both arms and taking a tired, bent little figure in black to her heart. Oh, my Miss Helena is an old woman like me! and Martha gave a pitiful sob; she had never dreamed it would be like this; this was the one thing she could not bear.

Where are you, Martha? called Miss Pyne. Martha will bring these in; you have not forgotten my good Martha, Helena? Then Mrs. Dysart looked up and smiled just as she used to smile in the old days. The young eyes were there still in the changed face, and Miss Helena had come.

That night Martha waited in her ladys room just as she used, humble and silent, and went through with the old unforgotten loving services. The long years seemed like days. At last she lingered a moment trying to think of something else that might be done, then she was going silently away, but Helena called her back. She suddenly knew the whole story and could hardly speak.

Oh, my dear Martha! she cried, wont you kiss me good-night? Oh,
Martha, have you remembered like this, all these long years!


THE COON DOG.

I.
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IN THE EARLY dusk of a warm September evening the bats were flitting to and fro, as if it were still summer, under the great elm that overshadowed Isaac Browns house, on the Dipford road. Isaac Brown himself, and his old friend and neighbor John York, were leaning against the fence.

Frost keeps off late, dont it? said John York. I laughed when I first heard about the circus comin; I thought t was so unusual late in the season. Turned out well, however. Everybody I noticed was returnin with a palm-leaf fan. Guess they found em useful under the tent; t was a master hot day. I saw old lady Price with her hands full o those free advertisin fans, as if she was layin in a stock against next summer. Well, I expect she ll live to enjoy em.

I was right here where I m standin now, and I see her as she was goin by this mornin, said Isaac Brown, laughing, and settling himself comfortably against the fence as if they had chanced upon a welcome subject of conversation. I hailed her, same s I generlly do. Where are you bound to-day, maam? says I.

I m goin over as fur as Dipford Centre, says she. I m goin to see my poor dear Liza Jane. I want to suage her grief; her husband, Mr. Bijah Topliff, has passed away.

So much the better, says I.

No; I never larnt about it till yisterday, says she; an she looked up at me real kind of pleasant, and begun to laugh.

I hear hes left property, says she, tryin to pull her face down solemn. I give her the fifty cents she wanted to borrow to make up her car-fare and other expenses, an she stepped off like a girl down towds the depot.

This afternoon, as you know, I d promised the boys that I d take em over to see the menagerie, and nothin would nt do none of us any good but we must see the circus too; an when wed just got posted on one o the best high seats, mother she nudged me, and I looked right down front two, three rows, an if there want Mis Price, spectacles an all, with her head right up in the air, havin the best time you ever see. I laughed right out. She had nt taken no time to see Liza Jane; she want suagin no grief for nobody till she d seen the circus. There, says I, I do like to have anybody keep their young feelins!

Mis Price come over to see our folks before breakfast, said John York. Wife said she was inquirin about the circus, but she wanted to know first if they couldnt oblige her with a few trinkets o mournin, seein as how she d got to pay a mournin visit. Wife thought t was a bosom-pin, or somethin like that, but turned out she wanted the skirt of a dress; most anything would do, she said.

I thought she looked extra well startin off, said Isaac, with an indulgent smile. The Lord provides very handsome for such, I do declare! She aint had no visible means o support these ten or fifteen years back, but she dont freeze up in winter no more than we do.

Nor dry up in summer, interrupted his friend; I never did see such an able hand to talk.

Shes good company, and shes obliging an useful when the women folks have their extra work progressin, continued Isaac Brown kindly. T aint much for a well-off neighborhood like this to support that old chirpin cricket. My mother used to say she kind of helped the work along by livenin of it. Here she comes now; must have taken the last train, after she had supper with Lizy Jane. You stay still; we re goin to hear all about it.

The small, thin figure of Mrs. Price had to be hailed twice before she could be stopped.

I wish you a good evenin, neighbors, she said. I have been to the house of mournin.

Find Liza Jane in, after the circus? asked Isaac Brown, with equal seriousness. Excellent show, was nt it, for so late in the season?

Oh, beautiful; it was beautiful, I declare, answered the pleased spectator readily. Why, I did nt see you, nor Mis Brown. Yes; I felt it best to refresh my mind an wear a cheerful countenance. When I see Liza Jane I was able to divert her mind considable. She was glad I went. I told her I d made an effort, knowin twas so she had to lose the aternoon. Bijah left property, if he did die away from home on a foreign shore.

You dont mean that Bijah Topliff s left anything! exclaimed John York with interest, while Isaac Brown put both hands deep into his pockets, and leaned back in a still more satisfactory position against the gatepost.

He enjoyed poor health, answered Mrs. Price, after a moment of deliberation, as if she must take time to think. Bijah never was one that scattereth, nor yet increaseth. Liza Janes got some memories o the past thats a good deal better than others; but he died somewheres out in Connecticut, or so she heard, and hes left a very valable coon dog, — one he set a great deal by. Liza Jane said, last time he was to home, he priced that dog at fifty dollars. There, now, Liza Jane, says I, right to her, when she told me, if I could git fifty dollars for that dog, I certain would. Perhaps some o the circus folks would like to buy him; they ve taken in a stream o money this day. But Liza Jane aint never inclined to listen to advice. T is a dreadful poor-spirited-lookin creatur. I dont want no right o dower in him, myself.

A good coon dog s worth somethin, certain, said John York handsomely.

If he is a good coon dog, added Isaac Brown. I would nt have parted with old Rover, here, for a good deal of money when he was right in his best days; but a dog like him s like one of the family. Stop an have some supper, wont ye, Mis Price? — as the thin old creature was flitting off again. At that same moment this kind invitation was repeated from the door of the house; and Mrs. Price turned in, unprotesting and always sociably inclined, at the open gate.

II.

It was a month later, and a whole autumns length colder, when the two men were coming home from a long tramp through the woods. They had been making a solemn inspection of a wood-lot that they owned together, and had now visited their landmarks and outer boundaries, and settled the great question of cutting or not cutting some large pines. When it was well decided that a few years growth would be no disadvantage to the timber, they had eaten an excellent cold luncheon and rested from their labors.

I dont feel a day older n ever I did when I get out in the woods thi way, announced John York, who was a prim, dusty-looking little man, a prudent person, who had been selectman of the town at least a dozen times.

No more do I, agreed his companion, who was large and jovial and open-handed, more like a lucky sea-captain than a farmer. After pounding a slender walnut-tree with a heavy stone, he had succeeded in getting down a pocketful of late-hanging nuts which had escaped the squirrels, and was now snapping them back, one by one, to a venturesome chipmunk among some little frost-bitten beeches. Isaac Brown had a wonderfully pleasant way of getting on with all sorts of animals, even men. After a while they rose and went their way, these two companions, stopping here and there to look at a possible woodchucks hole, or to strike a few hopeful blows at a hollow tree with the light axe which Isaac had carried to blaze new marks on some of the line-trees on the farther edge of their possessions. Sometimes they stopped to admire the size of an old hemlock, or to talk about thinning out the young pines. At last they were not very far from the entrance to the great tract of woodland. The yellow sunshine came slanting in much brighter against the tall trunks, spotting them with golden light high among the still branches.

Presently they came to a great ledge, frost-split and cracked into mysterious crevices.

Heres where we used to get all the coons, said John York. I have nt seen a coon this great while, spite o your courage knocking on the trees up back here. You know that night we got the four fat ones? We started em somewheres near here, so the dog could get after em when they come out at night to go foragin.

Hold on, John; and Mr. Isaac Brown got up from the log where he had just sat down to rest, and went to the ledge, and looked carefully all about. When he came back he was much excited, and beckoned his friend away, speaking in a stage whisper.

I guess you ll see a coon before you re much older, he proclaimed. I ve thought it looked lately as if there d been one about my place, and theres plenty o signs here, right in their old haunts. Couple o hens heads an a lot o feathers — 

Might be a fox, interrupted John York.

Might be a coon, answered Mr. Isaac Brown. I m goin to have him, too. I ve been lookin at every old hollow tree I passed, but I never thought o this place. We ll come right off to-morrow night, I guess, John, an see if we cant get him. T is an extra handy place for em to den; in old times the folks always called it a good place; they ve been so scace o these late years that I ve thought little about em. Nothin I ever liked so well as a coon-hunt. Gorry! he must be a big old fellow, by his tracks! See here, in this smooth dirt; just like a babys footmark.

Trouble is, we lack a good dog, said John York anxiously, after he had made an eager inspection. I dont know where in the world to get one, either. There aint no such a dog about as your Rover, but you ve let him get spoilt; these days I dont see him leave the yard. You ought to keep the women folks from overfeedin of him so. He ought to ve lasted a good spell longer. Hes no use for huntin now, thats certain.

Isaac accepted the rebuke meekly. John York was a calm man, but he now grew very fierce under such a provocation. Nobody likes to be hindered in a coon-hunt.

Oh, Rovers too old, anyway, explained the affectionate master regretfully. I ve been wishing all this afternoon I d brought him; but I did nt think anything about him as we came away, I ve got so used to seeing him layin about the yard. T would have been a real treat for old Rover, if he could have kept up. Used to be at my heels the whole time. He could nt follow us, anyway, up here.

I should nt wonder if he could, insisted John, with a humorous glance at his old friend, who was much too heavy and huge of girth for quick transit over rough ground. John York himself had grown lighter as he had grown older.

I ll tell you one thing we could do, he hastened to suggest. There s that dog of Bijah Topllffs. Dont you know the old lady told us, that day she went over to Dipford, how high he was valued? Most o Bijahs important business was done in the fall, goin out by night, gunning with fellows from the mills. He was just the kind of a worthless do-nothing thats sure to have an extra knowin smart dog. I expect Liza Jane s got him now. Perhaps we could get him by to-morrow night. Let one o my boys go over!

Why, Liza Jane s come, bag an baggage, to spend the winter with her mother, exclaimed Isaac Brown, springing to his feet like a boy. I ve had it in mind to tell you two or three times this afternoon, and then something else has flown it out of my head. I let my John Henry take the long-tailed wagon an go down to the depot this mornin to fetch her an her goods up. The old lady come in early, while we were to breakfast, and to hear her lofty talk you d thought t would taken a couple o four-horse teams to move her. I told John Henry he might take that wagon and fetch up what light stuff he could, and see how much else there was, an then I d make further arrangements. She said Liza Jane d see me well satisfied, an rode off, pleased to death. I see em returnin about eight, after the train was in. They d got Liza Jane with em, smaller n ever; and there was a trunk tied up with a rope, and a small roll o beddin and braided mats, and a quilted rockin-chair. The old lady was holdin on tight to a bird-cage with nothin in it. Yes; an I see the dog, too, in behind. He appeared kind of timid. He s a yaller dog, but he aint stump-tailed. They hauled up out front o the house, and mother an I went right out; Mis Price always expects to have notice taken. She was in great sperits. Said Liza Jane concluded to sell off most of her stuff rather n have the care of it. She d told the folks that Mis Topliff had a beautiful sofa and a lot o nice chairs, and two framed pictures that would fix up the house complete, and invited us all to come over and see em. There, she seemed just as pleased returnin with the bird-cage. Disappointments dont appear to trouble her no more than a butterfly. I kind of like the old creatur; I dont mean to see her want.

They ll let us have the dog, said John York. I dont know but I ll give a quarter for him, and we ll let em have a good piece o the coon.

You really comin way up here by night, coon-huntin? asked Isaac
Brown, looking reproachfully at his more agile comrade.

I be, answered John York.

I was dretful afraid you was only talking, and might back out, returned the cheerful heavy-weight, with a chuckle. Now we ve got things all fixed, I feel more like it than ever. I tell you theres just boy enough left inside of me. I ll clean up my old gun to-morrow mornin, and you look right after yourn. I dare say the boys have took good care of em for us, but they dont know what we do about huntin, and we ll bring em all along and show em a little fun.

All right, said John York, as soberly as if they were going to look after a piece of business for the town; and they gathered up the axe and other light possessions, and started toward home.

III.

The two friends, whether by accident or design, came out of the woods some distance from their own houses, but very near to the low-storied little gray dwelling of Mrs. Price. They crossed the pasture, and climbed over the toppling fence at the foot of her small sandy piece of land, and knocked at the door. There was a light already in the kitchen. Mrs. Price and Eliza Jane Topliff appeared at once, eagerly hospitable.

Anybody sick? asked Mrs. Price, with instant sympathy. Nothin happened, I hope?

Oh, no, said both the men.

We came to talk about hiring your dog to-morrow night, explained Isaac Brown, feeling for the moment amused at his eager errand. We got on track of a coon just now, up in the woods, and we thought we d give our boys a little treat. You shall have fifty cents, an welcome, and a good piece o the coon.

Yes, Square Brown; we can let you have the dog as well as not, interrupted Mrs. Price, delighted to grant a favor. Poor departed Bijah, he set everything by him as a coon dog. He always said a dogs capital was all in his reputation.

You ll have to be dreadful careful an not lose him, urged Mrs. Topliff. Yes, sir; he s a proper coon dog as ever walked the earth, but hes terrible weak-minded about followin most anybody. Bijah used to travel off twelve or fourteen miles after him to git him back, when he want able. Somebody d speak to him decent, or fling a whip-lash as they drove by, an off he d canter on three legs right after the wagon. But Bijah said he wouldnt trade him for no coon dog he ever was acquainted with. Trouble is, coons is awful scace.

I guess he aint out o practice, said John York amiably; I guess he ll know when he strikes the coon. Come, Isaac, we must be gittin along towds home. I feel like eatin a good supper. You tie him up to-morrow afternoon, so we shall be sure to have him, he turned to say to Mrs. Price, who stood smiling at the door.

Land sakes, dear, he wont git away; you ll find him right there betwixt the wood-box and the stove, where he is now. Hold the light, Liza Jane; they cant see their way out to the road. I ll fetch him over to ye in good season, she called out, by way of farewell; t will save ye third of a mile extra walk. No, Liza Jane; you ll let me do it, if you please. I ve got a mothers heart. The gentlemen will excuse us for showin feelin. You re all the child I ve got, an your prosperity is the same as mine.

IV.

The great night of the coon-hunt was frosty and still, with only a dim light from the new moon. John York and his boys, and Isaac Brown, whose excitement was very great, set forth across the fields toward the dark woods. The men seemed younger and gayer than the boys. There was a burst of laughter when John Henry Brown and his little brother appeared with the coon dog of the late Mr. Abijah Topliff, which had promptly run away home again after Mrs. Price had coaxed him over in the afternoon. The captors had tied a string round his neck, at which they pulled vigorously from time to time to urge him forward. Perhaps he found the night too cold; at any rate, he stopped short in the frozen furrows every few minutes, lifting one foot and whining a little. Half a dozen times he came near to tripping up Mr. Isaac Brown and making him fall at full length.

Poor Tiger! poor Tiger! said the good-natured sportsman, when somebody said that the dog did nt act as if he were much used to being out by night. He ll be all right when he once gets track of the coon. But when they were fairly in the woods, Tigers distress was perfectly genuine. The long rays of light from the old-fashioned lanterns of pierced tin went wheeling round and round, making a tall ghost of every tree, and strange shadows went darting in and out behind the pines. The woods were like an interminable pillared room where the darkness made a high ceiling. The clean frosty smell of the open fields was changed for a warmer air, damp with the heavy odor of moss and fallen leaves. There was something wild and delicious in the forest in that hour of night. The men and boys tramped on silently in single file, as if they followed the flickering light instead of carrying it. The dog fell back by instinct, as did his companions, into the easy familiarity of forest life. He ran beside them, and watched eagerly as they chose a safe place to leave a coat or two and a basket. He seemed to be an affectionate dog, now that he had made acquaintance with his masters.

Seems to me he dont exactly know what he s about, said one of the York boys scornfully; we must have struck that coons track somewhere, comin in.

We ll get through talkin, an heap up a little somethin for a fire, if you ll turn to and help, said his father. I ve always noticed that nobody can give so much good advice about a piece o work as a new hand. When you ve treed as many coons as your Uncle Brown an me, you wont feel so certain. Isaac, you be the one to take the dog up round the ledge, there. He ll scent the coon quick enough then. We ll tend to this part o the business.

You may come too, John Henry, said the indulgent father, and they set off together silently with the coon dog. He followed well enough now; his tail and ears were drooping even more than usual, but he whimpered along as bravely as he could, much excited, at John Henrys heels, like one of those great soldiers who are all unnerved until the battle is well begun.

A minute later the father and son came hurrying back, breathless, and stumbling over roots and bushes. The fire was already lighted, and sending a great glow higher and higher among the trees.

Hes off! He s struck a track! He was off like a major! wheezed
Mr. Isaac Brown.

Which way d he go? asked everybody.

Right out toward the fields. Likes not the old fellow was just starting after more of our fowls. I m glad we come early, — he cant have got far yet. We cant do nothin but wait now, boys. I ll set right down here.

Soon as the coon trees, you ll hear the dog sing, now I tell you! said John York, with great enthusiasm. That night your father an me got those four busters we ve told you about, they come right back here to the ledge. I dont know but they will now. T was a dreadful cold night, I know. We did nt get home till past three oclock in the mornin, either. You remember, dont you, Isaac?

I do, said Isaac. How old Rover worked that night! Could nt see out of his eyes, nor hardly wag his clever old tail, for two days; thorns in both his fore paws, and the last coon took a piece right out of his off shoulder.

Why did nt you let Rover come tonight, father? asked the younger boy. I think he knew somethin was up. He was jumpin round at a great rate when I come out of the yard.

I did nt know but he might make trouble for the other dog, answered Isaac, after a moments silence. He felt almost disloyal to the faithful creature, and had been missing him all the way. Sh! theres a bark! And they all stopped to listen.

The fire was leaping higher; they all sat near it, listening and talking by turns. There is apt to be a good deal of waiting in a coon-hunt.

If Rover was young as he used to be, Id resk him to tree any coon that ever run, said the regretful master. This smart creature o Topliffs cant beat him, I know. The poor old fellows eyesight seems to be going. Two — three times hes run out at me right in broad day, an barked when I come up the yard toward the house, and I did pity him dreadfully; he was so shamed when he found out what he d done. Rovers a dog thats got an awful lot o pride. He went right off out behind the long barn the last time, and would nt come in for nobody when they called him to supper till I went out myself and made it up with him. No; he cant see very well now, Rover cant.

He s heavy, too; he s got too unwieldy to tackle a smart coon, I expect, even if he could do the tall runnin, said John York, with sympathy. They have to get a master grip with their teeth through a coons thick pelt this time o year. No; the young folks gets all the good chances after a while; and he looked round indulgently at the chubby faces of his boys, who fed the fire, and rejoiced in being promoted to the society of their elders on equal terms. Aint it time we heard from the dog? And they all listened, while the fire snapped and the sap whistled in some green sticks.

I hear him, said John Henry suddenly; and faint and far away there came the sound of a desperate bark. There is a bark that means attack, and there is a bark that means only foolish excitement.

They aint far off! said Isaac. My gracious, hes right after him! I dont knows I expected that poor-looking dog to be so smart. You cant tell by their looks. Quick as he scented the game up here in the rocks, off he put. Perhaps it aint any matter if they aint stump-tailed, longs they re yaller dogs. He did nt look heavy enough to me. I tell you, he means business. Hear that bark!

They all bark alike after a coon. John York was as excited as anybody. Git the guns laid out to hand, boys; I told you we d ought to follow! he commanded. If its the old fellow that belongs here, he may put in any minute. But there was again a long silence and state of suspense; the chase had turned another way. There were faint distant yaps. The fire burned low and fell together with a shower of sparks. The smaller boys began to grow chilly and sleepy, when there was a thud and rustle and snapping of twigs close at hand, then the gasp of a breathless dog. Two dim shapes rushed by; a shower of bark fell, and a dog began to sing at the foot of the great twisted pine not fifty feet away.

Hooray for Tiger! yelled the boys; but the dogs voice filled all the woods. It might have echoed to the mountain-tops. There was the old coon; they could all see him half-way up the tree, flat to the great limb. They heaped the fire with dry branches till it flared high. Now they lost him in a shadow as he twisted about the tree. John York fired, and Isaac Brown fired, and the boys took a turn at the guns, while John Henry started to climb a neighboring oak; but at last it was Isaac who brought the coon to ground with a lucky shot, and the dog stopped his deafening bark and frantic leaping in the underbrush, and after an astonishing moment of silence crept out, a proud victor, to his prouder masters feet.

Goodness alive, who s this? Good for you, old handsome! Why, I ll be hanged if it aint old Rover, boys; its old Rover! But Isaac could not speak another word. They all crowded round the wistful, clumsy old dog, whose eyes shone bright, though his breath was all gone. Each man patted him, and praised him, and said they ought to have mistrusted all the time that it could be nobody but he. It was some minutes before Isaac Brown could trust himself to do anything but pat the sleek old head that was always ready to his hand.

He must have overheard us talkin; I guess he d have come if he d dropped dead half-way, proclaimed John Henry, like a prince of the reigning house; and Rover wagged his tail as if in honest assent, as he lay at his masters side. They sat together, while the fire was brightened again to make a good light for the coon-hunt supper; and Rover had a good half of everything that found its way into his masters hand. It was toward midnight when the triumphal procession set forth toward home, with the two lanterns, across the fields.

V.

The next morning was bright and warm after the hard frost of the night before. Old Rover was asleep on the doorstep in the sun, and his master stood in the yard, and saw neighbor Price come along the road in her best array, with a gay holiday air.

Well, now, she said eagerly, you want out very late last night, was you? I got up myself to let Tiger in. He come home, all beat out, about a quarter past nine. I expect you had nt no kind o trouble gittin the coon. The boys was tellin me he weighed most thirty pounds.

Oh, no kind o trouble, said Isaac, keeping the great secret gallantly. You got the things I sent over this mornin?

Bless your heart, yes! I d a sight rather have all that good pork an potatoes than any o your wild meat, said Mrs. Price, smiling with prosperity. You see, now, Liza Jane she s given in. She did nt relly know but t was all talk of Bijah bout that dogs bein wuth fifty dollars. She says she cant cope with a huntin dog same s he could, an she s given me the money you an John York sent over this mornin; an I did nt know but what you d lend me another half a dollar, so I could both go to Dipford Centre an return, an see if I could nt make a sale o Tiger right over there where they all know about him. Its right in the coon season; now s my time, aint it?

Well, gettin a little late, said Isaac, shaking with laughter as he took the desired sum of money out of his pocket. He seems to be a clever dog round the house.

I dont know s I want to harbor him all winter, answered the excursionist frankly, striking into a good traveling gait as she started off toward the railroad station.


AUNT CYNTHY DALLETT.

I.
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NO, SAID MRS. Hand, speaking wistfully,— no, we never were in the habit of keeping Christmas at our house. Mother died when we were all young; she would have been the one to keep up with all new ideas, but father and grandmother were old-fashioned folks, and — well, you know how t was then, Miss Pendexter: nobody took much notice of the day except to wish you a Merry Christmas.

They did nt do much to make it merry, certain, answered Miss Pendexter. Sometimes nowadays I hear folks complainin o bein overtaxed with all the Christmas work they have to do.

Well, others think that it makes a lovely chance for all that really enjoys givin; you get an opportunity to speak your kind feelin right out, answered Mrs. Hand, with a bright smile. But there! I shall always keep New Years Day, too; it wont do no hurt to have an extra day kept an made pleasant. And there a many of the real old folks have got pretty things to remember about New Years Day.

Aunt Cynthy Dallett s just one of em, said Miss Pendexter. She s always very reproachful if I dont get up to see her. Last year I missed it, on account of a light fall o snow that seemed to make the walkin too bad, an she sent a neighbors boy way down from the mountin to see if I was sick. Her lameness confines her to the house altogether now, an I have her on my mind a good deal. How anybody does get thinkin of those that lives alone, as they get older! I waked up only last night with a start, thinkin if Aunt Cynthys house should get afire or anything, what she would do, way up there all alone. I was half dreamin, I spose, but I could nt seem to settle down until I got up an went upstairs to the north garret window to see if I could see any light; but the mountains was all dark an safe, same s usual. I remember noticin last time I was there that her chimney needed pointin, and I spoke to her about it, — the bricks looked poor in some places.

Can you see the house from your north gable window? asked Mrs. Hand, a little absently.

Yes m; its a great comfort that I can, answered her companion. I have often wished we were near enough to have her make me some sort o signal in case she needed help. I used to plead with her to come down and spend the winters with me, but she told me one day I might as well try to fetch down one o the old hemlocks, an I believe t was true.

Your aunt Dallett is a very self-contained person, observed Mrs. Hand.

Oh, very! exclaimed the elderly niece, with a pleased look. Aunt Cynthy laughs, an says she expects the time will come when age ll compel her to have me move up an take care of her; and last time I was there she looked up real funny, an says, I do know, Abby; I m most afeard sometimes that I feel myself beginnin to look forard to it! T was a good deal, comin from Aunt Cynthy, an I so esteemed it.

She ought to have you there now, said Mrs. Hand. You d both make a savin by doin it; but I dont expect she needs to save as much as some. There! I know just how you both feel. I like to have my own home an do everything just my way too. And the friends laughed, and looked at each other affectionately.

There was old Mr. Nathan Dunn, — left no debts an no money when he died, said Mrs. Hand. T was over to his nieces last summer. He had a little money in his wallet, an when the bill for funeral expenses come in there was just exactly enough; some item or other made it come to so many dollars an eighty-four cents, and, lo an behold! there was eighty-four cents in a little separate pocket beside the neat fold o bills, as if the old gentleman had known before-hand. His niece could nt help laughin, to save her; she said the old gentleman died as methodical as he lived. She did nt expect he had any money, an was prepared to pay for everything herself; she s very well off.

T was funny, certain, said Miss Pendexter. I expect he felt comfortable, knowin he had that money by him. T is a comfort, when alls said and done, specially to folks thats gettin old.

A sad look shadowed her face for an instant, and then she smiled and rose to take leave, looking expectantly at her hostess to see if there were anything more to be said.

I hope to come out square myself, she said, by way of farewell pleasantry; but there are times when I feel doubtful.

Mrs. Hand was evidently considering something, and waited a moment or two before she spoke. Suppose we both walk up to see your aunt Dallett, New Years Day, if it aint too windy and the snow keeps off? she proposed. I could nt rise the hill if t was a windy day. We could take a hearty breakfast an start in good season; I d rather walk than ride, the roads so rough this time o year.

Oh, what a person you are to think o things! I did so dread goin way up there all alone, said Abby Pendexter. I m no hand to go off alone, an I had it before me, so I really got to dread it. I do so enjoy it after I get there, seein Aunt Cynthy, an she s always so much better than I expect to find her.

Well, we ll start early, said Mrs. Hand cheerfully; and so they parted. As Miss Pendexter went down the foot-path to the gate, she sent grateful thoughts back to the little sitting-room she had just left.

How doors are opened! she exclaimed to herself. Here I ve been so poor an distressed at beginnin the year with nothin, as it were, that I could nt think o even goin to make poor old Aunt Cynthy a friendly call. I ll manage to make some kind of a little pleasure too, an somethin for dear Mis Hand. Use what you ve got, mother always used to say when every sort of an emergency come up, an I may only have wishes to give, but I ll make em good ones!

II.

The first day of the year was clear and bright, as if it were a New Years pattern of what winter can be at its very best. The two friends were prepared for changes of weather, and met each other well wrapped in their winter cloaks and shawls, with sufficient brown barége veils tied securely over their bonnets. They ignored for some time the plain truth that each carried something under her arm; the shawls were rounded out suspiciously, especially Miss Pendexters, but each respected the others air of secrecy. The narrow road was frozen in deep ruts, but a smooth-trodden little foot-path that ran along its edge was very inviting to the wayfarers. Mrs. Hand walked first and Miss Pendexter followed, and they were talking busily nearly all the way, so that they had to stop for breath now and then at the tops of the little hills. It was not a hard walk; there were a good many almost level stretches through the woods, in spite of the fact that they should be a very great deal higher when they reached Mrs. Dalletts door.

I do declare, what a nice day t is, an such pretty footin! said Mrs. Hand, with satisfaction. Seems to me as if my feet went o themselves; generlly I have to toil so when I walk that I cant enjoy nothin when I get to a place.

Its partly this beautiful bracin air, said Abby Pendexter. Sometimes such nice air comes just before a fall of snow. Dont it seem to make anybody feel young again and to take all your troubles away?

Mrs. Hand was a comfortable, well-to-do soul, who seldom worried about anything, but something in her companions tone touched her heart, and she glanced sidewise and saw a pained look in Abby Pendexters thin face. It was a moment for confidence.

Why, you speak as if something distressed your mind, Abby, said the elder woman kindly.

I aint one that has myself on my mind as a usual thing, but it does seem now as if I was goin to have it very hard, said Abby. Well, I ve been anxious before.

Is it anything wrong about your property? Mrs. Hand ventured to ask.

Only that I aint got any, answered. Abby, trying to speak gayly.
T was all I could do to pay my last quarters rent, twelve dollars.
I sold my hens, all but this one that had run away at the time, an now
I m carryin her up to Aunt Cynthy, roasted just as nice as I know
how.

I thought you was carrying somethin, said Mrs. Hand, in her usual tone. For me, I ve got a couple o my mince pies. I thought the old lady might like em; one we can eat for our dinner, and one she shall have to keep. But were nt you unwise to sacrifice your poultry, Abby? You always need eggs, and hens dont cost much to keep.

Why, yes, I shall miss em, said Abby; but, you see, I had to do every way to get my rent-money. Now the shop s shut down I have nt got any way of earnin anything, and I spent what little I ve saved through the summer.

Your aunt Cynthy ought to know it an ought to help you, said Mrs. Hand. You re a real foolish person, I must say. I expect you do for her when she ought to do for you.

She s old, an she s all the near relation I ve got, said the little woman. I ve always felt the time would come when she d need me, but its been her great pleasure to live alone an feel free. I shall get along somehow, but I shall have it hard. Somebody may want help for a spell this winter, but I m afraid I shall have to give up my house. T aint as if I owned it. I dont know just what to do, but therell be a way.

Mrs. Hand shifted her two pies to the other arm, and stepped across to the other side of the road where the ground looked a little smoother.

No, I wouldnt worry if I was you, Abby, she said. There, I suppose if t was me I should worry a good deal more! I expect I should lay awake nights. But Abby answered nothing, and they came to a steep place in the road and found another subject for conversation at the top.

Your aunt dont know we re coming? asked the chief guest of the occasion.

Oh, no, I never send her word, said Miss Pendexter. She d be so desirous to get everything ready, just as she used to.

She never seemed to make any trouble o havin company; she always appeared so easy and pleasant, and let you set with her while she made her preparations, said Mrs. Hand, with great approval. Some has such a dreadful way of making you feel inopportune, and you cant always send word you re comin. I did have a visit once thats always been a lesson to me; t was years ago; I dont know s I ever told you?

I dont believe you ever did, responded the listener to this somewhat indefinite prelude.

Well, t was one hot summer afternoon. I set forth an took a great long walk way over to Mis Eben Fulhams, on the crossroad between the cranberry mash and Stapless Corner. The doctor was drivin that way, an he give me a lift that shortened it some at the last; but I never should have started, if I d known t was so far. I had been promisin all summer to go, and every time I saw Mis Fulham, Sundays, she d say somethin about it. We want very well acquainted, but always friendly. She moved here from Bedford Hill.

Oh, yes; I used to know her, said Abby, with interest.

Well, now, she did give me a beautiful welcome when I got there, continued Mrs. Hand. T was about four oclock in the afternoon, an I told her I d come to accept her invitation if t was convenient, an the doctor had been called several miles beyond and expected to be detained, but he was goin to pick me up as he returned about seven; t was very kind of him. She took me right in, and she did appear so pleased, an I must go right into the best room where t was cool, and then she said she d have tea early, and I should have to excuse her a short time. I asked her not to make any difference, and if I could nt assist her; but she said no, I must just take her as I found her; and she give me a large fan, and off she went.

There. I was glad to be still and rest where t was cool, an I set there in the rockin-chair an enjoyed it for a while, an I heard her clacking at the oven door out beyond, an gittin out some dishes. She was a brisk-actin little woman, an I thought I d caution her when she come back not to make up a great fire, only for a cup o tea, perhaps. I started to go right out in the kitchen, an then somethin told me I d better not, we never d been so free together as that; I did nt know how she d take it, an there I set an set. T was sort of a greenish light in the best room, an it begun to feel a little damp to me, — the srubs outside grew close up to the windows. Oh, it did seem dreadful long! I could hear her busy with the dishes an beatin eggs an stirrin, an I knew she was puttin herself out to get up a great supper, and I kind o fidgeted about a little an even stepped to the door, but I thought she d expect me to remain where I was. I saw everything in that room forty times over, an I did divert myself killin off a brood o moths that was in a worsted-work mat on the table. It all fell to pieces. I never saw such a sight o moths to once. But occupation failed after that, an I begun to feel sort o tired an numb. There was one o them late crickets got into the room an begun to chirp, an it sounded kind o fallish. I could nt help sayin to myself that Mis Fulham had forgot all about my bein there. I thought of all the beauties of hospitality that ever I see! — 

Did nt she ever come back at all, not whilst things was in the oven, nor nothin? inquired Miss Pendexter, with awe.

I never see her again till she come beamin to the parlor door an invited me to walk out to tea, said Mrs. Hand. T was most a quarter past six by the clock; I thought t was seven. I d thought o everything, an I d counted, an I d trotted my foot, an I d looked more n twenty times to see if there was any more moth-millers.

I spose you did have a very nice tea? suggested Abby, with interest.

Oh, a beautiful tea! She could nt have done more if I d been the Queen, said Mrs. Hand. I dont know how she could ever have done it all in the time, I m sure. The table was loaded down; there was cup-custards and custard pie, an cream pie, an two kinds o hot biscuits, an black tea as well as green, an elegant cake, — one kind she d just made new, and called it quick cake; I ve often made it since — an she d opened her best preserves, two kinds. We set down together, an I m sure I appreciated what she d done; but t want no time for real conversation whilst we was to the table, and before we got quite through the doctor come hurryin along, an I had to leave. He asked us if we d had a good talk, as we come out, an I could nt help laughing to myself; but she said quite hearty that she d had a nice visit from me. She appeared well satisfied, Mis Fulham did; but for me, I was disappointed; an early that fall she died.

Abby Pendexter was laughing like a girl; the speakers tone had grown more and more complaining. I do call that a funny experience, she said. Better a dinner o herbs. I guess that text must ha risen to your mind in connection. You must tell that to Aunt Cynthy, if conversation seems to fail. And she laughed again, but Mrs. Hand still looked solemn and reproachful.

Here we are; there s Aunt Cynthys lane right ahead, there by the great yellow birch, said Abby. I must say, you ve made the way seem very short, Mis Hand.

III.

Old Aunt Cynthia Dallett sat in her high-backed rocking-chair by the little north window, which was her favorite dwelling-place.

New Years Day again, she said, aloud,— New Years Day again! And she folded her old bent hands, and looked out at the great woodland view and the hills without really seeing them, she was lost in so deep a reverie. I m gittin to be very old, she added, after a little while.

It was perfectly still in the small gray house. Outside in the apple-trees there were some blue-jays flitting about and calling noisily, like schoolboys fighting at their games. The kitchen was full of pale winter sunshine. It was more like late October than the first of January, and the plain little room seemed to smile back into the suns face. The outer door was standing open into the green dooryard, and a fat small dog lay asleep on the step. A capacious cupboard stood behind Mrs. Dalletts chair and kept the wind away from her corner. Its doors and drawers were painted a clean lead-color, and there were places round the knobs and buttons where the touch of hands had worn deep into the wood. Every braided rug was straight on the floor. The square clock on its shelf between the front windows looked as if it had just had its face washed and been wound up for a whole year to come. If Mrs. Dallett turned her head she could look into the bedroom, where her plump feather bed was covered with its dark blue homespun winter quilt. It was all very peaceful and comfortable, but it was very lonely. By her side, on a light-stand, lay the religious newspaper of her denomination, and a pair of spectacles whose jointed silver bows looked like a funny two-legged beetle cast helplessly upon its back.

New Years Day again, said old Cynthia Dallett. Time had left nobody in her house to wish her a Happy New Year, — she was the last one left in the old nest. I m gittin to be very old, she said for the second time; it seemed to be all there was to say.

She was keeping a careful eye on her friendly clock, but it was hardly past the middle of the morning, and there was no excuse for moving; it was the long hour between the end of her slow morning work and the appointed time for beginning to get dinner. She was so stiff and lame that this hours rest was usually most welcome, but to-day she sat as if it were Sunday, and did not take up her old shallow splint basket of braiding-rags from the side of her footstool.

I do hope Abby Pendexter ll make out to git up to see me this afternoon as usual, she continued. I know t aint so easy for her to get up the hill as it used to be, but I do seem to want to see some o my own folks. I wish t I d thought to send her word I expected her when Jabez Hooper went back after he came up here with the flour. I d like to have had her come prepared to stop two or three days.

A little chickadee perched on the window-sill outside and bobbed his head sideways to look in, and then pecked impatiently at the glass. The old woman laughed at him with childish pleasure and felt companioned; it was pleasant at that moment to see the life in even a birds bright eye.

Sign of a stranger, she said, as he whisked his wings and flew away in a hurry. I must throw out some crumbs for em; its getting to be hard pickin for the stayin-birds. She looked past the trees of her little orchard now with seeing eyes, and followed the long forest slopes that led downward to the lowland country. She could see the two white steeples of Fairfield Village, and the map of fields and pastures along the valley beyond, and the great hills across the valley to the westward. The scattered houses looked like toys that had been scattered by children. She knew their lights by night, and watched the smoke of their chimneys by day. Far to the northward were higher mountains, and these were already white with snow. Winter was already in sight, but to-day the wind was in the south, and the snow seemed only part of a great picture.

I do hope the cold ll keep off a while longer, thought Mrs. Dallett.
I dont know how I m going to get along after the deep snow comes.

The little dog suddenly waked, as if he had had a bad dream, and after giving a few anxious whines he began to bark outrageously. His mistress tried, as usual, to appeal to his better feelings.

T aint nobody, Tiger, she said. Cant you have some patience? Maybe its some foolish boys thats rangin about with their guns. But Tiger kept on, and even took the trouble to waddle in on his short legs, barking all the way. He looked warningly at her, and then turned and ran out again. Then she saw him go hurrying down to the bars, as if it were an occasion of unusual interest.

I guess somebody is comin; he dont act as if t were a vagrant kind o noise; must really be somebody in our lane. And Mrs. Dallett smoothed her apron and gave an anxious housekeepers glance round the kitchen. None of her state visitors, the minister or the deacons, ever came in the morning. Country people are usually too busy to go visiting in the forenoons.

Presently two figures appeared where the road came out of the woods, — the two women already known to the story, but very surprising to Mrs. Dallett; the short, thin one was easily recognized as Abby Pendexter, and the taller, stout one was soon discovered to be Mrs. Hand. Their old friends heart was in a glow. As the guests approached they could see her pale face with its thin white hair framed under the close black silk handkerchief.

There she is at her window smilin away! exclaimed Mrs. Hand; but by the time they reached the doorstep she stood waiting to meet them.

Why, you two dear creaturs! she said, with a beaming smile. I dont know when I ve ever been so glad to see folks comin. I had a kind of left-all-alone feelin this mornin, an I didnt even make bold to be certain o you, Abby, though it looked so pleasant. Come right in an set down. You re all out o breath, aint you, Mis Hand?

Mrs. Dallett led the way with eager hospitality. She was the tiniest little bent old creature, her handkerchiefed head was quick and alert, and her eyes were bright with excitement and feeling, but the rest of her was much the worse for age; she could hardly move, poor soul, as if she had only a make-believe framework of a body under a shoulder-shawl and thick petticoats. She got back to her chair again, and the guests took off their bonnets in the bedroom, and returned discreet and sedate in their black woolen dresses. The lonely kitchen was blest with society at last, to its mistresss hearts content. They talked as fast as possible about the weather, and how warm it had been walking up the mountain, and how cold it had been a year ago, that day when Abby Pendexter had been kept at home by a snowstorm and missed her visit. And I aint seen you now, aunt, since the twenty-eighth of September, but I ve thought of you a great deal, and looked forward to comin moren usual, she ended, with an affectionate glance at the pleased old face by the window.

I ve been wantin to see you, dear, and wonderin how you was gettin on, said Aunt Cynthy kindly. And I take it as a great attention to have you come to-day, Mis Hand, she added, turning again towards the more distinguished guest. We have to put one thing against another. I should hate dreadfully to live anywhere except on a high hill farm, cordin as I was born an raised. But there aint the chance to neighbor that townfolks has, an I do seem to have more lonely hours than I used to when I was younger. I dont know but I shall soon be gittin too old to live alone. And she turned to her niece with an expectant, lovely look, and Abby smiled back.

I often wish I could run in an see you every day, aunt, she answered. I have been sayin so to Mrs. Hand.

There, how anybody does relish company when they dont have but a little of it! exclaimed Aunt Cynthia. I am all alone to-day; there is going to be a shootin-match somewhere the other side o the mountain, an Johnny Foss, that does my chores, begged off to go when he brought the milk unusual early this mornin. Generlly he s about here all the fore part of the day; but he dont go off with the boys very often, and I like to have him have a little sport; t was New Years Day, anyway; he s a good, stiddy boy for my wants.

Why, I wish you Happy New Year, aunt! said Abby, springing up with unusual spirit. Why, thats just what we come to say, and we like to have forgot all about it! She kissed her aunt, and stood a minute holding her hand with a soft, affectionate touch. Mrs. Hand rose and kissed Mrs. Dallett too, and it was a moment of ceremony and deep feeling.

I always like to keep the day, said the old hostess, as they seated themselves and drew their splint-bottomed chairs a little nearer together than before. You see, I was brought up to it, and father made a good deal of it; he said he liked to make it pleasant and give the year a fair start. I can see him now, how he used to be standing there by the fireplace when we came out o the two bedrooms early in the morning, an he always made out, poors he was, to give us some little present, and he d heap em up on the corner o the mantelpiece, an we d stand front of him in a row, and mother be bustling about gettin breakfast. One year he give me a beautiful copy o the Life o General Lafayette, in a green cover, — I ve got it now, but we childn bout read it to pieces, — an one year a nice piece o blue ribbon, an Abby — that was your mother, Abby — had a pink one. Father was real kind to his childn. I thought o them early days when I first waked up this mornin, and I could nt help lookin up then to the corner o the shelf just as I used to look.

Theres nothin so beautiful as to have a bright childhood to look back to, said Mrs. Hand. Sometimes I think childn has too hard a time now, — all the responsibility is put on to em, since they take the lead o what to do an what they want, and get to be so toppin an knowin. Twas happier in the old days, when the fathers an mothers done the rulin.

They say things have changed, said Aunt Cynthy; but staying right here, I dont know much of any world but my own world.

Abby Pendexter did not join in this conversation, but sat in her straight backed chair with folded hands and the air of a good child. The little old dog had followed her in, and now lay sound asleep again at her feet. The front breadth of her black dress looked rusty and old in the sunshine that slanted across it, and the aunts sharp eyes saw this and saw the careful darns. Abby was as neat as wax, but she looked as if the frost had struck her. I declare, shes gittin along in years, thought Aunt Cynthia compassionately. She begins to look sort o set and dried up, Abby does. She ought nt to live all alone; shes one that needs company.

At this moment Abby looked up with new interest. Now, aunt, she said, in her pleasant voice, I dont want you to forget to tell me if there aint some sewin or mendin I can do whilst I m here. I know your hands trouble you some, an I mays well tell you we re bent on stayin all day an makin a good visit, Mis Hand an me.

Thank ye kindly, said the old woman; I do want a little sewin done before long, but t aint no use to spile a good holiday. Her face took a resolved expression. I m goin to make other arrangements, she said. No, you need nt come up here to pass New Years Day an be put right down to sewin. I make out to do what mendin I need, an to sew on my hooks an eyes. I get Johnny Ross to thread me up a good lot o needles every little while, an that helps me a good deal. Abby, why cant you step into the best room an bring out the rockin-chair? I seem to want Mis Hand to have it.

I opened the window to let the sun in awhile, said the niece, as she returned. It felt cool in there an shut up.

I thought of doin it not long before you come, said Mrs. Dallett, looking gratified. Once the taking of such a liberty would have been very provoking to her. Why, it does seem good to have somebody think o things an take right hold like that!

I m sure you would, if you were down at my house, said Abby, blushing. Aunt Cynthy, I dont suppose you could feel as if t would be best to come down an pass the winter with me, — just durin the cold weather, I mean. You d see more folks to amuse you, an — I do think of you so anxious these long winter nights.

There was a terrible silence in the room, and Miss Pendexter felt her heart begin to beat very fast. She did not dare to look at her aunt at first.

Presently the silence was broken. Aunt Cynthia had been gazing out of the window, and she turned towards them a little paler and older than before, and smiling sadly.

Well, dear, I ll do just as you say, she answered. I m beat by age at last, but I ve had my own way for eighty-five years, come the month o March, an last winter I did use to lay awake an worry in the long storms. I m kind o humble now about livin alone to what I was once. At this moment a new light shone in her face. I dont expect you d be willin to come up here an stay till spring, — not if I had Fosss folks stop for you to ride to meetin every pleasant Sunday, an take you down to the Corners plenty o other times besides? she said beseechingly. No, Abby, I m too old to move now; I should be homesick down to the village. If you ll come an stay with me, all I have shall be yours. Mis Hand hears me say it.

Oh, dont you think o that; you re all I ve got near to me in the world, an I ll come an welcome, said Abby, though the thought of her own little home gave a hard tug at her heart. Yes, Aunt Cynthy, I ll come, an we ll be real comfortable together. I ve been lonesome sometimes — 

Twill be best for both, said Mrs. Hand judicially. And so the great question was settled, and suddenly, without too much excitement, it became a thing of the past.

We must be thinkin o dinner, said Aunt Cynthia gayly. I wish I was better prepared; but there s nice eggs an pork an potatoes, an you girls can take hold an help. At this moment the roast chicken and the best mince pies were offered and kindly accepted, and before another hour had gone they were sitting at their New Year feast, which Mrs. Dallett decided to be quite proper for the Queen.

Before the guests departed, when the sun was getting low, Aunt Cynthia called her niece to her side and took hold of her hand.

Dont you make it too long now, Abby, said she. I shall be wantin ye every day till you come; but you must nt forgit what a set old thing I be.

Abby had the kindest of hearts, and was always longing for somebody to love and care for; her aunts very age and helplessness seemed to beg for pity.

This is Saturday; you may expect me the early part of the week; and thank you, too, aunt, said Abby.

Mrs. Hand stood by with deep sympathy. Its the proper thing, she announced calmly. You d both of you be a sight happier; and truth is, Abbys wild an reckless, an needs somebody to stand right over her, Mis Dallett. I guess she ll try an behave, but there — there s no knowin! And they all laughed. Then the New Year guests said farewell and started off down the mountain road. They looked back more than once to see Aunt Cynthias face at the window as she watched them out of sight. Miss Abby Pendexter was full of excitement; she looked as happy as a child.

I feel as if we d gained the battle of Waterloo, said Mrs. Hand. I ve really had a most beautiful time. You an your aunt must nt forgit to invite me up some time again to spend another day.


THE NIGHT BEFORE THANKSGIVING.

I.
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THERE WAS A sad heart in the low-storied, dark little house that stood humbly by the roadside under some tall elms. Small as her house was, old Mrs. Robb found it too large for herself alone; she only needed the kitchen and a tiny bedroom that led out of it, and there still remained the best room and a bedroom, with the low garret overhead.

There had been a time, after she was left alone, when Mrs. Robb could help those who were poorer than herself. She was strong enough not only to do a womans work inside her house, but almost a mans work outside in her piece of garden ground. At last sickness and age had come hand in hand, those two relentless enemies of the poor, and together they had wasted her strength and substance. She had always been looked up to by her neighbors as being independent, but now she was left, lame-footed and lame-handed, with a debt to carry and her bare land, and the house ill-provisioned to stand the siege of time.

For a while she managed to get on, but at last it began to be whispered about that there was no use for any one so proud; it was easier for the whole town to care for her than for a few neighbors, and Mrs. Robb had better go to the poorhouse before winter, and be done with it. At this terrible suggestion her brave heart seemed to stand still. The people whom she cared for most happened to be poor, and she could no longer go into their households to make herself of use. The very elms overhead seemed to say, Oh, no! as they groaned in the late autumn winds, and there was something appealing even to the strange passer-by in the look of the little gray house, with Mrs. Robbs pale, worried face at the window.

II.

Some one has said that anniversaries are days to make other people happy in, but sometimes when they come they seem to be full of shadows, and the power of giving joy to others, that inalienable right which ought to lighten the saddest heart, the most indifferent sympathy, sometimes even this seems to be withdrawn.

So poor old Mary Ann Robb sat at her window on the afternoon before Thanksgiving and felt herself poor and sorrowful indeed. Across the frozen road she looked eastward over a great stretch of cold meadow land, brown and wind-swept and crossed by icy ditches. It seemed to her as if before this, in all the troubles that she had known and carried, there had always been some hope to hold: as if she had never looked poverty full in the face and seen its cold and pitiless look before. She looked anxiously down the road, with a horrible shrinking and dread at the thought of being asked, out of pity, to join in some Thanksgiving feast, but there was nobody coming with gifts in hand. Once she had been full of love for such days, whether at home or abroad, but something chilled her very heart now.

Her nearest neighbor had been foremost of those who wished her to go to the town farm, and he had said more than once that it was the only sensible thing. But John Mander was waiting impatiently to get her tiny farm into his own hands; he had advanced some money upon it in her extremity, and pretended that there was still a debt, after he cleared her wood lot to pay himself back. He would plough over the graves in the field corner and fell the great elms, and waited now like a spider for his poor prey. He often reproached her for being too generous to worthless people in the past and coming to be a charge to others now. Oh, if she could only die in her own house and not suffer the pain of homelessness and dependence!

It was just at sunset, and as she looked out hopelessly across the gray fields, there was a sudden gleam of light far away on the low hills beyond; the clouds opened in the west and let the sunshine through. One lovely gleam shot swift as an arrow and brightened a far cold hillside where it fell, and at the same moment a sudden gleam of hope brightened the winter landscape of her heart.

There was Johnny Harris, said Mary Ann Robb softly. He was a soldiers son, left an orphan and distressed. Old John Mander scolded, but I could nt see the poor boy in want. I kept him that year after he got hurt, spite o what anybody said, an he helped me what little he could. He said I was the only mother he d ever had. I m goin out West, Mother Robb, says he. I shant come back till I get rich, an then he d look at me an laugh, so pleasant and boyish. He want one that liked to write. I dont think he was doin very well when I heard, — there, its most four years ago now. I always thought if he got sick or anything, I should have a good home for him to come to. There s poor Ezra Blake, the deaf one, too, — he wont have any place to welcome him.

The light faded out of doors, and again Mrs. Robbs troubles stood before her. Yet it was not so dark as it had been in her sad heart. She still sat by the window, hoping now, in spite of herself, instead of fearing; and a curious feeling of nearness and expectancy made her feel not so much light-hearted as light-headed.

I feel just as if somethin was goin to happen, she said. Poor
Johnny Harris, perhaps hes thinkin o me, if hes alive.

It was dark now out of doors, and there were tiny clicks against the window. It was beginning to snow, and the great elms creaked in the rising wind overhead.

III.

A dead limb of one of the old trees had fallen that autumn, and, poor firewood as it might be, it was Mrs. Robbs own, and she had burnt it most thankfully. There was only a small armful left, but at least she could have the luxury of a fire. She had a feeling that it was her last night at home, and with strange recklessness began to fill the stove as she used to do in better days.

It ll get me good an warm, she said, still talking to herself, as lonely people do, an I ll go to bed early. Its comin on to storm.

The snow clicked faster and faster against the window, and she sat alone thinking in the dark.

There s lots of folks I love, she said once. They d be sorry I aint got nobody to come, an no supper the night afore Thanksgivin. I m dreadful glad they dont know. And she drew a little nearer to the fire, and laid her head back drowsily in the old rocking-chair.

It seemed only a moment before there was a loud knocking, and somebody lifted the latch of the door. The fire shone bright through the front of the stove and made a little light in the room, but Mary Ann Robb waked up frightened and bewildered.

Who s there? she called, as she found her crutch and went to the door. She was only conscious of her one great fear. They ve come to take me to the poor-house! she said, and burst into tears.

There was a tall man, not John Mander, who seemed to fill the narrow doorway.

Come, let me in! he said gayly. Its a cold night. You did nt expect me, did you, Mother Robb?

Dear me, what is it? she faltered, stepping back as he came in, and dropping her crutch. Be I dreamin? I was a-dreamin about — Oh, there! What was I a-sayin? T aint true! No! Ive made some kind of a mistake.

Yes, and this was the man who kept the poorhouse, and she would go without complaint; they might have given her notice, but she must not fret.

Sit down, sir, she said, turning toward him with touching patience. You ll have to give me a little time. If I d been notified I would nt have kept you waiting a minute this stormy night.

It was not the keeper of the poorhouse. The man by the door took one step forward and put his arm round her and kissed her.

What are you talking about? said John Harris. You aint goin to make me feel like a stranger? I ve come all the way from Dakota to spend Thanksgivin. Theres all sorts o things out here in the wagon, an a man to help get em in. Why, dont cry so, Mother Robb. I thought you d have a great laugh, if I come and surprised you. Dont you remember I always said I should come?

It was John Harris, indeed. The poor soul could say nothing. She felt now as if her heart was going to break with joy. He left her in the rocking-chair and came and went in his old boyish way, bringing in the store of gifts and provisions. It was better than any dream. He laughed and talked, and went out to send away the man to bring a wagonful of wood from John Manders, and came in himself laden with pieces of the nearest fence to keep the fire going in the mean time. They must cook the beef-steak for supper right away; they must find the pound of tea among all the other bundles; they must get good fires started in both the cold bedrooms. Why, Mother Robb did nt seem to be ready for company from out West! The great, cheerful fellow hurried about the tiny house, and the little old woman limped after him, forgetting everything but hospitality. Had not she a house for John to come to? Were not her old chairs and tables in their places still? And he remembered everything, and kissed her as they stood before the fire, as if she were a girl.

He had found plenty of hard times, but luck had come at last. He had struck luck, and this was the end of a great year.

No, I could nt seem to write letters; no use to complain o the worst, an I wanted to tell you the best when I came; and he told it while she cooked the supper. No, I want goin to write no foolish letters, John repeated. He was afraid he should cry himself when he found out how bad things had been; and they sat down to supper together, just as they used to do when he was a homeless orphan boy, whom nobody else wanted in winter weather while he was crippled and could not work. She could not be kinder now than she was then, but she looked so poor and old! He saw her taste her cup of tea and set it down again with a trembling hand and a look at him. No, I wanted to come myself, he blustered, wiping his eyes and trying to laugh. And you re going to have everything you need to make you comfortable longs you live, Mother Robb!

She looked at him again and nodded, but she did not even try to speak. There was a good hot supper ready, and a happy guest had come; it was the night before Thanksgiving.


An Empty Purse (1905)
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A CHRISTMAS STORY

AN EMPTY PURSE 

I.
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LITTLE MISS DEBBY Gaines was counting the days to Christmas; there were only three, and the weather was bright and warm for the time of year.

Ive got to step fast to carry out all my plans, she said to herself. It seems to me as if it were going to be a beautiful Christmas; it wont be like any Ive spent lately, either. I should nt wonder if it turned out for the best, my losing that money I always call my Christmas money; anyway Ill do the best I can to make up for it.

Miss Debby was sitting by the window sewing as fast as she could, for the light of the short winter day was going, mending a warm old petticoat and humming a psalm-tune. Suddenly she heard a knock at the door; she lived in two upstairs rooms, and could not see the street.

Come in! she said cheerfully, and dropped her lapful of work.

Why, if it is nt Mrs Rivers! she exclaimed with much pleasure.

The guest was a large woman, fashionably dressed. You would have thought that a very elegant blue-jay had come to make a late afternoon call upon such a brown chippy-sparrow as Miss Debby Gaines. Miss Debby felt much honored, and brought forward her best rocking-chair; and Mrs. Rivers seated herself and began to rock. Her stiff silk gown creaked as if she were a ship at sea.

What are you doing - something pretty for Christmas? she asked.

It may be for Christmas, but it is nt very pretty, answered Miss Debby with a little laugh and shake of the head. Tell you the truth, I was mending up a nice warm petticoat that I dont have much use for; I thought Id give it to old Mrs. Bean, at the poorhouse. Shes a complaining, cold old creatur, an shes got poor eyesight an cant sew, and I thought this would make her real comfortable. Its rather more heavy than I need to wear.

Ive been down town all the afternoon, and its so tiresome trying to get at anything in the stores, complained Mrs. Rivers. They push you right away from what you want time to look over. I like to consider what I buy. Its a great burden to me trying to get ready for Christmas, and I thought I should nt do anything this year on account of my health. Ive had large expenses this autumn. I had to buy new carpets and a new outside garment. I do like to see the pretty things in the stores, but they were so full of people and so hot and disagreeable this afternoon.

Miss Debby had picked up her petticoat and was holding it close to the window while she sewed on the button with firm linen stitches.

I have nt been down the street for two or three days, she said. Youll excuse me for goin on with my work; its most dark, and Ill be done in a moment; then we can sit an talk.

It does me good to come and see you once in a while, said Mrs. Rivers plaintively. I thought Id stop on my way home. Last year you had so many pretty little things that youd been making.

There are nt any at all this year, answered Miss Debby bravely. It was nt convenient, so I thought Id just try having another kind of a merry Christmas.

Sometimes I wish I had no more responsibilities than you have. My large house is such a care. Mr. Rivers is very particular about everything, and so am I. She gave a great sigh and creaked louder than before, but Miss Debby did not find the right sort of consolation to offer, and kept silence. You enjoy having your pretty house, she ventured to say after a few moments; you would nt like to do with as little as some - and Mrs. Rivers shook her head in the dusk, and went on rocking.

Presents are nt nothing unless the heart goes with them, said Miss Debby boldly at last, and I think we can show good feelin in other ways than by bestowing little pin-cushions. Anyway, Ive got to find those ways for me this year. T is a day when we New England folks can seem to speak right out to each other, and that does us some good. Somethin gets in the air. I expect now to enjoy this Christmas myself, though I felt dreadful bad last week, sayin to myself t was the first time I could nt buy Christmas presents. I did nt know how interested I was goin to get; you see Ive made my little plans.

Then they talked about other things, and Mrs. Rivers grew more cheerful and at last went away. She always found Christmas a melancholy season. She did not like the trouble of giving presents then, or at any other time; but she had her good points, as Miss Debby Gaines always bravely insisted. 

II

Early on Christmas morning Miss Debby waked up with a feeling of happy expectation, and could hardly wait to make her cup of tea and eat her little breakfast on the corner of the table before she got out her best bonnet and Sunday cloak to begin her Christmas errands. It was cloudy and dark, but the sunlight came at last, pale and radiant, into the little brown room; and Miss Debbys face matched it with a quiet smile and happy look of eagerness.

Take neither purse nor scrip, she said to herself as she went downstairs to the street. There was nobody else stirring in the house, but she knew that the poorhouse would be open and its early breakfast past by the time she could get there. It was a mile or so out of town. She hugged a large package under her shawl, and shivered a little at the beginning of her walk. There was no snow, but the heavy hoar-frost glistened on the sidewalks, and the air was sharp.

Old Mrs. Bean was coming out of the great kitchen, and when her friend wished her a Merry Christmas she shook her head.

There aint nobody to make it merry for me, she said.

I wish you a happy Christmas! said Miss Debby again. Ive come on purpose to be your first caller, an I am goin to make you the only present I shall give this year. T is somethin useful, Miss Bean; a warm petticoat Ive fixed up nice, sos you can put it right on an feel the comfort of it.

The old womans face brightened. Why, you are real kind, she said eagerly. It is the one thing Ive been wantin. Oh, yes, dear sakes! aint it a beautiful warm one - one o the real old-fashioned quilted kind. I always used to have em when I was better off. Well, that is a present!

Now Im goin, because I can come an set an talk with you any day, and to-day Ive got Christmas work, and off Miss Debby went to the heart of the town again.

Christmas was on Tuesday that year, and she opened the door of a little house where a tired-looking young woman stood by an ironing-table and looked at her with surprise. Why, Miss Gaines! she exclaimed; where are you going so early?

I wish you a happy Christmas! said Miss Debby. Ive come to spend the mornin with you. Just through breakfast? No; the little girls are eatin away yet. Why, youre late!

I did nt mean to be, said the young mother; but I felt so tired this morning, and pretty sad, too, thinking of last year an all. So I just let the children sleep. Nellys got cold and was coughing most all night, and I could nt bear to get up and begin the day. Mother sent for me to come over to spend Christmas, but I could nt get the courage to start. She said shed have some little presents ready for the little girls, and now Im most sorry I disappointed her.

Thats just why Im here, said Miss Debby gayly, and with double her usual decision. No, Nellys not fit to go out, I can see; but you leave her here with me, an you just get ready and take Susy and go. Your motherll think everything of it, and Ill see to things here. Ironin? Why, t will do me good. I feel a little chilly, and Nelly and I can have a grand time. Now you go right off an get ready, and catch the quarter-to-nine train. I wont hear no words about it.

So presently the pale, hard-worked young mother put on her widows bonnet and started off down the street, leading bright-faced little Susy by the hand; and Miss Debby and her favorite, Nelly, watched them go, from the window. The breakfast dishes were washed and put away in such fashion that Nelly thought it quite as good as dolls housekeeping; and then, while Miss Debby ironed, she sat in a warm corner by the stove and listened to stories and to Miss Debbys old-fashioned ballads, which, though sung in a slightly cracked voice, were most delightful to childish ears. What a Christmas morning it was! And after the small ironing was done, what pleasant things there seemed to be to do! Miss Debby rummaged until she found some little aprons cut for the children; and first she basted one for Nelly to sew, and then she took the other herself, and they sat down together and sewed until dinner-time. The aprons were pink and added to the gayety of the occasion; and they were ready at last to surprise Nellys mother by being put back in their place in the same roll - all done even to the buttons and buttonholes, for Miss Debby found time to finish Nellys as well as her own. And they had bread and milk for dinner, and Miss Debby told stories of when she was a little girl. Altogether there never was a happier Christmas Day, and the spirit of Christmas, of peace and good-will, shone bright in Miss Debbys face. Her quick eyes saw many chances to lend a helping hand to the poor defenseless household. When Nellys mother came home at night, heartened and cheered by her visit, she found the ironing and mending done; and a day or two later the pink aprons turned up all ready to be put on. And Nellys tiresome cough, which sounded like the whooping-cough, was quite stilled by some good old-fashioned dose which Miss Debby mixed agreeably with molasses and put to simmer on the stove. There seemed to be no end to the kind and thoughtful things Miss Debby did that day in a neighbors house.

She had started for home at dusk, just before it was time for young Mrs. Prender to get back, and was walking along the street, a little tired, but very happy.

Why, its only half past four oclock now! she exclaimed, as she passed the watch-makers window. I mean to go and see Mrs. Wallis a little while, and she quickened her steps.

Presently Miss Debby Gaines came to a fine large house, very different from the one she had just left, and took pains to straighten her little black bonnet as she went up the long flight of handsome stone steps. An elderly man-servant opened the door.

I wish you a happy Christmas! said Miss Debby. Can I see Mrs. Wallis, do you suppose, Mr. Johnson?

Oh, yesm, said Johnson with feeling. I was wishing somebodyd come in, Miss Gaines, now its beginning to get dark. The young ladies was here this morning, and brought their presents, but theyd made a promise to go out into the country with some young friends, so they are nt coming to dinner, and Mrs. Wallis has been alone all day. She was pleased to have em go, though.

By this time Miss Debby had crossed the wide hall to the library, where the kind mistress of the house was sitting alone. She hesitated a moment before she could speak.

I wish you a happy Christmas! she said. Its only me, Mrs. Wallis - Debby Gaines.

Why, Miss Debby! and there was something in the tone of this hostess which told at once that she was glad to see a friend. Why, dear Miss Debby! Come and sit down in this chair by me! I dont doubt you have been trotting about all day, and Mrs. Wallis held out a warm, affectionate hand.

No, Ive been keepin house for Mis Prender, so she could go an see her mother, explained Miss Debby quite simply. I had a nice time with her little girl thats just getting over a cold and could nt go with the others. I was just on my way home. I thought Id stop and see if there was anything I could do for you.

Nothing, except to stay a little while and keep me company, said Mrs. Wallis. My granddaughters are usually here, but they had a very pleasant plan made for them, and I was very glad to have them go. A skating party and a dinner at the Ashtons country house, and a dance.

Young folks will be young folks, said Miss Debby. I should like to hear all about it when they come and tell. Everybody seemed to be goin somewhere to-day; t was the nice clear weather.

There are all my pretty presents on the table, said Mrs. Wallis. Somehow they have nt been very good company; this is the first Christmas in all my life that I have happened to spend quite alone.

Miss Debby might not have done so much without thinking, by daylight, but she drew a little nearer and took hold of Mrs. Walliss hand.

You must have had a great many lovely things to remember, she said softly. But anybody cant help feeling lonesome; I know how t is. Everybody misses somebody the world over. There was all of us together once at home, and now Im a kind of sparrow on the housetop. But Ive had a beautiful day so far. I own I was afraid youd have a sight of company an I should have to miss askin to see you.

Im glad somebody wanted to see me, said Mrs. Wallis more cheerfully, and one of the friends Ive known longest; then they went on with much pleasant talk of the old days, and Mrs. Wallis gave Miss Debby an excellent cup of tea, and they had a happy little feast together there in the library before the humble, loving-hearted guest went away, leaving peace and good-will once more in a lonely and troubled heart.

She stopped here and there at the houses of other friends, forgetting in her happiness that she was empty-handed on Christmas Day, and everywhere she left a new feeling of friendliness and pleasant kindness. At one house she comforted a crying child by mending his broken top, and at another she knew just how to help a pretty girl to get ready for her Christmas party, and sat down and took off her big woollen gloves to alter the refractory dress, which had seemed impossible to be worn. She was like a good angel as she sat there, sewing and smiling and putting everybodys mind at ease.

It was late in the evening when this was finished, and she had had a long day; but she stopped, with great bravery, and asked to see the minister, just to tell him how thankful she was for his sermon on Sunday and wish him a happy Christmas. The minister had been a little discouraged for some reason, as ministers often are, and even Christmas kindnesses in the shape of welcome presents from his friends did not cheer him half so much as the sincerity and affection of Miss Debbys visit. He watched the little figure go down the steps with tears in his eyes. So few persons could forget themselves to remember others as this dear parishioner could; it was worth living for, if one could sometimes help and refresh those who are the true helpers; and he went back to his work in the study feeling like a better and busier man than when he had left it.

So Miss Debby came back to her little home again. The fire was out and it was all dark, but she went straight to her small rocking-chair by the window and sat down to rest, and to thank the Lord for such a happy day. Though her purse was empty her heart was full, and she had left pleasure and comfort behind her all along the way.

Presently she lighted her lamp, and then she saw on the table a great package with a note beside it; the note was from Mrs. Rivers.

Something you said the other day, Miss Debby read, made me feel differently about Christmas from the way I have before, and I am going right to work to try to make as many people happy as I can. And you must feel that my heart goes with these presents that I send you first. They are some of my own things that I liked, and I send them with love.

Miss Debbys face shone with joy. She had always liked Mrs. Rivers, but she had often pitied her a little; and now the note made her feel as if she had found a new friend in an old one. This was the way that Miss Debbys Christmas came to its happy end.
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THIS STORY OF mine may interest some reader, and although it may seem like a great many other stories which one sees in all the magazines, and very unnatural at that, its true enough, God knows. Im not much used to writing — I may as well tell you, Im not used at all to it, for you will find it out soon enough — but Ive heard people say that sometimes it is the telling, and sometimes the story, and my story is interesting enough, with an old woman to write it, even, instead of one of those young men or women who use such long words, and have the same story over and over again, with different names. Well, thats nothing to me.

I have always meant that this story should be told, and now it will be. The people whom it concerned are all dead, long ago, so it can never trouble any one.

Well, Jenny Garrow was the best friend I ever had, and as pretty a girl as there was in the country. I thought so, and so did the young fellows from the Hall, who used to come, after the days shooting, for a drink of Farmer Garrows cider. I never thought the cider had as much attraction as she, though. Jenny never minded what they said to her, she was so innocent and childlike at heart, always. I remember once, the gentlemen were there, and Sir John and my Lady Tarrow, and many ladies who had been hunting with them, and there was one whom everybody was very polite to. I heard afterwards that he was a very great man from London. He hadnt much to say to them. When Jenny and I went in to serve them, he started up, and looked after her. She went in alone next time, and told me, afterwards, that they were having a very merry time over the cider, and they called on the strange gentleman for a toast, and he stood up, and kissed his hand to Jenny, and said:

This to the fairest maid mine eyes have looked upon.

Jenny was frightened at it, and she turned and came out, as soon as she filled their glasses.

Of course she had plenty of lovers, and no wonder; for, besides the nice girl she was, Farmer Garrows purse was well filled. She was the only child.

Jenny didnt care much for the lovers, however they might care about her; but there were two young fellows whom everybody might see loved her, and it is of them and herself that I tell my story. She never said a word of either to me, at that time, notwithstanding we had been so intimate ever since we were babies. I guess that was the first thing we didnt both know about.

One day, we were walking together, and I said, in a joking way:

Jenny, whose heart will you break — Dick or William Tylers?

She laughed, and then a moment after muttered:

God knows how I wish I knew!

And not a smile did I see on her face the rest of the walk; and it was then I thought first that she might care anything about them.

Soon it got so far that everybody thought it must be one or the other, for she took no notice of any of the other lovers, and what was very strange, she manifested no preference for either of the Tylers. You may be sure it was getting the town talk. The brothers were always waiting at the church door Sunday, and if she went to a neighbors, to a dance or any merry-making, they were sure to be waiting, and if Dick went off with her, Will took no notice of any one else, but his face would turn red as fire, and away he would go across the fields, home.

So it went on a month or two, everybody wondering what would become of it. Nobody knew which she liked best, and I think the truth was, that she didnt herself.

The two brothers were as nice young men as need be. Both of them were tall and well made. Dick was rather the largest. He had a dark skin, and bushy black hair, while Will was fair and ruddy, and more slight and graceful than his brother. I think I always liked Dick best; there was something honest and nice about him, and he always seemed sort of true. Will seemed — well, as if he was well enough now, but he mightnt hold so. The people generally all liked him best, for Dick was rather odd, and had little to say.

I always wondered; but after a time Jenny seemed to take to Will, and be cold to Dick. He would have been my choice. Poor fellow, he wanted so to be hers!

Well, it went along about this way for some time — just the same. No one saw Dick much. One night, there was a great time over at John Haitons; his daughter Phebe was married. All the young folks were there. I never shall forget that night as long as I live. It must be forty years ago. For all that, I can see the merry-making going on, as if it were only last night. I remember how Phebe looked. She was as pretty a girl as one would wish to see. Stephen Winnis, her husband, looked as if he had his heart full of happiness. Poor young fellow — he died of the fever.

It was the finest fall night I ever saw. The harvesting was just finished. It was bright, and just cool enough — not shivery at all. I remember I sat by the window, and could see the trees, and the river, and the Hall, and the farmhouses, as well as in the daytime.

As I was sitting at the window, while my brother Tim was getting ready (he had been out in the fields), I saw, to my astonishment, two figures over in one of Farmer Garrows fields. I wasnt astonished then. I thought they might be two of the men; but in a moment more I knew them. One was in the lane, running by the side of the field.

I started up and went to the door, and just then all the stars faded away, and the great full harvest moon came over the hill, and I stood still as stone, watching them. The one in the field was Dick; he walked rather quickly. I dont think he saw his brother, who was rather behind him.

Soon Will seemed to see that Dick was ahead, and began to run. There was a long piece of high hawthorn hedge between him and his brother, so Dick did not see him till he was very much beyond him. Dick began to run, and tried to overtake him; but Will escaped him, and ran in at the door.

Then I saw Dick sit down by the hedge, and put his head in his hands, and soon he got up and walked away.

He was very near our house when he sat down, and as the moon shone bright on his face, I could see it was white as could be, and he looked sorrowful; but there was no anger about him. I remembered that afterwards.

Well, I went in, and when mother asked what kept me so still on the doorstep, I told her the moon, and that it was pleasanter out there than in the house. Then Tim was ready, and we went to the wedding.

When we got to the Haitons, Jenny and Tyler were there before us, and the only time I spoke to Will, I said:

Wheres Dick? to see what he would say.

I dont know nor care, said he; and some one spoke to me, and I left him.

After a while, he and Jenny went out at the door. Presently she came in alone, where I was dancing, and I wondered why he had left her. She didnt seem as bright as usual that night, and after that, was very silent. I supposed he and she might have had some little quarrel, and that he was in one of the other rooms.

It was late when the party broke up, and as I was going in at the door, I turned and saw Will and Jenny going up the lane, which was only a few yards from the house. I could hear them talking together, and one thing I understood. Said he:

It never should have gone so far; but I thought different of you.

I could tell by his voice that he was angry, and wondered what he meant. That was the last I saw of him. I watched him go away. I thought he did not seem to go straight home, but more towards the village.

I did not see anything of him for four or five days after, and wondered at it. Dick didnt go by, either, and I believe Jenny had gone to the other side of the village, which was a mile or two away, to see her aunt.

One day, Susannah Gerry was over from Tarrow to see me, and as we were talking of the wedding, she said suddenly:

I suppose you know that about the Tylers?

What? said I. I knew something would come of that night.

She said:

What night? And then she told me that Will had not been seen since that night — that the officers were around now, they said, in search. No one had seen him — not even his mother. She is in great trouble, and since that, said Susannah, some one has told me that they have taken Dick in custody, because everybody knew how jealous they were of each other about Jenny Garrow, and so some thought he might have killed him. Some one saw them both going towards Garrows, and perhaps Wills getting there first might have angered Dick.

I told Susannah what I had seen, and the next thing I knew, that story was all over the country, and in a few days more, I got summoned to the magistrates, as one of the witnesses in the murder case of Dick Tyler. Poor Dick!

I told my story. Everything seemed to go against Dick, and everybody thought he would be hung — they made much less of hanging in those days — but to every ones surprise, he was not, but sentenced to prison for life. I dont know but what that is as bad. It is, to my mind.

I dont see how every one could help thinking that he was telling the truth. What he said, was this: That he did intend to go to the wedding, and wanted to go with Jenny Garrow, and that Will did get there first, and it all happened just as I said; that he went home then, directly, only perhaps he stopped half an hour at a stile, on the way. He owned that he was angry with Will at the time, but he never had any thoughts of doing him harm, he said.

He said that he went home, and climbed up a ladder into his room, so his mother might not question him about his being home from the wedding so early. (His mother had said that he did not come in that night, which went against him, of course.) He said that he couldnt make anything of it, when he found that Will hadnt been home, any more than any one else could.

It was very strange, every one said; for Dick Tyler had never been known to lie, and he seemed more honest and upright than ever, at the trial.

I felt all the time that it was unjust, and one day I said so to mother; that it seemed a pity for a strong young fellow to be shut up a lifetime from his friends, and everything pleasant. Mother said:

Margery, dont thee be always groaning for that Richard Tyler. If his honor the judge has found him guilty, what have other folks to say?

One spring day, I was weeding out my flower-bed, and Jenny Garrow — Jenny Garrow still — was sitting by me on the grass. Poor Jenny! She wasnt so gay as she used to be, but more quiet and thoughtful — sometimes sad. There was never a word passed between us about the Tylers, till that day.

Suddenly, as we were talking quietly about the flowers we were weeding, she said, Margery! in a quick, sharp voice, so unlike her own that I wondered if it really was hers, and then stopped. I answered, and the first thing I knew, her head was laid in my lap, and she crying like a grieved child. I didnt say a word but calling her pet names, and stroked her pretty, curly hair. When she was more quiet, I said:

Tell me what troubles you, Jenny dear?

Said she:

O, dont tell; but Im thinking all the time of poor Dick Tyler, Margy. I always liked him best, and the reason I went with Will was half to plague him, and half to see if he really did care for me, or would be off after some other girl. Do you know — that night Phebe Haiton was married, I watched the Tylers just as you did, and I hoped Dick would get there first; and when Will came in at the door, I was right in the window by it, and he saw me, and asked me if I would go with him to the wedding I said Yes, for I didnt want him to know I was watching them; and besides, I thought that Dick wouldnt come and ask me then, so I went with Will, and Ive never been happy since that awful time, and poor Dick in prison till he dies! O Margery! And she cried more and more. If I could only see Richard Tyler, and tell him how sorry I am — for it was all me, you know!

That struck me. Yes, it was all Jenny.

One day, my brother was going on business to the town where the jail was, and I asked him to take me with him. He was willing; he liked company in his rides, and had often taken Jenny and I. It was a long ride, and we had a fine day for it. As we were on the way — I think we were almost to town — Tim said, suddenly:

I know what you came for, and Ill leave you there while I see to my business.

I said, Yes; and wondered how he knew so well. I hated to ask him, you know.

When he left me, I went to ask for Dick, and the man said, in a rough way:

Well, miss, you are the first visitor Tyler has had since he has been in these parts. It saddened me to think of the poor fellow, so fond he was of company, being alone all that time, not seeing one of his old friends.

The jail-keeper took me along the passage, and when we stopped at one of the cell-doors, my heart was beating, I can tell you! He threw open the door, and shut it after me. At first I couldnt see Dick, it was so dark, and I looked around. He was used to the light, and came up to me from the end of his cell.

O Margery, said he, how very kind you are! and cried like a baby.

O, how I pitied him! I hardly knew him. His hair, I remember, was cut short, and he was pale as he was that night when he sat down under the hawthorn hedge, and Will went off to the wedding with Jenny.

He asked me about every one at Tarrow — (did I tell you his mother had died?) — and about everything. Finally he said, slowly:

Margery, tell me about Jenny; and does she think I did that?

I told all about that afternoon in the spring, and he was pleased enough to have me tell what she said about liking and respecting him so much. Soon, while I was talking about that, Tim came for me, and the keeper came to let me out.

Maggy, said he, as I was bidding him good-by, youll remember what you promised me? (I had told him I would bring Jenny some time.) He said that this talk with me would make him live the longer.

While we were going home, Tim and I, he was asking about Dick, and he promised to take Jenny and I over some time. I told him I must say something to her about it first.

And, Tim, said I, dont tell any one that I saw him.

About a month after that, Tim went to Haverwell again, and we both went with him. We were not there very long. I wanted to have her go in without me, but she wouldnt. He was glad enough to see us, you may depend, and seemed sort of wild and nervous; but after a little while he lost it all, and the tears kept coming in his eyes, the last part of the time we were there. None of us talked very much; but when we were coming away, they kissed each other. When we were out in the passage, she took hold of my hand, and presently she fell against my shoulder in a dead faint. She nor any of us said much going home.

In the fall after that, I think it may have been two or three months after, perhaps, there was a dreadful fever in our town, and they said near to fifty, young and old, died with it, and many more were very near to death. I had it, and very near I came to dying, too. Once they thought me dead; and when I had my senses again, I thought it queer that I didnt see anything of Jenny, for she generally was in and out of the house. So I asked mother, and she said:

Jenny had the fever.

And then I saw the tears in her eyes, and said (I seemed to know there was trouble; I remember I trembled all over):

Mother, is Jenny dead? Tell me about her.

And she said, Jenny died of the fever a week ago yesterday. And of course I cried dreadfully.

Then I was sick again, and worse than before. It was a great wonder that I got well.

The very first time I went out, it was to Jennys grave. It was a chilly, dark December day, a week or two before Christmas. I was sitting on an old flat grave-stone, crying. Some one said:

Margery Blake, are you crazy?

It was Tim. He told me that I had no right to be out such a day, and in this place, of all others, and I so sick a fortnight ago. I told him mother did not know of it, but I wanted to come so much. His voice was not very steady; I dont think he expected to find me at Jennys grave. I always thought he was fond of her himself, but he was a very quiet fellow, always. I never knew much about his thoughts. He was a number of years older than I, too. Suddenly I thought of something that startled me.

Tim, said I, do you suppose that Richard Tyler knows of this? And I pointed to the grave.

My God! said he; Im afraid he doesnt; and you must go and tell him, Margery — I cannot.

Two or three days after, there came a warmish, pleasant day, and my mother and I went over to Haverwell; and I can tell you it was the saddest ride I ever had. Before I started, I went up the lane to the Garrows. I hadnt been there since Jenny was living — I couldnt bear to, I knew I should miss her so. I did and I miss her to this very day. I told Mrs. Garrow where I was going. She seemed to understand it all, and said she had meant to write him. She told me that almost the last words she spoke were his name and mine — that is, before she grew crazy with the fever. She gave me a little book to give him, that he had given her, all worn inside and outside, where she had read it and carried it with her, for his sake. There was written on the fly-leaf:

Jenny Garrow. From her loving friend, Richard Tyler.

I remembered her showing me the book, and laughing at the loving friend.

Well, I went to Haverwell. Dick came to me, smiling, and said:

Why didnt Jenny come?

It was too much for me. I was weak with the fever, and I burst out crying. Said he:

What on earth has happened, that you cry so, Margery?

I told him that she was dead. He gasped, and turned away, and sat down on his pallet. When I looked up again, he got up, and came and stood by me I never saw any person alter so in half an hour. I have known people to alter less in ten years. I told him about her, and gave him the book. Neither of us said anything more after I finished, but when I was going, he shook my hand, and thanked me, very quietly.

Now comes the strangest part of my story. One night, a long while after, I was coming home from the village, about sunset, or a little after, and suddenly a man started up from some bushes by the side of the road, and said:

Ive been waiting for you, Margery. How are you and your inseparable — that flirt of a Jen Garrow, now?

I never was so startled, before or since.

For Heavens sake, William Tyler, where did you come from?

Never mind that, said he; but what has become of our folks? I went home and knocked, to surprise them, you know, and a woman came to the door, said she knew nothing of any Tylers.

Then he asked for Jenny again, and said some light thing that cut me. I could have killed him, almost. I said:

Come a little way with me, Will, and Ill tell you.

He knew there was a short way home through the churchyard, and so didnt wonder at my going that way. I didnt say anything at all. It was only a little way to her grave. Said he:

Why dont you tell me? Do you suppose I care if she is married, Maggy?

I led him through the gate, and stopped before a stone, on which was carved: 

JEAN GARROW

Died September 31, 180-,

ÆT 18.

What! said he; and covered his face with his hands.

I turned and left him there; but before I was half way home, he was beside me. I told him of the supposed murder, and Dicks imprisonment for life, and about Jennys death. And then he told me his story. He said that on Phebe Haitons wedding night, he offered himself to Jenny, and she refused him. He knew at once that she loved Dick, and determined not to stay and see her his wife; for he couldnt be with her after that, you know, and then she might think he had killed himself. It was half revenge, and half sorrow, he said. He had been to sea, he said — started for the Mediterranean, a short voyage. When he arrived there, the captain was going on a much longer voyage, he found, and so he kept on with him, and now was in England for the first time in five years.

He seemed to be entirely changed after that. Dick was liberated, of course; and they settled down together on the old Tyler Farm. It seemed very strange, but they were always friendly. I never saw Dick smile after that day I told him in the prison. I have been away from England many, many years, but it all seems like yesterday. Neither of the brothers ever married, and both died years ago. Dick is buried by Jenny Garrows side.

How do you like my story?


PAPER ROSES (1879)
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I WAS HELPING one of my friends who had one of the smaller tables at a fair in her own city. Sometimes it was all fun and hurry and sometimes the hours dragged and we thought we were having a stupid time of it. I was almost a stranger and so I did not associate many of our wares with their makers as Kate did, but one cannot help taking more interest in some things than in the rest, and there are always some contributions that are known to be unmanageable at the first glance one gives them — you are so sure nobody will buy them — and people smile when they look at them, and you sigh with tender pity over the poor soul who has spent her time and her money and who did her very best to make something pretty — and yet failed. It was our luck to have a good many such things as this and we had succeeded in one way and another in getting them off our hands, but one day when I came in from lunch a little later than my friend, she pointed to a great nosegay of paper flowers which had been put at one end of our table.

What can we do with them? said she, did you ever see anything more pitiful or half so funny? — they look as if they came out of the ark! Some girls came by just then who belonged to another table and we all grew merry enough over the prim, stiff, staring things, so unlike any roses that ever bloomed, with their stems of wire neatly wound with green and brown worsted and tied with the oldest fashioned blue gauze ribbon I ever saw. The roses were made of tissue paper, white and pink and yellow.

We must put them somewhere in plain sight, said Kate, I am always afraid the people who send such things will come to look for them. And she perched them against a carved letter-rack and almost everybody who stopped laughed at them and asked where in the world they came from; which question we could not answer. We soon lost sight of the pathos of the thing in some nonsense that we planned in an hour of idleness. Nobody would ever buy the flowers; that was certain, and we would raffle them at ten cents a share and the girl who won them must ask the rest to lunch at the café of the fair. This enterprise was an exclusive thing, it was only to a select circle of Kates cronies that these valuable shares were offered, and we kept a book for the numbers and put our names down again and again in mock rivalry. It was just as well to spend our money in that way as any other and the greater spendthrift one is at a fair, the better, you know!

It happened that one day a great many people came in to the fair from the country towns near by, for the sake of the charity for which it was held. Some of the people who went by our table looked as if they could have little to spend beside the entrance fee, and sometimes we had an impulse to give them the things that they looked at with such pleased surprise, and sadly put down again when they found them so far out of the reach of their thin purses. At last there stopped to talk with us such a pleasant looking little old woman, with everything about her so quaint and out of date except her kind face, and sweet, bright smile. She carried a great carpet bag, and she looked as if she would buy everything if she could. Im afraid all your pretty things cost too much for me, dear, said she, as I showed her some trifle. I do want to buy something before I go home though. Dear me! and she brightened up suddenly, if there isnt some paper flowers! I declare I havent seen any for years. How they do carry me back. I always thought they were real handsome. She grew confidential at once, as if we were her own grandchildren, and not two strange city girls, as we had probably seemed to her the minute before. Why I used to have some patterns for em put away somewhere — they were thought a sight of one time. Its a good deal of work now, I tell you. My oldest sister Phebe, used to make em and range em with dried grasses dipped in alum-water so they looked just like frost work and crystal, and then the colors of the flowers — they did look beautiful. You say you didnt make em yourself? Well I should like to have em just for the sake of old times.

We had already gathered a good harvest in anticipation of the raffle and Kate whispered to me: The girls will not care — let her have them. I nodded and she turned to our eager customer: I can sell then for fifteen cents, or is that too much?

Bless you! no, said the old lady, why, theyre sights o work to make. Ill put em right into my carpet bag if you will roll em up small s you can, and though it was such a big awkward bundle she crushed it in and looked as proud as a queen. Ive got a vase at home in my best room, said she, that my brother the capn fetched home from sea. It always seemed to want something in it, and she said good day to us and went on to look at the other tables.

I hope she hasnt a heartless young niece at home, said I, who will scold her for buying such old trumpery and wish for some equally useless thing of a newer fashion.

We both liked the kind old soul and there was something pathetic in her delight over the flowers which had seemed to us so ungainly and forlorn. It was so plain that they had reminded her of her girlhood and its pleasures, and that the sight of them had carried her back to those days before she found herself growing old, or that life was bringing her a great deal of hard work and many losses. It is always so pleasant to see a woman like this whose childlikeness and youthfulness have been kept in spite of all the graver life and prosaic thought of later years. There is something beautiful about that phrase children of God. And sometimes with such a person as this it is like finding a little flower that blooms in some warm day that comes in late autumn, after one thinks that the frosts must long ago have killed everything in the garden. I thought that I knew all about this woman — that she was always sent for in her neighborhood when there was sickness and trouble — that her friends could not do without her in times of pleasure, and her readiness to help and the love and tenderness of her faithful heart were always a comfort. There was something about her that did us good, Kate and me, and we had a very tender feeling in our hearts as we wished to be useful and good like her, but we laughed merrily and were triumphant because we had sold the paper flowers.

I looked for her several times after she left us, but there was a crowd and I was so busy I did not see her any more. After awhile Kate went off on an errand to one of the managers, and did not come back until I had been wondering at her absence for some time.

Ive seen our old friend again, Ellinor, said she. I met her out in the corridor and she was looking in at the café so I asked her to lunch with me. I thought something ought to be done for her because she bought those flowers. I wished for you every minute for she is the quaintest, dearest old soul. She gave me a great many particlars and she was so delighted with everything; the fair and the lunch and because I remembered her, — just as if I could forget her in half an hour! I know she has hardly any money, but she said she did want to help a little toward the hospital. She seems so contented, and she said she was always having something good happen to her that she hadnt been looking for. She put some cakes into her carpet-bag for a little lame boy who isnt going to get well. She had forgotten her spectacles but I read aloud selections from the bill of fare and tried to be hungrier than she was. I told her the more we ordered the better it was for the hospital and I wish you could have heard her laugh! I dont know when I have enjoyed myself more.

That was very good of you Kate! said I, and we looked at each other for a moment.

Nonsense, Elly! said my friend, blushing a little. I liked her, and it was great fun. But what shall we say to the other girls about the raffle!

I had not thought of the fair for a long time or of what happened there until the other day when a letter came to me from Kate.

Do you remember those paper roses ? said she, I went with Mrs. Ashurst yesterday to see some poor people in whom she is much interested and I saw the brightest little old woman, much over eighty years of age and very deaf, and she has been in bed for years because she once had a terrible fall which hurt her so that she has almost constant pain. I suppose it was some injury of the spine. When I went in, there were two little children sitting on the foot of her bed and she was cutting dolls and hens and geese out of an old newspaper for them. She said their mother had a chance to do an afternoons work and she always told her to bring the little gals right in to her. They never gave any kind of trouble and it was company for her. It was so funny to hear the little things shout at her, and she looked so funny in bed with her big, clean cap-frill and a pair of great silver-bowed spectacles. She has a cousin who takes care of her and of course they are poor, but everything was so trig and clean. The cousin herself is an old woman, but as smart as a whip and she has work from a tailors. I wish I had known them before. I liked them very much and they are thorough country-women, — it was so odd to find them in a narrow city court. There was such a remarkable patchwork quilt on the bed that the old woman had made when she was a girl, and she was so proud of it and said she knew now where most every piece came from and she liked to look em over; it was like a story book! The processions of paper dolls holding each others hands were all arranged over it, and the children were having the best fun in the world. And on the mantel there were some huge nosegays that looked strangely familiar, so I spoke of them. Yes dear, said she, most everybody speaks o my flowers; I made some for the hospital fair last spring but I guess theyll be the last, my fingers are getting dreadful stiff. I used to make em as well as anybody. I should like to know who bought em, though perhaps they didnt sell, said she humbly, but then she gave me a beaming smile; I guess they sold quick enough, theyre scarce now to what they used to be. I wasnt quite satisfied with the materials. You see I had to let Hannah get em, and she picked out most too light a pink, but she did the best she could.

Wasnt it the greatest good luck that I could tell her they were on our table and that they brought in more than two dollars, (though I didnt explain the raffle!) and that somebody had bought them who said she used to know how to make them, and everything else I could think of. Poor old soul, it was a great deal for her to have done and given, and she had been waiting so long to know about her flowers.

I laid down Kates letter while I thought for a minute, and I said to myself that after all those paper roses did not bloom in vain.


HALLOWELLS PRETTY SISTER (1880)
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HALLOWELL HIMSELF WAS my classmate at Harvard and is still my good friend; in fact he and Jack Spenser and I have been cronies from the time of our fitting for college at Exeter until now.

When Spenser reached the eminence of being a Junior he felt himself to be a greater man than ever before or since — a state of mind which I am ready to say is not uncommon in members of that class. At that time he was by far the most grown-up looking of our set, and, from being chief baseball player and foremost in the riots and frolics of the year before, he seemed to blossom out all at once into a famous ladies man and something of a dandy. He grew wonderfully particular about his cravats and boots, not to mention the fit of his clothes and the color of his gloves; and that Winter of our junior year he went to germans, and to the assemblies and parties, of every description. We missed Jack; for our old comrade, instead of showing his former interest in the subjects to which we gave our whole attention, showed no satisfaction even at being a Junior, seeming to ignore that conspicuous position entirely. He affected the company of society men in the class ahead, who, in consideration of his size and good manners, position and generosity and congenial tastes, treated him almost exactly as if he were a Senior. We teased him unmercifully, and were much interested in trying to keep track of his flirtations, and managed somehow or other to get the full particulars of his behavior and experiences on almost every occasion, to his annoyance — though he wisely concealed any feeling of this kind as much as possible. We liked him and we missed him, for he seemed to have no time nowadays for a stroll or a frolic in town, and he was almost never to be seen at any of the private spreads sometimes given of an evening. I must add that we also missed the entertainments which he used to give the year before. His room was decorated with trophies from the germans, and photographs of his young lady friends, and there were always several notes of invitation ostentatiously displayed on the table and mantel. At last, when he had a pair of slippers given him by one girl and a gorgeous, sofa-cushion came from another, (neither of which were made up,) we almost lost hope of ever regaining his old interest and affection for us. Hallowell, Jack and I had been inseparable during our sophomore year, and Hallowell and I grew sad and angry by turns at being deserted, and finally gave up Jack despairingly and went on with our own fashion of living. Jack was as friendly as ever, and we saw him more or less, of course, though he had little time to spare for us.

Hallowell lived fifty or sixty miles from Boston, in a small country town where his family had a pleasant old place and lived in most charming fashion. His mother was dead, and his father, younger brother and sister had been abroad until within a month or two of the time of which I write, so Dick had spent his vacations with the family of an uncle who lived in New York. He had always spoken of our going to visit him, and it was odd to notice how much interest Jack Spenser manifested in carrying out the old plan, after Hallowell came home from the holiday vacation bringing with him a fascinating photograph of his sister Alice, of whom he seemed very fond, and had always spoken with such enthusiasm that we had frequently accused him of bragging. His room suddenly became much more interesting to Jack Spenser, who had a way of lounging about in an easy chair by the center-table, where the photograph stood in a blue velvet frame, looking at it admiringly; and once he went so far as to borrow it for a day or two. Finally when Hallowell asked us to go home with him to spend Washingtons birthday, which came on Monday that year, his satisfaction was great; and Dick confided to me that he didnt believe Spenser cared anything for going with us, it was only because he should meet Alice.

Just before the visit, a letter came to Dick to say that Mr. Hallowell and the younger brother Tom would be away, but it caused us no sorrow since Miss Hallowells presence was the pleasure to which we looked forward most; and what could be better than spending a day or two at such a place as we imagined Hallowells home to be? Fathers and younger brothers could be dispensed with easily.

I was a shy fellow then and half afraid of young ladies, but I also had admired the photograph, and Miss Hallowell and I had exchanged messages through her brothers letters, so it was not exactly like meeting an utter stranger. I must confess that I was a rival to Spenser in my elaborate preparations in the line of gloves and cravats, and I even went to the length of getting a new supply of unreasonably elegant pocket-handkerchiefs and a tight new pair of shoes; and I anxiously asked the advice of Spenser and several other class authorities concerning the relative becomingness of my hat or seal-skin cap. Altogether it was one of the most interesting and important occasions of my life. It seems at least twenty years ago!

Behold us at the station in Boston on Saturday, carrying the neatest of traveling bags, with primly rolled umbrellas! I saw with satisfaction that my collar was exactly the same shape as Spensers, and Dick confided that he didnt know which of us looked the most of a swell. To tell the truth, we were perfectly satisfied with ourselves. It seemed odd that Dick should appear so unconcerned and act in such a matter-of-fact way; but then one must remember that it was his own sister, after all, whom we were to see, and we rather pitied him for losing so much. We felt that he missed a great deal; other peoples sisters are always so much nicer than ones own!

It was nearly evening when we reached our stopping-place, and we were to have a drive of two or three miles. A man was waiting with a handsome double sleigh and pair of horses, and Dick took the reins with an air of delight. I felt a little shaky as we neared the house and as if I had left behind something important, and at last I settled down into a horrible dread that I had left all my new collars in a drawer at college. I could see that Jack Spensers thoughts were with Miss Hallowell, but being more accustomed to society it evidently caused him no feeling of embarrassment, and he was probably sure of making a good impression. The house looked imposing, as we drove up the avenue, and there was a bright light shining out across the snow from the parlor windows where the shutters had not been drawn, and a big dog bounced down the steps to meet us as some one opened the hall door. Dick ushered us in politely, and after leaving our coats we went into a handsome library to warm ourselves at a bright wood-fire. Dick beamed with happiness, and told the man to tell Miss Alice that we had come, asking where she was.

John said we were to make ourselves comfortable, and added, She has a very bad cold, Miss Alice has.

Goodness! thats too bad! said Dick, and I understood his sorry look, for he had told me she was delicate and often had these horrible colds, which made them uneasy, as there was consumption in the family. Ill just run upstairs, said he, and John walked away smiling, after telling us that supper would be ready in a short time, and that the gentlemen would find their rooms ready whenever they chose to go upstairs. It was gratifying to be called a gentleman, for I had several elder brothers and had never dared make any pretensions of being anything but a boy. Jack took no notice of the compliment, probably being used to it. Looking at him as he stood on the rug before the fire, I had a sudden and great longing to be tall and entirely self-possessed, and was conscious that there was some advantage in being a society man. I looked at my hands which had been much battered by base-balls the Summer before, and had suffered recently from crooks and strains in the gymnasium. Dick soon joined us, apparently in a very happy mood. His sister had not expected us so soon and we must therefore wait longer. He looked so glad to be at home again and had such a twinkle in his eyes!

What a swell you are, Hallowell! said Jack admiringly. This is a stunning house. Why didnt you ever put on airs? Jacksons house wont hold a candle to this, and he is always bragging, and forever lugging in something about the billiard room.

We have a first-rate table upstairs, said Dick meekly; well have a game after supper. Glad you like the look of things. I hope youll have a decent sort of time, Im sure, but I wish Father were at home. Its pleasanter here in Summer of course; and then the place has gone back every way, having been shut up so long. Well have no end of fun if youll come down in Summer some time.

Just now we heard a footstep on the stairs, and our hearts beat quicker in anticipation of the lovely vision. Dick jumped up and rushed out into the hall, and we heard a loud kiss and they both laughed and talked a minute, and then Hallowell and the young lady came in. She was pretty, and no doubt about it. Tall and slender, with dark eyes and light curly hair and a fresh complexion, and the pleasantest manner which put us at our ease at once. She evidently had a terrible cold and could speak only in a hoarse whisper, and her brother asked about it, and remonstrated with her in a fatherly manner for being out that afternoon in such a bitter cold wind. Supper was ready then, and we were as jolly and hungry a party as ever sat down together. Miss Hallowell did not talk much, but she was full of fun; and we told one story after another, and made ourselves agreeable, while she confessed she never had been hungrier in her life, and she hoped our appetites would keep hers company — to which task they were not unequal.

She devoted herself especially to Spenser, it was no shock to me, for I had supposed she would all the time, and she looked at him a great deal when he was not looking at her. Of course Spenser knew it, and his worst enemy could not have denied that he was a handsome fellow. At last we could eat no more, in spite of much urging and a fourth supply of fried oysters brought in smoking hot.

We went up to the billiard room and tried manfully to go through a game, but the balls were disorderly and we didnt succeed in getting interested; it was evident that Spensers thoughts were elsewhere, and at last we went down stairs again. Miss Hallowell had gone upstairs with us at first, but had discovered that it was not warm enough and left us. It was such a jolly house to be in; one could not help having a good time. The very atmosphere was suggestive of comfort and late breakfasts and doing as one pleased. There seemed to be no restraint, and everything was so comfortable and in such capital good taste! The servants whom we saw treated us with respect enough to satisfy even a Harvard Junior, and they seemed as full of fun and good nature as ourselves.

Presently Miss Hallowell called to us to come into the parlor.

Youre not going to leave me to myself all the evening, said she persuasively, even if I am stupid? Mr. Spenser plays, I have heard, and I know you both sing; cant you give me some music?

And thereupon Spenser, who was musical and who had a piano in his room at college, was delighted to play for some time, and then we sang some of the new tunes which Miss Alice hadnt heard and some of the old ones which she liked, and then she played for us — first some gay music, and afterward a plaintive tune which made me feel forsaken, and poor Spenser was quite overcome. I shouldnt like to say for certain that he kept his eyes wide open without winking until the tears came; but I happened to be watching him and it looked uncommonly like it. Its too bad to tell you that, for he is one of the best fellows in the world; but he was young and he wished to make a good impression, and he sat with his hand over his eyes looking at Miss Hallowell between his fingers. Such a heavenly look as he gave her when she stopped playing! — and he said so gently that it was just the kind of music that he liked. I had heard Dick say a great deal about her playing, and I must confess that, although I know nothing about it, it didnt strike me as being at all extraordinary. But she looked like a beauty, with the firelight making her eyes seem darker and her hair more golden, and I begged her to play something else. I wish you could sing, said Dick, with great politeness considering that she was his sister, and then they laughed as if there were some joke, and she answered that she was sorry she couldnt, but he could see how hoarse she was. She left the piano and sat in a low chair in the shadow of a screen, as she complained that the firelight hurt her eyes. Jack moved a chair near hers and they entered upon a long conversation, and finally Dick and I adjourned to the library for a smoke, and talked over our own affairs in sensible fashion. I could see Miss Hallowell as she sat opposite the door; she looked pale and tired, and I began to feel sorry about the cold. She was certainly a very pretty girl, and I remember she had on a very dark blue silk dress with a white ruffle round her throat and a bright yellow gold chain just under it. There was something so pleasant and frank about her! — but sometimes she put on the little ways most girls have in talking to gentlemen — so conscious of themselves, and looking at you with that devoted little smile.

Jacks in for it, sure enough, said Dick to me in an exultant whisper. I hoped thered be a flirtation. Did you ever see anything done better in all your life? and he shook with laughter — and then began to talk about something else.

I had no wish to change the subject and said, I should think he would enjoy her, after having that stuck-up Miss Daneweight for a lady-love. (We somehow had never approved of any of poor Jacks flames.)

Alice is a good looking girl, said Dick in a matter-of-fact way. You arent hit yourself, are you Phil? — and then he went on talking about running-jumps and standing-jumps, the giant-swing and other gymnasium affairs, and I wondered why his eyes twinkled so and why he seemed so full of the old Harry. He seemed so glad to be at home, and that made me feel blue, for I couldnt help thinking of my home, which only a year or two before had been broken up and which I missed terribly.

We sat before the fire some time, and at last I began to grow sleepy; for I had got up early that morning to do some studying, a most uncommon piece of behavior on my part, and between that and the journey, the drive and the supper, my eyes kept shutting up. I discovered my miserable state of mind to Dick, who said he was sleepy too and volunteered to keep me company. We listened a minute in the hall, and found that Jack was repeating poetry. He looked up at me in rather a shamefaced fashion when I said good-night to Miss Hallowell, and seemed more ill at ease than I ever had seen him. Dick said in a casual way that he should be down again presently, and we departed.

Sentimental goose! said he, when we were half way upstairs, Hell be made fun of if he goes far on that tack. I said I was coming down again just to start him off. Im afraid youve had a stupid evening, Phil; but Alice will be all right to-morrow and well have no end of fun.

I put in a remark not altogether complimentary to Spenser, for to tell the truth I was a little jealous and had a sense of being left out of sight. When we were in my room, Dick banged the door and rolled over and over on a wide sofa, laughing until he was almost in hysterics. I never had seen the fellow behave so in all the time I had known him. I laughed at first from sympathy, and finally I pounded him on the back and shook him and made him sit up, and then I gave my whole mind to finding out what the matter was.

Oh I cant tell you, old boy! said he gasping, but its such a go! Im afraid I never can keep it until to-morrow. If we both knew it we should spoil it; but its such fun, and you shall know to-morrow afternoon —  and my friend sat up and wiped his eyes, and told me if everything wasnt all right in the room to sing out, and that I should be called for breakfast, and I mustnt tell Spenser that there was any joke coming off. I made another attempt to learn the secret, but Dick scurried away down-stairs in self-defense.

In half an hour or so, when I was just going off to sleep, Spenser opened the door of his room, which was next mine, and was evidently much elated.

Hallo! you arent asleep? said he. Isnt it a larky place? I wish we were going to stay a month — and he whistled a little, and moved about the room briskly, pulling his dressing-traps out of his traveling bag.

With a great struggle against jealousy and sleeping I said, Shes a stunner, isnt she, Spenser? and he looked grateful for this sympathy and gave me his opinion of Miss Hallowells charms in a most touchingly confidential manner.

And the fact is, said he, she is lonely here, and I dont wonder at it. There are no young ladies near, and she says she has grown up with her brothers. Of course she is awfully fond of Dick, but you know he is a little rough sometimes, and he seems only a boy to her — and Jack looked at himself in the long dressing glass as if there was Miss Hallowells beau ideal of what a young gentleman ought to be. She says she always has wished to see me, ever since Dick used to write about me from Exeter. She knows how to say a nice thing to a fellow, and she means everything she says; you can tell she isnt trying to stuff you. Thats Daneweights fashion.

Then her sun has set, has it? I asked, waking up a little.

Dont be rough, said Jack placidly. Did you see what stunning rings she wears?

Next morning we had breakfast late, and had to hurry to get through in time to get to church. Spenser supposed Miss Hallowell was going, and I didnt care to stay at home alone; but when the sleigh came round and we walked out of the library dressed in our highest style, Dick said that Miss Hallowell would not be of the party. Jack evidently wished to stay at home to keep her company, but didnt dare to say so, as Dick seemed to have no such idea, and so we started off ruefully enough; but we had a long drive, and the gait of Mr. Hallowells black horses proved a great consolation to me if not to Spenser, and we heard a capital sermon. After we came home we had an early dinner, and Miss Hallowell came down looking pale, so that we could tell that the headache had been genuine. Dick took me all over the house and showed me his guns and all his own special treasures, and then we went out to the stables. In the meantime Jack was with Miss Hallowell in the parlor. She had lost her color, and her cold seemed even worse, and I must confess she was not so pretty as she had been the evening before. It was a great disappointment to us that she was ill. Still she was so cordial and bright and kind that one could not help liking her. By and by Dick and I came in, and finding that Spenser was reading aloud we considerately went into the library. It had begun to snow and the wind was blowing tremendously, and there was no prospect of the walk we had been planning; so we took some books and tried to read, and then we began to smoke, Dick having brought out a generous supply of his fathers cigars. We talked a little, but it was rather a dull afternoon. We could hear Spenser reading in the parlor; they were sitting in a baywindow out at the farther end. I couldnt help feeling that I was left out in the cold, and then it occurred to me that this was a good chance to find out Dicks secret. I had alluded to it frequently during the day, and he had hushed me and put me off every time. He said, Wait until evening; and I thought it was some plan for a trick or frolic, as he had showed marvelous ingenuity in such affairs at college. I was sure of something entertaining, and hoped in my inmost heart that he meant to tease Spenser.

Come, tell me, said I persuasively, and he laid down his book with a gleam of fun in his eyes and a doubtful look about the mouth.

Its a shame it snows. Im afraid itll spoil the best of it, but Ive a great mind to tell you. It is agony to keep it to myself. How the rascal has managed to keep it up so long I dont see. I havent dared to look him in the face to-day. Hallo! whats that? — and I followed him as he sprang to the window and saw a sleigh just coming up to the door. A young lady jumped out and ran up the steps covered with snow, while the man drove away toward the stable. Dick seemed convulsed, and I thought with joy that the tête-à-tête would be broken up.

The young lady had come into the hall, but Dick did not go out to receive her, and caught me by the arm and held me fast with a very funny expression.

The young lady called, Boys! where are you? — but nobody answered; and then we heard her go into the parlor, and Dick went to join her, dragging me with him.

The new-comer was unmistakably Miss Alice Hallowell herself, and she stood just inside the door, the picture of amazement, looking at the two people who sat at the further end of the room — Jack Spenser with his volume of poems open in his hand, and Miss Hallowell (or whoever she might be) in a big easy chair with a footstool and a cushion to lean against, playing with a pink rose bud in the most sentimentally invalid fashion. I forgot to tell you that Spenser had carried her a bouquet of roses from Boston.

Tom, you wretch! said Miss Hallowell, stamping her foot. Tom! how dare you?

Tom, with a sweet, tired little smile, put his hand into the pocket of his dark blue silk dress, and took out one of his sisters lace pocket handkerchiefs, which he held to his eyes, and then rose slowly and walked down the long parlor with short steps and a most effective sweep of his long skirts, caricaturing the young lady whom he had so skillfully represented until then. He paused at the door and said, Good by, boys, in his natural voice, which sounded strangely grim and unladylike.

It was so absurd that even Jack Spenser laughed till he cried, and said he never had seen anything so capitally done in his life.

He was very good tempered about it, and said he had had no suspicion, though there had been some things which had surprised him which he had supposed were owing to Miss Hallowells being so much with her brothers. We had stood for a minute on the piazza before breakfast, and she had made a snowball and thrown it at a bird in a most boyish fashion. He had thought her hands rather large, and had come to the conclusion that the photograph was somewhat flattering, though he liked her very much. We all liked him all the better for owning up so bravely. I do not know whether he bribed Tom to secrecy regarding the conversations which had taken place; at any rate that young person had the grace to be silent.

He came down-stairs presently, wearing his own clothes, a slender fair-haired boy of fifteen, with a wonderful likeness to his sister. He was at home on a vacation from his boarding-school, where the chief pleasure had been getting up plays and he had distinguished himself in the young ladies characters. He had always been a capital mimic since he was a little fellow, and it was surprising, after we had seen a little more of the real Miss Hallowell, to see how cleverly he had imitated her ways. The cold was a reality, and had been a great help to him — for one could not have any suspicion about his having lost his voice and being obliged to talk in a whisper, when he coughed so much.

I must confess that we found the true Miss Alice infinitely more entertaining than the false. The rest of our visit was so merry and we were so charmingly entertained, that we went back to college the most sorrowful persons imaginable, and were homesick at intervals for a month. The storm which began on Sunday was so violent that we were obliged to stay over until Tuesday, and of course we felt great satisfaction and only wished that it had lasted longer. It seemed that a friend whom Miss Hallowell had not seen for a long time was to spend Sunday with another friend who lived ten miles away, and they had persuaded her to stay with them until Sunday evening. When the storm came on she had started sooner, fearing she might be absent another night, and I dare say not feeling quite easy at the thought of leaving her brothers and their guests to their fate. Tom had not gone with his father on account of his cold, and when his sisters — absence had been decided upon he had laid his plan.

Jack had not much to say about his society affairs for some time, and finally confessed to me that he was sure that a fellow needed to go into society, but he had rather overdone the thing. He and Hallowell and I were fast friends through our college course and are fast friends still. Jack and I made other visits at the Hallowells, and perhaps it is no harm to tell you that he and Miss Hallowell are engaged and will be married in the Fall. You see all this happened several years ago, and Jack will be through the law school this year.

Hallowell suggested the other day that they ought to ask Tom to be chief bridesmaid. That young man is in college himself now, and it is needless to say that he is one of the brightest lights of a class which is highly distinguished for its array of talent for music and the drama.


THE QUIET SCHOLAR (1881)
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ONE MORNING I went out riding early, and it was such nice weather that I took a favorite road and followed it for a long distance, meaning, however, to reach home in time for lunch. The time of year was September, and the weather had been too hot for riding much in the middle of the day, but when I found how cool and fresh it was, and how capitally my horse went, I was sorry I had not left word at home that I should go to see one of my friends who lived sixteen or seventeen miles away. I wished to see her particularly, for I had sent an unsatisfactory note to her the evening before about something which was more important than our affairs usually were. With my usual good luck, while I was thinking regretfully that I must turn homeward, I met a neighbor of ours, an old farmer, who was going home from the nearest town, where he went every day or two to market. We stopped and exchanged greetings.

Your horse takes the beauty off my old drudge, said he, pleasantly, but I shouldnt wonder if old Fanny does better in the shafts than he would.

I reached down to give old Fanny a bit of sugar, which she ate very slowly, looking very much puzzled and evidently trying to understand the new experience. I thought how often she had gone over that road in summer and winter weather, and wondered if there were ever such a shaggy, patient old creature — she always seemed as good and steady and plodding as the farmer and his wife themselves. It is a great thing for even a horse to do its duty in the state of life to which it has pleased God to call it. Old Fanny was unconscious of the homage my heart was paying her, and moved forward a step or two by way of suggestion to the farmer that she thought of her early dinner, which was always ready for her when she got home from town.

Yes, indeed, said Mr. Denning, as he gave the reins a little pull, Ill send word right over to your mother; be home to-morrow, you say? and my horse, already impatient, scurried away down the road as fast as heart could wish.

For a mile or two the way was through the woods. The lower branches of the trees often flicked their leaves against my face, and where it was shady, and the sun had not reached, everything was wet with the cold September dew, and the woods were as fresh and sweet as if it were a June morning and a shower had fallen in the night. The last few miles of my short journey were through the open country, and I stole some early apples from one tree and another that hung temptingly over the fences, and I stopped once or twice to pick some golden-rod, so when I reached my friends house I had an armful that was glorious to behold, and the horse trotted up the avenue as if he were just let out of the stable.

My friend looked out of her window and said good morning as if she were glad to see me.

I was wishing for you just now, said she. Will you light? and I said I did not mean to come so far when I started, but it was a perfect day for riding, and I met somebody by whom I could send word home.

I came very near going to meet you, said Bessie. I was sure you would be out and I thought possibly you might drive over. It is a long time since you came on horseback. I wish I had been with you.

The horse was led off and we went into the house, and upstairs to my friends room. I am so glad you came. Yes, your note was a grievance, and I have no end of questions for you in the answer to it, which is on my desk. I asked you to come over to-night, too. You know I spent Tuesday in Boston, and wasnt it odd that I should have met the Quiet Scholar?

I was much interested at once; for Bessie and I had been together only a day or two before that, and had been wondering what had become of this old schoolmate of ours. I believe we had neither of us thought of her before for a good while.

I think she tried at first to avoid me, said Bessie, but she was very pleasant when I rushed at her, and really seemed very glad to see me. She asked for you and for some of the other girls, and told me that she had been living in Canada almost ever since she left school; but she has come now to live in Boston with an old aunt, and has been promised a place in one of the public schools in the Fall. She looked as distressed as ever, but I think she didnt look much older. You know she was always grave and prim. I thought she must be one of the teachers, the first time I saw her at school.

There was always something forlorn about her, said I. She never seemed to have any one come to see her. This aunt must be the same one who sent her to school. I always liked her; but she was a shy thing; no one ever could get at her. I dont remember that we ever tried very hard.

It is lucky for you that we are the same size, said Bessie, laughing, as she gave me a gown to take the place of my habit. I feel as if I were clothing the poor. Arent you hungry after your ride? Ill have some claret and a biscuit brought up for you; lunch wont be ready for an hour yet.

I dont believe I shall be hungry even then, said I. I took a great deal of fruit that was not mine as I came along the road. If I had seen only one apple I should have scorned the idea of stealing it, but there are so many this year. I think tramps have a right to branches that hang over.

People are always squabbling about line-trees, said Bessie, who was writing at the window.

Where did you get all these cardinal flowers? I asked presently, for I found two great pitchers-full in the dressing-room, and Bessie said that she had forgotten them. She had been out on the river early that morning and came home with a deck-load.

I meant to carry them down-stairs, she said; but I was in a hurry to send some letters by the mail. I have just written to your mother to ask her to send you your little square box. I told her you were going to stay two or three days.

I hesitated for a minute, and then said that I should like it. There was no reason why I could not stay. We often exchanged short visits in the summer while we were neighbors.

The letters were sent away to be posted, and Bessie and I sat down quietly for a talk. I asked Eliza Thurlow to come here for a day or two, said she half apologetically; and I had written you to come over. I was a little discouraged afterward. I felt as if I had posted a letter in a street box and wished I could get it out again. But she looked pale and tired and as if a change of air would do her good. I thought we could brighten her up a little. I remembered that she used to like being out of doors. She used to go off alone after wild-flowers to bring into the botany class. What made us hate botany so at school, do you suppose?

I think it was very good of you, said I. I dont doubt it was a perfect godsend to her. You are always doing kind things and being dreadfully ashamed of yourself. And Bessie blushed a little.

What was it about her father? said she. I tried to think while I was talking with her. I know that her mother is dead; but there was some mystery about her father. I think he was a great rascal, and had to keep out of the country. The girls used to say at school that her mother died of a broken heart. I suppose we should have known much more about Eliza if she had not been put into the French teachers little room. There was a succession of mamselles that first year, too. I dont know when I have thought so much about those days as I have since I saw the Quiet Scholar.

That nickname certainly carries me back, said I. Who gave it to her, do you remember? I know exactly how you looked that first time I saw you; and you wore a round hat trimmed with a brown pheasants breast. I thought you were like Leslie Goldthwaite when she went to the mountains: she was my love just then.

I always liked Leslie, said Bessie. We must read that book again some day when you are here. Havent you forgotten most of the girls at Mrs. Rugbys? Eliza asked if I knew anything about two or three whom I havent thought of in a great while. We met on the Common; I had just been over at the house. Her aunt lives in one of those little streets down on the hill back of Mt. Vernon Street, and she asked me to come to see her if she really wished it, and said it would be a great pleasure to her aunt — who is a good deal of an invalid. I imagine Eliza is very comfortable there, else she would have tried to keep me away. But she was very shy at first, as I told you, and I had to tease her a good deal before she would promise to come here.

I wonder what it means, said I; we had not thought of her for so long until last week, and now she has come to make part of our lives again.

I am very glad to have you both just now, at any rate, said Bessie as we went down to lunch. Did I tell you that papa and Tom are both away? Dont you think it would be pleasant to go out on the river by and by? I shall not let you stay in the house if you have been riding all the morning. You neednt row at all if you dont feel like it, but I wish you to see the cardinals; they are in bloom very late this year and in some of the shady places there is a perfect blaze of them. They were like a red-coat regiment drawn up in line this morning, but now the tide is higher they will be wading up to their necks, I am afraid. They are much finer than those that grow in the wet fields. I wonder if they thrive in half-salt water?

Perhaps the Quiet Scholar can tell us, said I — and later we did go out in the boat and pulled lazily up the river and then drifted down again; we always have a very good time together, Bessie and I.

The guest came just after six, and I was much more glad to see her than I expected to be. The old-friend feeling came to me suddenly, and when one sees a person for the first time in several years it brings back, more clearly than anything else, the thoughts and surroundings which one may have almost forgotten. It is not so much the person himself who pleases or pains you — but he brings back your own old self of an earlier time. We talked all that evening about our school days, calling up old stories of our merry frolics and ingenious out-wittings of the teachers, and Bessie and I took it for granted that our friend had been in the midst of them; but sometimes that was by courtesy, for we had belonged to a much more frivolous set and lessons had usually been matters of minor importance. The Quiet Scholar (who seemed pleased when we called her by the old nickname, and its abbreviation of Q.S.) was known to be fitting herself to teach and had made a much better use of her time, and was often counted out of our plans though she was never disliked. I remember her being very kind to me once when I was sick, and I used to imagine — being much given to novel-reading — that she had a history and a secret.

The comfort of Bessies home seemed to give her great pleasure — she was very appreciative — and we were both touched at finding how well she had remembered us, and how often she had thought of us, while we had almost forgotten her. She seemed to look back at her school days with such clinging affection and interest that I thought she must have had few pleasant days since then; and she looked worn and anxious sometimes, as if life had not been easy, and her regrets and anxieties had out-numbered her pleasures. She told us most amusing stories of her life in Canada, and of her teaching a rough set of children in one of the smallest towns, where she had a capital chance to see Canadian life from the inside as well as the outside.

Bessie and I said to each other next morning that Miss Thurlow looked already better. She was like a wilted plant after a shower that freshens and brightens it. We spent the whole day out of doors, for it was such fine weather. We went down the river in the morning and took our lunch with us, and later in the afternoon we had a long drive — that is, Bessie drove her guest and I rode alongside. We went down to the sea, which was only a few miles away. It was the first time Miss Thurlow had seen the sea for years, and she showed almost childish pleasure all day long. She was in capital spirits, and acted as if some burden that was heavy on her mind had been lifted, or at any rate had been forgotten for the time. We were very happy because she was, and we saw everything through her eyes. It was easy to see that hers was not a dull and unsympathetic and limited nature, but that she had somehow been crushed and hindered and kept from her share of enjoyment. It seemed pitiful enough that, being so responsive and so quick to take pleasure, she should have so little of it. It was not a tiresome exclaiming and enthusiasm; but, as I have said, she showed such happiness that one could not help catching the spirit of it. We avoided saying anything that could suggest the discussion of her own affairs, and, except for the time we had been with her at school, she was completely a stranger, though we somehow felt more intimate with her than we ever had before.

That second evening Bessie played to us for a long time after dinner. It had grown chilly out of doors, and we had a bright wood fire. I suddenly remembered that the Quiet Scholar used to be the star at school on those days when we used to recite poetry, and that she once said Shelleys Skylark in a way that won even our shallow minds and hearts. I brought that book from its shelf, and she seemed pleased that I should have remembered, and afterward asked if we liked Tennysons ballad of the little Revenge, which was new then, and she repeated it with great spirit. Her pale face flushed, and she looked like another person as she sat in the firelight with her eyes shining. She made those sentences her own though some one else had framed them. It is the old proverb, that one is never so confidential as when one addresses the whole world; and I could not help recognizing the loyalty and bravery and steadfastness under trial which made the soul of that quiet girl.

We sat up very late; and as we went through the hall on our way upstairs Bessie laughed a little, and said her guest had been so charming that for once in her life she had forgotten to open the mail-bag which was lying on the hall-table. She looked over the letters quickly; they were mostly for her father and brother, but there were some for herself which she took, and the last one she gave to Miss Thurlow, who started and turned suddenly pale. I knew instinctively that the sight of it gave her great pain. Bessie did not notice her, for she went to the library to redirect her fathers letters and put them into the bag again to be posted early in the morning. Miss Thurlow and I went upstairs together. I tried not to look at her, but her manner had entirely changed. She was evidently troubled by the letter: she seemed as she used in the old school days. I left her at the door of her room, for I was sure she wished to be alone; but in a few minutes Bessie came up and stopped to say good-night. I heard her open the door and go in, and presently she came to me looking puzzled.

That girl is crying as if her heart would break, said she. I begged her to tell me what was the matter; but she shook her head and said she must go away as early in the morning as possible. She even asked me if she could go to-night; but I thought that was out of the question. Papa sometimes has driven across to the other railroad to catch a midnight train; but there would not be time for that. It must be nearly twelve already. I wish you would go to speak to her. But I found that the door was shut; and though I spoke once or twice she did not answer me.

Bessie and I were much grieved at this ending, for we had been glad to think of her pleasure and had made some plans for the next day. We did not go to sleep for a long time and at last I was suddenly awakened by something pushing at my hand, and in a minute Bessie said sleepily, Oh go away, Dash — thats a good dog. It was her favorite dog — a great white setter — who always slept in the hall outside her door. He had a trick when he was younger of coming into her room at night, but he seldom did it then. Bessie always knew it was he and would reach out to pat him, when he would go away satisfied. But he would not go away that night; he seemed excited and worried, and came first to her and then to me as if he wished to tell us something.

What is it, Dash? said Bessie, wide awake now, and we both listened, while the dog kept still and we heard a whistle and a little noise on the gravel under the window, and I hurried to listen. Come down, I tell you, some one whispered, but there was no answer. Dash was growling beside me and saying as plainly as he knew how that he wished he could get out. Suppose we do let him out, said Bessie, and I will ring the stable bell and try to wake somebody there. I dont know what papa would say, but Brennan is the only man who sleeps in the house, and I told him he might go away to-night. He seemed very anxious about it. I told him to tell Holt I should ring if there were any trouble, and we will go down to the garden door and be ready to let him in. We both dressed hurriedly, and we were a good deal frightened. I heard a step under the window and listened there again. Miss Thurlows room was on that side of the house, and I heard a blind creak as she opened it — and some one again said, Come down, I tell you, or Ill set the house on fire. Bessie was leaning over my shoulder, and I felt her shake a little, but she turned quickly and went straight to her guests room, where I followed her. We met Miss Thurlow on the threshold.

Who was that? and what is the matter? said Bessie. I came very near sending the dog at him. Tell me what this all means. And the poor girl said, God help me; it is my father. It was light enough to see that she had not even been lying down on the bed, and she seemed in perfect despair.

What does he want of you? asked Bessie, and I knew she was quite herself again; her own fright had given place to a wish to protect her guest from this danger and trouble, whatever it was. Tell him to go away and come back in the morning. If he threatens you, say that the family are already roused.

I thought he was in jail in Canada until I got a letter to-night, said the terror-stricken girl. He has escaped and somehow he found I was here. He must have been at my poor old aunts. He wishes me to let him in so he can rob the house. I dont even know if he is alone, but he must be desperate; he never did this before. Oh I wish I were dead, I wish I were dead, she cried most piteously.

Bessie hurried downstairs at once, and in a minute I heard the bell at the stable ring again and again, and Dash, who had been keeping still for some reason best known to himself, began to bark loudly and run from one of the lower rooms to another. I heard some one run down the garden in a hurry, and next morning we saw his footsteps there deep in the flower-beds. Bessie let Dash out after a while and he chased about wildly and went off on the track, but luckily Bessie bethought herself in time, and called me to get the whistle from her watch chain and call him back.

We tried to quiet Miss Thurlow, who was fairly beside herself with shame and fright. I do not think we suspected for an instant that she was her fathers accomplice, which might have seemed possible, for her distress was genuine. We soon heard some one from the stable knocking at the door to see what was wanted; and Bessie told the man to keep watch about the house for a while — we had heard footsteps and were frightened. I think Patrick would have liked to laugh a little if he had dared. But in the morning he was persuaded that it had been no idle fear.

We heard nothing more that night. Patrick paraded faithfully about the grounds with Dash and the old mastiff, who was formidable to look at, but very deaf and sleepy, and I think there was another man beside. We heard them tramp about, and felt entirely protected. We had enough to think of in taking care of Miss Thurlow, who was terribly excited. She begged us to forgive her and to let her go away, and we hardly knew what to do with her for a while; but at last she grew quieter, and it seemed to be a relief to her to tell us about her trouble. It was a long, sad story; the gossip at school had all been true; her father had been a rascal, who had gone steadily from bad to worse. Shame and sorrow had broken her mothers heart; and though from time to time he seasons of repentance, and his daughter had tried to trust him and keep him, she had always been disappointed, and found it was of no use. She had gone, against her aunts wishes, to live with him in Canada, where he had been, or pretended to be, in a respectable business; but he was always a cheat and a marauder, smuggling and robbing and gambling — nobody could tell the list of his crimes. At last, during one of his long absences, he had been caught and tried and put into jail for several years, and then Miss Thurlow had come back to her aunt, thinking herself safe for the time at least.

I would not let him disgrace my aunt more than I could help, said she, when we asked why she had stayed with him so long. He insisted that I should not leave him; but if I had not taught and helped take care of myself I might have starved sometimes, I think. I always hated to touch his money; but my aunt was very kind to me. I only suspected most of his wrong-doings. He was always as pleasant to me as to other people; and I tried to remember always that he was my father, and I did try to be good to him and to help him. But I believe I would put the officers on his track now, said she with bitter anger. He never will be better. It was too bad that he should follow me and threaten to burn this house if I did not let him in to rob it. I have done everything for him. He must be very desperate; but I hate him — I hate him!

It seems that the letter had been sent to her in Boston, and that it had been remailed to her address at Bessies. He told her in it that he was out of jail, and must have money; and she was afraid that before finding out where she was, and that the house was unprotected, he had troubled her aunt in some way; so she was in perfect misery. He must have been at the house, else he would not have known where to find her. You do not think I would have let him in? she said, looking at us beseechingly. I would have given him all the money I had, and tried to make him go away. I was so afraid he might set the house on fire! Oh, he would do anything! I am so afraid of him now! We tried to comfort the poor soul; but what comfort was there? for her future looked dark enough, and who knew what even the next day might bring? We promised that in every way we would be her friends; and it seemed to us that she never before had allowed herself to tell her troubles to any one; as if she had tried to cover them until it could be done no longer, and had anxiously kept her miserable secrets to herself until they had worn into her very soul and made her whole life shadowed and fearful. Her father had been in prison while she was at school, and she used to think the girls knew it. It was sad to think of her trying to hide and forget such a wretched secret and to act as if she had none; but how many people know how to pity her?

Just before daylight I had fallen asleep, and early in the morning one of the maids came running upstairs to tell us that there had been burglars around the house the night before. Bessie hurried in from Miss Thurlows room, where she had been lying on the sofa. Patrick says you were right, Miss Bessie; there are great tracks across the garden and footmarks under the window, and there is one of the thieves dead; they found him down under the railroad bridge just now, and he had fallen in the dark. Brennan was coming home and he saw him; it was a stranger; some officers were down in the village after him and they say he had got out of jail; he was a great thief, they say, Miss Bessie, and if it werent for you hearing him we all would be murdered in our beds.

Hush, hush, said Bessie, I dont want you to wake Miss Thurlow. Im thankful I shut her door, said she to me: luckily she has fallen asleep. Katy, will you tell Patrick that I want the little phaeton in half an hour and he must drive me down to the village.

I kept watch by the guest, who slept uneasily, until Bessie came back. I was afraid she would wake up, but when Bessie came to the door and beckoned to me the light footsteps awakened her, and she started up, looking at us imploringly.

Bessie hesitated a minute and then said bravely, My dear girl, your father will never do you or himself any more harm — he is dead!

―

I suppose the greatest sorrow was that he had been her father, and yet his death was a relief to her. She was grieved because she was not sorrier, yet it was a terrible shock, and she was a long time in getting over the effect of it. It was probable that he had been returning to the village and had made a misstep in the dark and the fall had killed him at once. There were some formalities of law to be gone through with, and Bessie offered to pay the bills for his burial, which surprised nobody, for hers is a most generous family, and it was supposed that she had been moved by the forlornness and friendlessness of the man. The newspapers said that he was reported to have a family in Canada; but the name he was known by was not his own, and I do not think his daughters name was ever brought into connection with his. She had gone at once to her aunt, meaning to return directly, and Bessie went with her, but the strain and shock had been too great, so Bessie left her there and she was ill for days afterward. I think it was just as well that it was so.

It would be hard to believe, if one did not see it so often, that one life could cast such a cloud over another, and take away almost all its sunshine and hinder and distress it. I believe I had a good lesson when I thought of it, that our lives make every life with which they come in contact more happy and useful or less so. It is seldom, perhaps, that so terrible a shadow as this is thrown, but we ought to take care not to throw any shadows, or to worry and fret people more than we can help. And if our sins are not the kind that others are in danger of copying, they still may be paining and shaming the people we love, and we ought to try to carry our burdens ourselves without forever talking about them, and making demands for sympathy. Sympathy must be a free gift and not an exaction.

But in this darkened life strong self-control and self-sacrifice and self-reliance and trust in God had had time to grow, and nobody could regret the discipline who came to know the character that had been formed by it. I think one rarely finds a truer or a better friend than Bessie and I found in this Quiet Scholar, who had learned her lessons in so hard a school.

It seemed to me as I went home that it had been longer than three days since I had ridden over to my friends, and I thought about a great many things as I rode home again. It had been a strange chapter to come into ones every-day life.

It was not very long ago that I saw Miss Thurlow in her own home, a pleasant, old-fashioned little house where she lives with her quaint, cheerful old aunt, who said that she could not imagine how she had lived so long alone without her niece. They seemed very fond of each other, and it was impossible not to see that a weight had been taken from both their minds, but we were all apparently unconscious of there having been so lately anything that was shocking and miserable. Miss Thurlow was brighter and prettier than I had ever seen her; she was teaching in a pleasant private school, and she told me what I already was sure of, that she saw Bessie often, and that she gave her a great many pleasures.


A GUEST AT HOME (1882)
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LATE IN THE afternoon of a June day, a tired-looking, middle-aged woman stood in the low doorway of an old farm-house, shading her eyes with her hands and watching the lane anxiously, as if she were in a great hurry to see some one coming. Once or twice she went into the house to look at the fire and to make sure that everything was in order for supper. The table was already set and there were signs that it was more than an ordinary occasion in the household.

I dont suppose shell come anyway, called a despairing voice from an inner room, and Mrs. Hollis looked discouraged for a minute, and then went to the door of the bedroom and looked in.

Oh, yes, Annie will be here, Aunt Harriet; she wouldnt disappoint us. I think likely that the cars are late. The boys are way down to the end of the lane; I told them to be there so as to open and shut the gate. It seems as if they couldnt wait to see Annie. Poor child! I do hope shes going to be contented. I expect itll be a great change for her.

I never did think it was any kindness, for my part, grumbled Aunt Harriet. I dont care if Henry was your brother, if he had given her a couple of quarters schooling to some of the academies near by, shed a got just as much good exactly, and twouldnt have put none o these high notions into her head. Shed have settled down and kept school somewhere near here, but now shell always be wanting to get back among city folks, and all that painting of hers is all nonsense. Id like to know what good its going to do her, after alls said and done. I expect shell come home and be so high and mighty there wont be no living with her, and the poor old soul, who was half paralyzed, and who had also a temper that was much warped and twisted, gave her head an angry twitch and fairly pushed a pillow off the bed to the floor.

This hot weathers real trying for you, Aunt Harriet? said Mrs. Hollis, good-naturedly, as she crossed the room to pick it up. I should think all those blankets would be too heavy. Dont lets worry about Annie until we find theres something to make us. Im sure she will do the best she can and she dont seem to have lost her interest in home, if we can tell anything by her letters.

Im all of a shiver, said the old lady, complainingly. I dont see how you can talk about its being hot. You neednt stop with me, and Mrs. Hollis waited for no second dismissal, but hurried back to the door again to watch for the wagon. The boys were shouting and chasing each other up the lane, and in the distance she could see the old red horse trotting slowly along the crooked by-way, and her heart began to beat very fast; she did not know whether to hurry forward to meet her daughter, who seemed almost like a stranger, and a guest, in her own home. She had been away almost three years, living with an uncle, and since he had sent her to a city boarding-school she had spent the vacations in traveling, or at his house in New York.

As they drove nearer, Mrs. Hollis looked anxiously at her husbands face to see if he were pleased with his daughter, and his expression was most satisfactory. He looked almost as if he had a pleasant surprise for his wife, and as if he were not at all embarrassed or dismayed. The girl who sat beside him looked happy and expectant and as if she were not a bit sorry to come home again, and Mrs. Hollis said, eagerly, There, I am so glad to have you back Annie, and her daughter sprang quickly down and hurried to meet her, while the two boys, who had been most enthusiastic and daring a few minutes before, went rapidly towards the barn together, being much dismayed at the sight of such a well dressed and elegant sister.

Look here, Jack and Lonny, she said, after she had kissed her mother half a dozen times, arent you coming to speak to me? I cant believe it's you — you have grown so, and being thus summoned they came awkwardly back — two freckled, clumsy, great fellows of twelve and fourteen. Theyre a little shy tonight, said their mother (to make up for the coldness of their welcome), but they havent been able to put their minds to anything for a day or two, they were so pleased about your coming.

Ill make friends with them fast enough, said Annie. Oh, mother, there are so many things I want to tell you that I dont know where to begin!

You had better go in and see your Aunt Harriet, I guess, said Mrs. Hollis, shes been looking forward to your coming. I expect shell be aggravating; sometimes she is to all of us, she added, in an uneasy whisper. You can sit with her a few minutes and Ill put tea on the table; its all ready, and they went into the house together.

For all her pleasure in getting back to her own family, our heroine felt a little distressed and homesick, as she entered the low doorway. She had been living in a handsome city house for a good many months, and somehow the ceremony and luxury of city life had seemed always familiar to her, and she had adapted herself to it without the slightest trouble. She had always been a little impatient from her childhood of the bare walls, and the plain, hard life of the farm. She was by nature refined, and she had been delicate so that her father and mother had taken great care of her, and had made life as easy for her as they could. The ministers wife had taken a great interest in her, and she had made some visits in New York, and her uncles family had tried to make her promise to live with them altogether. People had said that it was a pity so bright a girl, with such appreciation of the things that can be found in better houses and in the more artistic and cultivated society of a city, should be forced to live in a dull farming town, where there would be so little companionship and sympathy.

Annie Hollis knew that these things were said by her friends, and at first she pitied herself very much and she dreaded more and more going home to live. She wished that every month of her school life might be a year. But one night when she could not go to sleep, she thought it all over, and somehow she began to see it in a different light. She saw that there would not be very much for her to take, but there might be a great deal that she could give. She remembered that her father had looked old and tired when she saw him last, and that he had been a bright boy with an ambition to have a college education, but his father had died suddenly, and he had been obliged to leave school at once, and to give up this dream of his. She remembered, too, that he liked reading, and that he was very fond of history, and how many a winter evening she had seen him sit by the fire holding one of his few books in one hand and a candle in the other. She thought of the wider world of literature and art of which she had already been made a citizen, and she wondered if she could not bring many pleasures and treasures into his life. Her father had always been a poor man. He had had to pay a note which he had foolishly indorsed for a neighbor, and to do this the farm had been mortgaged, and it was only within two years that he had paid the last dollar, and had called himself free again. She had taken some of the first money she could spare to subscribe to some newspapers and a magazine, and his thanks which had been written in one of his infrequent letters had touched her heart at the time she read them first, and were still dearer now as she recalled them. Her mother, too, Annie remembered that she had never complained of doing so much hard work, and of so dull and tiresome a life. Old Aunt Harriet was the bugbear of the family, and dreadfully hard to live with, but Annie could not remember that her mother had ever been cross or unkind. Then there were the boys, and she meant to be a kind sister to them. It was plain enough that she was needed at home, and she thought of many ways in which she meant to carry some new brightness and happiness into these lives that were, after all, nearest hers.

Her mother had urged her to go with her uncles family to Europe, if she liked — for a letter had been sent to her just before school closed, begging for Annies company — but our friend had at once refused. Mrs. Hollis had said that she was afraid it was going to be a great change for her to come back, and that they did not feel that they ought to take her from such pleasant associations, and make her give up so much for their sakes; but the answer that came back decided the question for once and all. I feel sure that you have given up a great deal for my sake, mother, said Annie, you and father both; and I have made up my mind that I would rather be at home with you than to do anything else. If I am used better things than I shall find in Brookfield, I shall try to make you share all my pleasures, and to give you half of everything I have gained. It has been of no use to me if I cant be of any use to you. And when they read this letter, one spring evening, Mr. Hollis said, brushing a tear away, Annies a good girl.

But still they were uneasy about her coming home, and as her father took the big trunk and the little one out of the wagon and left them on the grass, and led the old horse away to unharness him — the boys having at last remembered the cows that were raising loud wails at the pasture bars — he thought how different she was from all the girls in the region, and he suddenly felt unlike her, and as if he were rough and countrified. I wish I had had a chance when I was a boy to go off and see something — I shouldnt have been like this. It seemed to him, for a minute, that all his own possible success and refinement had been really given him, after all, in the pretty, well-bred daughter who had come home to him. It was a cruel thought that she might be ashamed of him, and that, at any rate, her home life and her city life must always be kept apart. Im afraid shell be lonesome when it comes to be winter, he said to himself, sorrowfully, as he took off his best coat and carefully laid it over the low branch of an apple-tree before he went in at the barn door.

In the meanwhile, Annie had gone in to see Aunt Harriet, whom she had always hated when she was a child. Nothing could be seen of the old lady but her nose and the frill of a very prim cap, but, in answer to the girls greeting, she said, in a faint tone, that she was much as usual; nobody knew what she suffered, and she seemed to be left in the world to be a burden to herself and everybody else.

Oh, no, Aunt Harriet, said Annie, cheerfully, dont say that! Ive got a great deal to tell you — they all wished to be remembered to you at Uncle Henrys. Aunt Fanny sent you a very handsome cap, with her love. Ill get it out of my trunk after supper.

I expect she thought it would do to lay me out in, said Aunt Harriet, indignantly, and forgetting to keep to her whining tone. What good did she think a handsome cap would do me, bedridden as I be? I should much rather ha had something to tempt my appetite — 

Heres a good supper for you as I could get, said Mrs. Hollis, who just then came in with a tray, and she and Annie caught each others eyes and found it hard to keep from laughing.

If anything had been needed to make our friend sure of the welcome that was given her, the sight of the tea-table would have been enough, for it was evident that her mother had done the best she could to make it pleasant. She even had put a little bouquet in front of Annies plate. I know you spoke once about there being flowers on the table where you were, she told her daughter, I never had seen any myself, but I thought perhaps you would like it. You always did like sweet-briar; its late this year.

Annie knew at a glance that her mother had put on the very best table cloth, and somehow she could hardly keep from crying. The boys had seized a lunch in the pantry, and had gone away again to milk, so that there were only three of them at the table. It does seem good to have you home again, her father said, looking away from her and flushing a little, and it seems as if you liked to be here after all. Mother and I are sort of afraid that you wont like our ways.

And Annie told them, laughingly, that, perhaps, they wouldnt be pleased with hers, but she did not see why they should not get on well together, if they all tried hard. She gave a funny glance at Aunt Harriets bedroom door and her father shook his head, solemnly, as if that gesture conveyed more than any words could of the difficulties of the old ladys disposition. I do not see how you have got along without anybody to help you, mother, said Annie.

The boys had remembered that there was a company tea in progress, and they returned presently, their appetites getting the better of their shyness. The two cows never were milked so quickly as they were that night, and the boys listened to Annies assurance that she had brought each of them a jackknife, a white handled one and a black handled one, with great pleasure.

Annie felt tired out when she went to her own room that night, but she sat down a little while at the window, and thought about her coming home. She said to herself that she meant to be a help and a comfort and a pleasure to them all. God would not have made it her home unless she could help them more, and they could help her more, than anybody else. It would only be her own blindness and selfishness that would make her coming home a mistake.

If I were to follow out her life in the country farm-house for even a week it would make too long a story. I know myself that she made everybody happier, and that instead of thinking how forlorn the house was, she set herself to work to make it pleasanter in every way she could. She was often impatient, and she was not perfect by any means, this heroine of mine, but she tried to learn from her mistakes. She was surprised to find that after being suspicious and cross for the first few days, poor old Aunt Harriet claimed her as a friend, and one morning took the key of the bureau that held her treasures from under her pillow and showed our friend the wonders she had achieved in the way of knitted quilts, and chair covers, and curtains. They were admired as much as heart could wish, and when the old lady lamented that her day of usefulness was past since her feeble hands could no longer manage to hold the heavy pieces of work, Annie suggested that there were smaller things that might be made, and that she would teach her aunt some new stitches that she had learned the winter before. Imagine the bright yarns and worsteds that Annie bought, and the interest and pride of Aunt Harriets heart, and the wristers and little hoods and tidies that seemed to her, and the friends who came far dutys sake to see her, to have reached the highest summit of art and beauty.

Annie had been afraid that she must give up painting, for which she had a good deal of talent, but she never had enjoyed it so heartily before, and she found enough time for it in the long summer days. The sketches and studies that she had made with her teachers brightened up the walls of the rooms which had always looked empty, and she found that her father and mother and even the boys seemed to take great delight in her work. Lonny was a shy little fellow, but she soon won his heart, and he carried her to many a delightful sketching ground in the woods and pastures; and once in a while when the horse could be spared they all went off for a long drive and a picnic, these boys and their sister. And so in time it came about that Lonny and Jack were sent to the depot to carry an express package on their way to mill; and they were as pleased as Annie herself when a note came back from a dealer in pictures in New York, enclosing a cheque in payment for two little water colors, which had been sold at once, and asking for others as fast as she could send them. It was a great deal pleasanter to carry the color-box and brushes out of doors than it ever had been to sit at an easel in the crowded studio, and instead of being too tired to handle her brushes after she had helped her mother in the morning, she was easily rested, and there was hardly a day she could not find a spare hour or two in which to do exactly as she pleased. Somehow the work did not seem all drudgery any more to her father and mother (who had begun to feel like horses in a treadmill), because she lent them a hand so kindly and tried to make the best of everything.

It was very pleasant when, one busy morning in late summer, a strong girl from a neighboring farm came in at the door, bringing a bundle of clothes, and assuring Mrs. Hollis, who could not understand her unexpected arrival, that Annie had engaged her to help with the sewing and housework for a month. And the life was by no means all drudgery, or without companionship. I leave you to imagine for yourselves, perhaps to see for yourselves, how one can make the best of life and the most of life, without much money to spend, on a lonely farm. The more we know, the better and happier we ought to make our lives, and the further we ought to be from discontent.

Early that winter, when Annie Hollis went back to the city to stay for a little while with one of her friends, she found that everybody was fonder of her than ever, and that, while the town life was in some ways pleasanter than ever before, still she missed some of the pleasures that she had at home. As for her painting-master, he told her over and over again that she had not lost ground, she had been gaining steadily, and nature was her best teacher — he was proud to have only directed her to that great school.

And whether Annie Holliss life is to be spent in town or country, by and by, who can tell? But one thing we can be sure of is this: that a girl who makes the best of things in one place, will do it in every place. It was easier, some people will think, for this girl to content herself in the old life, from which she had grown away, for the reason that she carried back to it the new interest and business of her painting. But how ready some other people would have been to excuse themselves from going on with that, because they missed the help and stimulus of companionship, and the rivalry and excitement of the studio life.

It is being proved over and over again that where there is a will there is a way, and there is certainly a great difference between making life and taking it.


THE HARE & THE TORTOISE (1883)
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NOT MANY YEARS ago, one day late in April — That is the way the story begins; but who could take time enough to describe either the place or the weather, since one was Beacon Street in Boston, and the other, as everybody had been saying, simply perfect? Mary Chester had just told the friend from whom she had parted at the corner of Park Street that it was the first day when one could be really comfortable in a spring dress. In the broad bay of the sidewalk, always sheltered by the high wall of the State House yard, a great fleet of baby-carriages was riding at anchor under a gorgeous rigging of blankets and afghans: while a dozen plump young persons, who had but lately learned the art of walking, toddled about and talked to each other, or else took shelter beside their maids, where, holding fast a hand, they surveyed the rest of the company and refused to make acquaintances.

Miss Chester walked quickly, with light steps. She had a pretty way of walking, and deft and slender feet. It was always a pleasure to see her go along the street, she was so much less awkward than most of her companions, and unlike them could hurry without its seeming unnatural, or a lately acquired kind of movement. She smiled, and had a consciousness that the spring dress was becoming, and she looked down the hill; but just then the sidewalk was quite deserted for some distance ahead. Two or three of the children ran toward her eagerly, with pretty chatter, and she stooped to kiss them and delayed good-naturedly to admire their dolls. The nurses smiled approvingly as she spoke or nodded to several of them and sent messages to their mistresses, who were oftener reported as invalids than as active persons. One bell after another struck two oclock, and presently Miss Chester went on down the street. She now met several grown-up acquaintances, who either gave her most indulgent smiles, or removed their hats with pleased alacrity. It was evident that our heroine was a favorite with her towns people, great and small, and also that she must not stop to speak to any one else, being already late to lunch.

But she found time, as she hurried, to look across the street at the trees in the Common, and to notice that the buds had grown larger since she had passed by earlier in the day. The grass was amazingly green, both under the trees and in the small samples of front yards close beside her, where the crocuses and hyacinths looked already wilted and out of season. Some robins and bluebirds were heard singing when there was a space between the carriages, and the English sparrows were squabbling as usual in the vines on the house fronts, and flocking down recklessly to the paving-stones.

Miss Chester bowed to an old lady who passed by in a well-closed carriage, and who felt a strange pang of regret and envy at the sight of so much beauty and such delightful youth. It seemed a very little while since she herself had scurried down Beacon Street, and what was more, had had something to scurry for; but this envy blew over presently, like a little gray spring cloud, since there really was nothing which one could not take ones time about, and Michael was certainly a most perfect driver. Besides, the memory of my own youth is better than anything the young people of to-day can possibly enjoy, said Mrs. Temple to herself consolingly; and as she passed the little children whom Miss Chester had just left, she remembered with a smile what an aunt of hers used to say; a dear old person, whose favorite window overlooked the length of a village street: Every spring I see a new crop of little children come out to play in the sun; they bloom with the flowers after the April rains, and come out afoot to see what they think of the world, one from this house and another from the next. Little they know what it all means!

Just as the carriage had passed, our friend noticed a young man who came springing up the steps from the Common at the Joy Street gate. He was struck by a small colored boy, who had crossed the street at full run, and knocked backward a little; but the boy stopped civilly, and the young man did not seem to be angry, but laughed and nodded, and then remained standing by the posts for a minute or two, while he surveyed the houses opposite and took a good look up and down the street. In the course of this his eye fell upon Miss Chester, who had gone too far to steal another look at the stranger, which fact she somewhat regretted. However, it had been interesting enough; she had thought him a foreigner; there was something un-American about his dress, and it was very attractive to her. He was a slender fellow; even his hat was not without an artistic element; it was of soft felt, and there was a tip of a feather at one side of its slightly Tyrolean crown, whereas the young men whom she saw most were at that time decking themselves in hard Derbys with high round crowns, which when removed by their wearers displayed a crimson mark like a scar across the forehead.

Miss Chester took her latch-key out of her pocket, at least two minutes before she reached the house to which it belonged, and quickly sought the dining room, where three elderly women were gathered about the table, and each gave her a reproachful glance as she entered.

I didnt know it was so late, said the girl pleasantly; it struck two when I was in front of the State House. I wonder if our clocks arent a little fast!

I believe they are quite right, observed the lady at the head of the table. Will you have the soup brought back?

Oh dear, no; its too hot for soup. Have you been out, mamma? But mamma shook her head deprecatingly, as if this were no time for trivial conversation.

Would you mind removing your bonnet, my dear? asked aunt Sophia, the first speaker. I dare say I am quite out of date, but it never seems proper to me that young people should sit at the table in their street clothes. It appears like a restaurant. We shall have young men wearing their hats within doors presently.

Oh, dont mind to-day, aunty. I am so hungry, and it takes some time to get my bonnet on and off. And you always go out to lunches in your own best bonnet.

That is different, responded Miss Duncan, after a moments reflection, during which her niece had helped herself to cold prairie chicken, and Becket, the man-servant, moved forward with the salad from the sideboard; a very good salad it was, of lettuce crisp and green enough to match the day.

Could you find some raspberry jam, do you think, Becket? inquired Miss Anne Duncan, who was very kind and almost entirely deaf. Miss Mary likes it with cold grouse, though I dont know why, and she looked at her companions for confirmation; and when she saw that her elder sister wore a disapproving expression, she bowed her head over her plate as if grace were being said. Sophia, she asked presently, dont you think grouse are a little past? It must be getting late for them.

They are much better with jam, the girl shouted gratefully across the corner of the table. You should be busy in the studio all the morning, and you would be ready to eat anything; and the old lady nodded and Mary nodded, and they formally renewed the secret understanding of each other which had been an unbroken satisfaction since Mary could walk alone or tell one aunt from the other. It was a curious household, and a most interesting one to those who knew it well. Duncan Chester, Marys father, had been the orphan ward of his aunts, and when he had married and brought his wife home to his pleasant house, nobody except outsiders had thought of expecting the ladies already established there to find a new house for themselves.

Although the house had come to Duncan by will, was it not their own fathers to begin with, and the home of their childhood? They recognized no usurpers of their authority as its mistresses, that is, Miss Sophia did not; and young Mrs. Duncan was quietly thanked when she begged her to keep her time-honored seat at the head of the table. Mr. Duncan Chester frowned. He meant to have settled that point in good season; but alas, it would have made little difference, for early in the time of the war he died, leaving his wife and little daughter. A young son had died before him, and Mrs. Chester had had a long illness afterward, and after her husbands death she passed through a long siege of invalidism. Aunt Sophia was too kind and considerate, in those sad years, to be outwardly rebelled against, and as the true mistress of the house slowly regained her strength she not only saw that the chief occupation of the elder womans life was in her not by any means light business of housekeeping; but she discovered at first that the care of her daughter and later on certain charitable employments were better suited to her own mind. As for dear Miss Anne, she was the comfort and delight of everybody who came within her reach. She was as cheerful under her deafness as if it had been blindness instead. She could hear the conversation of people in books, at any rate, and she was as full of sympathy with the moods of her daily companions as if she were the personification of nature itself. She only cared not to be a trouble, and to make. people happy, while her somewhat grim sister existed, one might believe, to remind people of their duties and delinquencies. The grand-niece of these two good women had been always scolded by one and excused by the other, but it was as impossible to resist respecting and sometimes admiring Miss Sophia Duncan as it was petting and amusing Miss Anne.

Mrs. Chester was a quiet, sad woman, who always had worn the deepest mourning, and who spent more and more of her time in connection with the work of the various charities of the city. Her daughter had been a decided little person, and after having had a good start she had taken the bringing up of herself pretty much into her own hands, and had dispensed with the assistance of her relatives. Since she was a child she had been on most intimate terms with all three of the elders and betters under the home roof. She listened respectfully to their generous advice, and usually followed her own instincts and inclinations. She was really the strongest natured of the three, and soon gained the highest level of authority; though this was quite unsuspected, especially by her aunt Sophia, who held herself accountable not only for her own doings, but those of all the rest of the household.

Mrs. Chester asked a few questions, and both she and the aunts remained at the lunch table while Mary finished a most satisfactory meal, and then all rose together with much solemnity. Three of the chairs proved to have cushions at their backs. Mary smiled at the sight of them, as she had often done before, and wondered if she should live on in just the same fashion until her chair had its cushion also. She spoke to Miss Annes unprincipled old parrot, who lived in great splendor in the sunny bay-window, and who gave a fierce squawk in reply that even her mistress heard and laughed at. This bird was a wellspring of joy to the family. Even Miss Duncan, who was hard to amuse, was a pleased spectator of Pollys comedies.

She caught Mrs. Temples finger, this morning, said aunt Anne in her careful, deafened voice. I was really frightened for a moment, but the glove was only scratched a little.

I saw Mrs. Temple just now, on her way down town, said Mary, snapping the parrots guilty beak. Had she been here?

Miss Anne Duncan had turned away, and did not know that she was spoken to, but Mrs. Chester answered in her place. She was just leaving the house as I came in. She wished to say that she would come to dinner this evening, instead of to-morrow, for there was already some engagement which she had forgotten. Henry could not come to-morrow evening, either.

Oh, how provoking! said Mary quickly; but I am sure I shall not stay at home from the concert. Didnt you say that I was going out, mamma?

I hardly saw Mrs. Temple, you know; and at this point Miss Duncan reappeared from the china-closet, where she had been holding as secret a conference with Becket as if the rest of the family were unfamiliar guests.

Mrs. Temple said that Henry meant to go to the concert, she announced, so you can go together. He has one of the Winterfords tickets, so it all happens very well.

If there is anything I dislike, it is being obliged to talk with any one in the seat directly behind, said Mary, not without a suspicion of pleasure in her tone. She liked Mr. Temple well enough, though she laughed at him a good deal, and always took the most unfavorable views of him when her aunts praised him, as they often did. He was the only son of his mother, a person of great wealth and dignity. He was himself a most irreproachable young man; he had lately returned from a three years sojourn in foreign parts, which, instead of stimulating him to any youthful vanities and pleasing worldliness, had apparently served to settle him down more than even a residence in Boston would have done. Instead of growing wilder, he had become tamer and duller than before, and his correctness, his amiability, were unrelieved by any faults save an occasional flicker of self-satisfaction and conceit, which Mary Chester always pounced upon with delight, and promptly convicted him of, so bringing an excitement into an otherwise too prosaic intercourse. It was by no means a new idea to anybody, except perhaps themselves, that they would in course of time marry, and creditably represent the time-honored families from which they had descended. As for the aunts and Mrs. Temple, they had many a time spoken of this probability with delighted assurance. Mrs. Chester alone had a reserve of opinion. She had too often noticed that nothing is certain to happen but the unforeseen. In the meantime the young people saw each other often. Mary had liked young Temple better than she expected, when he had returned in February, and she had not yet grown quite used to his being at home. He certainly talked twenty times better than most young men, and she was fond of new ideas, and of reminiscences of London and of Roman society, which she longed for, but had never yet seen except as a child. Miss Annes deafness had carried them to the Paris physicians, and Miss Duncans wish to improve herself had led her to drag her companions over various long routes at the mercy of a rapacious courier, whom Mary Chester had laughingly proclaimed ever since to be the only living person whom her aunt feared. Mrs. Chester had been for several years desiring to spend at least a summer abroad, but there had always seemed to be some good reason for putting it off to another season, until Mary had accused her aunt of being still afraid of the courier, whom she was quite as likely to meet if she stayed on this side of the sea. Any day they were likely to be swept off by Angelo to California and the Russian possessions, or to be shipped for Patagonia, in spite of any objections.

Dinner was to be half an hour earlier, a great concession to the concert-goers, and in good season Mrs. Temple appeared with her son. She belonged by birth to a noble Salem family, and was a very handsome and attractive woman. She had married somewhat late, and had spent a few years in the East Indies, where her son was born. She was never commonplace, though not a brilliant, woman. She knew the world of society much better than her friends the Duncans; beside, she was a little younger. They were very dependent upon her good opinion. They wished, above all things, even Mrs. Chester felt this, to put no obstacles in the way of her satisfaction with the projected marriage. No one would have acknowledged this, if accused of having anything to do with such a plot, but the tide of reason and propriety was set, as we have seen, very strongly in that direction.

There was some very clever talk at the little dinner. Henry Temple was given the foot of the table, which Miss Chester resented, since she liked her own place, and had a feeling beside that aunt Sophias insistence upon this following out of etiquette had an inner meaning and suggestion to which she was not yet consenting. This evening, however, she was much pleased by her guests kindness to her favorite aunt, who sat, hearing little but smiling kindly at everybody, on his right. He carefully managed to keep her informed of at least the subjects of the conversation. Once or twice he twisted an entirely irrelevant remark into a seemingly appropriate one, and made her feel that she was taking an active part in most of the pleasure. He had never been so quick-witted or entertaining, Mary thought. It was possible to believe at last that he was nearer thirty than fifty; but he had an elderly way with him that had made her feel usually that she belonged to quite another generation. She laughed and talked with him gayly. He looked at her a good deal, and thought she had never been so pretty; while he looked very well himself, as all the ladies thought; a well-made man, at any rate, with his clothes of an unmistakable London cut. Mrs. Chester had given him a flower, and Mary had smiled to see him carefully take a pin from some secret hiding place to fasten it into its button-hole. I have broken the little cord from my coat, he explained. I wish you would see to its being replaced, if you remember, and he glanced at his mother affectionately, as if he desired to respond to the admiration with which she had been watching him.

You ought to have a little pocket pincushion, said Mary innocently, although filled with a wicked desire to tease him. Ask aunt Anne to make you one; she would be delighted; and aunt Anne, who knew her name by sight, took on such a pleading look that no one could have helped indulging her with the repetition of the sentence. Mr. Temple flushed and stuttered a little as he said, Miss Chester says you ought to work me a pincushion; at which everybody laughed, they hardly knew why, and Miss Anne with the rest, though she was much puzzled to know by what means the conversation had suddenly descended from the last subject of Carlyles Reminiscences. It was an easy thing to throw Henry Temple off his equilibrium, and Mary delighted in doing it. She often remembered things he had said and opinions he had given, yet it always provoked her if he managed to keep his equilibrium by the half hour together, and discoursed as if his decisions were to be regarded as final by all his listeners.

But he was good-tempered and interested, and his elder hostesses praised him after he went away with Mary and Miss Anne to the concert. He had given excellent advice about some new claret, having lately discovered a treasure when buying some for his mother. He had eaten his dinner as if he liked it even more than usual, and Becket had treated him with unusual deference and civility. There were some guests for whom Becket had suffered the loss of a near relative of his own in South Boston to defend himself from their reception or entertainment. Miss Sophia liked to avoid unpleasantness so far as she could, but Beckets power over her was not that of the couriers, and he often was obliged to suffer in silence when she had asked company at improper seasons, though gloom overspread his countenance at such times, until a skeleton would have seemed a bon-vivant and an enlivenment to the feast by contrast. More than once, however, when Mr. Temple had come to dinner, Becket had set forth the best silver and most unreplaceable wine quite of his own accord. He also thought that his young mistress was likely to marry this welcome guest, and Becket kept an eye to the windward, as his personal feeling toward the young man was kind, to begin with.

There were a few aggravating minutes of delay about the carriage, at which Miss Chester fretted, and she did not recover her spirits until she discovered that they were in good season, after all. It was a famous night of music, and the Music Hall was filled to overflowing. People were clustered about the doors that led to the galleries, like little swarms of bees. One hardly knew whether they stood or clung, and the grim statue of Beethoven waited before the great sculptured wall of the organ as if it were impatient and annoyed because of the mild confusion and delay. Miss Anne Duncan had also excused herself to Mrs. Temple. She was the only musical member of the family except her grand-niece, and this was one of the few pleasures that still remained to her. She had never grown deaf to the sound of music, thank Heaven, and one friend after another recognized her with great satisfaction and sympathy as they passed by to their places.

The noise was hushed as the first notes of the violins called out loud and clear, with a cry together, to the other instruments. It was a fine orchestra to look at; the ugly little heads of the bass viols held themselves high in a proud, tall row, and overlooked the crowded musicians with a certain air of condescension, while the violin bows rose and fell as if they were the swaying bayonets of troops on the march. Sometimes the organ made itself heard, and dwarfed the smaller voices of the rest of the instruments as the sea overpowers the noises on its shore. The trumpets glistened; the symphony sang itself in one fashion after another most gloriously. We have done with mediæval vainglories in our New World life, for the most part, but there is still an instinct in the human breast for pomps and ceremonies, and the quaint orderliness of an orchestra, with the thousand-year-old shapes of its wind and string instruments, gives a pleasure that is altogether independent of their sound. The people were hushed and serious. Mary Chester took hold of her aunts hand, as she had done many a time before, as they sat beside each other in feasts or fasts. They came very close together in their hearts, these two. That night it seemed to the elder woman as if the people whom she had known and loved, and who had passed out of her sight and keeping, were listening to the music with her. It was a lovely sense of companionship, as if the same music could belong to the seen world and the unseen, and her angels could make her certain of their presence.

When the symphony ceased there was a gust of sighs and long breaths of delight. Mr. Temple leaned forward to say that it was well played, on the whole, but the adagio dragged, and one of the cellos was very flat; had not they noticed it? Mary Chester gave a little shrug of impatience, and at that moment she observed a young man who was sitting with some other persons on the stairs that led down at the side of the organ to the stage. He was quite still; he did not seem to know that the players had stopped. He was some distance away, and the space dulled his features somewhat, but Mary recognized the young stranger of the morning. He was now in evening dress. He presently clasped his hands at the back of his head, as if unconsciously, and looked up at the ceiling; then he suddenly came to himself, and looked about him hastily, and came down from his perch and disappeared. He doesnt wish to hear another note, said Mary to herself, with a feeling of great sympathy. I wonder who he is! and she asked Henry Temple, who arranged his eyeglasses and looked carefully at the deserted steps, as if he could solve the problem by a proper investigation.

The next piece on the programme seemed trivial and uninteresting, and our heroine commented upon it in a way that was far from flattering. I wonder why the least attractive part of the performance always follows the best, she thought, and she was pleased with Mr. Temples outraged whisper that it was injustice to give the audience such an inferior thing as this.

But aunt Anne turned to her niece at its close with a radiant face: It must be twenty years since I have heard that. You cant think how it has carried me back to the old days, at which her companions forbore further criticism.

They went home together, and the two ladies, at least, were very tired. Miss Chester leaned back in the corner of the carriage, and announced gravely that she never meant to attend more than half a concert in the future. I like music too much, she explained, and a concert of the average length is like a dinner of too many courses, to use an unworthy comparison. I envied a young man who whisked himself off after the symphony. Half a concert would be just enough, but a whole one is too long.

By the way, have you seen young Dean? asked Mr. Temple.  I dont know why I was reminded of him just now, I am sure; and Miss Chester forgot her weariness, and sat upright in an instant to reply, What young Dean do you mean? and without waiting for his answer she exclaimed, Why, when did he come home? Of course that was Dick Dean whom I saw this morning. It seemed to me then that I ought to remember his face; and again tonight. Dont you know, I spoke of him this evening. It was he who wished to hear nothing after the symphony! The girl was very eager as she had said all this, and sat waiting for whatever Mr. Temple might have to tell her. Miss Anne looked from one to the other with great curiosity, and wondered what Mary was so excited about, but she did not like to ask. The young man might have even taken that occasion to make his proposal, and it would be an extremely awkward thing for him to be called upon to repeat his sentences.

He has been at home a day or two, at least. He came in on the Parthia. I heard him scolding about her in the reading-room at the club, yesterday morning. I believe he is only here for a visit to his uncle. He told me that he had lent his studio to a friend. I imagine that he often does that; he never was to be found there when I was in Paris. An idle fellow, I fear, though very well gifted by nature. It is a pity he had not been poor. I think he would have been sure to achieve something worth doing, said Mr. Temple, somewhat pompously; and Miss Chester had only time to return the assurance that she had always remembered him as being the most clever and delightful boy of her set, when she discovered that she had reached the door of her own home. Henry Temple was very kind, and escorted Miss Anne Duncan up the steps with great gallantry. He was well used to being his mothers squire, and when they were all in the brightly lighted parlor again, he was certainly much to be admired. Mary herself thought she had never seen him look so handsome, as when he waited beside his mothers chair for her last chapter of reminiscence and opinion to come to its end. The flower in his buttonhole was still unfaded. When the leave-takings were over, Miss Duncan and Miss Anne, and Mrs. Chester even, spoke in his praise, and Mary herself could not say that there was a better fellow in the world.

Next day, she went to Hoveys to do some long-deferred errands; for, like many another Boston girl, she often planned the disposal of her whole time for a fortnight ahead. She took kindly to society life; she was making the most of a somewhat uncommon talent for painting; and she joined, partly to please her mother, and partly from her own inclination, in various endeavors to prevent pauperism in her native city. She was to read German with a friend, it being the occupation of her Friday mornings from eleven to one, and it was already eleven oclock, and the friend lived at some distance down Marlborough Street, which was discouraging to her own habit of punctuality. She hurried across the Common, for a message must be left at the house, and she did not notice the footsteps which were rapidly overtaking hers, until she looked up suddenly to find the stranger of the day before, picturesque hat and all walking alongside.

Of course it was Dick Dean, as eager and quick to smile as ever! The hat was hardly touched, he was in such a hurry to shake hands and be sure that he was remembered, and the first greetings over they walked on together, side by side. This old friend had grown taller and browner, and had taken on a fine, half-boyish manliness since Mary had seen him last, many years before; indeed, they made themselves very merry because their first instinctive salutations of each other had been, How you have grown! And the girl was touched and saddened at the sight of him; he was very like his younger sister, who had been her dearest friend, and who had died when they were all three hardly more than children. This was the only real sorrow Mary had known; and Dick thought of his little sister too, and for a minute they both kept silent, until the remembrance of the old grief had faded away again out of the April day, and Mary said that she had been puzzled the day before when she had noticed him in the street and at the concert. She had been sure that he was a foreigner on his travels.

I feel exactly like one, said the young fellow. Indeed, Boston is like meeting ones grandmother in costume at a fancy ball. Here is all the Back Bay for a court train to her plain everyday gown. Was the dome of the State House always gilded? I think that is the best of the changes. This morning early, for a wonder, I couldnt sleep, so I went out-of-doors to see what things were like; and do you know that there is a chance for a lovely picture, if one stands on Boylston Street, and takes in the brown tops of the elms on the Public Garden and the Common; the high gables and windowed roofs on this street and Mount Vernon, and the dull gold of the old dome, and a very particularly clear blue sky.

They loitered for a minute, before Mary ran up the steps, to finish their merry chatter, looking frankly and delightedly in each others faces all the while. Mr. Richard Dean promised himself the pleasure of calling very soon. I have always meant to apologize to Miss Duncan for breaking one of the front windows with my ball, some time since, he said by way of parting; and after Miss Chester was in the hall, and had given a message to Becket for her aunt Anne, she thought it had been very foolish of her not to tell her old friend and playmate that she was going down the street directly. She was sure he would have been glad to wait for her; indeed, he had turned that way himself, as she left him. She lingered in the hall for a short time, however, for it would be very foolish to follow him so soon; it would seem as if she had not been able to resist going out again in quest of him. Becket reappeared presently, burdened with a jar of great pink roses. It was Mr. Temple sent them, miss, to the ladies, a few minutes ago. I was just filling the jar with water as you rang. Mary thought it was very good of Mr. Temple, and crossed the room to pull the leaves out a little, and to enjoy their fragrance. Oh, I might have known better, she told herself, a trifle disappointed; these hybrid roses are only to look at; and then she caught sight of the clock, and went away down the hill, and through the side path of the Public Garden, and noticed with admiration that Dick Dean was there also, quite out of reach, but looking about him as he strolled along; and once he crossed the forbidden grass and stooped to pick something, and placed it in his button-hole. She was sure it must have been a dandelion, which was her own favorite flower.

After this the days flew by, as the spring days always do when there is so much to be done in-doors and out. The flowers are getting ready to bloom; the people are trying to get ready for summer also, some for their holidays and others for their toil; to some it means idleness and to others business. New clothes are brought home, new plans are made; the days grow longer and longer, and the leaves of the trees come out, and presently make a shade for the ground; the nurses and children take shelter under their kindly branches; one house after another is shuttered and closed, and as for the rest, they put out gay awnings, like flags and banners, as if summer were a queen, who walked up and down Beacon Street every day at the head of a grand procession.

Dick Dean has made his first call, and his second and third, for that matter. The grand-aunts and Mrs. Chester are all delighted with him. The families were always intimate in the old times, and he is a most wellbred and charming fellow. He must be asked to dinner; but he is placed at Miss Sophias right hand, and Mary keeps her post at the foot of the table, next but one away. The guest is vastly entertaining; he has a ringing, clear voice, so that Miss Anne, who is close beside him, hears much that he says without being specially told, and he devotes himself to her in a way that reminds Mary of Henry Temples attentions only to make them appear patronizing and clumsy; but she is angry with herself for her disloyalty a moment afterwards. Mr. Dean is able to give late news of some friends in London. It is proved that his studio is there now, and that he knows Mr. Burne Jones and has often met Rossetti, which is more than most persons can say. The ladies have kept themselves well informed of the progress of art and literature, as prominent Bostonians should; they even talk somewhat of English politics, and, to be in keeping with the fact that their immediate ancestors were subjects of the British crown, the elder ladies begin almost unconsciously, as if from force of habit, like their grandmothers, to gossip about the royal family. The young man talks eloquently about some literary persons of tender years and great renown, of whom his listeners have not heard; he speaks modestly of his own pictures and his plans, and laughingly owns himself to be an idle fellow, who works hard when the fancy seizes him, and finds it terribly hard to keep himself long in harness. There is so much to learn and to enjoy in London, he says. I cant resist spending half my time in tramping about the country, either; it is lovely down in Surrey, and as for North Devon and Cornwall, one can never get enough of them! I wish I could show you the way around the shore, he tells Mary eagerly. And everybody goes to the Hebrides, you know, since Black wrote A Princess of Thule; while he suddenly thinks that it is Sheila whom Mary is so much like, and turns to look at her earnestly, blushing like a school-boy when she glances up at him, as if to question what his thought may be and why he has stopped speaking. She is like a pink hyacinth, or a crocus, or something like that; she belongs to the spring flowers, he tells himself.

Mary longs to know more of his society life; she has often heard of his being a good deal of a society man. But he returns to his pictures; and says that he got the idea for the best thing he has ever done in a forlorn court-yard in the east of London, where the river and the old houses were kept apart by no Thames embankment of any sort but the most dismal. Mary wishes to have her aunts see the water-color sketch of his that some friends of theirs brought home a year before, and says that she has always liked it; and the guest is pleased. He means to work very hard when he goes back; indeed, he is going to do one or two things while he stays in Boston. Some one has offered him a corner of a studio.

They talk about Newport and Nahant, and the changes at Harvard, and Becket is sent away to the library for the last copy of Punch, though if Miss Sophia objects to anything it is to peoples reading at table; but Dick Dean must show them a capital caricature of a conspicuous society person, which they have not discovered, and Mary rearranges some flowers which have begun to droop in the heat of the gaslight, and gives aunt Anne a sprig of her favorite mignonette, and tosses the young man a dark carnation for his coat. They are like port wine, he says. I wonder if the little pale pink ones with a fringe grow in the country garden as they used. I made a visit in Portsmouth every summer when I was a boy, and I used to drive about in that lovely country the other side of the river. I hope it has not been spoiled. 

What does he keep calling things lovely for? aunt Sophia said snappishly, when the hall door was shut behind him. I think it is foolish enough for girls to do it. He is very agreeable, but he seems to me to have no distinct purpose in life and little stability. I like to see a young man with some dignity. Henry Temple is far more to be admired, it seems to me.

But they are so different, said Mary, who had spent a most delightful evening. I should as soon think of not admiring Henry as of not respecting Kings Chapel. He has given his whole attention to making himself admirable, you know. Dick Dean is like the champagne and paté, after Henrys sherry and soup. I think the dinner was very good to-night, but why Becket will insist upon spilling something over his gloves to begin with, I cannot understand.

He is a most faithful and devoted servant, said aunt Sophia reproachfully; and Mrs. Chester laughed a little at Mary when the others were not looking. Becket had been the picture of melancholy, and it was an omen of ill fortune to the cheerful guest. It is a pity we had not asked some one to meet him, said Miss Anne, as she rose to go up-stairs; but he seemed to enjoy himself, and it is quite too late for dinners. 

There is no use in wearying the reader with details of the intercourse of Mary Chesters two lovers; for such they proved to be, with herself and her family, and with each other. It complicated matters not a little, because the two young men professed, or really felt, a great friendship for each other for a time; but they ceased spending their hours in each others society after it was first patent to everybody else, and then to themselves, that they were in love with the same young lady. The month of May and the early weeks of June sped by. On the 15th of June the Duncans and Mrs. Chester and her daughter went annually to their country-place at Beverly. It sometimes seemed late in the season to make the change, but this year the summer had been late in coming, for May was cold and rainy.

It was soon known that Dick Dean and Miss Chester had been seen two or three times coming in from long rides together, and among his friends he was sometimes chaffed a little. He did not touch one of his carefully packed box of brushes, and the corner of the studio which his friend had offered was left without a tenant. He had found a capital horse to keep step with Mary Chesters, and she rode a great deal that spring.

Aunt Sophias insistence upon the late date of flitting to Beverly suited her niece very well that year. Mary and her mother had sometimes gone down earlier by themselves, but it was a movement requiring immense tact and diplomacy.

As for Mr. Temple, he at last took fright, and determined to press his suit. Mary Chester was still very young to marry, and though he had looked forward with increasing ardor to making her his own, it had seemed to him best to leave the time and season of it very much to circumstance and to favoring fortune. He had wished many times, for a year past, that he were entirely sure of her, but he felt little real uneasiness. They were growing more and more used to being together, and he thought he could see that she was becoming more and more attached to him. Until now he never had discovered a rival who seemed at all dangerous, although Miss Chester was much liked and admired. It was a very difficult thing to imagine himself pleading the cause of his heart, as they sat together in the parlors of either his house or hers, in constant expectation of the appearance of his mother or her own, or the aunts, if by any accident they found themselves alone. Her thoughts were not of any fashion of romance as they talked together or met in the street by chance, and he became more and more in earnest and determined to have the question settled in the minds of the world as it already was in his own. It seemed to him the proper thing that he should marry, and he found Mary Chester very pleasing; he really was fonder of her than he ever had been of any one in his life; besides, it was the chosen wish of his mothers heart that this girl should be her daughter-in-law.

With Dick Dean the case was quite different: he had been attracted by a dozen girls, who had wielded one sort of attraction or another; but he had never loved any one as he knew he could love. His few years of adventure and of artist life had amused and delighted him; he felt still as if he were beginning his intercourse with men and things. He had been praised and flattered by some of his friends, and scolded by others for wasting his time; but there was good stuff in him; he had lived longer already than his friend Temple, who appeared something like an elderly man. He had often felt that his active life had not begun; it seemed to him as if he were always waiting for something, as if the world were a great railway station, where he expected a belated train. He was simply watching the people about him, and trying to amuse himself by reading the placards on the wall, or contemplating the not very wide outlook from the windows. But the train was sure to come, and then all would be different. He looked at Temple with much curiosity; he could not understand his satisfaction with his prosaic existence. The two men were well matched as to their wealth and respectability; they were by no means partners to be disdained, and each said to himself at last that he would be a single man no longer.

For young Deans expected train had whistled at last, and he had fallen deep into love, and Mary Chester knew it; and at first was amazed and then frightened, until she undertook to resent the state of affairs, and spent long hours awake, when she should have been asleep, in thinking of her two lovers, and trying to make sure whom she loved best.

It was an untried and unknown life into which she must enter with Richard Dean, but the future with Temple seemed plain and familiar to her; it meant a great deal to a conservative and home-loving girl like herself that she should live on in the same dear way, among the well-known and comfortable associations. She could not give up so sweet a certainty for an uncertainty of many risks and dangers. All this process of thought went on while she still simply liked both her lovers, and was only consenting in either case to be loved. She was very ungracious to her family whenever the cause of Henry Temple was mentioned, and this her aunts took for a good sign; for Mrs. Chester, in these dread days, was paying a visit in New York. It is true that Mary felt very lonely, and that life seemed a great puzzle and very hard to bear. There is no reason why I should marry either of them, she told herself over and over; but the shadow of a great change not far beyond kept all the sunshine from her sky — until an evening came when she heard that Dick Dean was to join a party of artists who were going abroad directly to sketch in Venice and perhaps the Tyrol, whereupon she wondered that he had not told her himself, and suddenly the question was decided. Nothing that was left behind would be worth caring for if he went away, and this was the spark of news that kindled the great blaze of her love. She could hardly wait to see him again. A great faith in the career he was sure to have had possessed her; but she forgot even that now; she looked at his sketches only because he had done them, and not because he had done them well.

So at last a certain Wednesday morning dawned in the middle of June, which was to be a day of great decisions. Dick Dean had been spending a day and night with a friend in Newport, and did not reach town until toward noon. He would not try to go to see Mary until after lunch. She was at the painting lesson which he had longed of late to give her himself, and he should only take up the time of the not very friendly old ladies.

So he strolled along the street under the shade of the Common elms, and looked fondly at the house which had always been her home. One of the maids was giving a last polish for that season to the brasses of the door, and he wished to go and speak to her. It seemed to him as if he had been in Newport a month. Presently Mr. Temple, of all people, was seen approaching, and Mr. Dean, in a strange fit of recklessness, stopped to propose that they should go out riding for a long distance together that afternoon. Mr. Temple was ill at ease; he looked at the sky, and finding no excuse there at last pleaded an engagement with Miss Chester at three oclock. It was an awful moment to both, but they behaved with great composure, and parted serenely to outward view: one wending his way onward to the Union Club, and the other to the Somerset. If poor Dick had only known it, his rival had asked the interview at three oclock, which Miss Chester, for lack of any excuse, had granted. It must be something about the red setter he told me of day before yesterday, she tried to assure herself. He never could mean to say anything else at that time in the afternoon.

Dick was more miserable than ever. There was something very self-assured and triumphant about Temple, who was not a person he ever wished to see again as long as he lived. It might be that he could go to see Mary early, soon after lunch, which she usually finished by half past two. Perhaps she would go out with him, after all, though it was such short notice. They might have a late afternoon walk or ride; perhaps it would be the last. But he must speak to her. At any rate, he had brought some messages from Newport. . . .

It was a long time since he had taken his hurried, early breakfast that morning, so he went straight to the dining room of the club; and in spite of his love and his woe he took a reasonable pleasure in a salad and some other trifles, and afterward, finding that it was not much after one oclock, he seated himself in a comfortable chair in the reading-room, and tried to beguile himself with the newspapers. He smiled at the placid face of an old fellow who was sleeping soundly in another chair, just opposite. He wondered idly if he had ever fallen in love in his day, and presently — Oh careless and unreasonable Hare! — he dropped the paper on the floor, and went to sleep himself in the shaded room, with the carriages and carts outside rumbling his lullaby.

There he dreamed, not about Mary Chester at all, but of riding to the hunt in dark November weather in England, and after a time he waked in great alarm. It took him a second or two to remember what he was so anxious about, and then he sprang from his chair and snatched his hat, which was a Derby now, like other young mens, in spite of Marys deprecation. As he went out of the door he found it was three oclock already, and his only hope was that Temples watch might not be right; in fact, he had heard him complain of it more than once of late.

But alas! as he hurried down the hill he saw the punctual Temple on the opposite side of the way. There was an unpleasant triumphant expression in his very back and the way he held his head. He was walking at his usual dignified pace. He would not hurry, even to see Mary, and at this thought his indignant rival promptly overtook him. And just as the Tortoise prepared to cross the street the Hare ran quickly up the steps. Becket opened the door at once, for a wonder; he had happened to be standing beside it.

Our heroine was waiting in the library; she thought it was for Henry Temple, and she wished more and more that he would come and go away again. The aunts had ascended the stairs, and were making arrangements for their afternoon naps. She heard a quick footstep in the hall, but instead of any other voice it was Dicks, saying, Oh, Mary! in a wonderful sort of way, while Temple lingered for one awful foreboding half minute on the edge of the sidewalk, looking at the closed door.

For in this new version of the story of the Hare and the Tortoise, it was the Hare that won.


A DARK CARPET (1883)
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THE TIME HAD been when the Westons were richer than in the days when my story begins; there had always seemed to be money enough when the children were young. Mr. Weston was alive then, and his profession had brought him a good income. Besides this, Mrs. Weston had some property of her own, though it seemed very little to her because it was the last remnant of the great fortune which had once belonged to her grandfather. It made her very sorry that her children did not have the luxuries to which she had been used in her early life, but after all they were happy enough, and so was she, for that matter, though she could not always see that her sons and daughters were winning much better fortune for themselves than any that could have come to them by inheritance. They contrived to keep out of debt, and they made good their lack of money by their thoughtfulness for each other and their growing self-reliance, and wealth of resource.

To tell the truth, they would not have amounted to half so much if they had had plenty of money — their natural dispositions were not such as would be benefitted by the possession of the advantage over other people that money can give. It had brought out the better traits of their characters to be in these very moderate circumstances; for their inborn pride would not let them go without certain outward marks of respectability, and made them desire the best society that was in their reach. It was out of the question that they could buy popularity with anything that was in their purses, and their instinct taught them instead to deserve it in better ways, by giving themselves in all helpful friendliness and good companionship.

The eldest son might have been very self-indulgent if he had had money enough. There was often to be noticed a little flicker of the wrong sort of pride and of self-conceit, but he was outgrowing it steadily and instead of idling about as he would have done in other circumstances, he was working hard in a business house, earning very little money as yet, but comforting himself with the thought that he was on the high-road to fortune. The two girls and the younger boy were very fond and very proud of Tom; somehow they looked forward to his future wealth as eagerly as he. He already seemed a grown man, and an established business man into the bargain. He sometimes put on a few airs, but they were seldom resented, and he was a really good fellow. It had made him feel a great many years older when his father died, and though he was only fifteen then, he had taken Mr. Westons place in every way that he could, and had begun from that sad day to be a help and reliance for his mother, instead of one of the children who were to be taken care of and protected. But Tom had high notions. It was only the fear of getting in debt, which luckily was most sincere and powerful in his mind, that kept him from doing a good many extravagant things. I am afraid that he wished to grow rich more for the sake of his own good and glory than for the power of helping and pleasing others. The possession of wealth is as likely to make a man poor as it is rich. It all depends upon what use he puts his money to, and how much return of real good and true happiness it brings him in.

It was known among their friends that the Westons were not nearly so well off as they used to be, but they were not given to talking over their private affairs, and it was not suspected that they had to be self-denying in order to be generous. In fact it was generally supposed that they were much better off than was really the case. They always paid their bills promptly, for they usually took care not to run up any that would be hard to meet, and they never were stingy in aiding the enterprises that were going forward among their friends. For all this, they were often troubled and anxious — all except young Jack, on whom the cares of life weighed lightly as yet — and any unusual expense was a serious thing to them. Their property brought a lower rate of interest than it used, and it had become necessary — until Toms salary should be raised, as he said grandly — that they should live much more economically than ever before. The girls were very swift with their needles, and it was hard to see how they could save expense in the matter of dress any more than they had already. As for the household expenses, they must reach a certain limit, for it was impossible to get on without eating a proper amount of good food; and as for the charities and contributions, they had been cut down to a point that was next to denying them altogether in Mrs. Westons generous heart.

It was in the autumn, and the winters prospects did not look very encouraging; and every day it became more evident to the minds of the family that it was impossible to get on any longer without a new carpet in the parlor. Everybody (but Jack) had tried to think of some way by which they could evade this serious outlay. They proposed bringing a carpet from some other room to take the place of this that was so hopelessly worn out that it was fit for nothing but to cover the floor of Jacks little bachelor bedroom. Here was one piece which had spent most of its time under the piano, and which would serve very well for what old Sally called the spare floor of Jacks quarters, but the rest of the carpet was fairly in rags. The girls were eager to have the floor painted and to put the old Indian rug before the fire; and for a time this seemed to bring relief to all their minds. But the rug, though very precious both as a family heirloom and for its own worth, was unmistakably small, and Sally, the faithful friend and servant, laughed at the notion of Mrs. Westons living on bare boards all winter, with her delicate health and succession of neuralgic pains. Besides this, she reported that the floor was not fit to be painted, being warped and splintered and shrunk and cracked. As for the carpets in the other rooms, the best summer parlor floor was covered with a delicate straw matting that was of great age and frailest texture, and the dining-room was almost as shabby as the sitting-room itself. As for the bedroom carpets, they were quite out of the question for they had already been promoted or degraded, whichever we choose to call it, from the lower rooms of the house.

It was hoped that careful economy all the rest of the winter would make up for this large expenditure, but Mary Weston, the eldest daughter (who kept the housekeeping accounts), laughed a little when her mother said, warningly, that they could not think of any extras. I have found out that the extras average as much as the coal and the groceries, said she, but we will be as good as we can.

It happened that Tom and the younger sister Nelly were the committee on whom the serious duty of choosing the new carpet devolved. Mary meant to go, but she waked on that eventful morning with a bad headache and knew that it would be no use to think of undertaking such confusing and difficult shopping. Mrs. Weston rarely went out on such errands, and she and Mary passed an anxious day. Nelly had other things to do in Boston in the afternoon and would not be home until five oclock. The woman who had always done the carpet making and mending had given notice that she must be had that next day or two, or not at all for a month, as she was going away; and so it was impossible to postpone the business. Tom promised to meet his sister at twelve, and warned her that they must decide within an hour. Mrs. Weston referred them to the proprietor of one of the well-known city firms — of whom her family had been important customers in days gone by — and Nelly went into town in the eleven oclock train, charged with no end of advice and directions, and as certain as a girl could be that she was to get a carpet between dark and light, without much plain color that would show the dust; of hues that would not fade, and of some rather elderly fashion that would look better with the rest of the furnishings and probably be sold cheaper than the newer wares.

An older person would have felt far less courage than this young friend of ours. She little knew the perplexity and doubt that surround an errand like hers. For buying a carpet or a wall-paper is almost as great a responsibility as getting married. You are making yourself comfortable or uncomfortable for many years to come, and furnishing future generations, it may be, with a witness to your good or bad taste in house decoration.

Tom came breathless and eager to the appointed place of meeting and the two young people started out together, like young bears, with all their troubles before them. The first obstacle in their path to success was the astonishment of a young clerk when Tom asked bravely for the former head of the house, who was proved beyond doubt to have died twelve years before. But the young clerk seemed to enter at once into great sympathy with their plans and wishes, and began to roll out bales of carpeting exactly opposite the descriptions they carefully gave him.

They grew more and more despairing. Nelly wished that her wise elder sister had come, and as they sadly, or angrily, shook their heads at one roll after another, Tom proposed that they should go to another shop, but to their dismay they found that there would not be time. Mary will have to come tomorrow, said Nelly, all the ones we like cost too much, and the others are too ugly to be seen. Just then the young man, who had become fretful with his difficult customers, seemed to take a new lease of interest and enthusiasm, and brought down a bale from an upper shelf with a most triumphant bang.

Heres just what you want, said he, assuringly. A splendid pattern from an old Turkish rug; as rich a thing as we have in the store, but its one of our last years patterns, and has been marked down. It will make an elegant background for whatever you put on it, and show off your rugs beautifully.

Its dark enough, if thats all, said Tom; but Nelly was pleased with the reference to rugs, and remembered for the twentieth time her disdain of light carpets, which were to her mind unworthy of any attention. This really came within their means, and it had a certain richness and quaintness of design that were very pleasant to her eye, and she admired it until she and Tom were persuaded that they could not do better. The bright noonday sunshine was making an excellent light through the ground-glass skylight overhead, and the dull tints were made to look their best. We put it into three rooms of one of the best houses on the Back Bay, said the clerk, amiably, and as if that must settle the question finally; and, while Nelly stopped to give the direction and to extort a promise that the new possession should go out by the afternoon express, Tom fled away to his business, his time being more than spent.

Grave misgivings filled Nellys mind all the rest of the time before she reached home. She had failed to carry out a single one of the directions which had been given her, and though she was somewhat wise in her choice of colors and knew that a dark carpet furnishes a room better than a light one, she remembered with miserable thrills of remorse how cheerful and bright the parlor had been with even the faded tints of the old days. She seemed to have forgotten how little sunshine fell on the floor in the winter weather, and she waited until a later train than she had meant to take, fearing to meet the disapproval of which would greet her at home. Poor child! Other things went wrong that day, for she had left a little store of painted cards to be sold at one of the stationers shops, and she had hoped to carry home, as usual, a roll of money. But none had been disposed of, and finding them pushed out of sight, and carelessly treated, she had gathered them up and come indignantly away.

Tom came home that evening hungry as a hunter, and tumbled over the great roll that lay in the front hall. Have you looked at it yet, or did you wait for me to open it? he asked fearlessly. Didnt Nelly tell you what a capital bargain we got? I thought it was pretty dark myself, but she said it was just the thing. Theyre all the fashion now; there werent any like the old one, or half so handsome, I thought, but then I dont know about such things.

Mary Weston was going about dismally; the headache was not yet over with, and Mrs. Weston also looked discouraged. It was evident that the purchase had not been a success. Its perfectly black, Tom! How could you and Nelly get such a thing for that dark room? said the elder sister, angrily. It will show every bit of dust. We might as well have inked the old one and put some spatters of red and brown on it half a yard apart. The room used to look so pretty and cheerful.

Never mind, Polly, said Tom, graciously. It wont look so dark when you get it under a good light; and, you know, I shall be getting ahead after a year or two, and you shall have the best carpet in Boston, to which generous offer there was no response or show of gratitude.

There was nothing to do about it. The old sewing woman came, with her great thimble and equipment of linen thread and bees-wax, and added another achievement in carpet-stitch to her list. She found great fault with the gloomy colors, and roused many a sad reminiscence of the comfortable dwellings of ancient times, of the bunches of roses and green leaves and the lively reds and blues and cheerful Dutch patterns of her youth. She made the whole family angry with her criticisms; they might find fault with it themselves, but it was not polite of other people.

It must be confessed that the Westons parlor looked very gloomy. A man came to put the carpet down, the first stretching being an important affair, and Tom found himself unable to take a holiday. The first evening was quite dismal; the family were subdued and disappointed; Tom alone was somewhat serene, but the blame of the sorrow rested upon Nelly. The old East Indian rug looked faded and plaintive, and showed its age and feebleness as it never had before.

Nelly took heart at last and begged to be forgiven all over again, half laughingly, and said she had been wondering how they could make the best of it. I have been so sorry too, she confessed, for I hoped to have ten or fifteen dollars to help pay the bill; but the last dinner cards I painted havent sold at all. There are hosts of such things in all the shops nowadays. It made me all the sorrier when I found I had made you all miserable.

Poor Nelly, said Mrs. Weston, compassionately, and then added, anything but consolingly, I shouldnt feel so badly about it, but it takes so much more light in the evening. We really need double the light we used to have.

Dont think of anything more, said Nelly, with a groan. We ought to be glad if it isnt any worse in the daytime. We might have to light the room then, you know! I propose that we make some bright footstools and some cushions for the sofa, Mary. You know we never have gone into fancy work much. I mean to hunt through mothers possessions and see what I can find. I think we might put some good bright colors into the room, and make it look better.

The sofa looks like an old hearse, said Jack, who was delving over his arithmetic lesson and apparently taking no interest in anything else.

I saw some lovely bits of embroidery in town today, said Nelly, whose mind was full of the thought of a new venture. I dont believe it was anything I couldnt do either; it was like painting little pictures with silks instead of a brush. I mean to try to see what I can do. Where is the great roll of old fashioned stuffs that we used to be pulling over when we were children? — the Chinese silks and gauzes. I have seen hits of just such things lately, and exactly those queer old colors. I remember mother used to let us make dolls dresses out of them.

They are in one of the drawers of the north chamber closet, said Mrs. Weston; but I dont want you to cut up all the pieces that are there. They are some of my grandmothers dresses, and nothing carries me back to the old times like looking at them. But when I was growing up we never thought of wearing anything for best but the Chinese silks and satins. There was one mandarin silk I had made up when I was married that the sewing-woman broke — I dont know how many needles in; theres nothing like them nowadays, and Mrs. Weston sighed a little, and drifted into a reverie.

Mary Weston also seemed to be interested in what Nelly had said. I have been meaning to make a new cover for the sofa pillow, said she. It is really time to be thinking about some nice work for the evenings. I dont mean to make any more of that foolish twine fringe I used to toil over last year. I was thinking a day or two ago how bright and pretty the Alisons library looked with that warm colored afghan on the sofa, and the rugs; and did you notice that little cushion with all the bright brown and yellow tassels in the great chair in the window where old Mrs. Alison always sat? Bessie told me that she matched the crewels with a bunch of nasturtiums, and it is a perfect beauty. I never saw such colors.

Ill tell you what I will do, said Tom, eagerly, as if he were very pleased with himself for thinking of it. Ive got the money put away that I meant for your Christmas presents, Polly and Nell; and, if you dont find fault, I mean to buy a new rug with it now. I believe you would get more pleasure out of it than anything, and a fellow in the office today was telling me about some rugs that could be bought very cheap. It is a little lot that was sent on commission and the man wants to close them right out. I mean to go to look at them tomorrow noon, anyway.

Tom came home the next night with a new rug which he had bought at a famous bargain, and which more than re-established his reputation for good taste. And as for Nelly, she lost no time in looking through the bundle of her mothers treasures, and beside some pieces that she could use she came delightedly in sight of some worn old embroideries which had once been chair-covers or parts of dresses, and these she studied to such good purpose that she carried some copies to Boston one day and sold them at prices which astonished her, and she came home rich with her gains and with promises of future orders. Even Jack, who had an uncommon gift for using tools, was fired with ambition and made a set of little shelves for the parlor wall that everybody thought a great ornament, and it was amazing how the once somber and prosaic room bloomed and brightened, and came to have a charming individuality and interest that had never belonged to it before.

And nobody was ever heard to say that the carpet was an ugly one. Even the Westons themselves wondered why they had not liked it at first. It did not look so dark after they had grown used to its contrast to the other, and even the old rug, which was given a new place under the piano-stool seemed very soon to fellowship with its new surroundings, while the new one caught the glow of the firelight delightfully. A great many pleasant things were thrown into relief by the dark background. Nellys business went on thriving more and more, and somehow the home never had seemed so dear as it did while they were trying so hard to make it beautiful.

There can be no doubt that, as time goes on, our friends will be made surer and surer that a great many improvements and pleasures may come from the conditions of our lives with which we can find most fault. Our circumstances are given to us to use, as chances, and as tools; and as foundations for us to work and grow upon.


MISS MANNINGS MINISTER (1883)
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THE LILACS WERE in bloom at the time when this story begins, and before Miss Narcissa Mannings house there were four elderly groups of bushes, all in good health and covered with their purple plumes. Miss Manning always said that it was the pleasantest time of the year to her. When she could first have the sitting-room windows open all day long and the scent of the lilacs blew into the room it seemed as if she had the world before her and could begin life all over again.

On this last Sunday in May the apple blossoms were making the garden and orchard look as if it were a gala day, and the robins flew about and bees kept up a steady humming as if they must be busy every minute; for who could tell how long such good weather might last?

It was between meetings on Sunday, and Miss Manning sat by one of the front windows with her Bible in her lap. She had eaten the cold lunch with which she commonly served herself on Summer Sundays; but in Winter when she had to have a fire at any rate, she thought, contrary to Puritan tradition, it was no harm to warm whatever food she might happen to have; and she was obliged to confess that she always enjoyed the afternoon sermon more if she had a good, warm dinner. To-day, however, she was glad not to heat up the house; and after she had put away the few plates in an orderly pile she took the family Bible and proceeded to re-read a certain passage in the Apocrypha which the minister had read that morning and which had seemed strangely secular and interesting. The congregation had pricked up its ears and wondered what the new parson would do next. Old Mr. Raynor, whose pastorate had been abruptly terminated at the end of its forty-first year by his sudden death, had almost always read either one of the Psalms or a chapter of the New Testament at the beginning of the service. At any rate he had never made such an excursion as this into the apocryphal borderland of semi-profane literature.

Miss Manning had felt that she was enjoying a great treat in listening to the meditations upon friendship in the sixth chapter of Ecclesiasticus. The new ministers voice was most pleasant to her ears; he was still slightly tinctured with youthful enthusiasm, though the truth must be told that he was well advanced in the forties. He had gone to India as a missionary in his youth and had stayed there working more or less valiantly for a dozen years until his health suffered, and also his zeal. He came to see that he was learning too much from his heathen acquaintances to continue at all its points the warfare he had hoped to accomplish, and he longed more and more to see his native country. He cared little for the authority he wielded, or for any notoriety as a missionary in the religious magazines and newspapers which came back to him across the sea. And as for receiving travelers of English speaking nations, and as for his long journeys in the wilting heat, and as for being at the beck and call of argument-loving natives of theological bent, he was tired to death with them all. He thanked God for the few followers who had rallied to the standard, and who wept over him as he bade them farewell, but told himself that his place was in his own country. He gave wise advice and much friendly caution to the young preacher of the word who had been appointed to take his place as be showed him the neat chapel and parsonage which had been built under his own reign, and he wished that he might make the poor fellow understand at the beginning how wise it was not to expect too much either from yourself or other people. He ventured to say that the only chance of success was to put yourself as nearly as possible into your parishoners places; for it was next to impossible that they should always see life from your standpoint. The zealous young man took little note of this. Converting the heathen seemed to him a glorious mission in life, as indeed it is; but the preachers are few to whom the deaf will listen. Human nature is the same the world over, and much of the surface of the human mind is waste and stony ground wherein no seed will grow, and the water of a shifting sea of carelessness and indecision for the right covers much of its space.

As the Reverend Edward Taylor went home he laid many plans for his future. He had never cared so much to be useful or to find his proper place. He sadly smiled as he remembered the almost absurd sentimentalism of the church service which had preceded his departure, and how certain ladies of his acquaintance had wept and bewailed him as if he might be murdered by savages before their eyes. To tell the truth he had looked forward to a different India from that which he had really found; but he wondered none the less how America would appear to him on his return. He had some sermons which he told himself he should not be ashamed to preach in any pulpit; and he thought his years of experience in ministerial life in a foreign land ought to help him in his own.

He had spent the first few months after his return in partial idleness, which had been most trying; for be was homeless, and the few relations he had were out of his reach, and the acquaintances he had left seemed more like strangers. His visions of a city pastorate had never been very clear, and when, after some time, he had been presented as candidate to the First Congregational church in an inland Connecticut town, and had been invited unanimously to become its minister, he felt that he was a very fortunate man. The parish fund had been well endowed by former parishioners, as the good old custom used to be, and the salary, was an uncommonly generous one. The parsonage was a somewhat imposing house with a gambrel roof; and in old Mr. Raynors study he put up his own book shelves, and felt more at home in two days than he had in all his years in India. He thought of one and another classmate, and wrote to them, and even visited his distant relatives, and had asked all the old friends he could discover to visit him; and so, as time went on, he did not want for guests, since he also took a great interest in the social affairs of his people.

But he never had married; and so far as he knew he never meant to. He had never loved any one. and he was not made unhappy by a solitary life. The good woman who kept his house, as well as many of the good women of the town, could not understand this, and were sure that from the ample resources of his congregation he would in course of time select a companion. He was still young looking, and the children even found that his looks did not belie him; and with his fine sonorous voice and earnestness in pulpit duties, and his fresh interest in everyday affairs and ready sympathy, he was certainly a most attractive man. He had put new life into the parish, as was said over and over again. There was no flagging in the monthly mission meetings now, the Sunday-school concerts were replete with anecdotes, the ladies of the parish were excited to good works, and it was surprising how little hindrance bad weather offered to church going, especially among the women.

There was nobody to whom all this gave better satisfaction than to Miss Manning. Her life had always been too dull by far to suit her taste; but she was not possessed of the necessary energy of character which could force her to break away from her old associations. She really had a capacity for greater things than simple housekeeping. But in her youth it seemed impossible to change the order of circumstances, since she was an only child and first her father and afterward her mother had suffered long and lingering illnesses, in which they became entirely dependent upon her care and protection. Now that she was fifty years old she went on with her daily duties from force of habit; but there was no house in Rinston better kept and no garden that yielded a more satisfactory tribute of fruits and flowers. She had a sufficient amount of money to make her secure against want, although she was not a rich woman. She sometimes was tired of her life; but not often, though it seemed to her as if she had already lived on in the same fashion for a hundred years at least, and there was every probability of its continuing for another century.

She read the Apocrypha that Sunday noon with much more eagerness than she had ever done, and turned over its pages with great curiosity. It was so much more like other books than the rest of the Bible that it had appeared to her in her young days as if it were hardly the thing to be read on Sunday; and indeed she had almost forgotten of late years how beautiful it was in many respects, though she had a private reservation of opinion that much of it was quite improper, and should have been suffered to decay and disappear with time. The great family Bible was out for the first occasion in several years, for a smaller copy answered her usual needs much better; but she turned the leaves of the great volume with much reverence and read the records of births and deaths with new interest. I remember my aunt Narcissa as an old woman, she thought. She was only two years older than I am now. And Miss Manning gave a little sigh and went to smooth her hair and put her bonnet on again; for the bell would soon ring for the afternoon service.

It may have been the Spring weather and it may have been that she had read too much of the Apocrypha, but whatever the reason was, our heroine felt very sleepy. She dashed cold water over her face and roused herself with some effort; but when the blinds were closed and still the call to church was not sounded from the steeple she thought she would walk down into the garden and take a look at the flower-beds and the vegetables. The season was late; but she was certain that such hot sunshine must quicken the belated seeds. Presently she returned, well satisfied with having had a sight of the cracked soil around the bean poles and a pale sprout or two which had really pierced the ground; and her favorite mignonette was also up, making a thin trail of pale green along the border. Miss Manning stooped to gather a sprig of striped-leaf thyme of most reviving odor; and then she went on her way after locking her house carefully. The bell rang and held its peace and afterward tolled, and though she was belated she sat in her accustomed seat and at first patiently and then impatiently awaited the coming of the minister, who for some reason or other failed to appear.

The people at length grew restless, and while their elders looked confused and anxious the young people laughed and thought it was a great joke. It was whispered through the congregation that Susan Allen, Mr. Taylors housekeeper, was away that day at the funeral of a cousin, and that Mr. Taylor must be alone and might be ill for all anybody knew; and at length the two deacons after signaling at each other solemnly in virtue of their office, rose and went down their respective aisles and journeyed seriously toward the parsonage.

They knocked at the door; but no answer came, and at length the elder deacon lifted the latch and entered. There was a door at the opposite end of the hall which led into the garden; and this was half open and gave a glimpse of the well-kept path with its box-bordering, which led straight down to a Summerhouse at the end. The searchers looked, one to the righthand room and one to the left and then to the garden door to discover the minister lying on the gravel walk in the hot Spring sunshine with his face downward, as if he had fallen dead.

He was raised up, and the two old men tenderly carried him into the house, before one of them hurried to find the doctor and to alarm the parish of this sudden disaster. The sorrowing people clustered about the house, and tried eagerly to get a look at the stricken man. It was thought he must be dead; but at last the doctor, who had been at some distance outside the village, came to his aid and cleared the house speedily, and put him to bed, giving only the poor comfort that it was a stroke of paralysis and that he could not tell what the end might be.

So for the next few days there was great anxiety and excitement in town, and both the people of his own parish and comparative strangers bewailed their common misfortune. The parsonage was the center of interest, and deputations from almost every family were sent to make inquiries and to proffer assistance. But Deacon Ellers wife and the ministers housekeeper took matters into their own hands, and after a time and under the plea of keeping the house quiet, nobody except the watchers and Jonas Peters, who had had some experience in nursing, were allowed to come in — Jonas Peters being Miss Mannings factotum, and a mysterious person to his townsfolk by whom he was believed to be a deserter from an English regiment which years before had been stationed in Canada.

The Summer days came at last, and the lilac blossoms and apple blossoms of that Sunday so memorable in Rinstons history had faded and fallen long before. The small green fruit of the orchards began to show itself, and still the minister lay in a half conscious state, as if his spirit hovered between life and death and could not choose its way. The inquiries for him became less and less frequent, and in course of time, after having submitted to the vacated pulpits being supplied with very poor preachers, and being assured by the doctor that it would be a long time before Mr. Taylor could be restored to activity, if that ever happened, the parish took steps to fill his place. It was a sorrowful thing altogether to see a man so cut down in the midst of his usefulness, and it began to be whispered about the town that Mr. Taylor had no income except his salary, and that he had drawn the next quarters allowance in advance, having needed many books, and made some necessary alterations in the parsonage at his own expense besides.

It was difficult to know what to do. One of the candidates at last proved acceptable, and he was a man with a large family, who wished to enter upon his duties as soon as possible. There was a parish meeting called, at which it was proposed to vote that the invalid be maintained for the present at the expense of the fund; but there was some opposition to this, for the amount must be balanced by increased subscriptions. One old man inquired if the minister had no friends who could support him; but it was answered that investigation had lately been made, and no one could be found except some cousins in the Western country, who represented themselves to be little acquainted with their afflicted relative and to be unable to spare anything for his assistance from their limited means. No one liked to propose that the minister should be sent to the almshouse, and there fell a deep silence over the assembly.

There was a little company of women at one side of the room, though they usually instructed their husbands and fathers at home and did not attend the parish meetings in person. But this one seemed so far out of the common course of things that they could not make up their minds to stay away. The vestry was well filled for once, and the people looked at each other and waited for something to happen.

Suddenly a voice broke the silence, and everybody turned toward it curiously. Im not one that wants to speak in meeting nor that wants to put myself forward. I came to say what Ive got to say, at any rate; but I declare I am ashamed that nobody feels any more interest than has been shown in that poor, sick man. You keep repeating that he hadnt been settled here long; but I must say that when I think how he put his heart into his work, I, for one, am ready to take the will for the deed; and as for haggling about paying his board Ill tell you once for all that there wont be a mite of need of it. I am going to take him home to my house to-morrow morning, and I shall do the best I can for him as long as I live, and esteem it a privilege.

There was a murmur of half disapproval and half admiration as Miss Manning sat down and covered her face with her hand. She was flushed with excitement and anger, and her neighbors could not believe that it was the usually shy and quiet woman who had spoken with so much spirit. One of the deacons rose and said that he thought their esteemed sister had been a little hasty in her judgment. They had only wished to consider what would be the best thing, and had hoped to hear the opinions of those who were present. He, for one, would be deeply distressed to be found wanting in charity, and he should try to set aside a portion of the small share of goods which had been allotted him for the benefit of his suffering pastor. He further thought they had better wait a short time and learn from Miss Manning the amount of expense incurred, and then make some arrangement as to sharing it with her. Of course the parish would hold itself responsible for the debts incurred so far during the illness. There was a feeling of relief and satisfaction, and the report was made of the new pastors acceptance of his duties for the ensuing year and the meeting broke up. Miss Narcissa Manning went quickly down the steps and walked away up the street alone, although she was usually glad to have company and to talk things over. She was still much excited; and yet she had a strange sense of satisfaction and content in the thought of her new occupation. It had seemed to her as if she were living an idle life, and as if it were not worth while for her to go on year after year with her round of duties and her housekeeping, all to so little purpose.

Now she had a motive power; for her existence was necessary to the well-being of somebody else, and she felt as if she had at last found her vocation. She remembered a sermon that Mr. Taylor had preached that Spring from the text With both hands earnestly; and it was a great pleasure now to try to put his teachings into practice for his own good.

Early next day in the cool of the morning the minister was brought over to his new quarters. He seemed brighter and looked stronger than he had done before, though his pallor and thinness were more apparent out in the sunshine than in his darkened room. Miss Manning walked alongside, and when he looked at her questioningly, being still unable to speak, she nodded her head at him smilingly as if they had already a secret understanding. He gave a quick sigh of content when he was at last laid on the wide couch in the sunny front room which had been made ready for him, and in all Miss Narcissas life afterward she never forgot the look of gratitude in his eyes.

The neighbors were by no means crestfallen after the first few minutes that followed Miss Mannings public rebuke of their stinginess and their slowness of action in so good a cause. They accepted her solution of the problem, and said to each other that they thought it was just the thing. She had plenty of time and few responsibilities, and every body would take hold to help her. But the good womans virtue was its own reward, and indeed she had no other. She was busier and happier than she had been for many years before. With Jonas to help her she needed no assistance from anybody else; and between them they made the sick man very comfortable. It was found that he had been sunstruck amongst his various East Indian experiences and the sudden paralytic seizure was connected with that, in part. Though nobody thought at first that he could live, he slowly, by means of unsuspected vitality, regained a partial use of his arms, and even a clumsy and almost unintelligible fashion of speech. People might laugh a little at Miss Manning, and say that she behaved like a hen with one chicken, but they had only to see how the ministers thankful eyes followed her about. She was a prosaic looking little woman, of stout build and round, comfortable face. She looked you straight in the eyes when she spoke. There was an honesty and steadfastness in her looks which made everybody trust her, laugh at her old-fashioned ways, and shrink from her plain speech, as they might. There was a touch of sentimentality about her which made her name more fitting than would appear on first acquaintance, and in her care of the helpless parson this came into full bloom. It was not a Narcissa in looks, but in actions, who saw the beauty of her deeds reflected in his gratified sense of comfort. Her flowers were grown for him, and her daintiest devices of cookery and housekeeping were offered him day by day by unwearied hands. She strove diligently to anticipate every want, and after he could speak she tried to save him the mortification of the sound of his voice so changed and spoiled. She remembered a great many times how the clear tones of it had sounded through the old meeting-house. She took the family Bible to read the now familiar passage from the Apocrypha more than once. The minister preached more convincingly in the pathos of his patient silence and endurance than he had done in his best sermon, and he became every day a greater hero to his guardian and hostess, who invested him with the credit of the best examples she knew of courage and power in the missionary field, and was sure that he could tell more amazing stories if he had chosen. It seemed to her that there never had been a finer preacher or a better man.

Little by little he regained his old interest in life, and presently it became Miss Mannings duty and pleasure to read aloud to him during some part of every day; and between his looks of approval and disapproval, his few words fitly though painfully spoken, she became interested in books and literature in a way that opened a wider horizon to her than she had ever dreamed to be in existence. She felt that her life now was more satisfactory than she had ever hoped for — and as she told her guest once for all when he had begged to know if the doctor thought he must always be helpless and dependent — that she owed him, even in his feebleness, more than she could ever repay, and that nothing could hurt her feelings so much as his ever again mentioning the subject.

But for all this the proud spirit of the man was more and more chafed by his forced submission to Miss Mannings rule and bounty, however kindly and devotedly given they might be. She was wonderfully gifted with tact; her heart was too sensitive to the comfort of those she loved to allow her to do, even unconsciously, many things that would annoy. Her only care was to make her pensioner happy; and so this good woman swept and sewed, and tended her flowers, and smiled when she looked at him, while he felt more and more restless in his enforced idleness, and longed for a day to dawn when he might be free.

It was a great step toward this when a city physician of high renown happened to be called to Rinston and heard the sad story of the Reverend Edward Taylor. He exclaimed with interest that it must be his own classmate and volunteered to visit him that very morning. When Miss Manning came in from a long quest of the carpenter, she was much heated and quite depressed, having found that she must wait many days for some important repairs to the eaves-gutters of her house.

She went up-stairs at once to carry the mail — a copy of the Missionary Herald and two circulars — and she found her charge looking more excited and pleased than she had remembered ever to have seen him. He told her that the doctor, his old friend, had given him much encouragement; that marvelous cures were made in such cases as his by electricity (which word Miss Narcissa was a cruelly long time in understanding), and that he was going to a small hospital in New York as soon as his friend could make arrangements and telegraph him.

She tried to enter into his joy; but it was a great shock and strain. She went down-stairs to the darkened front parlor in which she seldom sat, and cried as if her heart would break; for it seemed as if she were losing everything she had in the world. She had been so happy; but the fact remained that he hailed his deliverance with joy. He had simply endured what it had been the delight and glory of her life to give. Yet how could she have such selfish thoughts when her best friend was, perhaps, going to take up his useful work again, and be again a live man among men. He was not yet fifty and still had the look of a young man, while she herself, a few years older, felt like an elderly woman, whose life was behind her and not before.

It was a strange little procession that crept along the main street on its way to the railway station a few days afterward. The kind surgeon had sent a stretcher on which his friend was easily carried into the car itself, and as he went along the street with patient Miss Narcissa along side, after an absence of so many months, he felt like a monk, who had come out of his cloister. The elms were growing green about the church, and the parsonage door stood wide open, with the new ministers children playing about the steps. One or two persons spoke to him, and all watched him curiously, and Miss Narcissa with her small traveling bag in her hand looked wistfully in their faces as they congratulated Mr. Taylor on his probable recovery. They wondered, if they noticed her at all, if she had no hope of it. They little knew the sorrowful thoughts which would rise up in her heart and for which she as often reproached herself.

He said when she left him in the quiet hospital ward that he had no words to thank her for all that she had done; but she said simply that there was no need, the same old answer that she had made many times before. He held her hand closely for a minute, and, moved by an irresistible impulse, she stooped and kissed his forehead lightly as if he were lying there dead, and then turned quickly and hurried away. And to the Reverend Edward Taylors mind there came the words of the Apostle Paul: Charity suffereth long and is kind; envieth not; vaunteth not itself; is not puffed up; doth not behave itself unseemingly; seeketh not her own; thinketh no evil. He felt suddenly ashamed of his own life; it seemed to lie like a desert plain beneath her mountain of simple goodness. And even the coming of the physicians did not banish her from his mind as she disappeared through the distant doorway. He told himself that if he were ever fit for anything again he would make every effort to repay her kindness. He somehow had never reflected upon her loneliness, and he wondered if there would be anybody thoughtful enough to go to see her that evening on her return to her empty house.

Several persons stopped to ask her as she walked home from the station that evening how Mr. Taylor had borne his journey; and she lingered to talk with them in a way that was unusual with her. She put off going to her solitary home until the last minute, and even then she stopped to look at the four lilac trees that were just in full bloom then. She had taken a little branch into the house to show to the minister only the day before.

There were a good many friends to come in to see her that evening, and she received them thankfully and was always ready to tell everybody the good news she had from New York from time to time. At last the minister himself came walking in to pay her a short visit. He hobbled slowly with the aid of a stout cane; but he was marvelously improved, and was eager to talk over his plans for the next year. He had been offered a position in one of the missionary societies, and he meant to accept it, as the physicians thought him unlikely, so far as they could see, to suffer a repetition of his illness. It was very strange to see him moving about like other people, and Miss Manning listened to his well-chosen, though slowly-spoken sentences, with great satisfaction. He seemed full of hope and declared himself more eager to work than ever. He hoped to preach in his old pulpit again before many months.

But he seemed no longer a part of the lonely housekeeper; and there was, strange to say, a little constraint between the two who had been so long familiar with all each others concerns. There was, however, a real bond of the best sort of friendship between them; for each had been both giver and receiver. There can be no true friendship or true love without this. And Miss Manning saw presently that the man was more grateful than he had ever been even in his helplessness, and forgave him even the impatience to be at liberty which had grown with his returning strength. It was only her womanly, home-loving instinct, and her craving for somebody to live for and take care of, that had been hurt by his eager breaking away. And soon she rejoiced to see him as he said, alive again.

There were many persons in the first Congregational Parish who had joked a great deal about Miss Mannings falling in love with the minister, and they were at a loss to understand the non-fulfillment of their prophecies. But one month after another went by and there seemed to be no sign of Mr. Taylors return; so that when the expected news was told at last it caused great astonishment. For one day when Miss Narcissa was busy in her garden in the Spring following the ministers departure she heard a step on the path, and remarked without turning her head, thinking it was Jonas, that he had better dig around the currant bushes.

But there was no response, and having finished planting her mignonette seeds the good woman rose from her knees stiffly and found her companion was Mr. Taylor.

I was just thinking of you! she exclaimed, and then felt somewhat confused and began to talk faster than ever to hide her confusion.

I had a commission to execute with the branch society in Boston, the minister explained, and I thought it would be pleasant to take a look at Rinston at this season of the year; and at this point he also became confused. But he soon told her his true errand in straightforward language. I find that I cannot be happy without you, Narcissa. And there was a solemn silence, which was presently broken by an energetic robin, who began a famous chirping in one of the trees near by, as if he had long been looking for this event and was ready with his congratulations.

Do you really want a plain old woman like me? asked Miss Manning, after awhile, with an admiring look at her lover but the answer was more than satisfactory, and as they walked slowly to the house, she looked around the garden and said that her good fortune had always come to her with the Spring.

It all happened in the best of time; for the new railroad which took its way through Rinston had marked its course through Miss Mannings small property, and she often told herself and the minister that she should have been most desolate to be homeless and to have nobody to look to. The townspeople made themselves merry enough over the sober love making, and some were even unwise enough to smile at Miss Narcissas suiting her formerly brisk pace to the slow steps of her husband in more ways than one, but the truth remained that there was not a happier couple in Rinston, old or young; and so they began life anew in their later years, and Miss Narcissa proudly became the ministers bride.

She often told him that she had felt from the first as if they belonged to each other, and the hardest day of her life was when he left her to go to the hospital. I need not say that our heroine never repented her choice. She was one of the many women who must have something or other to shower their care and affection upon. And she was more than suited with her returned missionary, her admired scholar and her more or less dependent invalid. To many young persons of her acquaintance it seemed a most prosaic arrangement; but Miss Manning often quoted a bit of apocryphal wisdom to herself; for had she not proved the minister first and taken him, though, she was at peace with many, for her one counsellor among a thousand.


A VISIT NEXT DOOR (1884)
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THE TWO FAMILIES were always supposed to be good friends enough, and were apt to be spoken of in the same breath by the rest of their townspeople. They went to the same church, but the Filmores did not like the new minister very well, while the Grangers did, and that was one thing which made them less intimate, and more suspicious of each others acts and opinions. Dundalk was not a very large village. The time had been when everybody knew everybody; but, within the last few years since a new box factory had been started, it had grown very fast and changed a good deal and many strangers had moved in to take advantage of the good, steady wages which the company paid its work people. But the Grangers and Filmores had always lived in Dundalk, and next door to each other at that. When the two women were younger and had been first married they were very good friends, and used to go back and forward from house to house a good deal, and even had a little gateway between the back yards, so that they used to run across for morning calls, and to ask advice and assistance about the great problems of housekeeping and of taking care of babies, and later they used to show each other patterns of the childrens clothes, and Mrs. Granger would find out whether Nelly Filmore and Jack were going to the singing school before she quite decided about letting her own Dick and Mary go.

But as years went on they saw each other less rather than more. Dick Granger had built a rabbit hutch against the fence where the pickets had been off, and when he asked his mother if she had any objection she said no, for not only was she certain that it was the best place in the yard for the rabbits upon which Dick had set his heart, but she had grown so stout during the last winter that she found the little gateway altogether too narrow for comfort. And presently a hedge of Norway spruces — which the families had clubbed together to buy and set out, and which they had said then should always bee clipped and kept down, and by and by the fence could be taken away altogether — sprang up, tall and thick, and made a wall which could not be seen over. Then Mrs. Filmore and Mrs. Granger grew busier and busier, and while the children were all at school and growing fast and wanting many things there was little time for visiting and sometimes there would be a week when the neighbors did not speak to each other — the two women, I mean, who had nobody to work with them, and who found it hard for one pair of hands to do all the work and wished more and more for the time when the children would be old enough to help.

The Grangers, as time went on, were most prosperous and after a while, when his wife had a sharp attack of lung fever which left her weak and miserable, Henry Granger insisted that she should look about for a good, strong girl who could do most of the housework. It was by no means easy to find such a person in Dundalk, where there was so small a foreign population, and all the young people, who could be, were at work in the box factory. But the right girl did turn up and Mrs. Granger took great comfort in her.

Her own life branched out directly in new directions. She had had little time or strength for gardening of late years, and she was fond of making things to give the house a pleasant, bright look. She had always wished to be more active in matters connected with the church, and she had a fondness for reading which she often put by with a sigh because the baking and sweeping and all the housekeeping used so nearly all her time and tired her out at any rate. Still she had a firm belief that if one really cares for a thing it will not be crowded out of ones life entirely, and having a will for reading she had always contrived to find a way.

The Filmores were getting on comfortably enough, too, though not nearly so well as their neighbors. I do not know that there was any real jealousy, but Mrs. Filmore fell into a way of saying, You know you have so much more than we to do with; and she sometimes said, You lucky people, and oftener, We poor folks, which was uncomfortable and fretful. And when Mary Grangers father bought her a piano and said that she could take music lessons, and everybody knew that Nelly Filmore had twice the talent of any girl in town, and could sing like a bird, while her neighbor could not sing at all, it really seemed too much to bear. Then the new minister went often to the Grangers, who had been among the first to welcome and uphold him, and Mrs. Filmore did not like him, either as a man or as a preacher. As she sat by the window, sewing, she did not like to see him through a gap in the spruce trees going in at the next door in a free and friendly way.

The Grangers had spoken more than once about cutting down some of the boundary trees, which were growing faster and faster and were shading their garden a good deal, but the Filmores would not consent. It seemed to be a pity, for their own house was made dark in winter and damp in summer by so much shade. Their hens burrowed under them in dusty hollows, and even poked themselves through into the next yard where they did provoking damages, and once or twice the Grangers complained. The only visiting that was done between the elders of the family became entirely formal. Henry Granger and George Filmore no longer strolled into each others yards to smoke or talk together or to exchange newspapers, and when their wives exchanged visits they did it as formally as if the houses were a mile apart; and they went in and out of the front gates to see each other, with their bonnets on, instead of keeping up the friendly old fashions. The rabbit hutch had been knocked to pieces long before, but the fence had been securely rebuilt. Sometimes, when they talked together, they had a great deal to say about how pleasant it used to be years ago when they were younger, and saw so much of each other, and had so few things to do and to think of, and they were always promising each other to be more neighborly.

Mr. Filmore had a salary which seemed a very good sized one when he married, but they became poorer and poorer as years went on and they wanted more things. It seemed a be a hundred dollars less every year. Mr. Grangers business was steadily growing, and he was one of the most prosperous of the younger business men in Dundalk, and the Filmores were always measuring their fortunes and favors against those next door. Somehow it never occurred to them to say how much better off they were than the poor Trilbys, who lived in the house opposite, and who hardly knew one week how they were going to get through the next. It seemed as if they were unjustly treated, and when Mrs. Filmore heard the notes of the new piano she could hardly bear it, and her ears became sensitive to the mistakes Mary Granger made in her practicing, and the faithful two hours seemed to last nearly all day. She was very fond of Mary Granger, however, and when the sweet-faced young girl came in with her own daughter she always forgot all grievances and gave her a hearty welcome.

This was the summer after the two girls had had their fifteenth birthdays in the spring, and one evening when Mary had been spending most of the afternoon at the Filmores she and her mother sat together after tea in the front doorway.

How is Mrs. Filmore today? She said, coming home from church yesterday, that she had been sick all the week, asked Mrs. Granger.

She looks sick now, answered the girl. She said today that she was so thankful that vacation had come for she couldnt have held out alone another week. Nelly was tired, too, because we always are after exhibition is over and we have to hurry so the last days of school. But the boys make ever so much work and she has hardly had a minute to herself until today. The doctor said that her mother ought to go away to the beach, or somewhere, for a change for she is all run down, and they cant afford it. Mr. Filmore took his weeks rest in the spring, you know.

Its too bad, said Mrs. Granger, Im really sorry for them and for Nelly. I thought she looked worried, but she is a good, strong girl, and moving about wont do her a bit of harm after she has been shut up in school all summer. Your father and I were saying the other day that perhaps we could let you ask her to go to the beach with you for a little while by and by. He nearly made up his mind to take the Downings house for a fortnight, and that we should stay all the time and he would come down and spend the two Sundays; but I told him that I thought it would do us all more good to go and board somewhere, if he felt that he could afford it, and let Susan go up country and spend the time with her cousins. He said it was the very thing and that you could ask Nelly just as well as not. But I cant get her mother out of my mind, she did look dreadfully old and forlorn yesterday and she is a year younger than I am. She used to be such a bright, pretty girl.

Ill tell you what I think it would be such fun to do, exclaimed Mary, after pondering a few minutes. Why dont you ask Mrs. Filmore to come and make you a visit. She could play it was ever so far from home, and one day you could ask some company to tea, and one day you could go to ride — and some night we would take our supper in a basket and all go in the boat up river and have a picnic. I know she would like to do that, for she said so one day; but Nelly and I teased her afterward to go, because, you know, we can row as well as anybody, but she said she was too busy. Father said he was going to Boston next Wednesday, so we might go that night.

I mean to go right over now and ask her. What a girl you are, Mary! Its exactly the thing. And you can go over and help Nelly a while every day and get along nicely with the work. They have Mrs. Brien to wash on Tuesdays, dont they? and eager Mrs. Granger left her chair without another word, and went out of her own gate and in at her neighbors to carry the invitation.

Mrs. Filmore was lying on the parlor sofa, and at first she seemed quite indifferent to the plan. She urged many reasons why she could not leave home, and it was quite chilling to her hostess enthusiasm. But presently Nelly came in, and was so delighted with the idea that her mother consented, and even Mr. Filmore seemed pleased and the plan was made in a few minutes. Mrs. Filmore promised that she would pack a big valise, just as if she were going out of town, and that she would not go home for a week, unless there was some unforeseen good reason; and that night she went to sleep in better spirits than for a great while before. She was tired out and discouraged, and this kindness touched her. She might have said once that the Grangers only wanted to show off how much better things they had than she, but now no such suspicion crossed her mind.

Next morning Mr. Filmore looked amused and particularly friendly as he and one of the boys came up the walk, carrying a little trunk between them. Nelly had been up early, packing for her mother, who was to leave soon after breakfast. Her father said, laughingly, that he thought he might have been invited, too, but he supposed they didnt want to see anything of the rest of the family, and he had said good-bye to his wife, and told her to write and let them know how she got on. He had not seemed so much like himself for ten years, Mrs. Granger said, and she added that he was a good-hearted man, but there wasnt a bit of go-ahead to him.

A little later, Mrs. Filmore made her appearance, dressed in her best bonnet and shawl, and Nelly went out to the gate and kissed her and said good-bye, having a great piece of fun out of it; and Mrs. Granger, who had happened to be in her own front entry, ran down the walk to meet her, and they kissed each other and laughed a good deal, and then the visitor was taken up-stairs to the front bedroom and shown her new quarters. It looked very pleasant and fresh and cool, and Mary had brought up a bunch of bright flowers and put them in a glass of water on the bureau, and there was an old sofa (which had been down-stairs in one of the rooms where a new one had been lately bought) and it was covered with pretty striped calico, and you felt rested even to look at it. Mrs. Filmore said that she had not been up-stairs before for a great while, and how pleasant it was! And then they went to see the other chambers before the guest came back to lie down on the sofa.

And at eleven oclock she heard a clinking of glass, and there was Susan who had been sent up with some new sponge cake and a tumbler of milk, and Mrs. Filmore said she must have the new receipt, for nothing ever tasted so good, but Susan said it was the same kind of sponge cake they always made. There was a good dinner afterward, and that evening the minister and his wife had been asked to tea, and of course, the invitation had not been taken back, and though the other guest wished she could go home when she heard they were coming, she did not like to say so. But she was glad forever afterward, to have been there, for she liked Mr. and Mrs. Parley better than she ever had before. They were both very shy by nature, and were apt to be a little stiff at first, but she found it was possible to get beneath the outer crust of their behavior, and she flushed with shame to think how she had talked against and thought against the kind people. They had entered into the spirit of the visit and thought it the most delightful thing, and wondered why nobody had ever thought of doing it before.

If anybody had been tired to death of hearing Mary Granger play Oft in the Stilly Night and Bonny Doon with variations, nothing was said about it that evening, for Mrs. Filmore was honest when she said they were played sweetly and that Mary had improved very fast. She could not help saying with a sigh that she would give anything if Nelly could cultivate her talent, and Mrs. Parley said that she used to be thought a very good teacher before she married, and that she should be delighted to give Nelly some lessons and that she could get started in that way at any rate. Mrs. Parley had been playing beautifully; everybody knew what a gift she had for music, and poor Mrs. Filmore could hardly speak for the tears had filled her eyes and her voice. Mr. Granger came in just then and said that there was no reason why Nelly couldnt practice on their piano, and the minister said why not take one hour at their house and one here? He and his wife were always wishing that they could be more friendly with the young people.

It would make too long a story to tell how every day of the week was spent. But they had the picnic up river and more than one drive and everything went off delightfully, and when the guest went home she felt so much better that work was a pleasure, and she felt as if she had something to look forward to. The two good women had had time for many talks about their affairs and plans, and had helped each other very much. They could not understand why they had drifted so far apart, and had mistaken each other sometimes. Poor Mrs. Filmore had fairly cried when she spoke about it, and it is sufficient to say that they promised to talk right out to each other if anything seemed to be going wrong, and so they would have no more grievances and misunderstandings. And as for Nelly, she proved herself a capital housekeeper for so young a girl, and by and by she went to stay by the sea with her dear crony, and sometime afterward it was the two girls who made a new gateway in the fence where the old one had been, because one does not always wish to go out on the street in the morning, and it is sometimes so convenient to run across to the other house to give a message or ask a question when ones hands are floury, or the sweeping is only half done. It is, perhaps, needless to say that the girls mothers sometimes used the gate themselves, since they had once been in the habit of it.

As years go on they will be only too glad to forget that they were once at variance, but they will say that it is so pleasant to be neighborly again, and have more time than they used to have while the children were growing up; and Mrs. Filmore will say that there are no friends like the old friends, and that she never spent a pleasanter week in her life than that one at the Grangers when she was half sick and quite downhearted.

It is such things as that which bring people together and help them to understand each other. And, when Nelly gives music lessons and both the boys are prospering in their business, the world will look brighter than it ever has to their mother, and who knows that some day she will not go across the street and see if Mrs. Trilby does not need a change, and has not the money to buy it or the strength to plan it — exactly what happened to herself once.


THE BECKET GIRLS TREE (1884)
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IT HAD BEEN a great while to wait before Christmas seemed even near at hand; for Johnny and Jess Parsons had been making plans about it since late in the Summer. One must have something to look forward to, after Fourth of July is a thing of the past; and both the childrens birthdays came in the Spring. As for Thanksgiving, they liked it well enough; but they had already grown used to having the inevitable turkey for dinner and to having old Mrs. Peters, who was both deaf and cross, for their only guest. She was a cousin of their mothers mother, and a lone woman, who had seen better days; and Mrs. Parsons always took great pains to be polite to her; and put the children on their best behavior whenever she came to the house. Anybody would have thought it was their worst by the way the old lady scowled at them over her great silver-bowed spectacles with the green side-lights, and asked if they were fond of their books, and if they knew how much they had to be thankful for. When the dinner was well under way, Mrs. Peters became more mellow and better satisfied with life, and seemed to enjoy herself; but there was always a feeling of great relief when the day was over and she had gone away, and had made her little speech about its probably being the last time, and that she wished she could return their hospitality. Poor old soul! She was, indeed, very sad and lonely. The children themselves had never been half so frolicsome as she was once. But her years and her sorrows had dried her up, little by little; and she was gray and withered as a lilac bush in Winter.

Now, all this has been told about Thanksgiving so that you would understand that the cheerful holiday was made into a very solemn occasion for these two young friends; and, therefore, they looked forward most eagerly to the day when they felt sure of a good time, which was sure to be merry and full of surprises. The Summer before they had both saved a good deal of money. Johnny had grown to be such a tall fellow that he could manage a dory by himself capitally well; and so he had often taken out small parties of people from the hotel, which was only a mile away on the other side of the point. He had caught cunners and lobsters likewise, and had put ten dollars in the bank on the first of October, besides buying himself a new suit of clothes throughout for Winter. He meant to add enough to the money in the bank next season to buy himself a trig sail-boat the year following, when he felt that his fortune would be as good as made, since he could take out large parties for longer excursions, and would also be strong enough to go away on fishing trips with his Father and the other men alongshore. After the clothes were bought he had a dollar and seventy cents; and this sum was still unbroken except by the thirty cents which he had been forced to pay for a Mental Arithmetic, which he cordially hated. But the dollar and forty cents was thriftily laid by for Christmas; and Johnny had guarded it carefully, even expecting his Mother to furnish the cent a week which it was considered proper to carry to Sunday-school, and the new writing-book which he had needed at the beginning of the Winter term at the district school.

And as for Jess; what had not Jess done to earn her money? She had picked berries chiefly, and carried them to the boarding houses; and she had even gone lobstering with John; and had shared the profits. They were very fond of each other; for, until the last year, they had never thought of playing with any one else. It was a long way to the school-house, and most of the scholars lived at some distance beyond. Neither Johnny nor Jess were very fond of going to school; but they were very good scholars in another way; for they were quick to learn a great many useful things that were not written in their books. The only teacher they had ever cared much about was a Sunday-school teacher; and they had seen her only two or three times, when she had been boarding by the sea the Summer before, and had come to the plain little meeting-house, where they went to church, and had taken their class while Ann Donnell, who usually taught it, was away. Somehow she had taught them a great deal. They had felt ever since as if they knew a good deal more than they used; and they were looking forward eagerly to Miss Thomass coming back the next season. She had engaged a room in one of the houses, at any rate, and the children had had a note from her and some picture-papers, which had delighted them very much.

But nothing has been said yet about the Becket girls; and, since it was their Christmas tree which the story is written about, it must be told, they were the Parsons nearest neighbors, that they lived in a very nice, two-story house, with a gambrel roof and three dormer windows in it, looking out to sea, and that they were not girls at all. In fact they were both over seventy; but they had lived alone by themselves since they were eighteen or twenty, and they had always been called the Becket girls; and there never had seemed to be any good reason for calling them anything else. They had a good farm, for that part of the country, and it had always been let out to a neighboring farmer on the halves; but, within the last few years, since the hotel was built and so many strangers had come to Eastpoint, they had sold a good many building lots, in a worthless pasture next the sea, and were growing rich without taking much trouble about it. They went away from home very little, and they didnt even keep a cow nowadays, while the Parsons did; so Jess or John went every morning early to carry them a little pail of milk, and always, once a week, there was the money to bring back, wrapped in a bit of paper and counted exactly right. They were both very small women, with dark hair, which had scarcely grown gray at all. They were very good-natured and always had a kind word for their little neighbors, and yet John always felt that they did not like to have him come in with his muddy boots; though sometimes they were not muddy at all. They bought berries from Jess; and sometimes they went berrying themselves, and were as merry as crickets about it, in their two prim gingham sunbonnets. Jess always liked to find places for them where the blueberries were as thick as spatters; and they told each other more than once that she was an excellent little girl, and they meant to do well by her one of those days. Jess had a very different feeling about them when she met them out in the pastures; for they always seemed to be making a holiday and to be glad of companionship; but when they came to the door, to take the milk, she always felt a little afraid of them; and as for going into the kitchen or the sitting-room, it was quite a ceremonious occasion.

It came at last to be the Monday before Christmas — only two days before the great delight (for Christmas that year fell on Wednesday); and our friends could hardly wait for it. It was snowing so fast that they were both in the house, which was a disappointment to begin with, as their father had promised to take them to the Port to spend their money and see the Christmas things in the shops. However, there was one day more; and the children whispered together and laughed a good deal, and John brought in two old hoops that belonged to lobster-traps, and a great ball of cord, and began to rig them. His father had gone away early to the fish-houses, and Mrs. Parsons was busy about her morning work. There was no use in trying to wash in that weather; so she had begun to make some mince-pies, which was very pleasant for John and Jess. The little girl was helping as well as she could, and had already whispered to her mother to ask if she might make two turnovers for herself and Johnny, with handsome top crusts, which question had been answered favorably. John was whistling as hard as he could, without much regard to time or tune; and sometimes Jessie whistled too, until Mrs. Parsons declared they were worse than cat-birds in a quarrel. The snow clicked against the windows, and there was a crackling fire in the stove. Mrs. Parsons stepped quickly to and fro, and stirred and rolled and pounded by turns, while Jessie chopped some apples in a wooden tray.

Suddenly they heard somebody outside knocking the snow off his feet, and Mr. Parsons came in, looking much excited.

John Sands brought over a letter from the post-office, he told his wife. They want you to come right over to Gloucester as quick as ever you can get there. They expect your brothers wife wont live any time at all, and she has set her mind on seeing you. Henry wrote the letter; and he seems all broke down; says its hard to get proper help and he is sore troubled and dont know which way to look.

Dear! dear! said Mrs. Parsons, wiping her floury hands and taking the letter; but her eyes were so full of tears she couldnt read it. To think of poor Sarah Ann dead this minute, for all we can tell! You read it; will you? Youve sensed it already, and Im sure I couldnt. Its come all of a sudden.

But the good woman could not find patience to listen, and suddenly interrupted, to wonder who was looking after the children at that busy time of year. And within five minutes she went into the bedroom to dress, where she laid her husbands clothes out on the bed, also, to be ready for him when he came back with the neighbors horse which was to carry them four miles that stormy day to the railway station.

Jessies mother was in a great hurry; but she found time to tell the little girl that she must keep house, and that she might mix the turnovers and bake them and put away the rest of the mince-meat into a stone jar.

Theres all that nice pie crust. It does seem too bad! the good woman groaned. And I meant to have it extra nice. You can bake it up into short-cakes, Jess; or, I shouldnt wonder if you could make the pies. Youve got to learn some time! and after a few directions, given in the midst of packing her carpet bag and running upstairs and down while her husband dressed himself, she put a great shawl over her head to keep the snow from spoiling her bonnet, and went out to the sleigh, talking all the while, and stopping the horse to tell the children to be careful of fire when she was already some distance from the house. There was no knowing when they would return; and Johnny and Jess watched their father and mother, first from the door and afterward from the window, until they were out of sight. John had expected at first to go to the Port and drive the horse back; but his father had announced that the owners wife was at the Port herself, and expected to be sent for that day or the next; so the conveyance could be left at her brothers.

It seemed, when our friends turned away from the window at last, as if a great deal had happened; and they found it hard to settle down again to their work; but there were the mince-pies to be baked at once, if they were ever going to be baked; and Jess finished chopping the apples and mixed the great concoction with a feeling of immense responsibility. Indeed, she would not make all that paste into short-cakes; not she! And she rolled it thin and covered the pie-plates and filled them, as she had watched her Mother do a great many times, and felt as if she were an experienced housekeeper. It was past dinner time before she finished; and she had forgotten the turnovers. But it must be confessed that three of the pies had been failures, and were either scorched to death all over, or one edge was ruined at any rate. So Jessie selected the worst-looking one and cut it in equal halves. Most of the pies looked, as she proudly heard John say, as handsome as her Mothers, and when dinner time came, neither of the children could find fault with the taste. But after the dishes were cleared away it still snowed fast, and neither of our friends could look forward with any satisfaction to the lonely afternoon. They did not, in the least, mind staying by themselves; but after the excitement of their mothers going was over, life seemed very dull. Their father had said that he should not return before Christmas night, at any rate, and perhaps not before Thursday. Even if their Aunt had not died, he had meant to go to Gloucester on business about that time, and he might possibly take the cars to Boston, to see a man there who carried on the fish business, and from whom he had lately received a letter.

Jess cleared away the dishes and John helped her wipe them and put them away, dancing a great deal as he did it; and then she sat down with her brother and helped him with the lobster traps. Suddenly John said, ruefully: Its all spoilt about our Christmas tree!

Jess laid down the twine and looked at him in dismay; for they had not even thought to tell their Mother of the pleasure she had lost. Before the snow came the two young folks had hunted about a half wooded pasture in the neighborhood until they had found a little spruce tree of just the right size and shape, and, if they had gone to the Port with their father that day, they would have bought presents and candles and all sorts of things, as long as their money held out, to hang upon the spruce trees branches. You may imagine what a disappointment it all was. Jess had some presents already stowed away. She had crocheted a tidy for her mother and a comforter for her father, without their knowledge; but besides these, the brother and sister had planned other gifts far more to be admired, and had meant to make their father and mother say that they never had such a Christmas tree or spent such a Christmas since they could remember. To tell the truth there never had been but one Christmas tree in that part of the country; and that had been at the Sunday-school. But alas! the young minister who arranged the great occasion had gone away after preaching at Eastpoint only a few months.

Ill tell you what we might do, said Jessie, doubtfully. I dont believe the Becket girls ever saw a tree in their lives. You know how they asked us about the one at the meeting-house, and said they wished they had been there, because they had always read about it in books.

Ki-yi! said John, jumping up from his chair and upsetting all the clutter of the lobster traps. Well have the Christmas tree for them, sure as you live! I know they would let us put it up in the kitchen, while they stay in the sitting-room till its ready; and well light it all up before they come out. Itll scare them about to death with all the candles and the shiny things. I mean to go over in the pasture right away and bring that spruce tree home. I dont care anything about the snow; and tomorrow well start after breakfast and go to the Port and get all the presents. The roads will get trodden. I dont believe its going to snow much more, anyway. I believe the west is all clear! and he sprang to the window; but the west was as full of snow-flakes as all the rest of the sky.

It would take too long to tell the whole story of the next day, which was Tuesday. How John and Jess tramped through the soft snow four miles to the Port — no, it was only three miles; for they were offered a lift on a horse sled the last mile of the way — and were lucky enough to find Aaron Ellis just returning with his empty fish cart, or pung, as they called it, when they had spent all their money and were somewhat wearily starting toward home with both their pockets full and their arms laden with bundles. The shops had been filled with people, and the Christmas goods were all a bewildering glitter at first, and everything seemed to be made for smaller children than the Becket girls; but they had found a workbasket for one, and a little plaid shoulder shawl for the other, besides a big handkerchief with General Washingtons picture on it for each. They did not notice until too late that each handkerchief had For a Good Boy on it, in plain print letters; but they thought nobody would mind the mistake. The Misses Becket had a pitcher with Washingtons portrait on one side, of which they thought everything.

After these gifts were bought there was not a great deal of money left for the decorations out of Johnnys dollar and forty cents; but Jess had had a dollar and five cents; and this went a long way. The shawl had cost most, for that was seventy-five cents; but, after all, they bought some gilt balls and shiny tin things, and a dozen little colored candles and their fixtures, and some candy, and then went home rejoicing. They did not know how they could wait until the next night; and indeed they were sure that Christmas eve was the proper time; but the spruce tree had to be brought, and it was growing on its sturdy stem at that very minute when our friends reached home; and it was four oclock in the Winter afternoon.

So they ate another of the mince-pies with a scorched top, and spent the evening making further plans. John had brought an armful of oat straw from the barn, and was tying up little sheaves of it for the birds Christmas dinner, at Jessies request; for she had been much pleased at an account of some Norwegian children who did the same thing. She was only afraid that the oats were too dry and old; for they had stayed in the barn a year or two, since one Summer when her Father had kept a horse while he was driving a fish wagon to the Port. She was busy herself stringing corn that had been popped into magnificent white kernels, and making long lines of it to twine about the Becket girls tree.

Christmas morning dawned bright and clear; and John had milked the cow and Jess had gone up the road with the little pail, keeping her secret gallantly and wishing Miss Lydia Becket a Merry Christmas, and saying good-bye as if she were not going to see her again for a day or two. John himself had hurried away to the pasture, armed with a hatchet. It was a hard walk he had through the loose snow; but at last he came proudly home, dragging the slain tree after him. Somehow it did not look so tall and fine as it had before it was cut. It was small and thin, to tell the truth; and they had to give it a good shaking and stand it in the corner of the kitchen before the branches would spread out again and look as they should. At last — though John and Jess thought the time never would come — they started out just as the darkness had settled down, the boy carrying the tree and Jess tugging with both hands at a great basket into which they had packed all the Christmas presents.

As they neared the gambrel-roofed house their hearts were beating with excitement; and they soon saw the light twinkling through the kitchen window, as if it were beckoning them to hurry. They gave a loud rap at the side door, and John stamped furiously to get the snow off, and was just going to knock again louder than before when the door was opened. Miss Lydia Becket stood within and looked at her two eager guests with great wonder.

We came to bring you a Christmas tree, said Jessie, after waiting for John to say something. We were going to have it at our house, and then Father and Mother had to go away, you know; and — and — we thought perhaps you would like it.

Such an emergency had never arisen before in Miss Lydias experience; and for a minute she looked dismayed; but she soon recovered herself and entered fully into the spirit of the occasion. Im sure were very much obliged, she said. Ann, heres a surprise party, John and Jessie Parsons with a Christmas tree. And while Miss Ann Becket (who was older and somewhat more to be feared) came toward the little group, her sister was taking the childrens part. Im sure they are very kind; arent they? Weve never seen one; and itll be a great treat.

Miss Ann looked at them through her spectacles, and seemed more pleased than the children had ever seen her, which was a great satisfaction. She closed the door, which nobody had thought of doing; and not even looking at Johns boots, led the way into the warm kitchen, where the supper table stood in the floor. The kitchen was a large room where there were houseplants, and a great fire in the fireplace, where Miss Ann and Miss Lydia still did their cooking in spite of stoves and other new inventions.

Now I will tell you what is the best thing, said Miss Lydia, looking as merry as a girl. You sit right down with us and have some tea, and then you can have your play afterward, and do what youve a mind to. And the children did not require much urging, though they had at least made believe to eat some supper at home before they came.

It really was a most delightful party; and the old ladies enjoyed it as much as John and Jessie. Miss Ann, herself, brought out a jar of preserved plums, and there was a Christmas cake, at any rate, which the sisters said they always made. It had been lonely at home; for the children could not remember that both their Father and Mother had ever been away so long before; and after supper was over and cleared away, with which Jess helped amazingly, the great delight of arranging the tree was begun.

At supper time Miss Lydia had said more than once that, if they had only known they were going to have company, tea should have been served in the sitting-room; and it was decided that the children should carry the tree there and the mysterious basket and do anything they chose, since they had promised not to hurt the carpet. They locked the door after them, with great solemnity, and began to work like beavers. The tree looked much smaller than they expected in the high walled sitting-room, and they had forgotten to make any arrangements for its standing up; but at last John pulled some strong cord from his pocket and fastened the little spruce into a heavy old three-cornered arm-chair, making it fast with repeated lashings and knots.

Before long they had twisted the last wire of the last candle to the topmost twig and had lighted them and hung all the presents to the branches, and then the expectant Becket girls were ushered in. They both said they had never seen anything prettier. They hovered over the Christmas tree, partly with delight and curiosity, and partly on account of their fear that the little candles would set the house on fire. The candy bags looked most inviting, and the balls, covered with gold and silver and red tinsel, glistened and shone like fireworks, and the pop corn looked like snow, while Jess had, with much toil, prepared four egg-shells by first blowing out the yolks and then putting on curious shapes of colored paper with flour paste, and hanging them to the tree with ribbons. She had meant one for each of the party; but John had kindly said she might keep his for herself.

At last the candles burnt down so far that they had to be blown out; and then the gifts were offered. These were a great success; and even the Washington handkerchiefs were well received; and Miss Ann went upstairs to bring down two Lafayette handkerchiefs, which she and her sister had had ever since they were little girls; and she told the children how she had seen the great man himself; for she had been staying at her Aunts in Salem when he passed through during his last visit to America, and she had walked in procession and worn a badge with Welcome Lafayette on it; and the General had patted her cheek and shaken hands with her and said something in French to the gentleman who stood beside him. I have always wished I knew what it was, said the old lady, blushing a little.

The children had a great surprise. When they came to count the little packages of presents there were too many; and both John and Jess discovered some that were marked with their names. The Becket girls had used their time to good purpose while the sitting-room door was locked; for they had hunted among their treasures and found a famous pocket-knife, with many blades which had once belonged to their brother; and this was for John, while Jess had a purse which was only a little worn, and inside it she found a silver thimble which Miss Lydia had outgrown, and which fitted her exactly. The purse had a bright half dollar in it, and there was also a half dollar for John; and two little round paper bundles were found to contain pound-cakes such as they knew the old ladies only offered their guests on high state occasions. How Miss Becket and Miss Lydia had managed to smuggle them in their young guests could not imagine; but were none the less grateful.

Such a blazing fire as there was in the Franklin stove; and the old ladies looked bright and young, and were even a great deal pleasanter than when they went blueberrying. They laughed and talked, and had dressed themselves in their very best afternoon dresses; and Miss Lydia had put on her watch. Both the children could sing; and they remembered almost all of the Christmas hymns Mr. Willis, the young minister, had taught the Sunday-school at the time of the great Christmas tree, from which this one was copied. The Misses Becket folded their hands in their laps and beat time with the ends of their fingers, as they listened to While Shepherds Watched their flocks by Night, and God Rest you Merry Gentlemen! and Carol, Joyfully; and, although Johnny did not wish to sing at first, he soon lost fear and tuned up amazingly. I dare say he would have whistled for the company if he had had the least encouragement. And afterward Miss Ann asked if they could not repeat some poetry; and both the children made their bows and spoke the pieces they had learned for the last day of school.

Then, to everybodys astonishment, the tall clock in the corner struck nine, and it was time to go home; for there was some distance to walk. The tree was left where it was and everybody looked forward to seeing it next day. The old ladies insisted upon standing in the door in the cold to watch their guests go away; and when they shut the door one went into the kitchen and one into the sitting-room, and each held a light at a window unbeknownst to the other; and they wondered if the children were warm enough and if they were not afraid, while the hardy young creatures capered away in the starlight without a shiver or a look behind.

Miss Ann and Miss Lydia had to sit up some time later than usual to talk it all over. They hardly ever had any one come in of an evening, and it was pleasant to see the children; for they had no young relations at all. I thought I should give up when I saw that green and yellow shawl, said the older sister. Ive got shawls enough now to put one on the back of every stone in the pasture. But there. It shows their good feeling, and it is a nice size, and I shall make all the use of it I can. I declare I dont know when we have had such an evening. The little girl is going to be a good deal of company for us, as she grows up; and we must do what we can for them. The Parsons are good, kind neighbors. They must have gone a good ways after that tree. I dont recall any spruce about here, unless its way over toward Lawtons.

Didnt they like it, though? said John, triumphantly, throwing a crumbling ball of the light snow at the top of a barberry bush. They said they never saw anything to match it. Well give em one next year thatll touch the top of the room!

Why, I do believe theres mother! exclaimed Jess; for suddenly, as they came near the house, they heard the sound of sleigh-bells close at hand; and presently, the sleigh itself appeared around the turn of the road. Mrs. Parsons was much astonished to see the children abroad at that time of the night; and while their father made the borrowed horse comfortable in the barn, and John hurried to make a fire in the kitchen stove, she explained that their Aunt was so much better, she was sitting up when they got to Gloucester, and they came home as soon as possible; only the train had been late, and their Father would stop at the Port to buy some presents for his girl and boy, since he did not have time in Boston. Besides a sled for John, and a hood and pair of best gloves for Jessie and some peppermint candy, a book had come for each of them through the post-office, from Miss Thomas. They thought they never should wish to go to bed, and that there never had been such a Christmas. The only regret was that their father and mother had not reached home in season to see the Becket girls tree. Oh! they were so pleased! Jess said over and over again. And it was the best Christmas I ever saw!

Yes, said her Mother. You will find out better the older you grow that the way to have a good time yourself is to make somebody else have one.

But I had almost forgotten to tell what the children gave each other. Johns gift was a foot-rule, which he had long been wishing for and had spoken of more and more as Christmas approached; but he was greatly surprised for all that, when he found it in a piece of newspaper, hidden among the branches of the little tree. He had kindly bestowed a paint-box upon Jess, which she enjoyed all the rest of the Winter, and deeply deplored after all the colors had been mixed at once, when she left it out in the rain one pleasant day in the Spring.


STOLEN PLEASURES (1885)
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JOHN WEBBER PASSED a group of his fellow workmen who loitered on the sidewalk outside the gate of the Zenith Machine Companys works one Thursday evening, with a quick business-like step. It had been a very hot day, the sun had not yet set and was pouring its last level rays along the street, making the dust look gold-coloured, and dazzling the eyes of everybody that faced that way. The air seemed closer and warmer than ever, and the men scolded about it, and wiped their grimy faces with an impatient, half indignant gesture as if they felt a sense of personal injustice after such an August day.

Where are you racin to now, Webber? somebody asked our hero, and several of his friends in the complaining group, turned to look at him.

Goin home, responded Webber cheerfully, as he paused for a minute, and when somebody said, Give our love to the baby! in a tone that was meant to be provoking, he only shook his head with mock resentment.

Hold on! called the first speaker, Were gettin together to see how many of us want to hire Jones barge for Sunday and go down to the beach. Start late Saturday, quick s were out of the shop, and get back some time Sunday night. Jonesll take us for a dollar-ten apiece if we can get twenty-four to say theyll go.

Well, I aint one, answered Webber moving off. The only time I ever tried such a spree I came home worse off than I went. Ride all night and scorch all day, that aint my idea o fun, and he disappeared round the corner, smiling with all his might as if he knew of something a great deal better than any such foolish plans.

He was a delicate-looking, boyish, young man. Everybody liked Johnny Webber, for with all his quick temper and satisfaction with his own way of doing things, he was friendly and generous and always ready to do anybody a good turn. His acquaintances had laughed at him and taxed him over and over again for his habit of telling long stories about his own affairs. He seemed to think that everybody was as much interested as he when something pleasant happened to him — it was not brag on his part and he had no idea of outshining anybody else, but to use the oft repeated saying, Johnny Webber thinks he must go halves with everybody. It was deplored among the wisest of his comrades that he should have fallen in love with a selfish, complaining sort of girl, a pretty girl enough but vain, and not of the sort that John Webber deserved.

But he was apparently satisfied, and never seemed to be troubled when things went wrong; he was always ready to make excuses for everybody else, and when his wife fretted he blamed the weather or her ill health or the house work which she did not like, or the care of the baby which, to be sure, he always tried to take upon himself at night.

As he walked along this evening he whistled and felt an unusual pride in his success and well being; then he hummed a tune, and occasionally slipped his hand into his side pocket to feel his purse. This was the second Thursday in the month, and consequently pay day. For the last four week he had been doing double work, and there was the pay for it folded away safe and sound, and in his heart was a secret just ready to be told. He was as tired as a hard-working man could be, but he forgot his aching back and hurried as fast as he could go toward home along the dusty, half-built streets that made the outskirts of the town.

The evening grew hotter and hotter, but he did not mind it, and he felt as if he could not wait another minute before he turned into the new bit of street where there was a row of eight small houses all alike and looking as if they were set in there in the sand to be sold and carried away elsewhere and established among trees and made homes of — only one had a bit of garden already in this temporary looking spot, and it was toward that door that John Webber went. With all the sand, and no fence for shelter except a row of stakes made from a split dry-goods box, he had managed to make some flowers grow like those his mother had in her little front yard when he was a boy. There was an invisible wall about this plain, dull, little dwelling which separated it from all the rest of the world. As he glanced at the rest of the houses as he passed them, they all looked inferior to his own, which really belonged to him and his wife and baby. He had chosen it because there was a tree in the small back yard, a silver poplar that had persisted in growing in spite of many discouragements. John Webber had felt much disappointed because his wife had complained that it cut off her new of another road, which was a thoroughfare, from the kitchen window.

The master of this little house looked eagerly up at that window as he came along, because when Hattie was good natured and felt like it, she used to stand there and watch for him and hold the baby up for him to see. Anybody else must have been forced to recognize the fact that the baby was not a beauty, but there was nothing in the world so lovely, the young father thought, and he mistook the round, fat, pinkish face and imperceptible whitish hair and faded blue eyes for the best good looks that any baby in the world could have. His own eyes were beaming full of love and pride, and changed sadly at the moment when he made sure that nobody was looking out for him that evening. Somehow a foreboding sense of disappointment filled his heart as he mounted the step to the back door and found it — locked.

Yes; and when he rapped the house echoed the sound from its empty corners. There is a difference between the sound of a knock that somebody hears, and that beats against the recognized ears of some housekeeper and an unanswered summons like this. What could have become of Hattie and the baby? John Webber stopped to think. She would not have locked the door and shut the windows if she had only gone to see one of the neighbours. Ah! perhaps she had gone to her sisters, two miles further out in the country, thinking it might be cooler there. They had been meaning to go out to spend a day or two, though John himself had protested craftily, being proudly conscious of another plan which he had been keeping secret. It was too far away from his work, and he had pleaded that and his real tiredness in this dog-day weather. He lived too far away from the works already, but he knew the air here was so much better for Hattie and the baby than it would be in the heart of the town. That very morning Hattie had been complaining of various maladies, and said that she felt too ill to be out of her bed — perhaps her sister had come in and insisted on taking her home. John did not like this sister; she was always making Hattie see faults and failings in people and things, and wondered why he had bought a house just here; in fact she seemed to question everything he did. Hattie had seemed dreadfully dissatisfied lately, but perhaps it was only the hot weather.

He had found the key under the door mat, and gone into the deserted, cheerless, hot little house; he put away his dinner pail and sat down in the rocking chair. He was tired and hungry, and he did not know whether to go out and join his wife or not. There was nobody to tell his secret to, and he had been counting for weeks upon the happiness he would have this very evening. Well, he must cool off awhile anyhow, and then he would take the rest of his long walk. How still it seemed without the baby! The little fellow took up more room than anybody in the house already, and John reached to the table for a rubber rattle that lay there, and held it in his hand a minute before he began to strike his knee with it and make the bell ring as if the baby were there to hear. 

II

Hallo! there is a folded piece of white paper pinned to the table cloth, which he had not observed before, and he springs for it and takes it over to the window where the light is better. Hattie writes a faint, cramped little school girlish hand that is not easy to read, but John Webbers heart sinks as he spells out the note: — 

I didnt see any chance of your going to the beach or any wheres like other folks, and Nell Stince urged me and the baby to start right off with her this morning. She has got part of a house for two weeks down to West Harborside and invited me to make a visit so t wont be any expense to you, but I dont expect I can be gone but a few days. Mrs. Stince felt as if the baby needed change very bad. She hopes you will come down for Sunday anyway — Cant you get a week off? I know you wouldnt say no if you was here. You are most always so dear, dont be cross, Johnny.

She knew I would say no, muttered John Webber, his good nature stirred at last like a smooth, deep sea in a great storm. Then he covered his face with his hands and cried. The darkness fell; he sat there still in the rocking chair facing the fact of his wifes thoughtlessness and his own disappointment. She had been so pretty, so merry and trim and neat when he first knew her. She did not wear flaunting colours like many other girls. Hattie looked like a little lady, he had told himself many times, and was proud to notice how many people turned to look at her as she went along the streets. It had been hard work to win her, for she had many other admirers, and John Webber was a plain fellow who had more money in the bank than some young men, but who would not spend any more than he could help on new cravats or cheap shows and needless nonsense. Nell Stince for one had said he was stingy, and wondered why he did not give his promised wife all sorts of gilt jewelry, and one particular feather fan, which winked its spangles enticingly from a jewellers window. Nell Stince sneered at the presents this honest lover did buy; she even railed at his foolishness in buying a house and paying for it before he married. She would rather have paid rent and spent all that money for something worth having. She and her husband were both deep in debt already, but it mattered nothing to them. A short life and a merry one, Jim Stince was fond of saying to his admiring audiences on the street corners. They had one girl, a little monkey of a thing, rigged in greasy silk and draggled feathers. Nell Stince was Hatties evil genius. They had worked in the same shop together before they were married, and Hattie would be worth twice as much if he could keep her to himself, poor John thought. Hattie had married because she loved him — he reminded himself of that proudly. He was not a dandy like the other fellows, but alas, Hattie seemed to be getting tired of him lately and of her small house which they had put in order so lovingly in the early days of their married life. She was fretful and dissatisfied, and when John sat there in the dark and remembered his mother and their dear, old-fashioned, simple, country life — the farm, the honest, friendly neighbours — he grew bitterly impatient of all the shams and makeshifts of the town — the life that was all for show and made what other folks would say its only conscience. The sauciness of the first part of his wifes letter and the cajoling of the end gave him equal pain. She ought to know me better than that, he told himself over and over. Go down to spend Sunday with the Stinces — he would die first.

Poor boy, he had waited so patiently for his own holiday; he had never worked harder in his life than through this last month, and it was to make sure of a good time with his wife and baby at the end. He had found the years expenses a hard pull anyway; the doctors bill had been very heavy, but this extra work would make everything square. The extras of every month always counted about the same, and he tried to save a little as he went along, — he had always been used to saving. This very night when he asked the boss if he could take his vacation, he had been given a hearty permission. Take two weeks while you are about it, Johnny, said one of the owners who stood by. I guess we can get along; you deserve it, and I wish we could scare up a dozen fellows like you!

Two whole weeks! what couldnt he do in that time? The baby should go up to the old farm and see his grandmother who had never taken him into her arms yet — he should roll in the grass where his father used to roll and get solid and strong, poor little beggar! his round, weak face didnt have the look that John Webber believed that a babys ought to have, though he didnt know much about babies. Motherll know how to cosset him, said John more than once; and shell get Hattie on her feet too, and make some of those old herb teas for her that she used to set so much by. Wormwood; thatll make her hungry! and Hattie should go down to Harborside and they would find a snug place to board, the first few days, and go out to sail once or twice, and dear me how good it would all be!

Hattie should not know a word about it until they were ready to start the next day — it should be a surprise. You always want your own way, she had accused him more than once of late; now he would joke her well and see if his way wasnt a good one, sometimes! Oh, poor Hattie! how could she have gone away?

That was a long, sad evening for kind-hearted Johnny Webber to spend alone. It was not only his wifes going away on a stolen holiday that troubled him, he had lost his truest faith in the woman to whom he had given his best love. The little house and its furnishings seemed so pitiful and trivial as he went through the rooms with a light that night. The life had gone out of everything, and it was untidy and uncared for. I learned my trade, said poor Webber once, savagely. I learned my trade, and I know how to do the things I have to do. It isnt so with women. If I kept a school for em hang me if I wouldnt turn em out to be good for something! And then he caught sight of a little frock which the baby had worn that very day while he crept about the floor. Poor baby, poor Hattie! — they must both be taken care of one was as much a child as the other.

The best people in the world are the surest to have enemies, and so here was our hero, hindered and worried by that worthless member of society, Nell Stince. She cared very little for the poor little wife whom she teased into more or less willing acquiescence to her own foolish ideas. Johnny Webber was such a pattern of propriety, was he? Then nothing would content her but letting the world see that he was no better than anybody else — and any way she knew of mocking and shaming him must be tried. Hattie was well enough, but as weak as a straw, and so by flattery and challenge of a foolish pride the well being and prosperity of this new household were brought into danger. And the young wifes eyes were blinded more and more.

The journey to the seashore had been very hot and tiresome; the baby had cried pitifully, and even the Stince child had forgotten the satisfaction of her best clothes and was fretful and provoking. The dust blew after the hard springed waggon in white stifling clouds; the country roads were unshaded and the fourteen mile drive seemed likely never to come to an end. Nell Stinces brother, a saucy, half-grown boy, frightened poor little Mrs. Webber by his reckless driving, and his beating of the thin horse which stumbled every little while and was hardly equal to such a load. When they reached the beach there was no cool breeze — in fact the glare made it seem hotter than it did at home. Even the despised poplar tree in the yard was remembered with affection, and later, when the depressed little company sat down to their evening meal, an uncomfortable fly-beset lunch — the repentant wife said that she would have given anything if she had thought to get Johnnys supper ready for him Nell Stince gave a mocking laugh which somehow grated upon the listeners nerves. Toward night there was a delightful breath of sea wind and the baby stopped his crying and grew drowsy at last and went to sleep. Nell Stince was triumphant and wondered how they should have lived through another hot night at home, but her guest thought of John Webber all the time and wondered what he said when he came home, and if he were angry and wished over and over again that he were there with her at Harborside in the rough house which seemed very shelterless and uncomfortable. And John Webbers silly little wife cried herself to sleep. Running away did not seem like a joke at all from this point of view, though her hostess was merry enough down stairs with some new and old acquaintances whom she had picked up during the evening. 

III

When John Webber waked up next day from an uneasy sleep, he felt as if some enchantment had worked a miserable change in him. No words could say how lonely and wretched and angry he was, for, like most good-humoured, equable people, his temper was very sullen, and hard to manage when it was once roused. This was a sad beginning to the vacation he had looked forward to with such high hopes; he could not go back to the works and face anybodys jeers and curious questioning, neither would he follow Nell Stinces lead, and join the household at Harborside. Yes, this would be the best thing; he would go off by himself, too; he would go to see his dear old mother. She was very feeble this year, and he would not disappoint her of her promised visit. Oh, if he could only have taken his baby! But there was nothing to do but go alone, and so he shut the house and left the key at a neighbours and hurried away to the train. As he was rushing across the green inland country and the fresh air blew in at the car window, his anger faded a little. Poor Hattie, he said once or twice softly, as if he understood that she had felt the need of getting out of the hot town, and had known no better way to act.

He hardly felt like himself until he was nearing his old home on a high Vermont hillside, and after a long walk from the station there came in view the little red house and barn which looked as if they had slipped part way down the long, lonely hill slope. Then he felt like a boy again, the very boy who had gone years ago from that quiet spot out into the busy world to seek his fortune. Alas! he was bringing back a heavy, disappointed heart; he began to wish that he had gone after his wife and brought her with him. That would have been the square thing, and he grew afraid to look his mother in the face.

There she was, dear soul, at the little side door — coming out to pick up some chips to boil the tea — kettle for supper, but she stopped first and shaded her eyes with her hand as she looked along the horizon, and then as if urged by some instinct of what was going to happen cast an eager glance down the long lane that led to the main road. Could it be Johnny? Oh no, not without his wife and baby. Johnny, after three long years, when she had tried to fancy him married and living in his own house, and being a father. He had sent her many a five-dollar bill, and short, dull, little letter, and nobody knew how much they loved each other, this mother and her youngest boy.

The troubled young man and anxious, tender- hearted woman were soon face to face — they were both undemonstrative after the fashion of their kind. Their eyes were a half startled brightness as they reached out their hands to each other, and then John turned away and took the dull axe and began to split some wood while his mother stood watching him. He knew that she expected an explanation of his coming alone, and felt his face and even the very tips of his ears grow scarlet as he hewed away at the knotty sticks of pine in the gathering twilight. But one cannot split kindling wood all night, and at last John Webber threw down his axe and told his story. It was no use to spare himself, for the hard-worked patient woman was as just a soul as ever lived, and she would not excuse him because he himself made excuses.

Yes, twas hard on you, she said at last, I can see how you felt, but you neednt have done wrong, Johnny. Now you go right back an get her. Im glad its so that you wont mind the expense as much as some other times. Im urgent about it because I dont knows I shall be here another summer and I feel s though I wanted to see your folks — winters go dreadful hard with me. Ive got a good many things to talk over and get you to see about. Austins folks have as much as they can carry and the girls too. Ive been a kind o feelin as if you were the only child Id got this summer, and I should ha took it hard if you hadnt come.

So, early the next morning, before day, John Webber went back lighter-hearted than he came and found his wife at the Harborside shanty, having anything but a pleasant time. The baby had taken cold in the night and been very sick. The doctor had been sent for and the little patient was out of danger, and even a great deal better, but his mother, unstrung and pathetically remorseful, threw herself into her husbands ready arms. Nell Stince sniffed a little; she had not made trouble between them after all; they loved each other a great deal better than ever before. The illusion of freedom and seeing something of the world had lost its charm for the poor little woman, she had had time to think over things — and as for John Webber he had made up his mind anew and could not forget some wise words that his dear old mother had spoken, I guess your woman wants a little old-fashioned mothering, she said. And I never saw no good of secrets between husbands and wives or of their doing things apart. You might have let her have all the months pleasure of thinking of it beforehand same s you had, an settlin what she would do. You take right holt o hands, and look at life together just as tis. Dont you think everythings as you say. Shes got rights an youve been too good sometimes, and treated her an the baby just the same way other times. You mean well, Johnny, but we all need experience.

And two or three days later the young people went together to the hillside farm; and spent the rest of their fortnight, and wished it had been a month. They never had such a good time in their lives, any of them, and the grandmother promised that if everything went well she would come down another year, and make them a visit. Ill treat you like a queen, said Hattie, and you wont know me, I shall be such a smart housekeeper, your doughnuts and huckleberry bread wont be worth speakin of.

Yes, they will, too! maintained John, stoutly. And they all laughed together, while the baby, not to be outdone, beat his plate with his spoon and shouted some unintelligible remark.

That evening, while John Webber and his wife came strolling up the lane picking blackberries after he had showed her the big nut trees he used to climb and the hole where he had killed a big fox when he was a boy, they both said that it seemed like their courting days, only better, and as if they were really going to be married and begin life all over again when they went back to town.


THREE FRIENDS (1886)
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WE HAVE NEVER grown tired yet, Mary Dean and Hannah Fennel and I, of talking over past times and the way in which we came to live together and be so fond of each other — three country girls from different states, in the fourth story of a city boarding-house. I am a teacher in a primary school, and Hannah used to keep accounts in a circulating library, and Mary Dean is in a fancy goods store — one of the first saleswomen. My name is Elizabeth Prime — they always call me Lizzie at home but the girls always say Betsey, and I must confess that I have grown to like to hear them, but it took me a good while to get used to the sound at first. I always hated my Aunt Betsey Prime when I was a little girl, though I believe now that she was as good a woman as she knew how to be, being made in the likeness of a round-topped slate tombstone, without the least understanding of anything in the way of a joke. She kept house for my brother and me after father and mother died, and ran the farm and brought us up to know how to use our hands and to be thrifty and self-supporting. I didnt half know how to thank her for it, and I am afraid I never really did seem grateful. She had two or three thousand dollars of her own — that she had pinched herself to save — and when she died we found she had left everything, even her clothes, to the foreign Missionary society. The boys and I were dreadfully put out, but poor soul, the only pleasure she ever had, I believe, was in thinking about her donation, and in one way we were just as well off without her poor gains. The farm belonged to my oldest brother Tom, and there was a charge on it to pay for Dans learning his trade and my getting an education to teach; then we always were to have a right to go back to the old place if we were tired out, or sick, or in trouble, if we would help Tom according to our ability. Tom is as large-hearted a man as ever was, but I never liked his wife over well — that is, I never could make her seem one of our folks. One of the children looks and acts just like me when I was her age, and theres another just like Tom himself when he was a boy. It seems as if we were starting out in life over again, and I like to have a visit to the old place every summer for Toms sake if for nothing else, but of course I dont feel bound to the farm as if my father and mother were still alive.

Mary Dean has much the same homeless feeling, or had until we made a little home together. Her own mother is dead and her father is married again to a woman who almost turned the older children out-of-doors. He is a weak sort of man, it always seemed to me, but Mary does every kind thing for them that she can think of, and even sends them their flour and sugar, besides little things that she knows her father likes. I used to think she was foolish, but I have learned better, for it makes her so happy; and, to be sure, her father isnt always able to work now and the other children are none of them able to help much yet. But Mary was sure to have left home soon enough to take care of herself; that woman neednt have pushed her out as she did, a sickly child, even if there were so many hungry mouths to feed and hardly anything to put into them.

Mary and I have been friends for ten years; ours was a boarding-house acquaintance to begin with, but I had just come to the city from a country school-room and felt very lonely and strange, and Mary, who had been living there a year already, came and spoke to me that first evening and we were friends right away. She says that she doesnt understand now what made her take the first step, for she never liked to be forward with strangers and hardly knew anybody in the house to speak to. We always like to think of these first days, we were both so happy and surprised at finding each other out. We felt almost like lovers, we had been so lonesome. The school was hard for me, coming straight from old fashions of teaching to new ones, and it was so good to have somebody to tell my troubles to when I got home at night. I used to be kept hours after school closed getting my reports right and straightening out what I had to do. If we had been younger we might have cared less about each other, but we had lived long enough to need a real friend and helper, not a playmate.

So we went on together for two or three years, and sometimes I took Mary home to Toms with me to spend a vacation, while I became as interested in her family affairs as if they were mine. We had a pleasant room and a good many books, and somehow we used to feel disappointed when anything called either of us away for an evening, we liked so much to be quiet and to carry out our own plans. But first one of us and then the other noticed a plain-looking girl a few years older than we, who sat at the end of the boarding-house table, a sad-faced, kind-looking sort of person, and presently we found out that her name was Fennel and that she had a room above ours.

We used to say sometimes that she was just like one of ourselves if we had not met each other and had lived on alone. At last, after we had begun to say good-night and good-morning whenever we had the chance, Mary came hurrying home one evening and put down some library books on the table, and told me that she had some news.

I was tired, for school had been very hard and the weather was growing warm, and I am afraid I didnt show much interest.

You know Miss Fennel? said Mary, eagerly, I found her in Fenbys library this noon, and had such a nice talk with her. She promised to come down this evening after she gets back. It is her free evening and she seemed so pleased. She has been here four months, — can you believe it?

I gave a little groan, and Mary was disappointed because I was tired and cross, but after supper when Hannah Fennel came shyly to our doors, my heart warmed toward her, and we had a nice evening together. The end of a month found us a family of three instead of two, for somehow Hannah seemed to belong to us, and took the room next ours, and we had a bed that turned up against the wall in the day time and was hidden by a curtain, so we used to make a parlor of our room and were very fine and comfortable.

We never could exactly understand Hannah Fennel, for all we liked her so much. She had more fun than any of us, for though Mary and I used to have an evening now and then when we felt very cheerful and laughed and teased each other, Hannah had a bit of fun ready for any time of day, a quick word or two that would keep us merry until we saw her again; such a droll sense of humor, such a way of seeing the funny side of a thing, that it did us all good. Yet she used to cry herself to sleep night after night, and often looked so sad and old that it made our hearts ache to see her, especially after we found out she was younger than either of us instead of five or six years older as we supposed.

We never liked to ask her what troubled her, and with all her sorrow she brought so much happiness into our lives that we did not know how to thank her. It was Hannah who knew what to do when I had a school-headache, and who was always ready to go to a concert or for a walk with Mary Dean, who seemed to carry half our cares and troubles but never to hint at any of her own.

Single women who are busy all day in a great city are apt to live very uncomfortable lives, — to have to pay much more than they can afford for very little real comfort or a decent sort of home. We had tried a great many experiments and made some mistakes, but I believe that we really spent less money on our clothes and our living expenses and had a better return than any three girls we knew. Hannah was a capital manager, and had head as Mary Dean was always saying. We had fallen into a silly way of living on tea and crackers at one time, and nearly ruined our health, I must confess, for our first boarding mistress, a kind, careful, country-bred woman, had died some years after we had been together, and the house was turned into a lodging house, so we used to get most of our meals for ourselves in our room. Hannah would have no such nonsense, and we used to have a regular dinner at a boarding-house near by and cook our breakfasts and suppers, but good ones they were! She was so sensible and kept us so well and hearty, and made us get a good, brisk walk every day. Once I couldnt help saying to her that she was too good and kind to us, and I didnt see how her own family could get on without her. I was sorry the minute I had spoken, for she almost burst out crying; I saw her cheeks flush scarlet and I turned away and tried to talk carelessly about something else, but she went into her own room and dressed herself to go out. It was Sunday afternoon, and she didnt come back until after dark. Then we both tried to appear as if nothing had happened, but I was very sorry because I had spoken the natural thought of my heart, it seemed in some strange way to give her such a wound. 


PART II.
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I HAD THE long school vacation, of course, but Mary Dean had only a fortnight every summer, and sometimes less than that if the firm that employed her was unusually busy. Hannah was never sure of more than a weeks holiday, but I used to spend a good part of my resting time in town — after I made a visit or two. We had very good air and were living in a quiet part of the city; two of our windows overlooked the river, and we had a drive now and then by ourselves, or some short excursion. I used to find little time for sewing or reading while I was hard at work teaching, and I really loved the long, quiet summer days, while the girls were away and nobody tapped at my door or asked me a question all day long. Once or twice I went down to the seashore for a few days to visit the mother of a little scholar whom I was very fond of. But this last summer it happened that instead of Mary and I going off in different directions and leaving Hannah alone, as often happened, we suddenly found that we had a great deal of spare time on our hands and must make some new arrangement.

The library where Hannah was writing, was in the same building where Mary Deans business was, and it came to pass that the owners of the property decided to make extensive repairs. The girls came home the same evening in a great state of excitement, to tell me that they were each given the choice of an extra holiday of two months and possibly a little longer, or of employment on half-wages. Both the store and the library were to be removed for the time being, but it was always a very dull time in mid-summer and they could probably well be spared. Indeed they had both asked not long before for a longer vacation than usual, as Hannah, the Captain, as we called her, had decided that Mary needed it after several years steady work, and Mary, who held the same opinion, agreed only upon the promise that Hannah, who was looking pale and thin, would follow the example.

So here we were, the owners of two whole idle months, and at first we hardly knew what to do with them. Hannah insisted that we should both go away, and I insisted that she must go with us, and that we must find some plan that we could carry out together. I was filled with wonder even then that Hannah said nothing of any plans of her own. She never had a letter and never spoke of her past life. And yet whoever knew her could not help loving her, and I was sure that somewhere or other at least one houseful of friends was keeping her in fond remembrance. I was more and more puzzled to know what strange fate had outwardly severed her from all her old associations and the affection of her early friends.

— 

I have forgotten exactly how it came about that we made up our minds to spend that whole vacation in a little, old-fashioned farm-house near my old home. Some neighbors of my father and mother who were old people when I left the farm had died only a year or two before and my brother Tom had bought their few acres to add to his property. I dont know what made me think of taking the house, which had been standing empty, but, to make my story short, we did go there, we three girls together, and were as happy as heart could wish. Tom was good enough to give us the rent and as many vegetables as we wanted off the farm, but Hannah and Mary wouldnt hear to our plundering anybody when we had plenty of money, by living carefully, to pay our own way. So we used to go foraging among the neighbors and buy some pears here and some early beets or corn in the next place; and Toms wife always had the butter-money and egg-money, so we used to put something in her pocket every week, and she was more friendly than I ever knew her to be. I was so thankful to have Toms boy and girl to myself a little, and I do believe that they enjoyed having us in the Ford house as much as we did being there. We felt all the time as if we were on a picnic, and I have wished a great many times that people who want to be right out in the country, and who havent much money to spend on their holidays, would remember the little deserted farmhouses that stand near the by-ways and lanes all over New England; that are good shelter enough for a few weeks in summer, and have a real gift of restfulness and lovely human associations within their gray walls.

Somehow I never could look at the white lilac tree that old Mrs. Ford was so fond of, or at the few flowers that were left in the turf where her little garden used to be, without tears coming into my eyes as I thought of her. There were a few blossoms of London-pride and sweet-williams and some sprigs of ambrosia, and behind the house was her hop-vine and two or three currant bushes, and before we left, the yellow sweet apples were dropping from their boughs, that I used to tease her for when I was a little girl.

Mary and I used to wonder a great deal about Hannah — perhaps because there was more time to do it in. We used to walk a great deal together, because of course I had to go to see all the people I used to know, and sometimes the neighbors used to ask us all to come and drink tea, after haying time was over, but Hannah always seemed to dislike going about. She was so happy and so much brighter than usual that it did our hearts good, but we used to say that she behaved as if she thought we were safe at last from somebody or something that had made her afraid. I asked two or three scholars of mine to come and spend a week. Poor little city-bred things they were, that never had rolled in the grass; and I dont believe they had a word to say about anybody except Hannah after they went home, she was so good to them and knew so well how to please them.

Perhaps one reason why we talked more about this dear, silent friend of ours was this: we had grown a little better used to the fact that we did not know anything about her, until just before we came away from town, the very day before, when I was packing my trunk and the other girls were out doing some last shopping. The little errand boy from the circulating library came running over to bring a letter for Hannah which the proprietor thought she might be glad to have before she left the city. I never had seen a letter of hers before; they must all have come to the library, so I couldnt help stealing a look at this as it lay on the table. The address was in a mans hand-writing and the postmark was not very far from my own home, just over the boundary of the next State. When Hannah came in and saw it, she flushed quickly and I thought her very glad, too, as she caught up the letter and went into her own room and stood close by the window and read it. The daylight was almost gone but she read the letter twice through. That night it was very late before she put out her light, and in the morning I could see the tear-marks under her eyes where she must have lain awake and cried. Just as we were on our way to the station, I saw a young man spring forward from the sidewalk as if he wished to stop us; of course I told the girls, for he seemed to recognize one of them and to be very eager to speak to her, but Hannah seemed really alarmed, and said, No! no! go on, or we shall lose the train. 


PART III.
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IT WAS TRUE that we were in some danger of being late, so I said nothing more as I had lost sight of the stranger, at any rate, in the crowd that was passing a street corner.

You may be sure that Mary Dean and I talked this over together more than once. My sister-in-law, Toms wife, managed to find out that we really knew nothing about Hannahs past history, and made me very angry one day by saying that she wondered how we dared to be such friends with her, and to take her to live with us. This seemed so silly; the idea of once doubting Hannah — Hannah, who was so much more sensible and careful than either of us — who was as straight-forward and honest-hearted and kind as the day was long. She seemed above any sort of suspicion. Yet it was strange that something held us back from questioning her, and made Mary Dean, who was quick-spoken and careless as a child about most things, always on her guard against hurting Hannahs feelings by anything that seemed like curiosity. If she had a secret to keep, we liked her and trusted her none the less.

But one day I was sitting alone in our little house, feeling very sorry, as I sat at my sewing, that our time was so nearly spent, and yet not a little glad to think about my school and how glad I should be to see the children. Everything was still except the rustle of the leaves and the chirping of the cricket in the long grass under the apple trees, and I started at the sound of footsteps coming up the path that led from the road. Whose face should I see but the young mans I had noticed in the street the day we left town.

He asked me if Miss Fennel lived there and I said yes. Then I remembered her avoidance of him, though whether she also had seen him I could not tell, and I looked him straight in the eyes, and said: You must tell me first if you have come to trouble her. I know nothing about her affairs or her friends, but I know her well and love her dearly, and I am not going to let anybody trouble her in any way.

Nobody in this world cares half so much for her as I do, and the minute the stranger spoke I knew he told me the truth.

If she has never told you her history, I will. — There is not a better soul alive, but her father was a rascal, and her mother died of a broken heart, and though I have loved Hannah ever since I can remember, when her poor mother was gone she told me that she never would consent to marry me — it would be a sin to link an honest name to such shame as belonged to hers.

Poor girl, said I. What an awful weight she has had to carry, and never a soul to speak to! We should have cared for her all the more.

She made me promise that I would not try to find her or to write to her for three years, and I kept my promise, the lover said. I wish I hadnt, too, for I dare say she only thought I would forget that I ever cared anything about her. I wrote her early in the summer, when my time was out, and she wrote such a pitiful letter, to tell me we must give each other up. But when I found she still loved me, I started right off to find her, though I didnt know any address except the city. I saw her in the street—

Yes, I said eagerly, I saw you that day, but she would not stop:

Then I lost track of her, of course, and I didnt know what to do. I supposed they would know at the place where she worked; but they had mislaid her address in the confusion of moving, and it took me a long time to get it, and then I found that we had been near together all summer. I own a place over in Stratton now. I always thought it would be better to strike root in a new place, for Hannahs sake. And I am going to marry her whether she says yes, or says no!

I would if I were you, said I. You go across this next field and into the orchard beyond, and there youll find her. I see her dress from here. I was so glad to think it was the blue gingham dress that she looked so pretty in; and away Hannahs lover went, straight toward that bit of dark blue. I must say, I wished I were one of the robins in the apple trees for a little while, to listen to what was said. My heart beat as fast as it could, and I did not feel like sitting still and sewing any longer. I went up the lane to where the young mans horse stood and fed him with white clover and then ran back to the house and began to get ready for the best kind of a company tea. Once or twice I was afraid that Hannah would say no, but one look at her face was enough to relieve me of any such fears, as they came across the field together.

She came and put her arms round me and kissed me when she came in; and I couldnt help crying a little. It isnt right, Im afraid, says Hannah, looking at me with her appealing eyes, but Jim would have it so; and you never saw anything like the nod of Jims head, nor the beaming happiness of him. I told your friend here what your misery had been, he said as gently as could be, as if he were so afraid of hurting her feelings, and Hannah gave me such a frightened look, so I went and kissed her again.

Im sure I dont know what Mary Dean and I shall ever do without you, I whispered to her. You have made us a real home and been such a help; while Hannah said we never should know what it had been to her, alone in the world as she felt, to have us treat her like a sister.

So that winter Mary Dean and I were alone together again and happy enough too, though we missed our old companion every day. Still, we like to have her letters and are going to spend all the time we can get with her this summer, though of course, Mary cannot expect very long holidays, and I cannot leave her alone in town all through my long vacation.

There is a great deal we can do for some younger girls whom we have learned to know in the city, who dont understand any better how to take care of themselves and their money than we did at first, and we mean to lend them a helping hand and perhaps start a little friendly society or club among the girls who live in our fashion.

Hannah seems to be very happy. I always liked Jim as she calls him, from the first moment I saw him. I think she still worries about the sins of the fathers being visited upon the children, and sometimes thinks she may have done wrong to marry; but I believe she does good enough in this world to make up for the harm her father did. She never forgets it, I can see that, and she looks older by ten years than she really is, but her husband cares enough about her to make her grow younger and younger now. Dear Hannah! She did look very happy the day she was married. I dont know whether Mary Dean and I shall ever forsake our life together in our sky-parlor, but I have often thought I should like to go back to the little old Ford house where we spent last summer, and end my days. I told my brother Tomin the last letter I wrote, to be sure and keep it in good repair for Mary Dean and me. 


A GARDEN STORY (1886)
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THE STORY BEGAN on a piece of ground, or perhaps I ought to say in it, where there had been a flower garden for years and years, of the most old-fashioned sort. It always seemed in the spring as if nobody need touch it, as if all the flowers had come up and bloomed so many times that they might be left alone to look after themselves. Still, there was an unaccountable persistency on the part of some weeds. They thought it worth while every spring to make an effort to capture the garden by surprise. Miss Ann Dunning had no idea of any such mischance. One year she sprained her ankle and had to sit in the house on two chairs until it got well; but she routed the weeds gallantly as soon as she could hobble out, with her sharp hoe and shining trowel and dangerous little short-toothed rake. She would not have a man about that part of her small domain — not she! Old Mike OBrien had been a gardener to a lord in his native country, and might be trusted to take the whole care of her six short rows of beans and forty hills of potatoes; but she never could let him loose among the flower beds — only once, when she had to spend a great deal of time with a sick sister, and gave him patterns of three kinds of weeds which he might pull; even then, scornful as he was of her directions, she found the top of one of her best lilies and nearly all the sprouts of her favorite mist-plant lying with the pig-weed and rag-weed on the garden walk. Sometimes she got very tired; but after all it was very good for her to spend so much time out of doors, and she had the prettiest sweet peas and poppies and marigolds in town. It was her one great luxury and pleasure, and one friend after another found a chance to give her a rare bulb or a slip from a new geranium or some rare flower seeds as the years went by. The ministers wife had a very rich cousin near Boston, who lived in a fine place and was mistress of a hot-house. Miss Dunning had once succeeded in making something bloom that the cousins garden had failed to persuade into flowering, and there had been more than one message and tribute pass to and fro. It was a great triumph, and Miss Dunning was asked to write her course of treatment for the gardeners benefit.

But great occasions like this, when the little garden proved itself worthy of public interest, were very rare; and many patient hours were spent in the hot sunshine that nobody took note of but the flowers themselves. When frost came it brought a terrible sorrow every year. Miss Dunning carried out all her old aprons, and saved every newspaper she could get hold of after the last of August, and all worn material that would cover plants was also laid aside for putting off the evil day of blight. She usually took a bad cold staying out in the chilly dampness evening after evening to cover up her treasures and make them last a few days longer; in fact, she felt by the time the dreaded blow really came as if she had been frostbitten, too, and damaged irreparably with the poppies and zinnias. The only pain she had all summer in regard to the little garden was her fear lest she should be indulging herself selfishly. She really did spend too much according to her slender means in this gratification. She knew that there were other ways in which the money might do more good, and if a contribution box passed her by in church after she had been buying a new rose or a named geranium of high degree, she felt as guilty as if she had directly robbed it, and had been caught by the deacons. But, dear soul, she tried in many ways to give as many people as possible a share in her joy, and the whole country village was the better for her beloved flower garden. Sick people and little children were sure to have enough of her posies; the pulpit in the old meeting-house was adorned Sunday after Sunday. There was never a bride or a funeral in Littletown that did not depend more or less, summer or winter, upon Miss Dunnings store of blossoms.

This year she had added to her benefactions. She had sent her name to Boston as one kind soul who would give a little city child her blessed country week. No boys, Miss Ann had written in her plainest hand, with two or three underlinings, and if she had picked Boston all over she could not have found a little maid more to her mind than the one who fell to her share.

She had said that she would be ready any time after the first of June; and she was a little dismayed to be taken at her word. She wished that she could at least have got her weeding done; but the spring had been very late. On the first of June itself she had gone to the depot to meet the unknown visitor, and the little white house was put in as careful order for the reception of small Peggy McAllister as if she had been Queen Victoria herself.

II

Three ladies had read Miss Dunnings letter together in Boston, and had smiled at it a little. The No Boys had diverted one of them particularly, and she instantly began to make a little picture for herself of the dear old-fashioned countrywoman who had written the prim note.

I can see just how neat and nice the little house is, and I know what grows in her garden. We must keep that place for a very deserving little person. I really should love to spend a week with Miss Ann Dunning myself!

I believe I know just the right child now, said one of the other ladies. I was at the Blank Street hospital yesterday, and one of the sisters spoke to me about a child for whom she evidently had a great affection; a little Scottish girl; at least her father and mother were from Scotland, origina1ly. They had both died, and an aunt took Peggy. The sisters sent for her so that I could see her. The aunt and the child were brought to the hospital sick early this spring, and the poor woman died, but Peggy remains behind. Sister Helen asked me if I couldnt find somebody who would like to adopt her. She said she had been so dear and useful they should not know how to do without her; but there is really no room for her at the hospital. I thought she had a sweet, wise little face; but she needs sun and air now. I never thought of the country week! Do let us send her. Something may come of it.

This seems to be the very place, said the first speaker, smiling. They were used to Mrs. Wests enthusiastic descriptions of people and to the sensible promptings of her warm heart.

I am going through Blank Street on my way home, said one of Peggys would-be benefactors, and I will see Sister Helen about it. If your Peggy comes back we will try to find her a better friend.

Poor, lonely little Peggy! She had begun to wonder what was going to become of her, and whether there was really any place for her in such a big, busy world. She had been grieved enough when her aunts housekeeping was broken up, and when they went to the hospital everything had seemed strange and sad. Now, just as she had learned to feel at home there, and to really love Sister Helen and two or three of the other kind faced ladies who nursed the sick people — yes, and two or three of the sick people themselves — she had found that she must go away, though nobody knew exactly where. She had tried so hard to run errands quickly and to wait upon every one since she had felt better and had begun to miss her aunt a little less and not to cry about her quite so much. She was a silent, grave little child, and old for her years. She hoped if she were very good and gave no trouble that Sister Helen would let her stay. It was, indeed, a great sorrow when she was told about the country week visit. They said it would be only a week, and yet Peggy cried herself to sleep that night. She was to go on Saturday, and Sister Helen was going to take her to the train; but Peggy could not bear to see children go by in the street when she looked out of the hospital window. They were all going home; they had brothers and sisters, she was sure. Nobody guessed in those days how sad this little heart was growing. It would have made the tears come quick to all our eyes if we had known her, and had seen the poor child sitting all alone on a wide red seat in the cars, bound on her solitary journey. We are so glad that we know already something about Miss Ann Dunning.

III

Only two business men and Peggy herself were landed by the train at the Littletown station; but all the idlers in the village were there to look at them. The brakeman, to whom Sister Helen had spoken about Peggy, helped her down the car steps very kindly into the middle of the awesome crowd. Then Miss Dunning, who was waiting, too, pushed her way eagerly forward, to say: This must be the little girl that has come to make me a visit, and tired, bewildered Peggy looked up with brimming eyes into the homely, pleasant face and said: Yes, please, without a doubt or fear.

I liked her the minute I saw her, Miss Dunning whispered to everybody the next day, going and coming from church with Peggy fast held by the hand. Shes so handy and sensible I dont know s I ever shall send her back. Shes got no folks. Come here from the hospital.

And again: Youd never take her to be nine year old. Shes forever a-watchin me to try and get what I want and save steps. She set the table as handy as could be last night, two hours after she come — when I was busy cuttin and bastin for Miss Farley. You know she was called away to stay with her mother, and has ended up her school?

After such a promising beginning we need not be surprised that arrangements were made for Peggys further continuance. And here again were the solitary set in families — Miss Dunning, the busy village dressmaker; Peggy, the lonely child who clung to the new friend with double affection, because the little house was in a way so much like the two rooms in which she and her elderly aunt had lived together. What could have been more fitting than their being house-mates? Miss Dunning did not prosper the less, though money was not too plenty in a village where there was a younger and more fashionable person busy at her trade, and almost every one of her customers had very few dresses, and made them herself after good Miss Dunning had cut and basted them. But she had some good, generous friends, and at any rate never once thought about Peggy, as she did sometimes about the garden-seeds, that she was ashamed to look the contribution box in the face. This brings me back again to the garden.

There was one pleasant June evening just after Peggy came — I know that it had not yet been decided that the visit was to last any more than a week — when the new friends were busy together among the flower-beds. Miss Dunning was right in saying cheerfully that this was a good growing year; flowers and weeds alike were springing up as close together as they could, and just before it was dark the good woman told her little guest that she might take the old hoe and wage war against a velvety growth of seedlings that spread from one side of the path nearly to the other. Nobody had taken time to attend to the disorderly narrow path, there had been so much to do with transplanting and more important things. Peggys eyes had shone at her first glimpse of the garden on Sunday morning, and she was proving herself a most apt scholar under Miss Dunnings instructions. She had seen the somewhat neglected hospital garden a few times before she left town, and already knew the names of many plants.

She looked up in unmistakable dismay when Miss Dunning spoke; but she went dutifully to the side of the doorstep and brought the hoe; then she stood still and looked down at the green bit of seedling carpet.

Hurry up Peggy! said brisk Miss Dunning. Its getting dark, and we arent near through with what I set myself to do to-night.

Do you want me to kill them all? whispered Peggy. Did you see that they werent weeds? I could find nice little places over there by the fence.

Mercy me! exclaimed Miss Dunning, with great amazement. We cant save every sprout in the garden. I do have a feelin for em sometimes, but we might just as well let em grow up into a wilderness at once.

They would all bloom and be flowers; wouldnt they? asked Peggy, timidly. Perhaps the poor child felt as if she had been saved out of just such a crowd that nobody seemed to want. I wish I could put them in little boxes and take them back to Boston. They would grow and be so pretty in the hospital. She spoke as if she were asking the greatest favor in the world.

Id give you better things than those, said Miss Dunning, with a sudden feeling of desperate jealousy at the mere mention of the hospital and Peggys native city. Well, you neednt murder the petunys and things tonight, anyway. My back aches and I feel a chill; so we must go in, and you can help me set my bread to rise before we go to bed. Tis eight oclock now, if its a minute!

And Peggy carried the hoe back again, with a sigh of relief.

Little the seedling poppies and marigolds and petunias knew about their fate, when they came crowding up together through the rich, hard soil of the footpath that late spring; but this is what happened to them. Who ever thought of saving such lives but quaint little Peggy McAllister? But she dreamed that night about carrying a flower-pot full of small green plants to everybody in the sunny hospital wards, to stand on the tables beside the beds or in the windows, so that all the sick people could watch them grow. She did not know how she could really carry so many; but she was sure that Miss Dunning would let her, when she waked up in the morning and thought about the dream.

It took a good deal of courage to ask Miss Dunning at breakfast time, and the kind little dressmaker laughed until Peggy felt that she must have been very foolish.

Its a reasonable dream enough, certain; but, there! I dont know how Im ever going to let you go back again, you dear little thing! she said to Peggy. I believe I shall keep you all the time, if you like well enough to stay, and Peggys wondering face grew rosy for a minute; then she drooped her head, and felt as if she were going to cry. Oh! please do keep me! she said, and that was all — dear, anxious, homeless Peggy; and yet she gave a thought at that very moment to Sister Helen, whom she might never see again. But Miss Dunning, too, was very good to her.

A few weeks later a whole company of flower pots, that Miss Dunning gathered from her own stores and one or two neighbors, were sent to the hospital in Blank Street from Peggy. She had rooted the rescued seedlings anew, and tended them patiently until they were growing again. Perhaps some day we will follow their fortunes and see who they bloomed for, and whether they bloomed well. But the happiest day of all was when a long letter came to Peggy from Sister Helen, with many messages in it from the sick people whom she had lovingly remembered in her new country home.

I declare! said Miss Dunning, my garden is worth toiling over. Think of all those folks in Boston being so pleased just to have the leavings.


A CHRISTMAS GUEST (1887)
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THIS STORY BELONGS to a Christmas night a good many years ago, for it happened when Rebecca was a little girl and now she is grown up.

She really was twelve years old, but so very small for her age that most people thought she could be nothing but a child, though I dont know what her grandmother and her uncle would have done without her, she was so useful in helping with the work, and gave them so much pleasure beside.

These three persons lived on a farm and had found life go very smoothly for some years before — my story begins, indeed, ever since Rebeccas father and mother had died and she had been brought home to the old house only a few months old, a very cross and crying and dismal little bundle. Mrs. Norris, the grandmother, was a strong and cheerful woman, and while some of the neighbors pitied her for having to bring up an ailing baby at her time of life, she did not pity herself. She was only too glad to have this second Rebecca to love and take care of; and when the little granddaughter proved herself a warm-hearted, thankful, dear child, she thought herself the most fortunate grandmother in the world. She only laughed when the baby in a clean frock would creep out over the kitchen doorstep and roll about among the grass and dandelions in the yard and try to fill her lap with handfuls of chips or clover or whatever came first. She did not mind any trouble the child made; she was only too glad to have her in the world, and so Rebecca grew up, slowly enough, as if she meant to be a child as long as she could, and as if she was always remembering that we can be grown up a great while longer than we can be children.

But though she was short in stature and did not look so old as she really ought, she became, as years went on, a very wise Rebecca. She had a brown face and blue eyes that were quick as a squirrels. She had a great deal to do every day and soon discovered that this is a busy world though she had been planted in a quiet corner of it. Her uncle Eben was always ready to make her his companion in his out-of-door work; indeed the only trouble in the family came from the differences of opinion between the grandmother and uncle. Old Mrs. Norris would wish sometimes to keep Rebecca in the house, while her son would plead that the child needed the fresh air, and that she never would thrive and grow if she were kept close to the fire. So when he won, and captured Rebecca for the afternoon, Or most likely for the whole day, he would wrap her well in buffalo skins and take her to mill and to market or even into the woods chopping; or if it were summer, he was not willing to carry on the farm-work without her, and so Rebecca dropped corn and turned hay and salted the sheep, and, as her uncle proudly said, from the time she could walk alone was as much help as a man.

In the winter weather, however, she stayed mostly with her grandmother, and as she grew older she learned little by little how to keep house. Without being taught much, only by helping and watching the brisk old lady, and by keeping her eyes and ears open, she found out how a great many things should be done. Her grandmother taught her to read and write, for they lived a good way from the district schoolhouse, and many of the neighbors gossiped about the way Rebecca was being brought up without any mates, and thought no good would come of it because those who had charge of her let her run wild and indulged her so much.

But there was not a wiser or happier child in that town or the next; and so she came to this Christmas eve when she was twelve years old.

For the first time since she could remember, her grandmother was sick. She had waked in the morning very hoarse, and though she undertook the morning work her cheeks soon grew strangely flushed and it hurt her so much to breathe that she had to sit down at last and tell Rebecca that she must get the breakfast alone. Eben Norris and the little girl looked at each other and then at the old lady in wondering dismay.

Youve got a real hoast cold, seems to me, said Eben anxiously, but there, dont give up, mother! for the poor old lady had dropped into a chair as if she really could not manage to stand up any longer, and two or three great tears chased each other down her cheeks.

Im afraid I may be going to have a lung-fever, she said in a shaking voice. I dont know whats come across me, I feel worse and worse and I dont know but Id better get to bed whilst I can.

Nobody knew what to say; it seemed as if a great danger and sorrow had suddenly fallen on the household. Rebecca helped her grandmother to the bedroom and Eben stood helplessly at the window with his hands in his pockets, and presently went hurrying out of doors to return triumphantly in a few minutes with the news that he had seen the doctor going by to make an early visit, and had called to him to come in. Mrs. Norris gave a little groan and said that she had not called the doctor for thirty years before — to think how well and strong she had been and that she knew what to do for almost any case of sickness, and now she was useless!

The doctor looked somewhat grave, but was comforting nevertheless. He hoped the old lady would not be very sick, but it was impossible to tell, and he told Eben that he had better get somebody to come to stay for a few days; so Mrs. Norris hoarsely suggested her niece, a strong young woman who lived in a village a dozen miles away. Rebecca was shown how to make a rye plaster and told how and when to give the medicines which were left in two cups and a tumbler, and she was then kindly patted on the head and called a good girl and the doctor pulled on his great fur coat again and said good-by promising to come again before night if he possibly could, but it was already beginning to snow and he had some long rides to take before dark. You had better be off as quick as you can, Eben, he said, for I think it looks like a bad storm.

Rebecca and her uncle were very much frightened; they sat down and tried to eat some breakfast but it was a cold and sorrowful little feast, and after a few minutes Eben went out to the barn and harnessed the horse and started out on his long cold ride.

It had been hardly light when the doctor was seen coming up the road and all the morning the sky was dark and the air grew thicker and thicker with the falling snow. Rebecca stepped softly as she hurried about the kitchen washing the dishes and putting things in order. She cried a little as she gave the cat a saucerful of milk, and the pussy rubbed against her as she stooped down, and looked up into the childs face with a plaintive little mew. There was a good deal of work to be done, and the little girl and her grandmother had planned much more, it being the day before Christmas. Rebecca had stoned a good many raisins the afternoon before and she gave a little sigh as she saw them in a plate on the pantry shelf. From time to time she went into the bedroom, and she thought her grandmother looked very sick — it was so strange and sad that she should be sick at all! Mrs. Norris croaked out some directions once in awhile and told the child not to fret herself, for she should be all right in a day or two; but she grew hoarser and hoarser and more and more drowsy, and soon after noon she fell into a heavy sleep.

Poor little Rebecca began to be very lonely; she sat in the cushioned rocking-chair and tried to read her Sunday-school book, but it seemed very dull, and she kept the cat in her lap and took great comfort in stroking her. There was nothing to do but to keep the fire burning and to watch the snowflakes fall. There was a great deal of snow on the ground already and this storm seemed likely to drift, the wind blew more and more and Rebecca could only see a little way down the road; she never had been so lonely in her life. She thought for almost the first time how nice it would have been to have brothers and sisters, though, to tell the truth, she had always felt much more at home with grown people than with children.

The old clock in the corner of the kitchen went on slowly with its tick-tock, and it seemed to our friend that it had never sounded so loud before and as if everything had stopped but the old timekeeper. She had heard it sound almost as loud once in awhile when she had been left at home alone on Sundays, but there was something strange about it now, and the day dragged slowly away — it seemed as if the hours would never end. Early in the afternoon Rebecca ate a piece of bread and butter and drank some milk. She looked longingly at a piece of pie and was sure that she might eat that also but perhaps it would not be exactly right to indulge in any luxuries, and so she pushed the plate away from her, farther back on the pantry shelf.

The nearest barn door was only a little way from the house, and after taking a look at her grandmother she put on her mittens and a big pair of stockings over her boots and her hood and cloak, and made her way through the drifts, which were already quite deep for a person of her height. She knew well enough how to pitch down some hay and how much she ought to give the oxen and the old horse and the two cows; and she stroked all the good creatures kindly. The horse put his nose over Rebeccas shoulder, and seemed glad of companionship and as if he wondered where his mate was gone so long on that stormy day.

It was almost dark in the barn; the window that was high up over the great doors was thick with cobwebs and the wisps of hay that were caught in them, and through some long cracks the snow was sifting steadily, making little rifts along the haymow that looked like strange white beams of light. The hens were encamped in one corner and gave an anxious cluck now and then as if they were a good deal alarmed at their besieged condition; Rebecca scattered for them a generous measure of corn and then was going back to the house, contented with the certainty that she had made all these creatures comfortable, when she remembered that they must be thirsty — they had had nothing to drink since morning, and after her uncles cold drive he would not be pleased at having to water the inmates of the barn. Usually they went down into the field a little way and drank from the spring, but in such a storm as this it must be drifted full; there was nothing to be done but to carry pailsful of water from the well to the barn and luckily it was no great distance, though it seemed a good deal of an undertaking and Rebecca was tired at the thought.

She was anxious and worried as she went back to the house where her grandmother still lay sleeping soundly. The old kitchen was already full of shadows — it would be dark early, and the little girl warmed her cold fingers and put more wood in the stove, and then tucked the blankets closer around her grandmothers shoulders, hoping that the old lady would wake up and say that she felt better.

Then she went out again into the storm, while the old clock tick-tocked louder than ever at her as she shut the door. It was cold work drawing the water, and hard work stumbling through the snow with the heavy pail; but the creatures in the barn drank eagerly and Rebecca felt that she should be better friends with them all forever after. One cow had to be milked, and by the time this was thought of, it had grown dark enough for the lantern to be brought with the milking pail.

It was not much after half-past four, but it seemed already late in the evening, and when Rebecca came back to the warm kitchen she was so cold and tired that she cried — very softly because her grandmother might hear her and be troubled — but the great tears followed each other faster and faster and spattered the hands she held out to the fire as she crouched beside it. Often and often she had thought it great fun to help her uncle do all this work in bad weather, but she was made sorrowful now by many things.

It seemed a very sad Christmas eve; and after Rebecca had brought in some wood from the shed, into which one of the kitchen doors opened, and had laid it down carefully stick by stick, she put a light in the window which could be best seen from the road and the long lane; and the only thought that comforted her was that her uncle would find the barn work done when he came home later in the winter night.

For it never occurred to Rebecca that he might not come at all.

She looked at the two cups and the tumbler with their neglected medicines and wondered if it were because her grandmother was so ill and might be going to die, that she slept so heavily — it could not be possible that a little brownish powder the doctor himself had given her from a teaspoon could have had such a strange effect. The wind that crept in around the window sash made the light flicker and send long rays out into the darkness. The great elm tree creaked, and the wind seemed to rise instead of growing quieter, and it howled in the great kitchen chimney in a way that Rebecca did not like to hear. She thought of her uncle and wondered what had delayed him; if the horse had walked all the way, there was time for him to have returned. Perhaps Susan Johnson had been at her sisters house three miles farther away; perhaps — I must have some supper for grandmother when she wakes up — she is asleep a — I wish she would wake up — and Rebeccas head grew so heavy that she rested it on her arms on the kitchen table and went fast asleep herself.

The book she had tried to read lay open before her — it was her grandmothers old red morocco covered Bible — and was open at the story of the first Christmas Day. The child had read the story of the great star in the east and had thought it must be a pleasant country where the shepherds could watch their flocks by night on the hillsides at this time of the year — she had taken care of her flock, she thought with a smile; and after she went to sleep she dreamed about Jerusalem and that she was on her way to Bethlehem with the shepherds to find the little King Christ. 

II

In the midst of this great snow storm, and against the advice of the hotel-keeper at Southfield, a tall fine-looking man had started to drive to Hartland where Rebecca lived. It was ten miles from one village to the other, but the Norris farm was only seven miles from Southfield.

The stranger had been willing to pay any price for the horse and he seemed impatient of delay. He had come by the stage and he had hastily eaten some dinner, and the faster the snow fell, the more eager he was to be off. The tavern keeper said that he hated to let a horse go out in such a storm, to say nothing of a good customer — they were going to keep Christmas Eve, he and a few of his friends, and they meant to have a good jolly evening; it would be first-rate if the stranger would join them and put off his ride until next day when the storm would be over and the roads well broken.

But the stranger said no, and buttoned his great-coat all fast and close and tucked himself into the old sleigh with some well-worn buffalo skins, and pulled his cap down over his forehead and ears and drove away. The horse was young and strong, and the traveler was soon out of sight of the tavern windows. He had not told his name, but several thought his face a familiar one, and all that afternoon the idle men who clustered about the stove wondered what errand had led him out from that desirable shelter on such a stormy afternoon.

It was already toward four oclock and a little late for a start. The road to Hartland was an uneven one across the hills, and when the traveler had passed the last houses of the village and was fairly out into the country on the unsheltered highway, he understood better than he had before, the disapproval of the Southfield men. The road for a mile or two was blown bare, but the wind swept it terribly, and farther on the drifts were deep and unbroken. The snow was light and the horse easily breasted it; the driver jumped out of the sleigh now and then, and waded for himself, and felt a great satisfaction, and a sense of companionship with the young creature in harness. Good fellow! he said once as he patted him. I wonder at your patience. Why do you consent to slavery? You could break these straps and be free of me in a moment. Why should I be your master! but to-night I promise you a good supper and to-morrow a Christmas holiday.

The whirling snowflakes were almost blinding, and in the woods the trees thrashed with their branches and dry twigs came down to the ground. The snow that had fallen and the flakes that were new seemed all in the air together. By and by the horse was tired and discouraged and could go ahead but slowly; at last the driver led him by his head, and cheered him with kind words and strokes of his hand.

It grew dark suddenly and night was almost at hand, it became harder and harder to keep to the road; indeed there was no road to be seen. It was a swampy bit of country and it seemed unsafe to go beyond the fences — it was also certain that they could not be seen much longer; at last the horse stopped before a great mound of snow that was heaped high before him, and shook with cold and fear.

The traveler looked at him and pushed the portmanteau that lay in the bottom of the sleigh, with his foot. He felt a great chill and sense of tiredness creep over him and wondered what he should do. He tried to remember if some houses were not near, for he had once been familiar with the country, but he felt more and more puzzled and bewildered, and called himself hard names for attempting to carry out such a foolish project on such a day as that. The shadows grew thicker and thicker, the poor horse looked round at him wonderingly. They could not freeze there, and once more the man plunged forward into the snow and unbuckled the harness and stamped and pushed his way through the drift while the unfettered horse plucking up the last of his courage floundered after him. Just beyond, the snow was not so deep and they stopped for breath, and after a long blast of wind had blown past them, a light shone out faintly not far away on the hillside beyond. It seemed as if the horse saw it too; for he lifted his head and neighed and pushed on bravely. It was not long before the last of the battle with the weather was fought and won, as they went up the drifted lane that led toward the light from the main road. The horse was familiar with his surroundings and went to a part of the yard that was somewhat sheltered from the wind, while the traveler gave one knock at the door and opened it at once himself for he could not be kept away from the warmth and the light that showed through the farmhouse windows.

Rebecca did not hear the knock; she was dreaming about her little garden as if it were summer; only a great stalk of London pride suddenly grew and grew and made itself into a Christmas tree. But she lifted her head and looked around with surprise; she felt stiff and sleepy, and as if she were dreaming still. In those days country people had hardly begun to be afraid of tramps, but still the little girl had heard tales of robbers, and at first she was much frightened at the sight of the tall dark-faced man who had come into the kitchen.

Is there anybody here who can look after my horse? the stranger asked. Weve been almost lost in the snow; your lamp in the window was as welcome as a lighthouse to a ship at sea.

My uncle is away, said honest little Rebecca; he went to Denbigh to get my cousin to come and help take care of my grandmother. She was taken sick this morning. I thought they would be here long ago. And the sudden fear that they might be still out in the storm made the child feel like crying.

The man held his hands out over the stove, for they looked very cold.

If he went to Denbigh, he said pleasantly, as if he wished to comfort Rebecca, he would have the storm in his face coming home. I dont believe it would be possible for him to travel against it; he must have got under shelter somewhere as I have, thank Heaven!

You can put the horse into the barn, said Rebecca, feeling more cheerful, and she re-lit the old lantern and put on her wrappings again to show the way, making no answer to the gentlemans objections, and they went out together. It only took a few minutes to hang up the frozen harness and put the tired horse into a spare stall with plenty of good oat straw. Rebecca had hastily rubbed off the snow on one side, while the man brushed and dried the other as well as he could, and they found a blanket and strapped it on and the poor creature gave a long sigh of relief. The crib was filled with hay so he could have his supper when he was rested, and they broke the ice in the pail which Rebecca had left half full of water, but the horse would only drink a mouthful or two. The other inmates of the comfortable barn nestled about sleepily, and blinked as the lantern shone in their eyes, and one of the old hens gave a quawk as if she thought it were expected of her — which made Rebecca laugh a little though she was so much troubled at heart.

When they went back to the kitchen while the little girl was shaking off the snow, and pulling off her great stockings, the Christmas Guest had thrown his coat and hat upon the wood box and seated himself close to the fire. He looked about the kitchen for the first time and leaned back in his chair as if he were very tired. He seemed impatient and restless and Rebecca wondered what she ought to do for him since he was so disappointed about reaching his journeys end, but at last she asked him timidly if he would like some supper, after she had brought some plates from the closet, as if it were the proper time instead of two hours later. I kept thinking my uncle would come home, she said, so I waited, but it is past seven oclock.

You must be hungry yourself, said the stranger kindly, and looking at her almost curiously, though before this he had hardly noticed her.

The child shook her head sorrowfully and went into the pantry to bring out the piece of mince pie which she would not eat at noon, not to speak of some cold meat and bread and butter which she placed on the table in careful order. To tell the truth, she was glad to have company after her first fright was over; it was much better than keeping her lonely watch in the silent house. There seemed to be no cause for being afraid of this unlucky wayfarer; he was very quiet, but he was very good-natured, and after Rebecca had eaten her little yellow bowlful of bread and milk, and he had hungrily eaten almost everything she had put on the table, he drew closer to the fire again and began to talk to his good little hostess.

She cleared away the plates and looked quite careworn and old for such a small person; she had crossed a little old shawl about herself and tied its ends behind, and one hand held the other in her lap after she had seated herself on the opposite side of the fire to keep her guest company. He was as conscious as the child of the person who lay asleep in the next room; the wind howled louder than ever in the great kitchen chimney, and some branches kept striking the outside of the house angrily as if something were wrong within. The man and the little girl kept watch together, but whether she helped him most to keep the strange vigil or it was he who helped her nobody can tell.

What are you going to do to-morrow? it will be Christmas day, the Guest said at last, and the very thought of it made Rebecca feel like crying.

Nothing, she said, because grandmother is so sick. Perhaps I shall have some presents, but I dont know. Grandma was going to the corners this afternoon if it had been a good day. She wasnt brought up to keep Christmas, though, and Rebecca left all the rest unsaid.

She had amused her uncle and grandmother by making a quantity of little sheaves of oats and rye carefully tied with yarn, and she now pointed to a long row of these which adorned the high kitchen mantel-shelf. Flocks and flocks of snowbirds come to fly about the house, she explained, not without confusion, and sometimes the cedar birds and blue jays. I was going to tie their Christmas dinners to the lilac bushes, and the cherry trees to-night, so they would find them in the morning, but it snows and snows.

So you have to take the birds for playmates? said the Guest; and suddenly Rebecca saw his eyes fill with tears. She wondered whom he could be, and when he reached out his hand to her she hesitated for a minute and then went over and stood close by his chair while he put his arm round her, and held her. Rebecca did not know why she felt so sorry for him; she did not know what to say, so she wisely said nothing and looked down at the floor, or over at the window or anywhere but into his tired face.

You are a good little girl, he whispered presently. I wish I could do something for your grandmother. I am afraid I have only made your hard day a harder one. I am a sorry Christmas Guest. Do you remember something in the Bible about I was a stranger and ye took me in? and Rebecca nodded gravely.

When you read it again — all that verse, said the stranger, you must remember this stormy night; and at this the child felt very solemn indeed, and wondered what he meant, and it seemed more and more as if everything in the world were going wrong, and as if she had grown older and had seen trouble, as the neighbors often said of one another.

Rebecca remembered her housekeeping cares again presently, and left the strangers side as she suddenly made up her mind what must be done for the night. It was too cold to invite a guest to sleep in the unused best chamber, and neither did she feel certain that her uncles winter quarters in the low kitchen chamber overhead would be very comfortable. But her own little bedroom which opened into the kitchen was very snug and warm. She went in to take a look at it; the short little feather bed was fluffing itself under the heavy blue counterpane, so that it looked like a most delightful nest. Rebecca would have liked to snuggle down into it herself, but no, she must keep watch, and she gave a tired little sigh, and straightened the pillow and put the flickering candle down upon the small corner table; then she went back to the kitchen and timidly asked the stranger if he would like to go to bed. He hesitated, smiling faintly, for it was still so early, but he noticed the childs white and weary little face, and answered yes, and she held open the narrow door and turned to leave him.

If you need me in the night, you must come and speak to me, he told her gently, but perhaps you had better not say that I am here, for it may worry your grandmother. I must go away as early as I can in the morning, so you must not be frightened if you hear me stirring.

They both stood still for a minute listening to the storm and the great elm branches overhead. There was one which struck the house with its lowest twigs every time it swept to and fro, making a dismal sound as if it were the claws of some wild creature which was trying to get in.

I wish I knew where uncle Eben was, said Rebecca, almost crying; and the Christmas Guest stooped and kissed her as if he had been her own father, and he looked at her as he kept his hand on her shoulder for a minute, and then whispered, Good-night, dear child, and went into the little room and shut the door. As for Rebecca she brought some of the longest candles and lighted one and put it where it would shine out of the window and pulled the curtain back on its rod, and then she crept to the door of her grandmothers room, for she thought that she would lie down on the bed and listen there and keep watch.

But a voice said sleepily, Becca child, where are you? how long have I been asleep? and in hurried the little nurse.

Oh! do you feel better, grandma? she asked in a breathless whisper, and climbed up on the high bedstead to lay her head upon the old ladys shoulder and be comforted a little.

Dear me! said Mrs. Norris, why, what in the worlds the matter, Becca? I should like to know how long Ive been asleep — eight oclock? as the old clock in the kitchen finished striking. Im going to be as well as ever I was in my life provided I havent slept all my strength away. Hasnt Eben got back? I suppose he waited for Susan and the storm kept him. I declare, I didnt know but I was going to have a fit o sickness that morning, but to think I should have slept here going on five or six hours! I never shall doubt Dr. Gerrys judgment again, though I suppose I shall have to be careful for a day or two. I dont see what could have kept Eben so late, but they may be here now before nine oclock — Susans always visiting about — twas all nonsense, repeated Mrs. Norris who still seemed not very wide awake. She was a little deaf — she could not hear the storm; she only asked if it were snowing much, and said something more about the medicine and told Rebecca it was the right-hand cup and that she had better fasten up the doors and come to bed — Eben must be going to stay over at Denbigh all night, it was getting to be late.

And little Rebecca waited until her grandmother, after much restlessness and tossing about, had fallen asleep again, and then she slid down from the bed and went out to put more wood on the fire. She was tired and frightened; she was more and more sure that her uncle would never have stayed all day at Denbigh and all night. If she had only known where to go to look for him! but the window pane felt icy cold as she pressed her forehead against it, for it was a cold world of storm outside; and she went back to the bedroom full of fear and sorrow, and the cat stirred in the rocking chair and stretched her claws out as Rebecca passed her, and old Mrs. Norris said drowsily, Go to sleep now, theres a good girl, Becca, and the child covered herself a little with the blankets, and opened her eyes wide and told herself it would only take a minute to get the lantern ready and that she would keep watch. And the wind blew until it was out of breath, and the snowflakes fell silently and grew less and less, and at last the night grew still, and the stars came out, and the candle burnt down and down, and shone through the farmhouse window and down the drifted lane as far as it could and gave one great flare and went out, and the branches were still and the fire was out like the candle, and the cat stretched her paws again and cuddled herself in her warm fur, and Mrs. Norris slept on, and tired little Rebecca who had nestled further under the clothes, and who still wore the little brown shawl crossed and tied behind, was asleep too; fast asleep by her grandmothers side. 

III

But the Christmas Guest is wide awake; he has grave matters to think of, and he is impatient because his plan for sooner reaching his journeys end has only brought him this delay. He was sure that by making this short cut across the country he could gain several hours; but after all if he had taken the roundabout way by the railroads, he must have been stopped somewhere by such a storm as this. He thinks about his errand, and the bad news from Washington, and he hears the voices in the next room — and at last it seems a good while since they ceased — the night seems to him interminably long, and he grows more and more anxious, and then remembers other nights when he has kept watch. He thinks that he will go back to the warm kitchen, for he cannot go to sleep, but he does not wish to frighten the child who has been so kind to him. He sits in the low chair at first, but it is cold by the window; he changes his place and sits on the bed awhile. He is wretchedly tired and he fairly aches with the chill and with the long distance he has hurried in the cold that day. It can do no harm to sleep an hour or two; he will rest a little longer and then go out and try to find his way; he can catch the early train on the railway and he can leave the horse, and push forward afoot, if the roads are too much drifted. The wind seems to be going down, and he remembers that the waning moon will give some light toward morning. He is an old soldier; he remembers many a winter night that he has spent out of doors, but he says to himself that he is an old fellow now, and it is a good thing to be under shelter.

Rebeccas little bed looks very short for such a tall soldier as himself, and he laughs softly as he looks at it, and then something very much like tears might be seen shining in his eyes as he remembers the dear womanly little girl who has tried so hard to make him comfortable. The children he knows best have a much more gay and careless life — he wonders if they are any happier; but he thinks that some day he must give his little hostess some pleasure or other in return for her hospitality. And in a few minutes after he has blown out the candle he is sound asleep — he has learned to go to sleep quickly and make the most of the time he has for rest. And at last the long Christmas eve is over and Christmas morning has come, dark and dismal as yet.

After a while the stranger wakes suddenly and hears the old timekeeper in the kitchen strike five oclock, and he gets up quickly and makes himself ready to go on. He strikes a match and lights the candle again, and he sees the small window glistening with thick frost, and rubs off a bit of it so he can look out at the weather. A low red moon is shining in the east, the wind is still and the stars are shining. He remembers that it is Christmas, and thinks of the little girl and that she is pretty sure to be lonely and sad and disappointed. He wishes that he could know how the poor old grandmother is, and has a sudden fear that the missing uncle may be somewhere covered by a smooth drift of snow, and that Rebecca may wake to know a great sorrow. He thinks of the dear friends with whom he had hoped to spend his holidays and whom he has had to leave hurriedly to go back to his duty. Altogether he is not cheerful, but he is a brave man.

In a few minutes he has gathered his possessions and has stepped softly to and fro in the kitchen and found his stiff boots and his coat which had been hung by the stove to dry. He has put the light where it will not shine into the bedroom and he tries hard not to wake the sick woman and her little granddaughter. Rebeccas red Bible is still lying on the table, and with a quick smile he takes some money from his pocket and puts it inside the cover — and he writes on the back of his card:

For a good little girl, with many thanks from an old soldier.

He finds that there are some live coals left in the stove and puts some more wood in, and then opens the kitchen door and blows out the light and goes away.

The door shuts with a loud creak and old Mrs. Norris hears it, and says, Whos that? but nobody answers, and everything seems quiet; she sees the flickering light from a bit of birch bark in the stove, and thinks it is not late, for the fire is not out, so she goes to sleep again.

The Guest has found his horse, though he has had hard work to get the stable door open, and he puts on the bridle only and slings the strap of his portmanteau over his shoulder, mounts and rides away hoping to catch the half-past six oclock train which Rebecca had told him of the night before. 

IV

Just after daylight the farmers are out with their teams, and presently two sleighs covered with loose snow and drawn by steaming horses who look as if they had had a hard pull of it, meet in the farmhouse yard. Eben Norris is in one, but his arm is bandaged and he looks pale. He says he was thrown out of his sleigh late the afternoon before and had to wait a good while for the doctor, and then they insisted he mustnt think of going home in the storm for he might be laid up all the rest of the winter. He had only put his shoulder out of place — he will be all right in a few days, the doctor says.

But he is frightened to see that Susan Johnson is just making her appearance — he had a long chase after her the day before in the deep snow, for she was not in her own home. His horse was tired, and he had told her to go with a neighbor who was just starting for Hartland, and would reach there much quicker than he could. Then one of the Jarvis boys would take her to the farm, and he would let his horse rest and be home an hour or two later. But the storm grew worse and worse, and by the time she reached the village the Jarvis boys would not hear of driving to the farm and everybody said that she must wait until morning. She was chilled already, so there was nothing to do but to yield, but she had hardly slept all night for worrying about her aunt. And if she had not been sure that Eben was at home she believed that she should have gone the rest of the way afoot. And Eben said that the only comfort he had was in thinking she was at home with the folks, or he believed nothing would have prevailed upon him to stay at the doctors, and they hurried anxiously toward the house.

Rebecca appears smiling at the smaller barn door; she found it easy to follow the tracks in the snow and she has been wondering about the strange Christmas Guest all the time she threw down some hay from the mow — indeed since she waked up, for she went out to the kitchen to find the good fire, which was a great comfort, and to knock on the door to find her bedroom empty.

She is frightened when she sees that her uncle is hurt, but they all go to the house and there is Mrs. Norris looking not quite so vigorous as usual, but going about the kitchen and frying sausages for breakfast. She is just putting some more into the pan, for she has seen the new comers.

I declare, I was beginning to be uneasy, she said. And heres Becca says a strange man slept here last night. Dr. Gerry gave me a sleeping powder, and I never knew a word about it. I feel shaky, but its broke up my cold. The first think I thought of when Becca told me, was the teaspoons and the porringer, and there was my knitted purse on the shelf by the clock. He might have taken anything hed a mind to, but Becca said she knew he wouldnt do us any wrong. Twas kind of lonesome for her though; shes been crying good this morning — she said she got so scared about me and Eben too — she was afraid hed got buried in the snow.

And just then Eben appeared from the little back entry where Becca had been helping him to take off his coat and there was a great excitement when his mother found out about the lame shoulder.

A little later when Susan Johnson had taken the reins of government from both the invalids, Becca took up the red Bible to put it away and she happened to see that something lay inside the cover, and with great astonishment she found the money and the card. She carried it at once to her uncle who sat by the fire very lame and dismal, now that the excitement of getting home was over with.

Look here, mother, he shouted, for the old lady had gone into the bedroom, who do you suppose Becca had for company? Twas General — . I should think youd known him, Becca; his pictures been in all the papers — and hes left her a present of ten dollars!

So Becca was the heroine of all that neighborhood, and when people came after the storm to ask for Eben Norriss damaged shoulder, they were just as anxious to hear the story of the Christmas Guest. And by and by there came a letter from down in Virginia from the General himself — to say that he had thought of his little hostess a great many times, and wished that he could know what sort of a Christmas Day it was at the Farm, and all about her grandmother and her uncle. He hoped that he should see her again some day, and he wished to thank her for her kindness to him. He sent her an illustrated newspaper, beside the letter, with a leaf folded down at the picture of his headquarters; and there were some bright little flowers in the letter which he had picked out-of-doors that day. There were still a good many snowdrifts in Hartland, so Rebecca thought the flowers very wonderful. You may be sure that she was very pleased, and wrote a letter to send back, with great care.

And after the war was over and Rebecca was almost grown up, one day a carriage was driven into the farmhouse yard, and who should the visitors be but the General and his wife and daughter, who had come a good way to see the young girl who was so kind and thoughtful a hostess that stormy night. Rebecca was quite shy at first, but she soon felt at ease again with her friend who seemed to like it very much when old Mrs. Norris said that Becca always had tried to find his name in every newspaper she could get.

You may be sure that Rebecca gave her guests the best early supper she knew how to put upon a table, and that everybody laughed when the General insisted upon seeing the little bedroom and the short bed where he had spent the stormy Christmas night, though Rebecca had outgrown her childish quarters long before. They walked about the farm and saw the bees and the garden and the General said that he should like to spend a month in that quiet pleasant country place, and that he should always feel better contented about his young hostess now, because he never before had been able to think of anything but the loneliness and cold weather of her home.

And the Generals daughter, who was a bright, kind girl, a little older than Rebecca, brought a new picture of her father in a pretty frame, which may be seen in the best front room at the farmhouse to this day. The two girls quickly made friends with each other. And so this was another pleasant thing for Rebecca to remember. But indeed she always will be glad that she could give shelter to so kind and so famous a Christmas Guest on the night of the great storm.


NEW NEIGHBORS (1888)
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THE PELTONS WERE new comers to that part of the country, who had bought a large farm and good farm house, and had paid for them when the deeds were passed. This was not without an effect, for they were received into the best rural society with every possible honor. They made improvements in their house, and were also generous in church matters, and willing at once to take part in town affairs. Everybody thought it was a great satisfaction to have so considerable an addition to the neighborhood. There was no mystery about these pleasant, well-to-do people. John Pelton had been raised on a good farm, and always meant to have one of his own before he died. He had been in the lumber business in Foxbridge, the nearest large town, and had done well, though he was not so rich as if he had kept to his business longer. One of the daughters complained that the farm was dull, but her brother and sister entered most heartily into their farmers life.

When they first came to the farm, bag and baggage, Miss Tamsen Spencer was on the spot to welcome them, and to lend a helping hand about unpacking the bedding and getting supper. She had brought a basket of doughnuts and an apple pie, and before they knew it the tea pot was on the stove, and a generous supper table spread by her quick hand. The Peltons had been delayed in leaving Foxbridge, and were fretted and uneasy, but the neighborly act of Miss Tamsen Spencer restored their serenity. It was very late in October when they came to the farm, and by Thanksgiving Tamsen had become so intimate and indispensable a friend that she was bidden to dine with the Pelton Household. She had sighed over her brothers absence and her own lonely feelings when the time for family reunions came around, and her new friends were glad to show their friendliness. The invitation was eagerly expected, and was accepted after proper consideration.

As time went on, Miss Tamsens information, not to say gossip, about their townsfolk, was much relied upon. There seemed to be nobody whose inmost secrets were not known to her, and she reposed the greatest confidence in the Peltons, by apparently telling them everything she had stored away in her busy brain.

John Pelton, who was a shrewd man, did not altogether uphold his womenfolk in such extensive intimacy, but after Tamsen applied herself devotedly to curing him of a bad attack of rheumatism, he began to think that she was garrulous but harmless, and ceased to warn his wife of trusting over much to such hungry ears and a glib tongue. The amiable Tamsen rarely did great mischief; she only had a story tellers art of romancing a little and setting forth the barest facts in an interesting way. If she had indeed been malicious, she might have prejudiced the simple-hearted new comers against half the town.

But the long Vermont winter wore away, and by spring the Peltons had other friends, thanks to their attendance upon a cheerful succession of parish gatherings. Tamsen Spencer was no longer their only guide, philosopher and friend, and was a little jealous because others were taking her place. The young people made friends easily, and Tamsen began to watch them and to grow curious about them. She was almost as well contented with her secrets and mysteries, and intense delight in finding out all sorts of things without asking questions as she had been in the days when she had closer alliance with the household.

In her own home, her only companion was an industrious deaf and dumb brother a little older than herself, who managed their five or six acres of land alone in summer, and worked at shoemaking in the winter. He was a most unsatisfactory companion for such a sister. She was too impatient by nature to spend much time in conversing with him, by means of the little slate which he carried in his pocket, and poor Jotham was a solitary soul. His sole recreation was in tramping off by himself once or twice a year, nobody, not even Tamsen, knew exactly where; but from time to time he visited a cousin who lived about fifteen miles away, and once after he had been gone a longer time than usual, he proudly reported that he had been as far as Boston. When his sister read the startling word Boston on his smooth bit of slate, she hastened indignantly to ask why he had not given her a chance to share the great delight. Jotham shook his head, knowingly, as if to go alone were best.

There was something pathetic in the way that Tamsen loved society, and in her misused but really delightful gift of story-telling. To be sure she often talked too long about little things and was wearisome, but that was only a misuse of what might have been a charming gift with a little more tact that came from cultivation and larger mindedness. With all her faults, she had made far more of her opportunities than most of the Delford people. Of all women in Delford, she would have most quickly made herself harmonious with strangers or with cosmopolitan society, and while it was often said that she talked too much, almost everybody was glad to see the cheerful, entertaining creature coming. She even had the tact to conceal her curiosity, and it never would occur to you while she told you a delicious tale of your neighbors affairs, that her innocent-looking quick grey eyes were seeing everything within the four walls of your own kitchen.

Forgive this lingering description of Miss Tamsen Spencers characteristics, for the story of one of her adventures would count for nothing without it. You must understand how solemn she could be at a funeral and how gay at a wedding: that nobody could talk so ably with the minister upon almost any subject, or understood the practice of medicine from either the old or the young doctors point of view so well as this same Tamsen. She was intimate with half a dozen families, and had a morbid fear, though she had so much to say about other people, that other people should find out anything about her own affairs. She was secretive and accumulative as an old crow. She could not bear to be questioned; indeed, she rarely gave anybody a chance.

There was not a woman in Delford with such proper pride or almost improper self-respect.

Ive got plans that have waited these forty years for the right time to be suitably carried out, announced our heroine one day to Mrs. Pelton. I do maintain that if you keep a-wishing, you wish things round as you want em.

Id like to think so, answered good Mrs. Pelton, doubtfully. She was beating eggs for her famous sponge cake, and Tamsen sat by the window in the sun.

Tis so, said Tamsen decidedly. Now there was a curious instance last week. I saw a pattern of pretty light calico twenty-seven year ago this spring, and set my heart on some of it for a dress; a pink sprig it had and a polka spot. I sent for ten yards of it, and twas all gone, and I couldnt find nothin to suit me for a long spell. An last week I found out by watchin of him that brother Jotham calculated to go over to old Tanner Brighams, to get a side o lighter calf skin than he had on hand, and I says on the slate, Get me a dress-length o some good old calico, just to work about in, if you can strike a bargain. You dont know about Tanner Brighams store? Well, its worth a days journey. There aint scarcely any trade over that way, and hes had most of his stuff since the year one. When he gets anything new it has to be old-fashioned, so s not to take the shine off the rest o his goods. He actually asked me if I didnt want to buy a couple o foot stoves last time I was over — said hed got some on hand hed let me have reasonable. He aint very cheap generally, gets so attached to his goods he hates to let em go; but he tans by spells, and likes to have a place to stay in winter time and bad weather. There was a talk o the stage taverns being built over there once, and several folks moved in, and a blacksmith, when Brigham set up. But twant so, and the stage come over Pine Hill instead, as you know, and there hes stuck as if he expected twas goin to grow to be a city. What do you suppose Jotham came luggin home under one arm and huggin his calfskin with the other? That very same pattern o calico with the pink sprig long of a polka spot! There was a faded streak way into two or three folds, but Im goin to get me a dress out of it some ways or other. Twas just as pretty as ever, an I tell you I was pleased as a child. I give Jotham a regular good thump on his back, an I made him some toppin rye drop-cakes for his supper.

Mrs. Pelton had beaten the eggs into a fine froth, and went into the pantry for fresh supplies.

It sounds like a calico I used to have, she said, with great interest. It was a beautiful thing to wear, and I laid it by once when I was called into black, and Ive always intended to make me a pretty comforter of it. You couldnt tell it from one o them handsome old French calicoes.

Nor this, responds Tamsen eagerly, and then it being a busy day, she took leave. She had not spoken of it, but Brother Jotham had been tempted by the lovely spring weather to go on a pilgrimage before plowing time. Tamsen was alone, and from past experience did not expect him for several days.

That evening she spread out the calico on the kitchen floor, and held the lamp close to it, and put her patterns on, and measured off the skirt breadths, and was greatly perplexed because there were more faded streaks than she had feared at first. She spent painstaking hours over it, and turned and twisted it about; but there was no hope of making both skirt and waist, of even the simplest sort, without nearly another yard. The old remnant was very provoking, and Tamsen could not give it up. She even dreamed of it half the night, and waked up with a brain fevered by dancing visions of polka spots and sprigs of pink. There! she exclaimed, if ever Miss Pelton gets out her materials for comforters, you may have a chance to do a little tradin. Thats all the outlook there is.

Just as she sat at her solitary breakfast table the Peltons drove by with their best wagon and both horses, going to Mrs. Peltons sisters, in Foxbridge, where there was a family party, Mrs. Peltons mother being still alive. Two brothers had come on from the West, and there was to be a famous dinner. Tamsen had heard all about it, and she rushed to the door now and waved a sympathetic farewell. One of the Pelton girls was already in Foxbridge, the father and mother and son and younger daughter were in the wagon. They would not be home until evening.

I am thankful they have got such a good day, said lonely Tamsen, as she went back into the house. She always wished that she belonged to a large family.

The dress was looked over again by daylight, and sadly folded up and put away.

I never did have a gown o two kinds o calico, and I wont now, said Miss Spencer, proudly. There, I should just like to know if Mis Peltons is the same exactly. Like as not it isnt.

She looked out of the window two or three times toward the Pelton house.

There, now, you mustnt do any such thing! she rebuked herself once; but a few minutes later the temptation became too great. I promised em I would keep an eye on the house, she said to herself, an Mrs. Pelton wouldnt mind a bit. I mean to go over an just see if tis the same pattern, and then Ill edge Miss Pelton on to gettin it down some day herself, and Ill give her some new for it, rathern be disappointed so after all these years. I know where she keeps her old pieces and such things, up in one o them attic closets.

Behold light-footed Miss Tamsen stepping along the road with a guilty heart, but a sense of unusual delight. She did not say frankly to herself that a good rummage would make her happy, but as she unlocked the door and locked it again behind her, she fairly reveled in her opportunity.

It was a somewhat innocent pleasure, after all. Tamsen was as honest a soul as ever breathed, but she took a long look at the picture of Mrs. Peltons youngest child, a pretty little fellow who had died, and carefully studied Susy Peltons last summers wrap, of which she had never quite dared to ask a pattern. She spent an hour in her rummage, stepping softly about the rooms; counting Mrs. Peltons best gold-and-white cups and saucers to see if any were gone; and discovering the truth which had long puzzled her, about the hiding place of the extra half-dozen of silver spoons.

It took some time to get at the calico skirt that was waiting to be made into a comforter. Bags and bundles were many in the northwestern eaves-closet, and Miss Tamsen burrowed further in, trying to keep careful arrangement of the closets contents. She was just reflecting that Mrs. Pelton ought to have been making some rugs during the winter out of some of these things, when there was a sudden rush of the gusty spring breeze through the house, the eaves-closet door slammed and snapped its outer latch, and poor Miss Tamsen was locked in.

Oh, let me out, let me out! she besought, wildly stumbling on her knees among the bundles and piece-bags. It was no use to pound the door or to put her strong shoulders against it desperately. The screws were sound, and at last she sank back and felt for the first time in her life a little faint and weak.

Theyll never hear me, and I dont want they should, she sobbed; and Jothams being away, I aint goin to be missed. Oh, be I goin to die in my shame, and starve like a mouse in a drawer? And so she prayed and cried and prayed again, and there was only the darkness and the shut door.

I spose I did need a lesson with my peekin and harkin, she owned aloud, but I aint meant no harm. I aint meant to harm folks. If I can be got out Ill be as dumb as Jotham. Its too harsh to leave me here to suffer. And so poor Tamsen whined and lamented, from one long hour to another.

What was to be done? There was no use in pounding, for who could hear? The family would not be back until evening; there was a moon, and they did not mean to start until nightfall, or even later. Tamsen understood plainly that she had need of patience. Her only hope was that John Pelton would not leave his cattle unfed until too late. She tried to put the piece bags into their places there in the dark, poor thing! Luckily she had tied them up as she looked into each, but she had taken some of them out of their places. Orderly Mrs. Pelton knew the nail where the brown bag hung, and the little ticking bag that held yarn, but there was no telling colors apart in this darkness. After a long while a few stray gleams of light came under the door, and from a tiny nail hole in the roof, and it seemed many hours before these rays of the bright spring light began to fade, and Tamsen knew that night was coming. Her excitement had kept her from feeling hungry yet. It was dismal enough all day, but more dismal as she approached the moment of her disgrace.

Them young Peltons will tell all of it from one end of the town to the other, she sighed, and cried again, heartily. Even her inventive mind knew how perfectly futile would be any attempt to excuse. If she could only say that a shower had come up, and she had hurried to shut the open windows in this upper story! No, she could tell nothing but the truth.

I am going to tell the truth, she reflected at last, mechanically. I got so beset about my dress pattern that I ran over here to see if you did have some like it. I want you to laugh and despise me all you will! Poor Tamsen! She never could hold up her head again.

Im goin to count a thousand, and then Im goin to begin to pound, she resolved, unless I hear the folks sooner; but this is the other side from the yard and livin room, The counting was slowly accomplished, and with beating heart Tamsen began to knock and call.

It seemed to grow very hot in the eaves closet for all her exertions, and there were no steps on the stairs.

Pound, pound, pound with fists on the wall and with stout boot heels on the floor. She might have been a butterfly battering there in the dark, for all the response that came. Every ten minutes seemed an hour.

It must be toward nine oclock, thought Tamsen, when it was hardly seven. When they come up to bed will by my time, said the tired woman at last, and then remembered that she was over the shut up and unoccupied northwestern chamber, as far as she could be from the nearest room where any one slept.

But surely she could make herself heard, and at it she went again, knocking and pounding until her hands were too lame to pound any more.

Oh, my sakes, if I only had a good cup o tea, seems to me I should hold out better, said Tamsen sadly. The odor of camphor in the piece-bags made the air very close. She never would wish to go near camphor again, that she knew for certain; and by and by she grew heavy headed and could not keep herself awake.

Whats that funny little noise? asked one Pelton girl of the other. I keep hearing a kind of a-knocking somewhere about the house.

They had come home with their brother and left the father and mother behind, for the long-severed family was too delighted with its reunion to agree to separate so soon. Young John would drive over again next day and could do the farm work alone in the meantime.

I dont hear any knocking, said the sister. Oh, father was saying yesterday, that he believed there were rats or squirrels in the walls, and neither of them took any heed of the noise again. The young people were tired with the festival and long drive home in the cool spring evening, and though they went to bed earlier than usual, and might have heard the anxious blows, the prisoner was lying asleep just then, and dreaming dismal dreams in the close closet among the piece-bags.

Nobody will believe it is true, but everybody must listen to the tale of Tamsens unexpected escape.

Late in the night she waked with a start, and was too miserable and hopeless when she remembered her condition. Her head ached horribly, she could not pound any more; she began to think that she would rather be found dead in the eaves-closet than have to face the laughter of the Peltons. She crept closer to the low door and pushed it gently. It was very loose in its framing, and Tamsens housekeeping sense knew that moths could find their evil way in, and that there could be no poorer place for woolens than her close quarters. She remembered the old-fashioned spring latch outside; she knew that if she had a knife she could whittle her way out; but there was nothing in her pocket but a spool of white cotton, good for nothing, as she grimly reflected, but to double again and again and hang herself.

Stop — the hinges! Would they possibly slip apart? And with trembling hands and last hopes Miss Tamsen lifted the eaves-closet door. It did slip, she caught it as it swayed outward, the fresh air rushed in, and Tamsen was a free woman.

I wish I had taken a nap before, and waked up with my wits about me, thought she, with grim contempt, as she stood outside in the dark.

Why didnt I think of that and get home by noon? Twas because youd got to be made good an ashamed o yourself, Tamsen Spencer. Ill have proper dealins with you when the time comes. Now youve got to get down stairs an out o this house without nobody hearin you. Tis the dead o night, and you look sharp!

Who could properly describe the decent arrangement of the closet itself and the rehanging of the little door which still held by its latch?

Tamsen took off her shoes and went like an old pussy cat down the attic stairs, down the front stairs. Should she go out at the front door? No; it had a frightful creak, which Mrs. Pelton had deplored only the week before at house cleaning time. Luckily, front doors were not of great use in Delford.

Tamsen opened the best parlor door and shut it again behind her softly. She lifted a window and was quickly outside it in the scratchy cinnamon rose bushes. She shut the window and let its stick fall inside, and off she went down the lane to her own home and to bitter reflections.

* * * * *

Somebodys been clutterin up my piece bags! said Mrs. Pelton, sharply, one day that very week.

Twant me, said one daughter, and Twant me, said the other.

Twas me, said Miss Tamsen Spencer, who sat by the kitchen stove. She had been sick with a cold, and all alone, poor thing, and nobody had seen her before since the morning of the Foxbridge party.

Young folks is always in a hurry, continued Mrs. Pelton. You neednt laugh, Susan and Lizzie. Im real put out that you should have made me such a clutter. Tamsen, you dont have nobody to turn your house upside down the minute youve put it to rights.

Im the one, myself, said Tamsen, in a meek, hoarse voice. She tried to laugh, but she could not. If this had only been somebody elses mischance, how well she could have told the story, but there she sat in unexplainable depression, and almost as speechless as Jotham with his slate. To think that an innocent curiosity should have imperceptively led to such a shameful downfall of her pride! She was conscious of a desire to spend herself henceforth on better things. She was forced to leave the little circle of life in which she had been so great and so contented. But how many times she would have to be reminded of that eaves-closet before she died!

Seems to me youre looking altogether too peaked for a common cold, said Mrs. Pelton, kindly. Tis so unusual for you to be shut up in the house. I wish youd let us know. You must ha felt like a mouse in a trap.

I did, certain, Mrs. Pelton, responded Tamsen, with a plaintive sound in her voice.


THE GROWTOWN BUGLE (1888)
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ONE GRAY FRIDAY morning, when Miss Prudence Fellows was listlessly finishing her belated weeks ironing, her eyes caught sight of some words in large type on the scorched newspaper that lay on the ironing-board. Her flat-irons had been troubling her all the morning; in fact they also were affected by the dismal damp weather, and needed to be rubbed smooth very often. She had nothing better than this folded newspaper, which she had picked up at random, with a hasty glance at its date, and there it had been all the time until its top fold had become a shiny brown.

The words were these: WHY DONT YOU MAKE YOUR FORTUNE? and Miss Fellows half smiled, and looked pleased and conscious, letting a freshly heated iron cool in mid-air instead of giving it a determined rub. She finished the bit of work that was in hand, and then seated herself by the kitchen window to read the paper which had been confronting her with calm assertion for several hours. This was a strange paper; she could not remember at first how it had come into the house, and then remembered that one of the neighbors must have wrapped a bundle of asparagus in it the week before. The asparagus was too young to cut, and Miss Fellows resented the bad bargain, for asparagus was a great luxury to her, and she always hated to pay for anything. A stern honesty ruled her every action, however; she could not bear the thought of owing any one, any better than she could bear spending money. The only proper course was to be self-denying. She had let her own garden run to waste, and was now selling a small crop of standing grass every year from where the asparagus bed and the beets and radishes and delicious melons used to grow in her fathers and mothers time. She said that it was far cheaper to buy what she needed, and it was too much trouble and expense to carry on a whole garden for one person.

Well, she said aloud, in a grumbling tone, praps the newspaper may be wuth more to me than Abby Cooks sparrowgrass was. I think likely her Samel sent it home to her; hes roamin out that way somewheres. Growtown, Kansas — never heared of the place before. Seems to think well of itself, she muttered as she unfolded it and glanced over the singed and torn sheet. Best investments in the State, be they? Election of Se-lect-men. Well, we dont think wuth a while to take much notice o that down this way. Laying out o new lots; present o strawberries to the editorial staff — um, um, um. Seem to have had a good time eatin of em. Hon. Simeon Streeter elected Town Treasurer. Progress of Hon. Simeon Streeters elegant new residence. Lor, heres a picture of it; Tis a hansome place, I declare; and way out in Kansas too! Twant long ago there was nobody but Digger Injuns, or some such makeshifts o humanity out there, mused Miss Fellows.

I should like to live in some such a place, where there was a bustlin drive mongst the menfolks, and buildins a puttin up, and all them things. Now if I had anybody to advise with I shouldnt wonder if I could git high interest on my money out to Growtown. What was that about my makin a fortune? I caught sight o somethin — oh! new business block — here tis: stock all subscribed for but forty thousand (thats considerable, seems to me); eight per cent. to ten percent. guaranteed from rents the first year, and she gave a sigh of envy. The deacon said I couldnt look for nothin higher n five; and with a dissatisfied look Miss Prudence rose and went to her work again, laying the Growtown Bugle carefully aside. She pounded the old board tremendously; she was excited by a new idea.

To such a daily contracting life as Miss Prudences was, a glimpse into a reckless, daring, enthusiastic Western town was a strange revelation. She finished her ironing, the early summer day was at high noon, and the rain had ceased to fall; but when she had carefully made the last preparation for an unusually busy Saturday there still remained an hour or two before supper-time. She changed her calico dress for a neat but rusty alpaca, and went to the sitting-room. The deacon had promised to come that evening to conclude arrangements for the investment of five hundred dollars, which had been pinched and saved by its owner out of her narrow income from mill stocks and woodlands left by her father.

I hate to have him come purrin round and peekin into everything Ive got. He dont know the whole story, an he shant, said Prudence. Ive paid him a little somethin here an there, and advantaged him where I could in reason. Ive a good mind to let those folks out in Growtown, Kansas, have this money. Ill write em first anyways, an tell him Ive got other views when he comes to-night, leastways that I aint ready to make up my mind bout that spool factory stock he talked of; an if I lose it out West tis my own hunt.

She was surprised at herself for the daring courage that made her send a dollar bill by way of subscription to the Growtown Bugle for six months, and said as she did so that she wanted to see how a story turned out that was begun in the iron-browned copy for April 30th that had fallen into her hands. But when after a week the first number of her subscription was brought from the post-office she hunted eagerly until she found a further prospectus of the new block. This was not the only thing that promised well as an investment now, and one broadside was given up to a plan of new streets and building lots that were expected to rise in value quickly. The dazzling success of this enterprise was something to reflect upon, and Miss Prudence reflected. She never belied her name, and she had always believed all Western securities to be worthless unless one were there to watch and act for ones self. Her financial horizon was as limited as it could be, but somehow or other she was vastly pleased with Growtown. Her judgment assented to every word of a short editorial. We would urge our readers not to be faithless to our enterprising town, now that she is making such daring strides of progress. We will venture to say that no town in the West shows such largeness of vision and true unselfish enterprise as Growtown. The census returns show how attractive our chosen home has proved to outsiders, and our elegant business streets and beautiful private residences show how quickly Growtowns adopted children become loyal to the budding city. We need the help of some outside capital just at this time, and to see it flow in daily from the East, and we wish, in our editorial capacity, to assure investors in Growtown improvements that we only ask them to come and investigate for themselves. Ours is no fine scheme on paper only, and we are honest men and citizens, not adventurers and speculators. Those who lend their aid to the completion of the Simeon Streeter business block, named in honor of one of our leading citizens, or the remunerative land enterprise set forth in todays issue, will never have cause to regret the step.

Well, the man seems to talk fair, said Miss Fellows. Simeon Streeter — that was the one theyd elected Town Treasurer, and now theyve named a building for him. Must be an elderly man, an somebody amongst em, Im sure. There! with sudden high resolve, I declare Ill write a letter to him, and see which he advises, the block or one or two o them new lots; twont do no harm. I feel s if there was a kind o luck laying in my reading that paper just as I was goin to invest.

If our heroine had seen Growtown in that stage of its existence she might not have been so encouraged.

A few days later the Honorable Simeon Streeter looked up at his small son, who came running barefooted from the post-office, and was pleased to see a dozen letters in his small hand. The Honorable Streeter was a man of about thirty-five; he was in his shirt sleeves painting his front fence. His elegant residence was much more imposing in the newspaper woodcut than in reality; to tell the truth, the Growtown Bugle had furnished itself with most of its type and some electrotype illustrations at a sheriffs sale of a defunct newspaper in a neighboring town. Sim Streeter was putting up a house for himself and his wife and three children; quite a modest house, and not yet lathed and plastered; but there was the electro lying idle, and the friendly editor used it by way of compliment. Sim Streeter had made one or two unsuccessful settlements in towns that had dwindled, but this time he meant to keep his dogged resolution not to quit until he was worth his cool hundred thousand. They were pretty certain, all the enterprising Growtown citizens, that the Chikken Hazard and Flyby and the Wantostop Railroad extensions would form a junction in Growtown, where there were first rate water privileges and several other inducements. Streeter knew an official of the Wantostop; indeed, they were old chums, and Jim Bush was doing his best to accommodate a deserving friend. If it seemed expedient for the junction to be twenty minutes nearer Kansas City, Growtown was lost.

Simeon Streeters courage was still high. He owned a long line of lots where he believed the companies would place their chief buildings. He owed for nearly all of them; but money was coming in at last. He laid down his paint-brush on a bit of board, and went in out of the sun to read his letters. There were some satisfactory letters, and then circulars — a whole half-dozen of them — inviting this well-known man to invest his capital in more or less rewarding business operations elsewhere. Ive got it all in one, thought Streeter, with a thrill of pride. Im going up like a rocket when I start.

He looked a little puzzled when he came to the last letter. The prim unbusinesslike handwriting might belong to some elderly relative whose name he could not recall; but when he glanced at the signature it was unknown, and this was the first he had heard of Simmsby, Massachusetts, at which the letter was dated.

Miss Prudence Fellows requested him to acquaint her with some further particulars in regard to investing money in Growtown. She understood that he was a man of probity and honor. She would like his advice about the respective values of the Streeter block and the building lots, having a little money to invest; but if that did well she might consider Growtown favorably in the future. Miss Fellows had smiled with glee over her own little craftiness. They wont let me lose whatever I let em have now, she assured herself, with lofty self-approval.

Shes some old maid thats venturing for herself, mused Simeon. Ill work off some of my lots on you, Prudy, and make a smashing favor of it. The moneyll come in handy. Ill offer you ten of em as a special thing.

This was what he did; but by next mail Miss Fellows wrote to secure two only, and pointed out their desired location on the broadside of the Growtown Bugle.

Hanged if she haint picked out the best of the lot! exclaimed the amazed owner. Ill tell her she must take the two next those. I wont give her the corner anyway. She may be rich as mud, and Ill please her this time. And so the business was settled.

Prudence had many fears, and made herself miserable with self-reproach the rest of the summer. When she had nothing else to think of she thought despairingly of this mistaken step. She eagerly read the weekly issue of the Bugle, but she got tire of its constantly repeated prophecies and assurances, and the block still pleaded for capital, though it seemed to have been completed and was now occupied. In the meantime Miss Fellows had become partially acquainted with many citizens whose private affairs were continually commented upon and recorded. Her world had been increased by exactly the size of Growtown, and when a pastor was to be selected by the Growtown branch of her own denomination she became as excited as anybody over the rival candidates. She had not renewed her subscription to the weekly county paper which was generally taken in Simmsby, for she believed that enough news, general and particular, reached her by the way of Kansas, even if the national items were very much behind time. She began to think more about Growtown than she did about Simmsby, and to be far more alive to its interests.

If they dont carry the railroads through, Ive lost my money, she decided one day with more sorrow than anger. The Honorable Simeon Streeter had written her an answer to a long-deferred and tremblingly put forth letter of inquiry, and assured her that Growtown had the best outlook of any Western town of its size and age, and repeated its history as if he were copying a Bugle leader. But he had folded up a portion of his discouraged personal atmosphere in the sheet of letter-paper, and Miss Fellows was affected by it even while she read his valiant words. The ratio of increase of Growtowns population to its four years of age and the ratio of New Yorks growth since the time of Hendrik Hudson was one thing, but the painfully saved five hundred dollars of Miss Prudence Fellows was quite another; and there she had let it go out of hand as if it had slipped through her fingers into the depths of Simmsby Pond.

But Growtown was bound to grow, to quote the words of the Bugle. The railroads came through. No more staging across to the unpleasant rival town of Dublin; no more flings and slurs at mistaken enterprise. The citizens held their heads very high, and took occasion to visit their neighbors. Dublin itself was left out in the cold, after all. To be sure, it was the outlet of a grain region, but it was on a branch of a feeble railroad that was bound to go under before the new trunk lines. Growtown real estate went up, and the citizens grew rich in the night, as the trees crowd out new leaves in early summer. Nothing succeeds like success; and besides the railroads themselves, with their demand for land, for tenements, for men, strangers appeared daily with plans for the building of manufactories, and for shopkeeping and money-spending and money-making of every sort. The Honorable Simeon Streeter hardly allowed himself time to eat or sleep. He employed a clerk. He was a rich man, and his name was known to Boston and New York banking firms. And he had not lathed and plastered his new house simply because he meant to let somebody else do that now, and build himself the best house in that side of Kansas if his money rolled up like this. Everybody knows how a Western town can spread itself out when it once gets started, and this one was a marvel to every looker-on.

There was a system of graded schools with popular teachers; before another year went over there were Mayor and Aldermen and Councilmen and all the officials that the young city needed. The Bugle became a daily, and had three rivals into the bargain. Yet all the money was so busy making more money that there were strange traces of neglect, and most things were half finished, and Growtown looked as if it had just stepped out of the mortar box. The new rows of houses looked as if they were not the expression of individual taste, but had been bought and sold by the dozen. And away up in Simmsby, Massachusetts, Miss Prudence Fellowss head was in a whirl. She considered herself the ablest business woman in America.

When Mr. Streeters letter had come conveying to her the first intimation of her rise of fortune she had been incredulous, and even accused him of trying to get more money out of her. Then he had quickly advised her not to respond favorably to the first offer of the railroads, both of which would be likely to want her lots. Miss Prudence was terrified by telegrams, and saddened because every one had to be brought from East Simmsby, and cost seventy-five cents for delivery. Yet after three in one day she sold her lots for four thousand dollars, and bought some others, also likely to rise immensely in value.

Sim Streeter was most good-natured, and took great pains with the old ladys little fortune. He felt as if he showed gratitude in this way for his own prosperity, and fancied Miss Prudence a gentle old creature who had shown a touching confidence in his integrity. That five hundred dollars had tided him over the hardest bit of sailing since he came to Growtown. He might have had to sacrifice all this success if she had not sent the draft just as she did, and he would keep her money moving as long as he saw the chances.

Prudence returned the first check that came with orders that all her money should be reinvested. She could live for the present on her own property at home, as she always had. She held her head as high as she could, and yet she had always seemed consequential to her acquaintances. She could safely trust to the secrecy of the telegraph, and she always had kept the Growtown Bugle out of sight. Even the deacon, who took honest pains with her money, and who sometimes wondered if she could have possibly given away that five hundred dollars to the missionaries — even the deacon did not know that she was, from the Simmsby point of view, a rich woman. Her five hundred dollars had grown like a green bay-tree. She did not think it was worth while to send the next five hundred after it, but offered it, out of compassion and equity, for investment in the spool factory, which had exceeded all hopes, and paid eight per cent, as the deacon avowed at the last annual meeting. She thought it would be just as well to have it near home, but she regretted her short-sightedness more than once, as her investments were reported from Growtown.

The deacon was almost the only person who befriended Miss Fellows to any great extent. She was such a stingy creature that all her neighbors lost patience with her. There were some people who were always telling stories about her last piece of meanness. And what if they had known that she had so much money besides her comfortable village house and interest money coming in? She gave very little to the ministers salary, and didnt pay that till the last day of grace. She economized in her living expenses until she fairly went hungry; the expense of the telegrams that repeated the tale of her gains was balanced by some piece of economy. She used, before she invested in Growtown real estate, to employ a widow woman whose poor little house stood at the end of her own standing-grass garden, and the small wage had been greatly counted on by this Mrs. Peck, who was struggling hard to bring up her three children. Now Miss Prudence did all her work herself, but she sometimes watched for little Lizzie Peck to go by. She could not help liking the child, and found it hard once in a while not to be generous and good to her. The little thing had such sweet, wistful eyes, and an eager way of looking at you, and of speaking with a voice that gave one a thrill of affection for her. Miss Prudence said to herself that she meant to let that money grow awhile longer, and since affairs must take a turn downward some time, she would wait and sell out then, and salt her money down in Boston, and get the good of the interest every year. She would take dear little Lizzie Peck and send her to school off somewhere, and do well by her. There was plenty of time yet, though.

Miss Fellows had come to feel a great interest in Simeon Streeter, Junior, for his fathers sake. He was now and then spoken of in the Bugle, on his fathers account, of course, but she had learned from the Bugle that Simmie had got into trousers, and that he was the best speaker in school, and that he had come off victor in a spelling match, and much else that was of importance to the public. One day she read in the personal column of her newspaper that the son of our leading citizen, Mayor Streeter, had been heard on Metropolis Street begging his generous parent for a bicycle, and in all probability we should soon see the promising lad wheeling swiftly by our inky windows.

Miss Prudence was fired by a sudden resolve. She didnt care what it cost, she meant to give that bicycle herself. It would please Mayor Streeter, and would be a very proper thing. And she wrote a telegram to be sent from East Simmsby by the stage-driver that very afternoon. Whether she found it pleasant to do a kindness, or whether it was that the gratified father soon increased again the profits of those lucky lots, nobody can say, but, regardless of his suitable percentages, she sent the boy a little present of money at New-Year time, though she did nothing for anybody in Simmsby.

Somehow it was a great deal easier to give away money when it did not go through her own hands. She tried hard one day to give Lizzie Peck five cents for herself when she brought back the change after doing an errand, but she thought they would look for it every time. Ill do enough for her by-and-by to make up, said Miss Prudence, consoling herself for the attacks of her conscience as she watched the pale child go away. The mother was ailing just then, but when somebody ventured to tell her nearest neighbor that it was from overwork, Miss Prudence felt angry, and insisted that she was a complaining creature, that Mrs. Peck, and shiftless. Why shouldnt she get along as well as anybody? She paid Deacon Burrow hardly any rent.

Growtown was much excited a little later than this about building an opera-house, and the Bugle, ever public-spirited, urged everybody who had shared in the citys prosperity to be generous. They wanted a fitting place for the great American orators to come and speak in, and the next year was to see another Presidential campaign. Soon they might expect the best dramatic talent and the stars of the musical world. Why should they deny themselves all this because their public halls only accommodated third-class entertainment? Then the adjacent country as well as Growtown itself demanded suitable recreation after honest toil; their children needed dramatic education.

It was a truly eloquent appeal, and when Mayor Streeter wrote a kind personal note and complimented Miss Fellows by saying that she little knew how well her name was known in Growtown as one of the earliest and most generous upholders of the young citys prosperity, she responded by assenting to the large stock subscription he advised. I declare if I dont mean to go out there one of these days, she said, for perhaps the twentieth time. It pleased her very much to be called an honorary citizen of Growtown by Mayor Streeter. She grew warm with pleasure as she thought that none of her neighbors knew what a reputation she had out West. She was half frightened with a thought that the Bugle would credit her with her generous gift before many days, and yet it was not likely that anybody in Simmsby would see it. I spose plenty of em thinks I am close, she thought, but there aint one of em would do what Ive done and think light of it. Yet the pale face of the little Peck girl came strangely into her mind. All in good time, thought Prudence again, Im going to do well by Lizzie.

There came a time of rainy weather, and Miss Fellows sat alone in her damp sitting-room, too much shaded by the maples outside. It did not seem worth while to light the fire, so she got cold, and nobody happened to come in, and she was quite lonely for once in her life, and took her only pleasure in thinking that by-and-by she would get her money all back from out West, and then how she would surprise folks by doing for the parish and fixing up her house, and perhaps she might adopt Lizzie Peck out and out.

There seemed to be a good many people going by, and at last Prudence, not being without curiosity, wrapped herself in a shawl, and was just going to stand in the doorway for the sake of speaking to somebody, when a bonnet passed by the side window.

The neighbor came in, looking excited. I want to know if youve been sick? she asked. Everybodys been wonderin where you was. You do look kind of peaked. Been livin on nothin but dandelion greens, I spose, she added to herself.

Whats the matter up this way? asked Miss Prudence, with a sad sense of discomfort.

Why, to think you havent heard, living nearest of anybody! Well, poor Mis Pecks been at deaths door for two days, and poor little Lizzies just gone — died with lung fever. Nobody knew how awfully poor they were; they hid it long s they could, and the doctor said Lizzie might ha pulled through only shes been good s starved.

Lizzie? said Miss Prudence, faintly; little Lizzie, that I thought I — Get me a drink of water; I feel kind of dizzy.

Miss Prudence Fellows sank to the floor, and there she lay. Her neighbors had starved within the sound of her voice, while she made money and took thought of those at a distance. She never had felt so poor in her life as when she came to herself again.


A PLAYER QUEEN (1888)
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ONE HOT EVENING in July three illustrious members of Bill Sharps Comedy Company were waiting, ready to go on, in the flies of one of the smaller Boston theatres. There was a long scene going forward between Young Postern and Vicky Dean, whose immensely popular song of Starlight Hannah was presently to be sung, and encored at least three times, before any other event could take place. The three persons, who played the parts of dramatic father, mother, and deceived husband, were waiting in the flies until the scene between the lovers was over; it was much cooler there than in the green-room, which was more stuffy and tiresome than usual. Nelly Hall, the leading lady, was apt to be dilatory in her preparations, and often had to be summoned impatiently, but to-night she had already been waiting four or five minutes. She had seated herself in a gorgeous gilt chair of state, which was to be used in the next piece as the throne in a burlesque of Hamlet; the two young men were crouching on the dusty floor at her side. Jack Sprague, whom his admirers called the most stylish man on the American stage, was absurd enough in his elderly-gentleman makeup; at this short range his high, bald forehead was easily distinguished from his veritable smooth skin.

What a life it is! sighed the slender Queen in the gilt chair. I wish that Billy had put on the Lady of Lyons instead of that Hamlet nonsense. I dont half know my lines. I keep saying the real thing and getting in earnest. If Billy hadnt written this burlesque himself, he would have sworn at any body who offered it to him. The house always gets as empty as a rainy Sunday church before we are through the first act, and then he scolds us all around, and says we dont take trouble with our parts.

This was an old grievance; the young men assented gloomily. Give me tragedy forever, said Old Postern, who was really the younger of the two brothers. Young Postern himself was playing the lover with Vicky. Give me tragedy forever! he repeated, more decidedly. I could play Macbeth two years on a stretch—

Oh no, you couldnt, answered the Queen, quickly, with a twinkle in her pretty eyes. Think of the audience!

Nelly, what shall we do tomorrow? asked Jack Sprague, hastily, for Old Postern was not fond of a joke; he was but a dull player, poor lad, and yet the company would have sadly missed him from its ranks.

I havent had a week-day to myself for so long that I have forgotten what I can do, answers the girl, eagerly. Then you arent going off by yourselves? in a pleased tone. Well sleep as late as we can, of course; it isnt often we get a Sunday-morning nap in the middle of the week. Suppose we go on the water somewhere?

Count me out then, responded Jack Sprague, good-humoredly. Im no sailor. See here, its pretty in the country now, lets go out somewhere for a good long drive and have a high, old dinner and come home by moonlight. I forget how green grass looks in anything but small samples.

Its my birthday, exclaimed the Queen, rising to her feet excitedly. Ill ask Vicky Dean; it must be my ball.

It was your birthday only a month ago, said Old Postern, with amazement; and Nelly denied the charge unblushingly.

Then I wont have Vicky, she insisted at last, and her companions laughed aloud.

Old Postern doesnt care about your birthdays; he is all for truth, urged Jack Sprague, seriously, as the prompter walked by. Let her have her birthdays, old boy, and you and Vicky be young together; and Postern blushed a lively crimson through his make-up.

Perhaps Vicky wont go, he said, ruefully. Postern was very cheerful-looking and absurdly red-cheeked and boyish when one reflected upon his tragic bent. He had very little to say, and there was generally more or less hopelessness about his remarks. You know she never will leave her family when we are here. She spends so much time on the road that she hasnt a word for anybody while the company is in Boston.

The hopeless passion of Old Postern for Vicky Dean was recognized by all their associates, for the little actress sang and danced and painted her pale cheeks all for her fathers sake. He had been an actor, and was now an invalid, from the fall of a stage balcony and perhaps a little carelessness as to his fashion of life. Vicky liked to tell everybody that he had played with Booth, but nobody ever asked her about his part. Postern expressed great pride and admiration in the stage lore and experience of his inevitable father-in-law, but he was jealous of Dean, too, Vickys papa being his only rival.

Vicky and her lover drew but small salaries. It was good of Nelly, the Queen, to arrange a days pleasuring; but everybody knew that Nelly was the kindest heart in the world.

There was a droll cadence and a cheerful swing in Vickys gay tune, which had already been sung twice. The audience would beg for it again, and the heavy gallery boots kept time, while even the players themselves could feel the delight of it, familiar as Starlight Hannah had become. They were pleased that hard-working little Vicky had made a hit, but it was plain that her voice was getting sharp now, and they gaily made their entrance at this auspicious moment.

They were obliged to glower with rage at once, and they did it handsomely. Nelly was full of spirit; the silly play ceased to weary the overheated audience. The Comedy Company had long ago paid tribute with Nellys nickname, and the Queen ruled her small and penniless court with great sympathy and decision. Nobody was half satisfied with her salary, and every one said that Nelly deserved to go to England, where people knew genius when they saw it. Yet the Comedy Company thought very well of itself as a troupe; there was nothing on the road that could equal it in ability. Nelly was its star, the large-lettered person of the posters and programmes, but her honest admirers were beginning to wonder why she did not have the recognition she deserved. Now and then an envious voice said that she did not put her whole heart into her playing as she used; and on such an evening as this, when she was in good spirits, she was sure to be told that she made somebody think of old times. It could not be even dreamed that our Queen was in danger of criticism, or that she reigned timidly. 

An actors holiday often means a long mornings sleep, and these were tired young folk, but for all that it was hardly noon when the four comedians set forth. Billy Sharp had made an excellent bargain in underletting the theatre for a grand mass meeting of certain labor societies, and was no doubt glad to have an evening to himself. No rehearsal or mockery of it in the morning; no footlights at night to make ones eyes smart and ones head grow dizzy with the flicker; no tyrannical, fickle audience to scorn or applaud; no dust and clatter of scene shifting; no hurry in the dressing room; no supes; no nervous weariness when the play was done, and no extravagant supper ordered in excitement and regretted directly it was served. An off day that was not a Sunday, and our four friends in a decent hired carryall with a willing pair of horses bound country-ward.

Jack Sprague was the leader of the excursion. He had been once at a first-class hotel out beyond Cambridge where the Harvard men bestowed their patronage. Jack had been asked to join a party made by Museum men, and two or three guests from the Irving Company the winter before. He had often spoken of this grand occasion to his companions, and was sure that he knew the way. If they give you half as good a dinner as I had that day, Jack said, youll wish you could go there to live.

Beside Jack on the front seat was Nelly, radiant with pleasure. She wore a very wide-brimmed Gainsborough hat and her best long gloves, and a dress which Jack had once noticed with approval. There was something not exactly conspicuous, but for all that uncommon, in the aspect of these pleasure makers, though they had dressed most carefully for the parts of picnicing ladies and gentlemen. They could not forget the Public, their requiring task-master, and when some young vagrant gave a saucy cheer, as they drove along, Jack Sprague snapped his whip at them magnificently. Our friends were so possessed with the idea of themselves and the Comedy Company that it was easy to fancy that everybody else knew them too.

Dear me! yawned Nelly, as they went their rural way, I havent been up so early in the morning this summer. What makes it seem so much earlier out here than it does in town? Let me drive, or I shall go to sleep. Did you say that we should have a good dinner, my lord?

To which my lord responded with enthusiasm.

Are you and Vicky enjoying everything? the Queen inquired, presently, without turning her head or giving a hint of looking round at the pair on the back seat. I wish that you would give me my little red silk shawl, if it is perfectly convenient, and then she glanced over her shoulder at Vicky, who was blushing a little, and looked very pretty.

We are your Majestys servants, says Postern, gallantly. Sprague, are we on the right road? This is uncommon rural.

The little red shawl had become familiar on many a provincial stage. It always lighted up well, and took on the color of a live cardinal flower, but it never had been more admired than now, against a daylight background of green. The Queen looked paler than she did in the evening, but some wild flowers beguiled the pleasure-makers, and they clambered down from the high carriage, and ran among the bushes like children to fill their hands with white ox-eye daisies. The two girls pinned them on in stage fashion of breast knots, and garlanded not only their own headgear but the young mens beside. There was a pretty bit of woodland, and they deeply regretted that the holiday had not been planned with a view to picnicing in this very spot. The horses browsed by the wayside; they were much more used to being hurried along dusty suburban roads, and hardly knew what to make of this bit of horse-heaven a dozen miles from town.

Were getting deeper and deeper into the country, insisted Postern. You ought to have taken that turn to the left; were bearing to the northard all the time since we left Cambridge, and theres no end to this Forest of Arden, that I can see.

Oh, my dinner, pleaded the Queen; I wish I had eaten my breakfast bad as it was. I was up in time. I fibbed about that, for I was waiting at the window an hour before I saw the horses turn round the corner.

And Jack Sprague, quite crestfallen, stopped the amiable horses at last, and tried to consider the error of his ways. He had a desperate moment of fear that he had spoiled the holiday. Should they go on or turn back, he asked, after he had patiently submitted to much derision.

Oh, go on! exclaimed Vicky Dean, who thought this was the loveliest of drives. We shall come to some village or other, and there is sure to be a hotel. Lets go on!

But even Vickys high courage began to give out half an hour later, for they saw no steeples and went still through a bushy woodland country, and only passed a small, unpromising farmstead now and then in the half-cleared sandy fields. There was a shout of joy when at last they struck a more traveled road, and saw in the distance some high roofs and chimneys. It looked like a very small village, but it was certainly a village. The Queen insisted that they had been taken up by a whirlwind and set down unharmed very far inland. I always wondered how they did it so easily in Shakespeare, she laughed. A seaport in Bohemia this minute and somewhere else the next; wishing-carpets and big birds, and all those things used to be true, you know.

I wish they were true now, whispered Jack Sprague, unexpectedly, with an unusual shine in his eyes; and Nelly was filled with joy, and blushed as she seldom blushed nowadays. Lovers had been very plentiful in her short life, and it had been easy to disdain them, but Jack Sprague! — 

Look, look! cries the Queen, forgetting her pleasant reverie. Here is the very place; an old-fashioned country tavern with a sign like ours in the scenery! Oh stop here, do stop, and see if they will take us in!

Old Postern groaned and tried to remonstrate, and Jack warned everybody of complete disappointment, but turned the horses toward the grass-grown tavern yard. A hulking boy came out of the tumble-down stables, and the next moment a quaint old woman appeared in the side doorway. She wore large, blinking gold spectacles, and was singularly long-waisted, but short of stature, as if she were cut off at her knees. She was a good study of makeup, and here was an event at last — the drive had been a trifle dull and uncertain.

Doesnt it seem like England? whispered the Queen, authoritatively, and everybody assented, though not one of the four had ever crossed the sea.

Jack Sprague leaped from the carriage and stood before the door, hat in hand, after a great bow. Is this a public house, and can you afford us entertainment, madam? says he.

Well, sir, answers the old woman, with a pleased smile at this charming politeness, I dont know as I ought to call it so now; we used to do a gret business; this was the main road into Boston, and lots o folks used to put up here over night and go into town early. An as it happens to-day, Im left sole alone, except Tobias there, and Im not provided as I should be, but he can do for your team and I can give you some kind of a bite, if its so that you dont want to go farther.

There was but a moments hesitation at the end of this almost breathless speech, and then Nelly Hall decided the question by getting out of the carryall and approaching the friendly old dame with a beaming face. She and Sprague, you remember, always took the part of first lady and gentleman. She dropped the landlady a charming courtesy, and stood before her with all her wilting posies and the famous red shawl about her shoulders.

We are only too glad to have what you may please to give! she said. We are strangers in the country.

French folks, be you, dear? inquired Mrs. Fleck, who loved a little adventure, and was only by force of habit a humdrum person.

From Scotland, said the Queen, unblushingly. I am Lady Macbeth, and this — she couldnt call Jack her husband— this is Mr. Macduff; this, as Vicky approached, is my sister Ophelia, and Mr. Smith. There was a thrill of laughter in the very air, and Nelly herself shook for a moment, and almost spoiled the little scene.

Come in, all of you, cried the hostess, hospitably. Way from Scotland; I want to know! Youre Miss Mackby, be you? She didnt hear very well, good soul. And Mr. Duffy, this one? I had a cousin who married with a Duffy, but they lived down New Bedford way, somewheres. Come right in. We dont keep no book now. I dont know s I ought to say we keep tavern at all, and she led them across the wide, arched entry to a cool room that looked out into the garden.

There they seated themselves, right centre and left centre, as if waiting for the curtain to rise. Postern thought it unmentionably slow. He whispered something about dried-apple pies to the Queen, who spoke of cider in a more cheerful tone; but Sprague depressed her again with a suggestion of wilted crackers. This solitary, old, gone-to-seed hostelry was a poor exchange for the gay, townish hotel which he had in mind. His mouth had been fairly watering all the way for the chilled champagne, with which he meant to treat his companions. The four members of the Comedy Company were beyond asking for any delicacies, however; it was honest hunger that assailed them.

The old hostess reappeared presently, like a busy ant. Youll have to wait the longer, less some one of you comes right out into the garden with me and helps me pick a mess of peas, she said, with a persuasive briskness. I aint going to make company of you. I know by your looks how hungry you be, and praps one o you wont mind helping till Tobias is free of his hosses. They was warm, too.

The four members of the Comedy Company rose together from their chairs and insisted upon going to the garden. There was something motherly and delightful about Mrs. Fleck, and the disused inn parlor was stuffy. Nelly, the Queen, went first, and talked with the inns mistress all the way down the garden walk. The red shawl showed bravely above the pea-vines.

There was not much paint left on the gambrel-roofed house, but on the side next the garden grew woodbines and grapevines, and morning-glories were blooming yet about the kitchen windows, though the day was at high noon. There was a smell of herbs in the air — of fresh sage and thyme — because the leading gentleman had walked straight across the herb-bed. The old garden was full of bees; the roses were hardly out of bloom in the shade of the trees, and the hot sun made the pea-vines a very pale blue green. Why cant we have dinner out of doors, asked Nelly Hall. There was that table and the benches under the cherry trees as we came out.

Mrs. Fleck was greatly amused at this proposal. Why, yes, honey, she answered, as if the Queen were a willful child; if so be youd rather than have things fixed decent in the dining-room. I let that old kitchen table stay out all weathers. I do my ironin on it in hot mornins. But I aint goin to put on a good table-cloth that I had in mind fer ye. Bless you! weve got peas enough aready — `many hands makes light work, says the proverb — but, my sakes! aint some o you ben pickin small an big ones an leaves all together!

Now, said the Queen, as they all went toward the house. Dear sister Ophelia and Mr. Smith, will you be kind enough to take yourselves off for a long walk. I cant have you in my way. Mr. Duffy must play about the house because he may be wanted about setting the table. For me, I shall help to cook the dinner.

There were mild protests, but the Queen had her way, and Vicky gave a grateful glance to her friend as she disappeared toward the orchard shade, out beyond the bee hives. Jack Sprague lounged into the old house. Perhaps he went to sleep on a wide, prickly haircloth sofa in the best room; at any rate, he lay there listening to the pleasant country sounds out in the garden, and to the tones of Nellys voice as she went and came in the old kitchen.

It seemed strangely silent and lonely, that old house, which had been the shelter of so many people. What tender hearts and hard hearts, what good and bad errand-runners had slept and waked within its walls! A feeling of unrest still lingered to vex the most leisurely traveler, but the rural peace and isolation had almost quelled it, and nature was having its way. Seeds of the wild field flowers sprouted closer together every year in the garden, and when this pleasant old hostess was gone the sun and rain and the field flowers would have their way. The four members of the Comedy Company were vexed with themselves because they were not more provoked at having lost their way. Jack Sprague had resigned himself to the absence of champagne, and they were all soothed by the silence and more amused with the old tavern than any one would believe. Hard-worked, late o nights, uncomplaining young majesty, servants these, who thought no ill of making an audience laugh when your own heart ached; who fitted not so badly into the pinchbeck trappings of state and even royalty. Alas! there are spangles worn or torn off the robes of other high gentlefolk beside those of the stage, and happy are they who can bring good-humored smiles to the faces of this anxious world.

Where are they all three? and Nelly comes bustling to the door in a great gingham apron and rings a big bell with both hands. Jack Sprague comes out of the dark parlor looking flushed and sleepy, and years younger, like a hungry boy, and then Postern and Vicky appear from under the far apple trees, quite coy and shame-faced with delight, the two of them. Nelly knows in an instant that Postern has asked Vicky to marry him, and has not been refused, either. She has been telling him for weeks that he ought to do it, and to leave the stage by and by and settle down. Postern will never make an actor.

They come to the table in the garden where the Queen stands triumphant before her little feast. This is the quickest-fingered and quickest-footed creature that ever was, and not only have the old flag-bottomed chairs been brought out from the dining-room, and the brightest old crockery hunted out of every cupboard, but she has put nosegays at every plate and made the dinner a picture of gayety. And she will have it that Mrs. Fleck sits down with them at the garden table and takes the seat at the head, though Mrs. Fleck wonders who is to serve them, and is a little worried and self-conscious. Nellys kind heart is brimming over with a great wish that everybody should have the best of good times. She has often spent her last cent in hot theatre suppers, under flaring gas-lights; she has known the hard side of life so well that she seizes every chance for gayety. Nobody else would have thought to sprinkle little flowers and fine maple leaves all over the white table-cloth; and having stolen enough mouthfuls of dinner by the way to quell her bunger, she sits down meekly, and takes all the praise she can get.

Twas Mis Mackby did it all, insists Mrs. Fleck, with a pleased smile, and then they began to eat their luncheon like school children. There was but a small piece of cold roasted lamb — a very small piece, indeed — but Nelly had made an omelet, such as her old Italian friend, Signor Floretti, used to make; he who played accompaniments while she sang her childish songs many years ago. Nellys mother was an actress before her, and the Signor was an old music teacher, who lived in the same New York boarding house. There never was such an omelet put upon a table. Mrs. Fleck would often try to copy it afterward, and never succeed in giving it just quite the same taste. And then there were the green peas, and Nelly had made salad of the potatoes with a pinch of herbs and a bit of yellow cream and vinegar. There was good country bread and butter, and — there was elder wine! Jack Spragues eyes had brightened at the sight of the old decanter with its thick-stalked, round-bowled wine glasses. They listened to Mrs. Flecks long story of how she made it, and how she always depended upon currants in old times, and upon cider, but now for long and tedious reasons she had none of either. The happy company ate and drank and were merry, and pledged each other in the wine, and were thankful, though it certainly was a little too sweet. They would have Mrs. Fleck take a whole glass, though she said it would be sure to go to her head.

And then Nelly commanded the two cavaliers to clear the table, and to do it carefully, too, and not pile up the plates as they went to the kitchen, because if they did wrong in any way they should have no cherry pie.

What a cherry pie it was — large and deep, and baked in a square dish! What a triumph of engineering to cut it into five equal portions; but the Queen did that, and everybody had a fair share of juice. Mrs. Fleck was more than thankful that she had baked it yesterday, and of such immense size; but she had a foreboding, and the tall cherry-tree stood in the shade of the house and bore more than common fruit that year.

But where is Tobias? asked somebody. Is he eating hay with the horses?

Hes mortal bashful, responds Mrs. Fleck. I gave him some bread and sweet-cake and my yaller pitcher full o milk. Twill keep him till I can further attend. At which everybody shouted with delight. The elder wine was stronger than it tasted.

What an afternoon of delight! The very bees came about the table to get their share of the cherry pie, or went waddling about the table-cloth, after a visit to the glasses; there was a bewildering flicker of shadows moving to and fro on the table from the cherry leaves overhead. Nelly could not be urged to have another bite of anything, though she declared herself to have been hungry enough to have eaten the pasteboard fowls belonging to the Comedy Company when she first sat down. Mrs. Fleck was almost tearful in her sentimental enjoyment of this unexpected occasion. She could not hear exactly what Nelly said about the Comedy Company; in truth she could hardly follow the quick, merry speech of her companions. She felt certain that they were foreigners; but it was all a little confused, except that they had come out for a frolic and were successful in finding one. No, you brought your good time with you, she said aloud, in a little pause, while somebody was urging somebody else to sing. Vicky Dean protested that she would not and could not sing Starlight Hannah then or there. She would rather forget it this one day in a whole, long month. They all joined in a pretty chorus presently, and Mrs. Fleck thought this the best of all, until Vicky and Postern sang the air of a stage dance, and Jack and the Queen took the steps of it to and fro on the green grass.

Perhaps you sing yourself, Mrs. Fleck? says Jack Sprague, gallantly, as they take their seats again, for he had heard the widow join in the refrain tremulously as she beat time with her cloth-slippered foot.

I used to have a pretty tuneful voice when I was young, she answers. I always was the one to sing trible in the singing seats. Whether it was the elder wine or the good company, who can tell? but when the guests urged Mrs. Fleck to sing a song, she cleared her voice directly and began, Mid pleasures and palaces — that dear old tune which touches every heart of us as we grow older. It touched the hearts of the four companions of the Comedy Troupe. Perhaps it was not a fortunate selection, for neither of them had any home but lodgings. Jack Sprague, after his eyes and Nellys had met with a dear surprise of conscious prophecy — Jack Sprague strolled off a little way down the garden, and then, coming hastily back, struck into the last refrain with a friendly tenor, and helped the old lady along on the high notes, just as her voice began to break a little.

Tis hard to be growin old, she said, by way of gentle apology, when she had ended. My heart is as young as ever it was when I get among young folks, but I declare my voice is a-goin.

And everyone said it was a sweet voice still, and what a dear old song it was after all; and Nelly sang Hunting Tower charmingly, and afterward some delicious Italian street songs, taught her by the omelet-making Signor. Jack Sprague liked them, and that was the reason why they were sung.

Postern was a well-known athlete in the company, and after the songs began to fail he kindly did amazing things on the grass plot with his own arms and legs and a sturdy old clothes-pole, and frightened both Mrs. Fleck and Vicky in a delightful way. The afternoon shadows of the old house covered most of the garden, and still they sat there and amused themselves cheerfully. At last they gravely agreed that they must go away — they must go back to town. There would be nothing for our supper, whispers Nelly. May we come again some day, Mrs. Fleck? she added, aloud.

They wandered through the quaint old house while Tobias harnessed the horses. Nelly held a little prim blue-and-white crockery pitcher, which she had fallen in love with on a high shelf and filled with flowers for the table. Taint worth five cents, darlin, but I wish youd keep it to remember me by, urged Mrs. Fleck. They said good-bye over and over again. Jack Sprague tipped Tobias like a lord, and nearly took his dwindling wits away. And Mrs. Fleck must have $5, too, though she insisted that 50 cents a dinner was her usual charge, and that by good rights she ought to pay them for such a pleasure-making. Jack Sprague apologized for such generosity to the Queen. We should have spent twice as much at the other place, you know, and she looked as if she didnt know what money was. Poor young spendthrift! Mrs. Fleck was a forehanded old soul, and they were just keeping themselves meanly fed and covered with fast-fading theatre splendors.

To think that I and my mother before me have spent our lives behind the footlights! said Nelly, wistfully, as they drove away, and here that quiet old place has been going on and the garden growing and blooming every year. Did you hear the old lady say that she wished we could come out some Sunday and hear the new minister? and they all laughed.

But the Queen did not confess that she had asked Mrs. Fleck whether, if some time she should be ill or tired out, she might not come to the old tavern to stay a long time and get rested. Mrs. Fleck had taken the red silk shawl into her motherly arms for answer, and stroked the Queens head kindly before she said a word.

Vicky Dean and Mr. Postern sat together on the back seat of the carryall, and, as usual, were seldom heard to speak, but all agreed that it was a wonderfully beautiful evening.

Think of my poor mother and me! the Queen repeated. Think of us, Jack Sprague! she commanded her loyal subject, gently.

For Nelly, having played many a part on many a stage, had now put her whole heart into this carefully-studied scene of housekeeping. She hoped that Jack would like it best of all her roles. Did he, too, think sometimes how good it would be if they had a home together? Alas! theirs was a life of change and hurry and weariness behind the footlights, and her womans heart was unsatisfied. She would always play the part of Herself for the leading gentleman if the Fates proved kind.

The leading gentleman was also busy with his thoughts. He had a look of cities and of fashionable life, but his own mother had been a simple country woman for all that, and had grieved, provokingly, when Jack felt a vocation for the stage. She had been dead a long time now, it seemed to him, as he thought of her. Perhaps he and Nelly would go some time to the old farm-house on its green hillside; he never supposed before that Nelly would like that sort of thing. Jack Sprague lighted a cigar, but it went out; and he wished that he had either worked hard enough to be a first-rate actor or had let it all alone in the beginning. The Player Queen began to feel chilly in the damp evening air; she drew the red silk shawl closer and closer, then she moved a bit nearer to Jack, and put her warm thin little hand into his: Why, I almost forgot that you used to be a country lout yourself, Mr. Duffy, said she.
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THE DAYS BUSINESS of the old County Savings Bank was nearly done. Mr. Pendell the treasurer and his three assistants were busy making up their accounts. Mr. Pendell was a methodical old-fashioned business man who did most of his writing at a plain high desk, where he stood leaning on one elbow hour after hour, with no apparent fatigue. As for the three younger men, they were seated at more or less ornate roll-top desks; two of these clerks were Mr. Downs and Mr. Hathaway, reliable accountants, and both in the later twenties of their age. At the least elegant of the desks, with his face toward the street sat Jonas Dyer, a young, good-looking, country fellow, whose round face had never known an anxious furrow until he came to his junior clerkship a few weeks before.

He was a poor lad himself as to this worlds wealth, and of late had been forwarded in life by an old uncle who was senior director of the bank. Jonas Dyers mother was perfectly confident that he would be his uncles heir, but old Mr. Dyer was of that spirit and temper of mind which sometimes results in large gifts to impersonal tract societies, and Jonas knew that a great deal might depend upon his own diligence and accuracy in accounts. He was slow at figures and slow with his pen, and he had by nature no gift for saving. It was fortunate that he had little to spend, otherwise there might have been clearer revelations of his generous traits. Everybody gave him congratulations enough on his good chance in the County Savings Bank, but nobody wasted sympathy on the caged heart of poor Jonas, who loved a free life and out-of-door air; he sometimes felt as if the new bank fittings and especially the handsome iron fret-work behind which he stood, all savored of the prison, and that during bank hours at least, he was a sorrowful captive. The other clerks were fond of their surroundings, and recognized, as time went on, a different spirit in their young associate. By some mysterious insight they were aware of the tone that Jonas mother always took in laying his duty before him. She was a devoted mother, but she loved the exhorting sound of her own voice, and had talked so much to her growing boy that he had become stolidly reticent. Perhaps Downs and Hathaway had found their example in one of Mrs. Dyers rare visits to the bank, when it may be suspected that she had come in merely to look upon her only son at his desk, trusted as he was with untold gold and on the highroad to fortune. There was nobody else there that day on the customers side when Jonas timidly presented his mother to his three companions.

Old Mr. Pendell behaved with courteous dignity, inviting Mrs. Dyer to come in and sit down, while Jonas unfastened the wicket gate for her, and blushing red gave her his own chair. How fast the good woman did talk without knowing it! Jonas went ostentatiously into the great safe to divert her mind and show her how completely he felt at home, trying by the way to escape a direct look at Downs and Hathaway. To tell the truth, he was just 20 years old, and hardly felt as if he was 16.

I tell Jonas, Mrs. Dyer was saying, that there is a good deal to be proud of and grateful for in this situation. I know hes a good boy, if not so quick as some, and I advise him to be attentive and biddable to you, Mr. Pendell, and I want him to be constant at meetin and to avoid worthless associates. I felt very anxious about him when he come away from home. He aint no judgment what to eat -

Jonas came bursting out of the safe with an expression of agony.

I guess Mr. Pendell will let you come in and see where he keeps all his money, the poor boy told his mother, trying to behave as if there were a great joke going on. He did not look at the other fellows.

I tell em up our way that theres nothing to prevent your filling your pockets unless tis your own honesty, the visitor said, and then happily became speechless as Jonas let her take one hurried look into the gold and silver drawers.

He was fond of his mother, but she insisted upon treating him like a boy, and since he had lived in towns among strangers he had begun to feel as if he were a man. The call was abruptly ended by the appearance of a friend who had brought Mrs. Dyer to town shopping.

Downs and Hathaway shook hands politely with the good woman, and seemed to take pleasure in accepting her kind invitation to come up with Jonas and stop awhile whenever they got leave. But alas! from this call much misery took rise; it was the delight of the elder clerks to treat Jonas as if he were both touchingly young and delicate of constitution.

They never went so far as to show the slightest disrespect in allusion to or quotation from the anxious mother; they simply adopted her solicitude about Jonas, who was seldom allowed in their presence to put on manly behavior. But if they did not chaff him about this they would be sure to find something else, and so, as they explained his bank work with unfailing patience, our hero bore their chaffing and mockery as best he might and with whatever bravery and unconcern he could muster. 


CHAPTER II.
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JONAS STOOD BESIDE his desk, facing the street in a moment of idleness; he was so tall that he could see over the mahogany railing that screened the bank interior from the glance of passers-by. It was cold weather outside, and he had a sense of snug warmth and his own privileged position, yet the thought crossed his mind that it would be a good day to go through a piece of woods and mark trees for chopping. There would be no wind in the woods; somehow he could not get over the habit of planning farm work.

At this moment he noticed an ancient covered chaise which belonged to the elderly farmer who was just arranging his financial business. Mr. Pendell himself liked to attend to some of the old bank customers, for there had been days when the County Savings Bank depended upon his services alone, and he was consequently trusted and respected by all the thrifty farmers of the region.

Under the cover of the carriage Jonas did not at first observe a fresh young country face; he looked at the shaggy strong old horse, used for plowing and as a roadster by turns, and calculated the probable age and worth of the good beast before he saw the bright eyes beyond.

Then a thrill of curiosity and pleasure such as he had never felt before pervaded his frame. He felt a new sense of wakefulness and cheerful alacrity. The girl in the buggy looked at him as he looked at her, and if the truth were known the eyes of Jonas were the first to turn away. Hathaway softly reminded him that it was business hours, and Jonas bent sideways limberly into the chair before his own desk. Hathaway rose for an instant to see what was interesting outside, but the pretty girl was in eclipse of the chaise top.

Thinking of buying that colt? inquired Hathaway, a good deal disappointed, and Jonas vaguely smiled. The old farmer and Mr. Pendell were conversing sedately. Aint raised the rate o interest, have they? asked the depositor with a smile.

Directors think of lowering it another year, reported the cashier. We cant pay 5 per cent if we dont get but 4. Savings bank securities come higher every year. Why dont you buy some bonds, Mr. Hayland?

The old County Savings Banks always been good enough for me and my folks.

Youd do better with your money by 2 per cent.

Jim Hymore struck for 18 and aint got nothin to show fort. I expect youve heard tell o his venture, aint you?

The cashier smiled and pushed the bank book in its much-thumbed envelope across the counter, and Mr. Hayland took some time to put it into a deep inner pocket and to button his coat over it. Well, Ive got my savins where theyll be earnin a little somethin, he said, after his usual custom on such occasions. Thered been more this time, but weve been fixin up the meetin house an wife thought she ought to do same s others. Well, I dont know but I felt the pleasure o bein able to gratify her. Good day.

Good day, sir, responded the cashier. Give my respects to Mrs. Hayland.

Jonas longed to take another look before the buggy was driven away, perhaps forever, but he was afraid of Hathaway.

Who was that old gentleman, Hathaway? he made bold to inquire, but Hathaway only scuffed an angry foot for answer, and began again at the foot of a long column of figures.

Thats Joel Hayland; he lives eight or nine miles down Oak Hill way — a good comfortable farmer, and as honest a man as I know. Mr. Pendell himself spoke warmly, and Jonas felt as much pleased as if he were listening to the praise of one of his own family.

Just then old Mr. Hayland and his daughter were going out of town well wrapped against the chilly wind, which luckily was well astern of the covered chaise.

We shall have it nice an comfortable goin home, shant we, Love? asked the farmer. Did you get all those things your mother wanted?

Yes, sir, said Love. Seems to me theres something I havent remembered, too. Who was it in the bank? she added.

Mr. Pendell, the cashier, a nice, good man he is wanted to be remembered to your mother.

Oh, not Mr. Pendell; I know him, protested Love; a younger man, I mean.

I dont know s I really took notice. Theres two or three of em; a young Downs has been there a number o years. Mr. Pendell gets right up what ever hes doin an tends to me himself. They say he dont do it for everybody.

Twas a tall, young-lookin fellow, Love Hayland continued persuasively, but the old farmer shook his head. He had taken note of no one but his old friend, the cashier, and so home they went along the winding road through the snowless winter country. It was after Thanksgiving, and Mr. Hayland was two or three weeks later than usual with his semi-annual deposit. Although the northwest wind was behind them, the father and daughter were glad to find themselves in their own warm kitchen again. It was almost night when they got home. The day had been short and bleak, but Love came in with rosy cheeks and dancing eyes and a heartful of pleasure.

I have had a real good ride, she said, havent you, father?

Twas pleasanter than goin alone, said the plain man, with unwonted gallantry. I dont know but I like the road full as well in good weather. Mr. Pendell was civil and accommodatin to me sames he always is, and sent his respects to you, mother. I see Abel Foster on the street, too, and he was glad to see me, and they meant to ride up to see us if that long spell o rain hadnt hindered em. There want many on the street; twas a bad day.

Love looked at her father with surprise.

I suppose you got me that set o knittin needles? asked Mrs. Hayland, after looking over the packages that had been brought in.

I declare, I forgot all about em, mother, said Love. I left them till the last thing because we had to come by the store again, and father was in a hurry to get his bank business done. I got into the chaise after I did the other errands and -

Dear heart, taint such a great matter, said the kind little mother, with a sigh that Love could not hear. Somebodyll soon be going again.

Presently Love disappeared, and took off her best woollen dress, and came back in a comfortable old one; but she had lingered to tie in a piece of red ribbon for a cravat, and she had looked out of the bedroom window toward town to see if she could discover the reflection of the new electric lights. The sky was very cloudy and dark, but she was pretty sure that a dim glow lighted the heavens in that direction. When she came down into the kitchen, her father and mother and Jacob Bean, the hired man, were already at supper. Love looked uncommonly pretty, and they all noticed her; the father and mother stole a pleased glance at one another.

Seems to me as youve taken a good while to change your dress, said Mrs. Hayland, gently reproachful.

It didnt seem long to me, answered Love, honestly. I didnt know how late twas when we got home, it gets dark so early now. Why, I forgot ever so many things Ive thought of buyin. I shall have to go again quick as I can (with a little blush).

Come, draw up and have some o this good warm supper, child, said the father. I think the roads too plaguey rough to drive over again until snow comes. If youd brought much more I shouldnt had a cent left to leave with Mr. Pendell.

They werent all my things, said Love. Mother, I dont know but I ought to have me a new winter suit after all. Mine seemed to look a little past when I got among folks.

I thought it looked pretty when you came down ready to go. Tis the bother o getting it made, said the busy little woman. Love was still young for her age, and had never settled down into careful womanly ways, though she was already 19.


CHAPTER III.
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JONAS AND MR. Pendell were alone together in the bank one February morning. One of the other young men was away at his brother-in-laws funeral and Hathaway had been sent to Boston on a financial errand. Jonas wished that he could have had the variety of a journey to Boston. Sometimes he felt as if the irksome confinement of his business were telling upon his health and spirits, but he looked perfectly well, and unsympathetic friends still congratulated him on his excellent opportunity. The odor of bank bills became more and more unpleasant to him, and once or twice good Mr. Pendell had felt obliged to urge him to greater quickness — not accuracy — for our hero was much to be trusted in his figures.

His patron, the rich uncle, looked at him approvingly from under his shaggy suspicious eyebrows, as he went and came about his business or the bank meetings. Jonas lived with this uncle, who was a bachelor, and there was always plenty to do night and morning in the matter of household work, the housekeeper being amiable but decrepit, and the uncle held the opinion that a lad should be made to work as he had worked in his own youth.

Jonas was naturally of a domestic turn, and only varied his life now and then by occupying a back seat at an evening meeting. In the bank he sometimes felt important, and was upborne by the dignity of his position, but out of bank hours he was simply a clumsy, country fellow unused to town life. He often looked out of the bank window to see that old horse from Oak Hill, but he was never fortunate, though the two bright eyes that looked from under the chaise top still shone like stars in his thoughts.

Mr. Pendell was very busy that morning, and when the door was opened he nodded to Jonas, who had been busy paying and receiving all the morning. As the young man rose he saw the safe horse of his dreams fastened to a post in front of the window. There was an old high-backed sleigh now, with two good buffalo robes and plenty of bright straw.

Jonas recognized the quality of the straw and that a most uninteresting looking man held the reins. But the bank door was opened, and when Jonas turned there stood his pretty girl. He blushed and she blushed, and they stood looking at each other, but Jonas business habits stood him in good stead.

He reached for the bank book, which was timidly proffered, but he dropped it twice and struck his head on the edge of the counter in trying to pick it up. Mr. Pendell looked up impatiently, and that made things worse. The bank book was issued 19 years before and the only amount credited was a sum placed to the owners credit when she was a baby, by the old aunt for whom she was named. Interest had been added from time to time, so that the $100 was now a comfortable little sum. Love pushed a small roll of hills under the grating.

I want to put this in, too, she said, and Jonas dipped his pen and made an entry of the date, and counted the money afterward and set down the amount.

Theres some back interest due you, but Mr. Downs isnt here today, said Jonas.

Father said I could leave the book and call for it some other time. I shall have more to put in next month. Im keeping school.

They blushed again. Hathaway had returned by an earlier train than was expected, and just then entered the bank but nobody noticed him, though Hathaway was quick to see the blushes.

Wont it put you out if I leave it?

Not at all, said Jonas, with a truly grand air. Its our business. Much snow down your way?

A good deal, answered the pretty girl, still blushing; and then they almost looked each other in the face again, but were happily saved the embarrassment.

Is that all? asked the girl with touching deference, and Jonas said that it was all, but they both felt as if they wished there were something more, and Love tiptoed out to the empty world of the sidewalk.

Youd better go out an untie her horse, suggested Hathaway, affectionately, but by means of this jeer Jonas gained one look after the fair depositor and reassured himself of her good looks, and that Jacob Bean, the elderly hired man, was not to be feared as a rival.

That was old Mr. Haylands girl that was here just before snow came, Jonas told his chief with great interest, for Mr. Pendell had spoken warmly of the farmer.

Come, step round, Jonas, and get on with your work, urged the cashier. Seems to me its one of your numb days, and weve got to drive work. Its a bad time to spare Downs.

Even this rebuke did not destroy the junior clerks sense of pleasure. He laid the clean bank book on Downs desk with a lingering touch. He wished that the proper place for it was on his own desk. Bank books had seemed alike uninteresting until that moment.

As for Love Hayland she had forgotten two of her mothers commissions this time instead of one, and was jogging home speechless with delight.

There was stormy weather late that winter, and the roads were drifted, then there came a long season of rain and thaw, while Loves book lay unclaimed in the safe. At last she appeared one Saturday morning in March, when the sun was shining like May, and the crows were thick and the road nearly bare of ice and snow all the way to town.

It was the first day that seemed like spring, and winter clothes were already too heavy. Spring was in the air and spring was in Love Haylands look as she rode in the old chaise at her fathers side, and waited while he tied the horse to a stone post in front of the bank. Then they went in together. The girl had no idea of letting anyone else do her business there.

Jonas had seen them drive up and was in a flutter of anticipation. He had the bravery to elbow Hathaway aside from the counter. Mr. Pendell and Joel Hayland were exchanging their usual friendly jokes and compliments. Joel had sold some of his young stock and had come to town with the money.

Mr. Pendell retreated presently to his high desk to make up an account of some sort, but active business still went on between Love and Jonas. It took a good while to credit her with that $20 for her months school keeping, and to display and explain the unexpected amount of interest due her in arrears. Then there was a moment of silence except for the scratching of Hathaways pen.

Was you ever to Oak Hill? Love asked Jonas sweetly, in the hearing of all present.

Joel Hayland turned with sudden alarm and took a good look at the junior clerk before he had time to speak.

I expect youre old Jonas Dyers nephew by your looks. I heard you were in the bank some time ago. Favor your uncle some, I see. Yes, call in if youre over our way. Taint so pleasant now as it will be later on; but the road is settlin fast. Good day, Mr. Pendell; much obleeged to you sir.

The father and daughter departed and Jonas was conscious of that within him which would oblige him to knock down anybody who presumed to smile. As he turned round, however, nobody was smiling, there was an aspect of self-restraint, and pious gravity about both Hathaway and Downs; Mr. Pendell was in the safe, and if he openly laughed it was inaudible to the young men outside.

Jonas knew that misery was in store for him and fairly writhed at having been supposed to resemble his uncle. That close-fisted gentleman was perfectly unendurable of late, and our hero determined not to live like a toad under a barrow any longer.

There was no end to the jokes that the two clerks made that day, but none of them had any reference to Oak Hill, or Jonas journey in that direction. In one way the simplicity of Loves question had been a little painful, asked in public as it was, and yet he forgave the lack of maidenly reticence, for the sake of a delightful permission won from the father himself.

Uncle Jonas was perfectly capable of leaving all his money to the cause of foreign missions and disappointing his poor and worthy relatives of various degrees, but Jonas was glad to have the indorsement of such relationship.

Was you ever to Pelham Four Corners, Hathaway asked Jonas as he came in next morning, but Jonas answered yes so meekly as he hung up his coat, that the allusion was pressed no further.

When I was up to my brother-in-laws funeral this winter, I heard that there was a man by the name of Waters paying attention to the girl of Mr. Haylands, said Downs, the head clerk. He was a soberer-minded man than that Hathaway, and seemed to speak truthfully. Jonass heart stood still.

Was there? What kind of man is he? Shes a pretty girl. asked Hathaway.

A kind of a seeking widower, answered Downs. Shes younger than he, about 45 per cent, and didnt favor him at first; but hes well off and the old folks help it on. Their farms join, I believe, and twill be a good thing all round. I was kind of surprised when they asked a good looking fellow like Jonas to call. Youd better not make any trouble, Jonas; but perhaps its all settled and the old gentleman felt safe.


CHAPTER IV.

[image: img78.jpg]

THE NEXT SUNDAY afternoon Jonas, out of his limited means, hired the smartest single turnout at the best livery stable in Dartford and drove toward Oak Hill. It was like April overhead, but the mud was deep underfoot and he had to walk his impetuous steed the greater part of the way. The day seemed to him perfectly beautiful, and when he was directed to the Hayland farm nobody can describe how pleasant and comfortable it looked.

It was joy enough to be out in the country after being cooped up so long in town. He had been promising to go to see his mother at the first opportunity. But he did not feel the least shame at this selfish use of a holiday. The Haylands best wagon was in the side yard; they had evidently been to church in the morning, and now for the first time Jonas heart began to beat in an awful and even retarding manner.

He could not tie the horses hitch rein as it should be tied, the knot worked wrong, and he grew redder and redder, and did not dare to look up at the house windows. Then the door opened and hospitable Joel Hayland came out and welcomed him, and they went into the house together.

There was Love in her Sunday dress, as pretty as a pink, and Mrs. Hayland was motherly and good natured. She had heard about Jonas from somebody who lived neighbor to his mother, and knew what a good steady boy he had always been, and that he was doing well in the bank now; nephew and namesake, too, of rich old Jonas Dyer of Dartford.

We should be pleased to have you stop to supper, Mr. Dyer, she invited him kindly, but Jonas thought he ought to get back early. When he turned and looked at Love, however, he forgot time and space, and when they proceeded to speak at length of the state of the roads he felt himself to be entertained indeed, and the last of the long spring afternoon flew by on fleetest wings.

There was a very fresh little fire in the prim best room. Others might have found the wide low storied kitchen a pleasanter and more airy place to sit, but Jonas and Love had already reached that stage of interest which demands seclusion, and there they sat until the sun was low.

It was not art that allured them in the shape of a portrait of Daniel Webster and the Landing of the Pilgrims on the parlor walls; it was not luxury, for the hair cloth sofa had stiff springs and sloped forward at a strange angle. What they talked about was also of a secondary consideration; it was enough for Love that she talked to Jonas and for Jonas that Love listened to his words.

When they came out, trying hard to appear as if it were an every day visit, Mrs. Hayland stood at the side of the window after parting with the blushing young visitor, and remarked significantly to her husband:

Joel, just as sure s youre born them twos goin to keep company.

Let em have it their own way; theyre both good childn, answered Joel, with a sage smile.

Before the spring work began at Oak Hill Jonas announced to Mr. Pendell that he meant to resign his situation, and gave no reason for so doing. Mr. Pendell, who knew the reason from Joel Hayland himself, laid the serious matter before the directors on Monday morning. Jonas had not brooked his uncles wrath at home by making a declaration of his ingratitude in proposing to leave so promising a financial career. The old man twisted himself about in his chair and looked very black at the first moment of surprise. Then Mr. Pendell said that he had some sympathy with Jonas decision. The boy was willing and honest and did the best he could, but he was not made for bank work. He was after Joel Haylands girl over at Oak Hill, and the old folks needed a young, smart man on the farm — it was a good thing all round.

Thats where the young dogs been going every Sunday then, said old Mr. Dyer, the uncle, with unexpected approval and sympathy. Theyre good folks, and he might have done worse for himself. If Joel favors the match, Ill take hold and give Jonas a little start. I wont have anybody saying that the favor was all on her folks side.

There was an amiable grumble of applause from the other directors, and the busy cashier at once proposed a sale of bonds which were reported shaky but rising in market value, and so the great question of the junior clerks future was quickly solved. The young couple were married in early planting time, and however it may have appeared to other people, for them it was ever a miraculous and wonderful thing that they had fallen in love at first sight, and that their thoughts had always been of one another even while one was in the bank at Dartford and the other far away at Oak Hill.

That autumn Mr. Joel Hayland dreaded the long, cold drive to town, and sent the young people to that bank with his stout pocket book. Jonas had persuaded his father-in-law to make a safe investment in some county bonds, and went inside the bank railings to do a bit of writing. As he rose from his old desk he caught sight of Love, well wrapped and looking for him, expectantly, out of the old chaise. Their eyes met as they had met once before, and Jonas knew that she was his wife now, and yet he was still shy, she did look so pretty and so strange, not like anybody else. Perhaps the year was all a dream!

Hathaway was standing close by; Hathaway began to look a little old and blurred in the face, like a worn silver piece, and not so quick and gay as he used. He longed to say, Was you ever to Oak Hill? but Jonas had flocks and herds now, and wide acres were under his rule; though he was only 21, he was looked upon as a stable citizen and one of growing influence. Perhaps his size was in his favor; at any rate, the senior clerks had already more than once declared that his room was better than his company in the bank, he seemed some days to take up the whole floor.

Call down and see us, boys, said Jonas, pulling on a new pair of great fur gloves. You, too, Mr. Pendell; twould please Father Hayland right through; he was anxious I should make his respects to you. Hes got some first-rate cider tapped. Well, come when you can, any of you. Good day!

Clever boy, said Mr. Pendell; feels more comfortable where he is, doesnt he? and at this the two clerks smiled assent.

Jonas was never cut out for anything but a farmer. He feels crowded anywhere except in an open field, said Hathaway, bending over the neat pages of his great ledger.

Jonas and Love were driving out of town with the new horse as fast as the law allowed.

My! exclaimed Jonas; it came over me when I was in the bank how I saw you setting out there that first day. I dont suppose you cared any to speak of about me, but I knew I hadnt got to look further.

Im not going to tell you again about that day, said Love laughing at him. You know now just as well as I do. There never was two before that had less doubts, I feel sure of that!

Aint it first-rate that folks can get married, said Jonas, soberly. I never thought anything about it till I come to want you. Now just think o there being a law o the State that folks that wants each other can have each other for good an all! It seemed queer when I begun to think about that

Dont you remember how I forgot mothers knittin needles that very first day? asked Love, shyly. I didnt even know what your name was, and now here we are, ridin home together.


THE NEW METHUSELAH (1890)
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IF ASA POTTERBY, A.M., M.D., had lived two or three centuries earlier, there is no doubt that his great learning would have been an amazement to the world, while his instinct toward a recluse life would have housed him in some quiet and noble cloister. He was what one might call a left-over person from that earlier time, having come into existence far too late to find his proper surroundings. As one belated flower-seed sometimes comes straggling up in the border just as its fellows are bursting into bloom, so this learned sage peeped up through New England soil into the scorching light of its incredulous August sun, and found himself a surprising person to the enlightened folk of the nineteenth century. Great things were often said of him in the more remote halls of scholarship, and even many of his neighbors believed him to be not only learned but wise. His house was pointed out to strangers, even though droll anecdotes of his simplicity in worldly affairs were told by those altogether wanting in certain attributes of reverence. The master of arts that took no tangible shape; the doctor of unpractised medicine, Asa Potterby, looked elderly at forty and positively aged at sixty, but he contentedly delved in dark mines of literature, and blinked through his spectacles at the bustling world that surrounded him when he emerged into the light of day. Being possessed of a good colonial house and an inheritance of considerable money, he was not judged according to his folly as a poorer man might have been. It seemed as if he lived a hardly conscious life. He neither appeared to enjoy nor to dislike. He blinked and blinked, and rubbed his eyes, and sat himself down every day before his desk, to do some unneeded and unrewarding work. The men who put him highest in the scale of greatness were the venders of old and curious books. Nobody would give a more generous price for a rare volume than Dr. Potterby; he was most quickly allured by anything that concerned the subject of heredity, or theories relating to the vital forces.

In his slow way he had long been evolving a theory of his own, to which these industrious studies and researches had added continual proofs as years went by. He had learned to believe firmly in the possible indefinite prolongation of human life, having possessed himself, as he believed, of a simple secret — a rediscovery of something hinted at in many a legend which seemed to unenlightened minds but fabulous. The workings of this remedy against premature age and death itself could not be expected to have full power in our own century, when life has become so artificial, so far from its natural conditions; yet he saw, in spite of all this, no reason why the length of days in early Bible times could not have been, under those conditions, literally true. It was plain to him that all our modern habits of life tended directly to the brevity of human existence. The fret of constant conflict with improper air, clothing, and food, with gnawing anxieties of every sort caused by an endeavor to conform to the awful demands of social competition, had brought down the average duration of life to its present meagre span. After years of profound reflection our philosopher achieved an exposition of his theory; his heart fairly glowed, cold as it was sometimes called, with a knowledge of the added joy and well-being with which he was able to endow humanity. Now, when a man reached something like a proper equipment for his work, his work must fall from his feeble hands. What if a student like Darwin could go on with his researches and discoveries for a hundred years of working time instead of fifty! When a great man died it seemed only a sad accident and mistake to Dr. Potterby; it was a loss to the world which might have been prevented if his theory were known and acted upon. Gone, and all his power with him! Dr. Potterby would sadly groan, and that night his own study lamp would burn later than usual, and his early-rising housekeeper would find him next morning asleep in his chair, before a desk heaped high with books.

Poor creatur, the good woman sometimes grumbled compassionately. With all his notions o keepin folks alive, hell step out his self, sure s fate, if he keeps on this way. Then Mrs. Yard would shake the sleeping sage by one limp shoulder and entice him to the comfortable library sofa, where he might, and usually did, sleep until high noon.

The learned man had a great fear of propounding his ideas before he had made them entirely clear and practical. He spent many months in preparing a treatise, but when it was in perfect order, and he sat before it, ready to make it into a neat bundle for the publisher, his heart failed him, and he suddenly determined not to risk discussion, but to afford a carping world some indisputable proof. After all, why should he expect honor and praise? Why not go out of this world secure in the belief that future ages would recognize and reward his patient toil? If he had been nurtured in infancy and childhood according to the true plan, he might be sure of seeing the workings of his system; but, alas! it was too late now, and he would not goad his mind into despair by any vain regrets.

So the great, clean manuscript was put on a high shelf in the library closet, and the doctor bent his energies to the building of a perfect illustration of his plan of life. He would take a child whose parents were unknown; he would surround it with the proper conditions; he would invest a permanent fund and select a board of trustees to put in charge of his great scientific experiment. Science should foster the enterprise; he would select the best men of his own time, and bind them to careful choice of their own successors. Released from the common wear and tear of life, and invigorated by his simple secret, such a defended and perfectly nourished child might be expected to enter at least upon the latter half of its second century. Of course, inherited weakness and nervous disorders must be considered for a generation or two; then the world, accepting so great a boon, would reform itself, and a golden age begin. In the doctors own lifetime the board of trustees would not be informed of their responsilbility or emoluments. But some weeks went by while he attempted to satisfy himself with the provisions of his will and its minute directions. These extended to the most careful prescriptions of physical exercise, food, and sleep; with explanatory notes, and recognition of all possible exceptions, and constant references to his more extended treatise. 

II

Mrs. Yard, Dr. Potterbys housekeeper, was sitting alone in the back hall doorway looking out into the pleasant old-fashioned garden. She was mending a pair of the doctors stockings, and thinking affectionately of their wearer.

More books! muttered the good soul, jerking her darning cotton and snapping it. Hell bust the walls o the house apart afore he dies. I see a heap o them tarnal auction catalogues on his table; pity I didnt burn em when they come from the post-office.

Mrs. Yard had taken her early tea, the house was quiet, two golden robins were singing in the nearest apple-trees. If Dr. Potterby himself took little thought of the antique elegance and comfort of his home-life, Mrs. Yard stood well in her place, and more than made up for his lack of care by extra intelligence and conscientiousness in all home matters. She had a great admiration and affection for her employer — in fact she had been trained by his mother, and had spent nearly all her life under the Potterby roof. She was a most sensible ruler and autocrat of the quiet household, but had great indulgence for a scholars vagaries.

As she often insisted, Generosity was no name for the doctor, and the more he inclined to trustfulness, the fiercer she grew in protecting his interests. In her youth she had been the reverse of talkative, and in the busy household of old Madam Potterby had figured always as a grave, speechless young woman, intent upon her work and more or less disapproving of the world in general. As years went on, however, and she came to deserved headship of the household with younger women under her, Mrs. Yard suddenly developed a love for garrulous speech which startled and confused the pondering doctor. One night, when he was suffering from a bad cold and asked to have his tea served in the library, Mrs. Yard brought in the tray herself instead of giving it to her colleague, who usually performed such duties in the household.

Dr. Potterby looked up from his desk, gravely: Ah, yes, the tea! he said, with polite recognition of the service and her presence. Then he expected Mrs. Yard, after her well-known fashion, to go speechless away.

Im going to pour a cup and have you drink it hot, said the housekeeper; otherwise youll let the water set here till I send for it. Cold teas worse than none fer one thats hoast up as you be, Dr. Potterby.

Mrs. Yard had never before been so lavish with her advice and opinions; he looked up at her again with mild curiosity. This was clearly not a matter of scientific principle; he accepted the hot tea with a grave bow.

Perhaps there is some matter upon which you wish to confer with me at this time? He had tried to summon some requisition or suggestion from the recesses of his own brain, but could think of nothing.

No, sir, said Mrs. Yard, the places going all right as far as I can judge.

It was a stormy night, and the doctor, who was a man of warm though unused heart, suddenly became conscious that the good woman was perhaps lonely and had instinctively sought his presence, out of her own thoughts of those old days when the house was fuller and more homelike. He was mindful, too, that she had been married for a short time, and lost her husband by a melancholy accident. Perhaps he had not been compassionate of good Mrs. Yard. But he could not express any such thoughts as these, and took refuge from difficult speech in the simple action of swallowing his hot tea and eating his bread and butter. He believed in a hearty supper and late work, but this evening was to be made an exception.

Mrs. Yard picked up some scattered newspaper wrappers and put them into the waste paper basket. Then she darted at a snarl of knotted twine that had fallen from a bundle of books, and quickly wound it into a smooth twist and put it into the drawer.

How be you getting along, sir? she asked, blandly; I mean with your literary labors?

The doctor felt as if a new and voluble Mrs. Yard had been evolved out of the old, indifferent, and taciturn one. I am progressing slowly, I thank you, he answered, after a moments pause for reflection. He remembered that the housekeepers mother had been a great talker, and that her father was said to be an almost speechless man. Very likely one inheritance having been outworn the other was now beginning to prevail; it would be an interesting subject to pursue. This was surely wonderful, the sensible creatures instant development of a social aptitude and desire of colloquial pleasure. She had not said much yet, but nobody could fail to see that she was brimful of desire to gossip and discuss, like other women.

Dont say that your tea is to your mind, if it aint, she urged Dr. Potterby, still looking about her for something to pick up or put away. I just slid in the least pinch o green out o that old silver canister o your mothers, sir; I thought it might liven up your head; it sometimes will with me.

Very considerate, murmured the doctor.

But then, said Mrs. Yard, theres no telling what another person desires from ones own feelings. Manys the time Ive said to myself, there, I dont believe but hed like a pinch o green tea, now hes working his brain so steady, but I never before this night have slid it in.

Dr. Potterby smiled benevolently, and so passed the noble occasion of Mrs. Yards sociable visit, and she retired much gratified, advising him to ring the library bell if he felt like a little warm toast or a bit of cold meat before bedtime. The doctor long remembered this evening of Mrs. Yards first self-assertion; from that time she had behaved as if they managed affairs in an amicable partnership of which she was the active member. He was completely in her power as to all affairs except those of his studies and personal pursuits, and, save with one or two friends, he became more taciturn as the years went by, while Mrs. Yard developed an increasing loquacity. He soon became able to carry on intricate processes of thought during her longest and most self-interesting harangues. For her own part, she was deeply aware of the great philosophers helplessness without her, she knew that it fell upon herself to settle all really important questions for him in spite of his own unequalled powers of mind. 

After this long digression, necessary to a full understanding of the domestic situation, we return to Mrs. Yard as she sat in the hall doorway, with her mind puzzled by greater questions than usual. She looked placid enough as she sat on the doorstep with her mending-basket and the short, wide stocking drawn over her extended fingers. She was not a person whose inward struggles betrayed themselves in her countenance, but she talked to herself a good deal, never having forsaken her habit formed in the years before she suddenly became more expressive to the doctor and her other associates.

What could he ha meant? grumbled the good creature, askin me if I was any accustomed to the care o childn. He knows well enough Ive made no habit of it. 

III

For all his stern onwardness of character, and philosophical scorn of that consideration of petty circumstances which Voltaire calls the tomb of great things, Dr. Potterby had a gift for enjoyment, for nestling into his few friendships. It was a gift which would completely surprise those who knew him but little. Most of his friendships, however, were conducted by letter, with devoted outlay of at least as much time as that spent by the Reverend Gilbert White and the Honorable Daines Barrington, or any other scientific gentlemen who, apparently, lived to correspond. There was one old acquaintance, however, who was a near neighbor, and the two gentlemen counted much upon their walks and talks. Mr. Masters was what it is proper to call in England a decayed gentleman, and owed much to Dr. Potterbys kindness, though, not being a person who liked to place himself under obligations, this fact was never directly acknowledged. Dr. Potterby disliked outward expressions of gratitude, and so their intercourse was on that high level described by Amiel, with exquisite comprehension of a social elegance of speech which ignores the plain things of every day, the common pains, or disturbances of mankind. If in the morning Mrs. Yard had despatched a winter overcoat good as new, but narrow for the doctors girth, it was worn that very night, but without a word of either apology or compliment. Mr. Masters had been produced by nature for an alchemist, though the profession had become apparently extinct; and though his family had designed him for the New England pulpit, he had relapsed by instinct into a futile dabbling with the physical sciences. Dr. Potterby compassionated him, being to himself a man of practical value, and it must be confessed that Mr. Masters returned the same opinion in his secret and somewhat ungrateful heart. The home of Mr. Masters was in two bleak upper rooms bestrewn with electrical and chemical odds and ends, over one of the small village shops. His landlady and attendant was a considerate person, who had once been a servant of his family. The poor soul did the best she could for him, but it was fortunate for herself that she lacked the two useful senses of smelling and hearing, and was unconscious of explosions and their unwholesome effects. Nobody knew exactly how the two lived, unless it might be Mrs. Yard, who, with the doctors assent and connivance, set a comforting basket in the hall every Sunday and Wednesday night. It was simply mentioned, when this proffered attention to Nancy Bland was first ventured, that Mrs. Yard had heard the good soul was not well, and, once begun, the custom was continued. They have that quantity twice a week, and him filled up twice beside with a good warm supper, and Ill risk em starving, said Mrs. Yard, with generous satisfaction. It would have pleased her to have Mr. Masters and his receptive Nancy show some gratitude, but Dr. Potterby was content with silence, and even rebuked from time to time Mrs. Yards expressions of impatience.

On a certain Sunday evening which followed the Saturday of the mended stockings, Mrs. Yard was conscious of an unholy desire to listen at the half-open library door. The wind had gone into the east, and there was a little fire in the fireplace, before which the two gentlemen basked, being replete with their supper, and ready for the steady flow of conversation. Mrs. Yard passed the door a little resentfully, for her prayer-meeting bell was already beginning to toll, and she put down Nancy Blands basket with a decision that clinked the dishes inside. She meant that they should be heard in the library, and it was. Dr. Potterby winced, but Mr. Masters kindly behaved as if he were unconscious. It was the benefactor who was deferential in their interviews, and to-night, though brimful of desire to review his own plans, he hastened to show an interest in the exploits of his guest.

Have you arrived at anything new in your recent experiments? he inquired, with charming sympathy and politeness.

I may say that I have, replied little Mr. Masters, straightening himself into new stiffness and dignity in the high leather-backed chair. If I were a younger man I would go at once to a school of technology, to avail myself of the new practical knowledge of electrical engineering. I never remember to have deplored the flight of time as in these last few days. As it is, I must yield my great ideas to younger men.

I suppose you have ascertained much that is new in regard to your registering attachment to the typewriter? suggested Dr. Potterby, a little timidly. In his work on longevity, he had availed himself of the new discovery and hired a young man to do copying, but Mr. Masters had conceived an idea that the machine should be made to count its own words, and had gone off with it one night under his elbow. The owner had neither liked to ask for it back nor to buy a new one. Mrs. Yard insisted that the borrower had taken it to pieces, and could not set it running again.

That matter is still under consideration, replied Mr. Masters, with offended dignity. I have been giving great thought to a plan of much more importance — an electrical marine railway.

Ah, indeed! said Dr. Potterby, who wished that he could have the floor first. He was eager to see how his own project would sound. In speaking to another, one often saw the fallacies of ones own argument, but Mr. Masters was likely to take this evening to himself.

An electrical marine railway, repeated the pompous little guest. I am not aware that the idea has ever been broached. It is a very great concern of the public, a matter of prime importance to commerce. I have not said anything about it, even to you (this was meant for a handsome tribute, and Dr. Potterby so regarded it). I am prepared, however, to speak of my scheme now, of course, in secrecy.

Dr. Potterby bowed solemnly and settled himself comfortably in his chair. He was glad, at any rate, that he was to listen to something new. There was a delightful sense of comfort in the library, the flicker of the firelight brought out touches of red and gold on the bindings of the old books. There was a sound of gentle early summer rain outside. Mrs. Yards old tortoise-shell cat stole in, settled herself with tucked-in paws before the fender, and began to purr, as if in comfortable retrospection. The faces of the two men were thoughtful and interesting. They showed themselves to be students, and unaffected by the minor ambitions and sordid cares of the world. Perhaps this look was clearest on the brow of Mr. Masters.

An electrical marine railway, he repeated, with emphasis. I mean, of course, a system for the propulsion of vessels or other conveyances from shore to shore. Something after the manner of the street railways in common use.

You will have to explain a little more definitely, my dear sir, confessed the listener.

I propose merely to make my announcement on this occasion, answered the man of science. The detail is comparatively unimportant, and to one whose thoughts are not directed — 

The trolley system? ventured Dr. Potterby, humbly, catching at the first phrase which entered his mind.

Exactly, sir! exclaimed Mr. Masters, with unexpected gratification in his tone. You forestall me. I admire your general intelligence, and especially in a man so devoted to special study. The trolley system is, I may say, the main element.

I should call the sea the main element. Dr. Potterby rarely joked, but this great occasion deserved such tribute from him.

The trolley system; that is a continuous wire, and a corresponding apparatus on the masts or decks of vessels which underrun the wire, and so derive their motive power. Such a wire can be laid as well as a wire for telegraphic purposes; it is exposed of course to greater dangers, being nearer the surface, but I foresee all these, and I am ready to meet them. If I were a man of fortune or, still better, a man of practical scientific training, I should now accomplish great results. Sir, I look upon my years of ecclesiastical study as a great, a never-to-be-regretted blunder.

This point had been often discussed, and the new plan appeared more interesting than was expected to Dr. Potterbys imagination. In order to make your system wholly clear to me, I will propose my, perhaps, very ignorant objections, he said; for instance, ships going northward or southward of the cable would damage it.

There would be stations at intervals corresponding to draws, and at these intervals station-men would be placed to manage the passage of vessels. You do not understand, however, that the business of navigation would in time be completely revolutionized, and that there would be trunk and side lines of electrical cables, and shipping would be less and less at the mercy of the winds and waves. I have not suggested one point to you, that besides the great speed, the lines would be lighted by night from the same power as that from whence comes the force.

Sir, it is an idea worthy of you! exclaimed the doctor. My own resources count as nothing in the face of such a magnificent enterprise, but in case of preliminary arrangements I beg you to command me. I beg that you will take — a few days, at any rate, in which to confer with those who are working in this same line. The sentence was ended in deference to Mr. Masterss feelings, but Dr. Potterby inwardly resolved to give his poor friend a handsome check at the first opportunity. I wish to ask one more question. In case of the draw, or its substitute, being open, would not there be complete cessation on the whole length of the cable, the circuit being broken?

Mr. Masters shrugged his shoulders pettishly, but was for the moment appalled. Immense speed could be obtained, the present system of ship building, so cumbersome and expensive, gradually disused, he faltered, trying to appear as if he had not heard the question. Then he faced the question bravely in all its horror. I have not worked out these insignificant details — and for an uncomfortable minute there was complete silence. Dr. Potterby was filled with regret.

I dare say that there might be a deep sunken wire used to keep the circuit unbroken, he dared to say, but was immediately conscious that it was not his place to have spoken first. Mr. Masters, however, breathed freely again, and showed himself unresentful. He had not considered such an important point before, and he had to own to himself that poor Potterby had shown acute powers of reasoning.

My own scheme will play in well with yours, Dr. Potterby suggested, taking advantage of the silence. Whenever these great discoveries are made I more and more regret the brevity of human life. I can only say that I have now determined to carry out my plan of practical illustration of my theories, and am going to select a subject this present week. I have approached the question as far as regards my good housekeepers willingness to take certain duties upon herself, but I am not sure that she comprehended me. In the first years of an infants life, a woman must naturally be the best caretaker, but women are inexact and unscientific. I am not sure how far I can depend upon Mrs. Yard for reports. On the other hand, it might be difficult to secure a man of scientific training who would be willing, even for a proper salary, to devote his time exclusively to the rearing of a very young child. You no doubt can understand that you would have felt a certain reluctance?

Perhaps for an adequate remuneration, and with the assistance— Mr. Masters unexpectedly remarked; but Mr. Masters was nipped in the bud. Dr. Potterbys solemn face twitched with amusement. No, no, that would never do; the poor old fellow would never think of such nonsense if it were not for his ardent hopes about the railway. When it came to a choice between stupid old Nancy Bland and his own sensible Mrs. Yard, there was no question. I should not think of employing your valuable time, he said hastily, and with great decision,  especially now that you are so occupied.

The two men rarely asserted their individuality in so open and bold a way as this evening. Each was conscious of his own high emprize, and neither could stop to dally with the inferior interests of the other. Their conversation fell to a lower level, and Mr. Masters only waited for the library clock to strike the half-hour after nine before he made his punctual departure. As he shut the great hall door behind him, Mrs. Yard opened another and emerged from seclusion in the dark dining-room into the doctors bed-room, candle in her hand, unlighted. She came into the library and put the candlestick on the side-table where it was always left. Then she gave a contemptuous sniff; the doctor was carefully mending his small fire, as if he were just beginning the evening anew.

Hes took his basket, aint he? observed Mrs. Yard. I didnt know but hed disdain it after the message that was sent yesterday.

Dr. Potterby looked up bewildered; it was not possible that poor Masterss head was turned by his dreams of fortune.

They never take it upon em to say thank ye, nor to send the basket back, explained Mrs. Yard. Jonas went to mill yesterday afternoon, and as I was out on my errands I called in myself, feelin more friendly than usual to old Nancy Bland, and I thought Id have a word with her; the old gentleman might be out o shirts again, an there is two of yourn thats a little past. She was dreadful toppin, an I saw twould be best to send them without a word, for fear of a squabble. She give me the basket, but she didnt like my comin; there, sir, if twas me an you in their two places, I suppose I shouldnt, but she did speak up so pert, and says she, I dont want no more o that salt beef. I tell you, Dr. Potterby, I like to have bust before her eyes, I was so mad.

Well, well, we mustnt mind these little things, murmured the doctor.

Little things? said Mrs. Yard. When Id boiled an extry piece o the best fer em, an theres nothin more nourishing or keeps better, and Mr. Masters eats a sight of it here whenever tis put on the table! I dont care whether Nance Bland likes it or not. Taint my business to consult her taste. She knows well weve kept her from starving, but tis such a favor to take from us.

Shes an ignorant creature, but very devoted to my old friend, said the doctor, affectionately. Wont you sit down, Mrs. Yard? I should like to have a word with you.

Mrs. Yard was put into a girlish flutter by this invitation. It was very rare with the doctor, who usually tried to discover some pretext for suggesting that he liked to be left to himself. There, there! I mustnt let my feelings run away with me, said the kind soul, smoothing out her Sunday dress. I always believe in speaking out about likes an dislikes. I recollect once in the spring, when Id come back here the second time, after losing Mr. Yard. Old Maam Powers, the old nurse, was makin your respected mother a little visit. She was always friendly to the old lady, you know, Doctor Potterby, and says she one morning, Ann, says she, I seem to want some good, smart greens — lets go down in the far end of the gardin an pick us a mess. Madam Potterby always told us all to indulge Maam Powers wherever we could, an I clapped my sun-bonnet right on. I observed that she picked all mustard that I hate like pison, but I found a sight of good pasley that to mes the best greens there is, and I set out to pint it out to her; but I thought maybe she was stiff about stoopin so low, or her eyesight was poor; an when we come in I cooked em separate in the kittle, not stirrin, an then I denied myself and helped her to most all the pasley when it come dinner-time and took the mustard myself; but I saw she didnt eat no great of the pasley, no more n I did o mine. I mistrusted shed got tired an heated out in the sun, but we was so polite helping each other to them greens. Along in the afternoon the truth come out that each of us preferred the other sort, and out o politeness neither got which she liked. Its often so in life, sir; them greens has been a lesson to me manys the time.

Dr. Potterbys mind reverted to his choice of a guardian for the experimental babe. Yes, he must frankly confide in Mrs. Yard; besides it never would do to make another woman her superior.

I asked you last evening whether you were skilled in the care of children, my good friend? inquired the doctor, gently.

You know my past, sir, replied Mrs. Yard. Ive not had experience since I was young; there was a houseful of us at home. She could not help making a mental reservation in respect to her employers tender helplessness. I think I should have as much sense about it as many others; twould naturally be a great deal of care to one of my years. You aint thinking of adopting a child, I trust, sir?

Not exactly, said the doctor, a little confused. I am about to make an experiment in the interest of science, of great value to the human race. I have been for years making researches and compiling statistics, and it is probable that under right conditions men might live to much greater age than is now possible. I may have spoken to you of these theories. You will understand that there are important rules to be followed in regard to diet, and altogether I must require much of your time. Perhaps you had better engage another coadjutor for your minor household cares, and I am ready to double your present salary. I know of no one upon whom I could so thoroughly rely.

Twould be kind of cheerful to have a baby running about the old place, said Mrs. Yard, unmindful of scientific experiments and now that theyre going to fix over our meeting-house, I should like to be able to do extra in my subscription. I will undertake the charge — unless you think Nancy Bland would suit you better.

Oh, no, indeed, answered the doctor, absently.

I must make one stippleation, urged the housekeeper as she turned to leave the room. I trust you aint goin to put the little creatur to no sort of torture with your experiments same s they use rabbits and frogs — there was a piece about it in my Watchman an Reflector, how them students aint got no compassion, and ought to be put a stop to.

I assure you that vivisection has not entered into my plans as yet, replied Dr. Potterby, honorably. There is, however, much foolish prejudice —  but Mrs. Yard was stepping quickly away, quite reassured, to her own dominions. 

IV

Mrs. Yard entered into the experiment of induced longevity with sincere zest, and when the doctor, accompanied by an Infant Asylum attendant and a small and very sleepy child, arrived at the old Potterby mansion, a few nights afterward, she housed and cheered them with real hospitality and compassion.

It is perhaps needless to say that the two women disdained the doctors preliminary directions, and made the tired baby comfortable in a good old-fashioned way. 

Interesting as it would be to follow the details of these first days, time and space forbid. Little Thomas became at once the really important member of the household, upon whose well-being all other things revolved. Dr. Potterby having at first selected him on account of his perfectly serene and healthy aspect, took pains to acquire an absolute possession; the child being a friendless foundling, no one was likely to interfere with his future. His benefactor alone knew the secret of sure continuance in this scene of things, but he kept a careful oversight besides upon the proper proportion of blood and brain nutriments, and all the healthful arrangement of this treasured childs surroundings.

In the meantime little Thomas toddled about and made the whole house merry. Mrs. Yard commonly spoke of him as young Methuselah, though nobody but herself and Dr. Potterby understood the strange pet name. It was far from displeasing to the doctor, who really seemed to be growing young again himself. So did Mrs. Yard; she repeated several times a day that a babe in a house was a well-spring of joy; she found herself forming many plans for the new Methuselahs long future.

The doctor at times felt oppressed by the certainty that he should see so small a part of this presumably extended lifetime. He wished that it could somehow be contracted, as if into one of those insect existences which last but for a day and can be investigated from birth to old age between dawn and dark. But, as a philosopher should, he possessed his soul in patience and went over and over his charts of directions for the future development of this scientific charge. The strain upon his resources would soon be here, when the natural inclination of the boy would clash with the mandates of science, and in facing these probable extremities Dr. Potterby sometimes felt weak and powerless. The child seemed gentle enough now, but if he were unruly, then, for a time, until he could be made to understand all that was at stake, it would be necessary to retire to some secluded spot and institute a mild captivity. Sometimes it crossed the good doctors mind that all this early part of the process would have been easier to carry forward with a child who was deficient in intellect, yet ever his larger sense prevailed; it was better to prolong a valuable life than a useless one, and all his own energies should be bent to making the life of the New Methuselah delightful and successful. 

One balmy summer evening, the library windows were wide open and the garden flowers filled the dim old room with fragrance. It was Sunday, and Mr. Masters had come to tea, arriving at precisely six oclock as usual. Dr. Potterby rose to welcome him with unwonted show of pleasure, for the guest had been absent all the week, and his Wednesday evening visit was for once omitted. But there was no cheer in Mr. Masters expression of face, he was in one of his dismal, surly moods, and gave but a limp hand into the doctors stronger grasp.

What news, sir? asked the doctor, cheerily, trying to ignore the feeling of damp fog that pervaded his old friends personal atmosphere.

I am again defeated by the malice and envy of younger men; the omniscient young man, sir, is the bane of modern life. They live in a blind worship of petty details, and further than this the subject of a transatlantic electrical marine railway was not discussed. It was indeed a great subject, though defeated for the time being; yet this present disappointment was evidently harder to bear than any in that long succession which had saddened the heart of Mr. Masters. He made a futile attempt to revive his own and Dr. Potterbys interest in a famous scheme for engineering through Congress a bill for the reimbursement of slaveholders. It had been proposed that he should awaken public opinion through the pulpit, in which he never forgot his right of speech, and by means of circulars he was to awaken the Southern mind and propose to right their wrongs at a nominal commission or percentage, which would at once make him a rich man. Sir, said Mr. Masters, if the government permitted and legalized slaveholding, it made those slaves legal property; it had no right to free those slaves without reimbursement. The principles of humanity set aside, it was robbery, sir. Dr. Potterby gave the usual, somewhat doubtful shake of the head which once would have started a vigorous evening debate but Mr. Masters had lost his spirits and sat pondering the injustice of the age, but speechless, in his chair. Statesman as well as scientist, the unkind world turned a deaf ear to all his propositions.

I must confess, said Dr. Potterby, that I am completely amazed with the success of my experiments so far. The child grows steadily, and develops most wonderful aptitude and agility. I have never observed a more interesting young creature. A fair start in everything. Mrs. Yard says that I may rest assured that all is well, and I expect her momently now to make her daily report. One week is of course a short time, but certain points were already decided in my mind last night, at the weeks end. Oh, here is Mrs. Yard now, as that worthy woman came beaming into the library, casting, it must be confessed, a mildly scornful glance at the back of Mr. Masters head.

Hes doin beautiful as can be, sir, said Mrs. Yard, without being asked. Ive just got him into his little crib. Hes got a master head-piece, that child; when he wants to go upstairs hell pint, and when he wants to go downstairs hell pint. Youre goin to rear a little ornament to society, if I do say it, sir; an so laughin an frolickin the day through, an wantin to play hide an seek with me an the girls, like a child o six.

All very pleasing, murmured the sage. Now we will make our careful record.

Mr. Masters gave a furtive glance over his shoulder at the great leatherbound blankbook, in which these voluminous records were kept, and then turned away again with contempt. Such things were too trivial. For his part the prolongation of life was not so desirable a thing to wish for. Asa Potterby and Mrs. Yard were two old women together. Their minds were enfeebled with luxury; he would go back to his plain scholars work-room and be thankful for his undegraded wits. To the astonishment of his entertainers, he now broke away from them an hour and a half earlier than usual, but he found his basket in the hall and did not disdain to take it with him. Mrs. Yard was invited to sit down, and she and the doctor talked about little Thomas for an hour. They were proud to assist in the advancement of science, and the good womans mind seemed at times almost inspired, so ready was she with suggestion, and with such patience she listened to her masters theories. There was a new impulse of life in the old Potterby mansion. One day Mrs. Yard missed the child, and found it in the library, where the doctor had left some sheets of important manuscript on the great desk, to build erections of his sacred books for little Thomas to overthrow. 

V

The summer went swiftly by, a long piece of the young childs life, but a brief space of pleasure to its guardians. The doctor began to add a larger proportion of animal food to the diet list, and there were grumblings heard among the butchers and purveyors because the once indifferent doctor was often so impossible to suit. He furbished up his rusty knowledge of chemistry and tested various tissues and edible substances; not being content with the results of text-book experiment, until the decent library had certain unpleasant qualities in common with Mr. Masterss study itself. There was great solemnity of theory, and Mrs. Yard kept manfully to the rendering of formal reports, and weighed the daily allowances of food on those expensive and accurate scales provided by the doctor; but he was sometimes puzzled to account for an almost improper gain of flesh on little Thomass part, not suspecting, good man! the secret supplies of thick gingerbread and lavish slices of bread and butter with which he was indulged. Life was rendered somewhat precarious in this way during the dangerous second summer, but Mrs. Yard carefully concealed any days of drooping, being but antiquated in her own ideas of the care of children, and much more inclined to consult certain rural acquaintances, mothers and grandmothers, and to apply simple household remedies by them dictated, than to confer with the doctor and attempt to revise his own scientific scheme.

For his part he was all confiding, and dreamed much in those days of that old age of vigor of which his own ignorantly shortened existence must fall short. This intelligently nurtured child, within whose grasp all good and necessary things were to be placed, was at the threshold of a surprising career. A century from now he would be still in full vigor and serenity of life; a century from now, Dr. Potterby often repeated to himself, my name as a far-seeing man of science and devotion to the interests of humanity, will be better known than to-day; they will speak of my labors with wonder, as having been pursued in the midst of this dull and ignorant age.

The August weather was peculiarly unwholesome that year, and such moist heat was always depressing to Mr. Masterss spirits. On a certain Wednesday evening he came to tea very ill-humored and dictatorial, but Dr. Potterby was mild-mannered and conciliatory, and tried to please his guest more than usual. He had ready an expensive new German work upon Electrical Engineering for which Mr. Masterss soul longed, but it was listlessly turned over, and even criticized with a show of severity, though a fierce gleam of satisfaction in his eyes as he received it had been thanks enough to the giver. Dr. Potterby did not resent the up-hill work of the conversation; he only deplored it and grew weary; at last he began to speak of his continued happiness in watching the development of little Thomas. Yesterday, he said, solemnly, yesterday I finally gave my revised will into the hands of my lawyer. With the exception of some temporary legacies which will in time revert, I have devoted my property to the forwarding of an experiment, so fraught with blessing to the human race. At the childs fifth year I put him under the charge of carefully chosen scientists -

Oh, mercy me! there came a piercing shriek from the stairway, hes in a fit, doctor, hes —  and Mrs. Yards retreating voice became inaudible as she fled back to that perfectly lighted, perfectly aired, and perfectly warmed room which contained the crib of the illustration of prolonged longevity. The two elderly men came breathless to Mrs. Yards assistance. She looked the picture of despair, though she said there still was hope. But the sad confession had to be made that little Tommy had strayed out into the garden that afternoon and was found there devouring a hard green apple.

Three days later a short funeral procession left the door of the Potterby mansion. Mr. Masters did not disdain to accompany his old friend, or to show real sympathy in the sad event. Mrs. Yard and her associates followed, weeping. It was not for little Thomas to serve as the great illustration of Dr. Potterbys theories. The New Methuselah was no more at the age of nineteen months and a few unreckoned days.

You are a man of many ideas, said Dr. Potterby gravely to his companion. I now see the practical failure of the one great scheme of my mature life.


A WAY STATION (1890)
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TWO HOURS TO wait; an empty little wooden station on a branch line of railway, where the only sounds were the busy, insistent ticking of the telegraph and the slow sweep of the wind through leafless trees. The weather was so mild that it was difficult to believe that the day before Christmas was passing slowly by.

When one sat on the platform at the south side of the building there was seen, beyond the narrow country road, a long hill covered with brown fields. To the left, beyond these slopes with their scattered apple trees, a steep road went up across the hill. In their fenced gardens stood some small houses, one gable showing above another all the way from the low ground to the hill top, and all at different angles, as if they were either trying to climb up or had once stood at the top and slipped down along the grass. The sky was full of cold autumnal clouds, like a day in late October, with brilliant sweeps of white and dull purple against the pale blue beyond. Now and then came a soft gleam of winter sunshine. There were shallow pools of water shining through the thin rushes in a piece of low meadow close by, but there were no birds to dip and flutter in them — only one small hawk was in sight, hovering high against the clouds above the hill.

One of the houses was larger than the rest, with a great square chimney. There were more fruit trees near it and better out-buildings. All the way down to the station a narrow footpath was deep trodden in the grass — a sharp, wavering line along the hillside. Its course could be traced by rise and hollow, and along the ditch-bank of the lower ground.

Driving and walking from east and west along the road came men and women, to gather at the station, and wait for the next train. They joked merrily with one another. Some were going away, and some spoke of the friends whom they had come to meet. There was a look of holiday-making about the country neighbors, and they grew more and more jovial with the station master who was pursuing the routine of his responsibilities with considerable dignity. The sky seemed to arch wider and higher over the tiny building and the bustling group; the sun shone brighter and then went under the clouds again.

Suddenly in the footpath, far above and near the white house, appeared the figure of a woman, stepping slowly, coming steadily down, alone, irresolute, but with increasing eagerness. She made the wide field look wider as she crossed it; there was a strange aspect of fatality and accustomedness in her manner of approach — something habitual and not occasional. As she drew near there was a bewildered look upon her face. The bystanders hushed their noisy talk and made way for this newcomer as she joined them and stood alone waiting on the platform. A moment later she looked about with intentness and recognized two or three persons who answered her salutation respectfully; then they shook off the sobering effect of her presence and laughed and talked as before. She seemed wrapt in dull reflection at first; presently she turned to look eagerly for the train. She was an old woman, thin and bent, dressed neatly in black with even a touch of elegance and refinement, as became a lady in that simple neighborhood.

The great train came jarring between the quiet fields and made a moments stop. There was a hurrying of passengers, a heavy tumbling of baggage on the platform, delighted shouts of welcome and surprise, and excited greetings. Then the cars moved on, with many indifferent faces at their windows, and left the station to its own affairs. A young horse had been startled, and several men rushed to hold it as it reared and tried to get free from its harness. The train had almost disappeared in the distance, and silence returned. The neighbors were going away with their Christmas guests, but all this time the solitary old woman stood waiting alone, as if her own guest had failed to come and the disappointment was too great for instant resignation.

Presently she turned with a sigh and with slow steps crossed the road again and went away into the fields. She climbed the long footpath, making her way toward home, and at last disappeared at her garden-foot among the apple trees. As one watched her, this sad return appeared as inevitable as the hopeful outset. One could hardly bear to think of her sitting down alone to her supper and afterward keeping so silent and wistful a Christmas eve, as the clock struck one hour after another and the lonely night came on. It was impossible not to feel unreasoning resentment toward that guest who had disappointed this affectionate heart.

Later, the station master had finished his accounts in his small, cold office and came out into the mild open air to walk to and fro. He had an anxious, official aspect, as if the cares of his own position had all the weight of the great railway system to which he was linked. There was a kind neighborliness about the good man in this time of leisure; he spoke of the mild weather, and the rush of travel just before the coming holiday.

There was an old lady who came down by that footpath to meet some one who did not arrive, said I, suggestively.

You saw her then? said the station master, compassionately. She always comes to that train; if its ever so late she waits for it. She had an only son that was expected home this time o day and met his death in one o those great accidents. She seemed to understand most too well at the time; was to his funeral and all, but afterward her mind failed her and she cant hear to it that he isnt coming. Shes sensible enough about most things, but she gets ready for him every day, as pleased as can be. Some people try to argue her out of it, but I call it no kindness. It pleases her to get ready, and for all she is so disappointed here at the minute, by the time she gets home shes full o hope again.

Poor soul! said I.

Yes, its a sad case, answered the station master. You might think I was used to it by this time, but it aint so, and seeing all the rest of the folks to-day carrying on their fun and all so lively, having just what they wanted, the sight of her came over me as if it was the first time. You saw her coming down the hill? He was a likely man, her son was; one o the smartest that ever went from here.

When its rainy weather, or after winter comes, shes persuaded out o meetin the train. She gets uneasy and talks about it, but theres a nice, good-hearted woman lives with her and she says her son wouldnt be pleased if she risked her health, and tells her all such sensible things till shes willing to give up. Ive tramped her little path for her manys the time so she could get here when there wasnt but a light fall of snow, and when its cold weather outside shell always come in and sit here by the fire. Ive noticed lately that she dont talk about her sons coming as she used to. She has grown more silent.

We bade each other a friendly farewell, and I have never been that way since. Alas for the lonely heart -for those whom death or estrangement have left solitary while others rejoice! Perhaps by this time the grass has grown again in that narrow footpath. I see it, winter and summer, in my thoughts. The figure that came and went has kinship with all lonely figures whose hearts cannot help seeking the love and care that they never find.


MRS. PARKINSS CHRISTMAS EVE (1891)
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PART I (DECEMBER 1890)

One wintry-looking afternoon the sun was getting low, but still shone with cheerful radiance into Mrs. Lydia Parkins sitting-room. To point out a likeness between the bareness of the room and the appearance of the outside world on that twenty-first of December might seem ungracious; but there was a certain leaflessness and inhospitality common to both.

The cold, gray wall-paper, and dull thin furniture; the indescribable poverty and lack of comfort of the room were exactly like the leaflessness and sharpness and coldness of that early winter day — unless the sun shone out with a golden glow as it had done in the latter part of the afternoon; then both the room, and the long hillside and frozen road and distant western hills were quite transfigured.

Mrs. Parkins sat upright in one of the six decorous wooden chairs with cane seats; she was trimming a dismal gray-and-black winter bonnet and her work-basket was on the end of the table in front of her, between the windows, with a row of spools on the windowsill at her left. The only luxury she permitted herself was a cricket, a little bench such as one sees in a church pew, with a bit of carpet to cover its top. Mrs. Parkins was so short that she would have been quite off-roundings otherwise in her cane-seated chair; but she had a great horror of persons who put their feet on chair rungs and wore the paint off. She was always on the watch to break the young of this bad habit. She cast a suspicious glance now and then at little Lucy Deems, who sat in another cane-seated chair opposite. The child had called upon Mrs. Parkins before, and was now trying so hard to be good that both her feet had gone to sleep and had come the prickling stage of that misery. She wondered if her mother were not almost ready to go home.

Mrs. Deems sat in the rocking-chair, full in the sunlight and faced the sun itself, unflinchingly. She was a broad-faced, gay-hearted, little woman, and her face was almost as bright as the winter sun itself. One might fancy that they were having a match at trying to outshine one another, but so far it was not Mrs. Deems who blinked and withdrew from the contest. She was just now conscious of little Lucys depression and anxious looks, and bade her go out to run about a little while and see if there were some of Mrs. Parkins butternuts left under the big tree.

The door closed, and Mrs. Parkins snapped her thread and said that there was no butternuts out there; perhaps Lucy should have a few in a basket when she was going home.

Oh, taint no matter, said Mrs. Deems, easily. She was kind of distressed sittin so quiet; they like to rove about, children does.

She wont do no mischief? asked the hostess, timidly.

Lucy? laughed the mother. Why you ought to be better acquainted with Lucy than that, Im sure. I catch myself wishing she want quite so still; she takes after her fathers folks, all quiet and dutiful, and aint got the least idea how to enjoy themselves; we was all kind of noisy to our house when I was grown up, and I cant seems to sense the Deems.

I often wish I had just such a little girl as your Lucy, said Mrs. Parkins, with a sigh. She held her gray-and-black bonnet off with her left hand and looked at it without approval.

I shall always continue to wear black for Mr. Parkins, she said, but I had this piece of dark-gray ribbon and I thought I had better use it on my black felt; the felt is sort of rusty, now, and black silk trimmings increase the rusty appearance.

They do so, frankly acknowledged Mrs. Deems. Why dont you go an get you a new one for meetin, Mrs. Parkins? Felts aint high this season, an youve got this for second wear.

Ive got one thats plenty good for best, relied Mrs. Parkins, without any change of expression. It seems best to make this do one more winter. She began to re-arrange the gray ribbon, and Mrs. Deems watched her with a twinkle in her eyes; she had something to say, and did not know exactly how to begin, and Mrs. Parkins knew it as well as she did, and was holding her back which made the occasion more and more difficult.

There! she exclaimed at last, boldly, I expect you know what Ive come to see you for, an I cant set here and make talk no longer. May s well ask if you can do anything about the ministers present.

Mrs. Parkins mouth was full of pins, and she removed them all, slowly, before she spoke. The sun went behind a low snow cloud along the horizon, and Mrs. Deems shone on alone. It was not very warm in the room, and she gathered her woolen shawl closer about her shoulders as if she were getting ready to go home.

I dont know s I feel to give you anything to-day, Mrs. Deems, said Mrs. Parkins in a resolved tone. I dont feel much acquainted with the ministers folks. I must say she takes a good deal upon herself; I dont like so much of a maam.

Shes one of the pleasantest, best women we ever had in town, I think, replied Mrs. Deems. I was tellin em the other day that I always felt as if she brought a pleasant feelin wherever she came, so sisterly and own-folks-like. Theyve seen a sight o trouble and must feel pinched at times, but she finds ways to do plenty o kindnesses. I never see a mite of behavior in em as if we couldnt do enough for em because they was ministers. Some ministers folks has such expectin ways, and the more you do the more you may; but it aint so with the Lanes. They are always a thinkin what they can do for other people, an they do it, too. You never liked em, but I cant see why.

He aint the ablest preacher that ever was, said Mrs. Parkins.

I dont care if he aint; words is words, but a man that lives as Mr. Lane does, is the best o ministers, answered Mrs. Deems.

Well, I dont owe em nothin to-day, said the hostess, looking up. I havent got it in mind to do for the ministers folks any more than I have; but I may send em some apples or somethin, byn-bye.

Jest as you feel, said Mrs. Deems, rising quickly and looking provoked. I didnt know but what twould be a pleasure to you, same s tis to the rest of us.

They aint been here very long, and I pay my part to the salary, an taint no use to overdo in such cases.

Theyve been put to extra expense this fall, and have been very feeling and kind; really interested in all of us, and such a help to the parish as we aint had for a good while before. Havin to send their boy to the hospital, has made it hard for em.

Well, folks has to have their hard times, and ministers families cant escape. I am sorry about the boy, Im sure, said Mrs. Parkins, generously. Dont you go, Mrs. Deems; you aint been to see me for a good while. I want you to see my bonnet in jest a minute.

Ive got to go way over to the Dilbys, and its going to be dark early. I should be pleased to have you come an see me. Ive got to find Lucy and trudge along.

I believe I wont rise to see you out o the door, my laps so full, said Mrs. Parkins politely, and so they parted. Lucy was hopping up and down by the front fence to keep herself warm and occupied.

She didnt say anything about the butternuts, did she, mother? the child asked; and Mrs. Deems laughed and shook her head. Then they walked away down the road together, the big-mittened hand holding fast the little one, and the hooded heads bobbing toward each other now and then, as if they were holding a lively conversation. Mrs. Parkins looked after them two or three times, suspiciously at first, as if she thought they might be talking about her; then a little wistfully. She had come of a saving family and had married a saving man.

Isnt Mrs. Parkins real poor, mother? little Lucy inquired in a compassionate voice.

Mrs. Deems smiled, and assured the child that there was nobody so well off in town except Colonel Drummond, so far as money went; but Mrs. Parkins took care neither to enjoy her means herself, nor to let anybody else. Lucy pondered this strange answer for awhile and then began to hop and skip along the rough road, still holding fast her mothers warm hand.

* * * * *

This was the twenty-first of December, and the day of the week was Monday. On Tuesday Mrs. Parkins did her frugal ironing, and on Wednesday she meant to go over to Haybury to put some money into the bank and to do a little shopping. Goods were cheaper in Haybury in some of the large stores, than they were at the corner store at home, and she had the horse and could always get dinner at her cousins. To be sure, the cousin was always hinting for presents for herself or her children, but Mrs. Parkins could bear that, and always cleared her conscience by asking the boys over in haying-time, though their help cost more than it came to with their growing appetites and the wear and tear of the house. Their mother came for a days visit now and then, but everything at home depended upon her hard-working hands, as she had been early left a widow with little else to depend upon, until now, when the boys were out of school. One was doing well in the shoe factory and one in a store. Mrs. Parkins was really much attached to her cousin, but she thought if she once began to give, they would always be expecting something.

As has been said, Wednesday was the day set for the visit, but when Wednesday came it was a hard winter day, cold and windy, with an occasional flurry of snow, and Mrs. Parkins being neuralgic, gave up going until Thursday. She was pleased when she waked Thursday morning to find the weather warmer and the wind stilled. She was weather-wise enough to see snow in the clouds, but it was only eight miles to Haybury and she could start early and come home again as soon as she got her dinner. So the boy who came every morning to take care of her horse and bring in wood, was hurried and urged until he nearly lost his breath, and the horse was put into the wagon and, with rare forethought, a piece of salt-pork was wrapped up and put under the wagon-seat; then with a cloud over the re-trimmed bonnet, and a shawl over her Sunday cloak, and mittens over her woolen gloves Mrs. Parkins drove away. All her neighbors knew that she was going to Haybury to put eighty-seven dollars into the bank that the Dilby brothers had paid her for some rye planted and harvested on the halves. Very likely she had a good deal of money beside, that day; she had the best farm in that sterile neighborhood and was a famous manager.

The cousin was a hospitable, kindly soul, very loyal to her relations and always ready with a welcome. Beside, though the ears of Lydia Parkins were deaf to hints of present need and desire, it was more than likely that she would leave her farm and savings to the boys; she was not a person to speak roughly to, or one whom it was possible to disdain. More than this, no truly compassionate heart could fail to pity the thin, anxious, forbidding little woman, who behaved as if she must always be on the defensive against a plundering and begging world.

Cousin Mary Faber, as usual, begged Mrs. Parkins to spend the night; she seemed to take so little pleasure in life that the change might do her good. There would be no expense except for the horses stabling, Mrs. Faber urged openly, and nobody would be expecting her at home. But Mrs. Parkins as usual refused, and feared that the cellar would freeze. It had not been banked up as she liked to have it that autumn, but as for paying the Dilbys a dollar and a quarter for doing it, she didnt mean to please them so much.

Land sakes! Why dont you feel as rich as you be, an not mind them little expenses? said cousin Faber, daringly. I do declare I dont see how you can make out to grow richer an poorer at the same time. The good-natured soul could not help laughing as she spoke, and Mrs. Parkins herself really could not help smiling.

Im much obliged to you for the pleasure of your company, said cousin Faber, "and it was very considerate of you to bring me that nice piece o pork. If she had only known what an effort her guest had made to carry it into the house after she had brought it! Twice Mrs. Parkins had pushed it back under the wagon-seat with lingering indecision, and only taken it out at last because she feared that one of those prowling boys might discover it in the wagon and tell his mother. How often she had taken something into her hand to give away and then put it back and taken it again half a dozen times, irresolutely. There were still blind movements of the heart toward generosity, but she had grown more and more skillful at soothing her conscience and finding excuses for not giving.

The Christmas preparations in the busy little town made her uncomfortable, and cheerful cousin Fabers happiness in her own pinched housekeeping was a rebuke. The boys salaries were very small indeed, this first year or two; but their mother was proud of their steadiness, and still sewed and let rooms to lodgers and did everything she could to earn money. She looked tired and old before her time, and acknowledged to Mrs. Parkins that she should like to have a good, long visit at the farm the next summer and let the boys take their meals with a neighbor. I never spared myself one step until they were through with their schooling; but now it will be so I can take things a little easier, said the good soul with a wistful tone that was unusual.

Mrs. Parkins felt impatient as she listened; she knew that a small present of money now and then would have been a great help, but she never could make up her mind to begin what promised to be the squandering of her carefully saved fortune. It would be the ruin of the boys, too, if they thought she could be appealed to in every emergency. She would make it up to them in the long run; she could not take her money with her to the next world, and she would make a virtue of necessity.

The afternoon was closing in cold and dark, and the snow came sifting down slowly before Mrs. Parkins was out of the street of Haybury. She had lived too long on a hill not to be weather-wise, and for a moment, as the wind buffeted her face and she saw the sky and the horizon line all dulled by the coming storm, she had a great mind to go back to cousin Fabers. If it had been any other time in the year but Christmas eve! The old horse gathered his forces and hurried along as if he had sense enough to be anxious about the weather; but presently the road turned so that the wind was not so chilling and they were quickly out of sight of the town, crossing the level land which lay between Haybury and the hills of Holton. Mrs. Parkins was persuaded that she should get home by dark, and the old horse did his very best. The road was rough and frozen and the wagon rattled and pitched along; it was like a race between Mrs. Parkins and the storm, and for a time it seemed certain that she would be the winner.

The gathering forces of the wind did not assert themselves fully until nearly half the eight miles had been passed, and the snow which had only clung to Mrs. Parkins blanket-shawl like a white veil at first, and sifted white across the frozen grass of the lowlands, lay at last like a drift on the worn buffalo-robe, and was so deep in the road that it began to clog the wheels. It was a most surprising snow in the thickness of the flakes and the rapidity with which it gathered; it was no use to try to keep the white-knitted cloud over her face, for it became so thick with snow that it blinded and half-stifled her. The darkness began to fall, the snow came thicker and faster, and the horse climbing the drifted hills with the snow-clogged old wagon had to stop again and again. The awful though suddenly came to Mrs. Parkins mind that she could not reach home that night, and the next moment she had to acknowledge that she did not know exactly where she was. The thick flakes blinded her; she turned to look behind to see if any one were coming; but she might have been in the middle of an Arctic waste. She felt benumbed and stupid, and again tried to urge the tired horse, and the good creature toiled on desperately. It seemed as if they must have left the lowland far enough behind to be near some houses, but it grew still darker and snowier as they dragged slowly for another mile until it was impossible to get any further, and the horse stopped still and then gave a shake to rid himself of the drift on his back, and turned his head to look inquiringly at his mistress.

Mrs. Parkins began to cry with cold, and fear and misery. She had read accounts of such terrible, sudden storms in the west, and here she was in the night, foodless, and shelterless, and helpless.

Oh! Id give a thousand dollars to be safe under cover! groaned the poor soul. Oh, how poor I be this minute, and I come right away from that warm house!

A strange dazzle of light troubled her eyes, and a vision of the brightly-lighted Haybury shops, and the merry customers that were hurrying in and out, and the gayety and contagious generosity of Christmas eve mocked at the stingy, little lost woman as she sat there half bewildered. The heavy flakes of snow caught her eyelashes and chilled her cheeks and melted inside the gray bonnet-strings; they heaped themselves on the top of the bonnet into a high crown that toppled into her lap as she moved. If she tried to brush the snow away, her clogged mitten only gathered more and grew more and more clumsy. It was a horrible, persistent storm; at this rate the horse and driver both would soon be covered and frozen in the road. The gathering flakes were malicious and mysterious; they were so large and flaked so fast down out of the sky.

My goodness! How numb I be this minute, whispered Mrs. Parkins. And then she remembered that the cashier of the bank had told her that morning when she made her deposit, that everybody else was taking out their money that day; she was the only one who had come to put any in.

Id pay every cent of it willin to anybody that would come along and help me get to shelter, said the poor soul. Oh, I dont know as Ive hoed so s to be worth savin; and a miserable sense of shame and defeat beat down whatever hope tried to rise in her heart. What had she tried to do for God and man that gave her a right to think of love and succor now?

Yet it seemed every moment as if help must come and as if this great emergency could not be so serious. Life had been so monotonous to Mrs. Parkins, so destitute of excitement and tragic situations that she could hardly understand, even now, that she was in such great danger. Again she called as loud as she could for help, and the horse whinnied louder still. The only hope was that two men who had passed her some miles back would remember that they had advised her to hurry, and would come back to look for her. The poor, old horse had dragged himself and the wagon to the side of the road under the shelter of some evergreens; Mrs. Parkins slipped down under the buffalo into the bottom of her cold, old wagon, and covered herself as well as she could. There was more than a chance that she might be found frozen under a snow-drift in the morning.

The morning! Christmas morning!

What did the advent of Christmas day hold out for her — buried in the snow-drifts of a December storm!

Anything? Yes, but she knew it not. Little did she dream what this Christmas eve was to bring into her life! 

Part II (January 1891)

LYDIA PARKINS was a small woman of no great vigor, but as she grew a little warmer under her bed of blankets in the bottom of the old wagon, she came to her senses. She must get out and try to walk on through the snow as far as she could; it was no use to die there in this fearful storm like a rabbit. Yes, and she must unharness the horse and let him find his way; so she climbed boldly down into the knee-deep snow where a drift had blown already. She would not admit the thought that perhaps she might be lost in the snow and frozen to death that very night. It did not seem in character with Mrs. Nathan Parkins, who was the owner of plenty of money in Haybury Bank, and a good farm well divided into tillage and woodland, who had plenty of blankets and comforters at home, and firewood enough, and suitable winter clothes to protect her from the weather. The wind was rising more and more, it made the wet gray-and-black bonnet feel very limp and cold about her head, and her poor head itself felt duller and heavier than ever. She lost one glove and mitten in the snow as she tried to unharness the old horse, and her bare fingers were very clumsy, but she managed to get the good old creature clear, hoping that he would plod on and be known farther along the road and get help for her; but instead of that he only went round and round her and the wagon, floundering and whinnying, and refusing to be driven away. What kind of a storm is this going to be? groaned Mrs. Parkins, wading along the road and falling over her dress helplessly. The old horse meekly followed and when she gave a weak, shrill, womanish shout, old Major neighed and shook the snow off his back. Mrs. Parkins knew in her inmost heart, that with such a wind and through such drifts she could not get very far, and at last she lost her breath and sank down at the roadside and the horse went on alone. It was horribly dark and the cold pierced her through and through. In a few minutes she staggered to her feet and went on; she could have cried because the horse was out of sight, but she found it easier following in his tracks.

Suddenly there was a faint twinkle of light on the left, and what a welcome sight it was! The poor wayfarer hastened, but the wind behaved as if it were trying to blow her back. The horse had reached shelter first and somebody had heard him outside and came out and shut the house door with a loud bang that reached Mrs. Parkins ears. She tried to shout again but she could hardly make a sound. The light still looked a good way off, but presently she could hear voices and see another light moving. She was so tired that she must wait until they came to help her. Who lived in the first house on the left after you passed oak ridge? Why, it couldnt be the Donnells, for they were all away in Haybury, and the house was shut up; this must be the parsonage, and she was off the straight road home. The bewildered horse had taken the left-hand road. Well, thought Mrs. Parkins, Id rather be most anywhere else, but I dont care where tis so long as I get under cover. Im all spent and wore out.

The lantern came bobbing along quickly as if somebody were hurrying, and wavered from side to side as if it were in a fishing boat on a rough sea. Mrs. Parkins started to meet it, and made herself known to her rescuer.

I declare, if taint the minister, she exclaimed. Im Mrs. Parkins, or whats left of her. Ive come near bein froze to death along back here a-piece. I never saw such a storm in all my life.

She sank down in the snow and could not get to her feet again. The minister was a strong man, he stooped and lifted her like a child and carried her along the road with the lantern hung on his arm. She was a little woman and she was not a person given to sentiment, but she had been dreadfully cold and frightened, and now at last she was safe. It was like the good shepherd in the Bible, and Lydia Parkins was past crying; but it seemed as if she could never speak again and as if her heart were going to break. It seemed inevitable that the minister should have come to find her and carry her to the fold; no, to the parsonage; but she felt dizzy and strange again and the second-best gray-and-black bonnet slipped its knot and tumbled off into the snow without her knowing it.

When Mrs. Parkins opened her eyes a bright light made them shut again directly; then she discovered, a moment afterward, that she was in the parsonage sitting-room and the ministers wife was kneeling beside her with an anxious face; and there was a Christmas tree at the other side of the room, with all its pretty, shining things and gay little candles on the boughs. She was comfortably wrapped in warm blankets, but she felt very tired and weak. The ministers wife smiled with delight: Now youll feel all right in a few minutes, she exclaimed. Think of your being out in this awful storm! Dont try to talk to us yet, dear, she added kindly, Im going to bring you a cup of good hot tea. Are you all right? Dont try to tell anything about the storm. Mr. Lane has seen to the horse. Here, Ill put my little red shawl over you, it looks prettier than the blankets, and Im drying your clothes in the kitchen.

The ministers wife had a sweet face, and she stood for a minute looking down at her unexpected guest; then something in the thin, appealing face on the sofa seemed to touch her heart, and she stooped over and kissed Mrs. Parkins. It happened that nobody had kissed Mrs. Parkins for years, and the tears stole down her cheeks as Mrs. Lane turned away.

As for the ministers wife, she had often thought that Mrs. Parkins had a most disagreeable hard face; she liked her less than any one in the parish, but now as she brightened the kitchen fire, she began to wonder what she could find to put on the Christmas tree for her, and wondered why she never had noticed a frightened, timid look in the poor womans eyes. It is so forlorn for her to live all alone on that big farm, said Mrs. Lane to herself, mindful of her own happy home and the children. All three of them came close about their mother at that moment, lame-footed John with his manly pale face, and smiling little Bell and Mary, the girls.

The minister came in from the barn and blew his lantern out and hung it away. The old horse was blanketed as warm as his mistress, and there was a good supper in his crib. It was a very happy household at the parsonage, and Mrs. Parkins could hear their whispers and smothered laughter in the kitchen. It was only eight oclock after all, and it was evident that the children longed to begin their delayed festivities. The little girls came and stood in the doorway and looked first at the stranger guest and then at their Christmas tree, and after a while their mother came with them to ask whether Mrs. Parkins felt equal to looking on at the pleasuring or whether she would rather go to bed and rest, and sleep away her fatigue.

Mrs. Parkins wished to look on; she was beginning to feel well again, but she dreaded being alone, she could not tell exactly why.

Come right into the bedroom with me then, said Mrs. Lane, and put on a nice warm, double gown of mine; twill be large enough for you, thats certain, and then if you do wish to move about by-and-by, you will be better able than in the blankets.

Mrs. Parkins felt dazed by this little excitement, yet she was strangely in the mood for it. The reaction of being in this safe and pleasant place, after the recent cold and danger, excited her, and gave her an unwonted power of enjoyment and sympathy. She felt pleased and young, and she wondered what was going to happen. She stood still and let Mrs. Lane brush her gray hair, all tangled with the snow damp, as if she were no older than the little girls themselves; then they went out again to the sitting-room. There was a great fireblazing in the Franklin, stove; the minister had cleared a rough bit of the parsonage land the summer before and shown good spirit about it, and these, as Mrs. Parkins saw at once, were some of the pitch-pine roots. She had said when she heard of his hard work, that he had better put the time into his sermons, and she remembered that now with a pang at her heart, and confessed inwardly that she had been mean spirited sometimes toward the Lanes, and it was a good lesson to her to be put at their mercy now. As she sat in her corner by the old sofa in the warm double gown and watched their kindly faces, a new sense of friendliness and hopefulness stole into her heart. Im just as warm now as I was cold a while ago, she assured the minister.

The children sat side by side, the lame boy and the two little sisters before the fire, and Mrs. Lane sat on the sofa by Mrs. Parkins, and the minister turned over the leaves of a Bible that lay on the table. It did not seem like a stiff and formal meeting held half from superstition and only half from reverence, but it was as if the good man were telling his household news of some one they all loved and held close to their hearts. He said a few words about the birth of Christ, and of there being no room that night in the inn. Room enough for the Roman soldier and the priest and the tax-gatherer, but no room for Christ; and how we all blame that inn-keeper, and then are like him too often in the busy inn of our hearts. Room for our friends and our pleasures and our gains, and no room for Christ, said the minister sadly, as the children looked soberly into the fire and tried to understand. Then they heard again the story of the shepherds and the star, and it was a more beautiful story than ever, and seemed quite new and wonderful; and then the minister prayed, and gave special thanks for the friend who made one of their household that night, because she had come through such great danger. Afterward the Lanes sang their Christmas hymn, standing about a little old organ which the mother played:

While shepherds watched their flocks by night—

They sang it all together as if they loved the hymn, and when they stopped and the room was still again, Mrs. Parkins could hear the wind blow outside and the great elm branches sway and creak above the little house, and the snow clicked busily against the windows. There was a curious warmth at her heart; she did not feel frightened or lonely, or cold, or even selfish any more.

They lighted the candles on the Christmas tree, and the young people capered about and were brimming over with secrets and shouted with delight, and the tree shown and glistened brave in its gay trimming of walnuts covered with gold and silver paper, and little bags sewed with bright worsteds, and all sorts of pretty home-made trifles. But when the real presents were discovered, the presents that meant no end of thought and management and secret self-denial, the brightest part of the household love and happiness shone out. One after another they came to bring Mrs. Parkins her share of the little trees fruit until her lap was full as she sat on the sofa. One little girl brought a bag of candy, though there wasnt much candy on the tree; and the other gave her a book-mark, and the lame boy had a pretty geranium, grown by himself, with a flower on it, and came limping to put it in her hands; and Mrs. Lane brought a pretty hood that her sister had made for her a few weeks before, but her old one was still good and she did not need two. The minister had found a little book of hymns which a friend had given him at the autumn conference, and as Mrs. Parkins opened it, she happened to see these words: Room to deny ourselves. She didnt know why the tears rushed to her eyes: Ive got to learn to deny myself of being mean, she thought, almost angrily. It was the least she could do, to do something friendly for these kind people; they had taken her in out of the storm with such loving warmth of sympathy; they did not show the least consciousness that she had never spoken a kind word about them since they came to town; that she alone had held aloof when this dear boy, their only son, had fought through an illness which might leave him a cripple for life. She had heard that there was a hope of his being cured if by-and-by his father could carry him to New York to a famous surgeon there. But all the expense of the long journey and many weeks of treatment, had seemed impossible. They were so thankful to have him still alive and with them that Christmas night. Mrs. Parkins could see the mothers eyes shine with tears as she looked at him, and the father put out a loving hand to steady him as he limped across the room.

I wish little Lucy Deems, that lives next neighbor to me, was here to help your girls keep Christmas, said Mrs. Parkins, speaking half unconsciously. Her mother has had it very hard; I mean to bring her over some day when the traveling gets good.

We know Lucy Deems, said the children with satisfaction. Then Mrs. Parkins thought with regret of cousin Faber and her two boys, and was sorry that they were not all at the ministers too. She seemed to have entered upon a new life; she even thought of her dreary home with disapproval, and of its comfortable provisioning in cellar and garret, and of her money in the Haybury bank, with secret shame. Here she was with Mrs. Lanes double gown on, as poor a woman as there was in the world; she had come like a beggar to the Lanes door that Christmas eve, and they were eagerly giving her house-room and gifts great and small; where were her independence and her riches now? She was a stranger and they had taken her in, and they did it for Christs sake, and he would bless them, but what was there to say for herself? Lord, how poor I be! faltered Lydia Parkins for the second time that night.

* * * * *

There had not been such a storm for years. It was days before people could hear from each other along the blockaded country roads. Men were frozen to death, and cattle; and the telegraph wires were down and the safe and comfortable country side felt as if it had been in the power of some merciless and furious force of nature from which it could never again feel secure. But the sun came out and the blue-jays came back, and the crows, and the white snow melted, and the farmers went to and fro again along the highways. A new peace and good-will showed itself between the neighbors after their separation, but Mrs. Parkinss good-will outshone the rest. She went to Haybury as soon as the roads were well broken, and brought cousin Faber back with her for a visit, and sent her home again with a loaded wagon of supplies. She called in Lucy Deems and gave her a peck basketful of butternuts on New Years Day, and told her to come for more when these were gone; and more than all, one Sunday soon afterward, the minister told his people that he should be away for the next two Sundays. The kindness of a friend was going to put a great blessing within his reach, and he added simply, in a faltering voice, that he hoped all his friends would pray for the restoration to health of his dear boy.

Mrs. Parkins sat in her pew; she had not worn so grim an expression since before Christmas. Nobody could tell what secret pangs these gifts and others like them had cost her, yet she knew that only a right way of living would give her peace of mind. She could no longer live in a mean, narrow world of her own making; she must try to take the world as it is, and make the most of her life.

There were those who laughed and said that her stingy ways were frightened out of her on the night of the storm; but sometimes one is taught and led slowly to a higher level of existence unconsciously and irresistibly, and the decisive upward step once taken is seldom retraced. It was not long before Mrs. Deems said to a neighbor cheerfully: Why, I always knew Mrs. Parkins meant well enough, but she didnt know how to do for other folks; she seemed kind of scared to use her own money as if she didnt have any right to it. Now she is kind of persuaded that shes got the whole responsibility, and just you see how pleased she behaves. Shes just a beginnin to live; she never heard one word o the first prayer yesterday mornin; I see her beamin an smilin at the ministers boy from the minute she see him walk up the aisle straight an well as anybody.

Shes goin to have one of her cousin Fabers sons come over and stop awhile, I hear. He got run down workin in the shoe factory to Haybury. Perhaps he may take hold and shell let him take the farm by-an-by. There, we mustnt expect too much of her, said the other woman compassionately. Im sure tis a blessed change as far as shes got aready. Habits'll live sometimes after theyre dead. Folks dont find it so easy to go free of ways theyve settled into; lifes truly a warfare, aint it?

It is, so, answered Mrs. Deems, soberly. There comes Mrs. Parkins this minute, in the old wagon, and my Lucy settin up long-side of her as pert as Nathan! Now aint Mrs. Parkinss countenance got a pleasanter look than it used to wear? Well, the more she does for others, and the poorer she gets, the richer she seems to feel.

Its a very unusual circumstance for a woman o her age to turn right about in her tracks. It makes us believe that Heaven takes hold and helps folks, said the neighbor; and they watched the thin, little woman out of sight along the hilly road with a look of pleased wonder on their own faces. It was mid-spring, but Mrs. Parkins still wore her best winter bonnet; as for the old rusty one trimmed with gray, the ministers little girls found it when the snow drifts melted, and carefully hid it away to deck the parsonage scarecrow in the time of corn-planting.


AN EVERY-DAY GIRL (1892)

I
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MARY FLEMING WALKED slowly along the street toward her home one hot afternoon late in the month of May. Summer had come suddenly, as it always does in northern New England. The small town itself had a northern look and, although the dooryards and the whole country were fast growing green, as you looked out past the village you caught sight of stony hills, of dark woodland, and sterile soil.

Mary Fleming wore a thick winter dress, and the discomfort of it added to her discouragement of heart. It was one of the days when she felt like making herself as miserable as possible. Usually as you met and greeted her you were sure to notice a brightness in her face and something uncommonly pleasant, though she often had a puzzled look, a kind of sharpness and assumed authority such as young teachers sometimes wear who think more of the self-importance than of the opportunities of their position. Mary Fleming was charming to look at in her fresh girlishness when she felt satisfied and happy, but of late she had been so dissatisfied and thinking of herself and her troubles so much, that her very looks were changing. Sometimes her natural good temper and affectionateness drove these clouds away; she was far too young to be always dispirited. The very year of her life lent hope and she only feared disappointment; there had been no time yet to prove that disappointment was inevitable.

Our heroine opened the sagging side gate of a plain, small wooden house that stood close to the street, and went along a weedy path through the side yard toward the kitchen door. In the yard there were two pear trees in whitest blossom and a good bit of open garden ground, but nobody had taken any care of it that spring, so that whatever had been thrown out or blown in littered the further side against the next house. There were even some old tin cans lying about, most hopeless of refuse, and Mary looked at them with dismay and disapproval, and wondered why her father had not picked them up. She had noticed a neighbors flower garden as she came up the street, where some daffodils were in bloom by the path, and the empty flower beds were all put in order, with their brown freshly-dug earth heaped smooth and high. She remembered with a feeling of impatience how neat and clean and promising it all looked. She stood looking about with a very disapproving expression; then turned and went slowly up two or three wooden steps and opened the side door of the house and went into the kitchen, which was just like a great many other kitchens. The grained woodwork did not look like oak, but only like the worst of imitations, and it gave a soiled-looking, dingy color to the room, though the whole little place was really so clean and orderly. The paper was ugly, too, and had been hung so badly that it looked the worse. Neither Mary nor her mother knew exactly why they disliked their poor little kitchen so much where they spent so much of their time. People do not know how much good harmonious and pleasant colors can do them in their every-day life; there is something akin to a moral influence in the ugliness or the beauty which surround us in our houses. We may help to make our surroundings, but they also help to make us.

Mary always looked eagerly for her mothers pleasant face at the sitting-room window, where she usually sat in the afternoon, but to-day Mrs. Fleming was not there. In the kitchen, however, was an unexpected but familiar figure; a thin little old woman in an odd, light-colored dress with a sprigged shawl over her shoulders, gay with a bright border. She wore on her head a flaring old-fashioned Shaker bonnet with a long cape and brown band over the top; from under this bonnet shone a pair of piercing kindly brown eyes and a thin lock or two of white hair. She was a neat, knowing, delightful old visitor, and Marys face lighted up like a childs with the pleasure of finding her.

Why, wheres mother? she asked. Do take off your things, Aunt Hannah; youve come to make us a visit, havent you?

Yes, dear, said Aunt Hannah. I waked up this morning feeling I had got to come, so here I be. You know thats my way; I have had the beautifulest walk from over in Round Hill neighborhood. Twas pretty far, but I rested me often, and Mis Prescott put me up some bread an butter an a nice piece o cake for luncheon, though I calculated to get here by dinner time. I cant walk as once I could; but there, I have to keep stopping to see things by the way. I believe I got me a drink o water from every brook.

The old woman looked tired, but her face was so radiant with pleasure that Mary was pleased too. She put down her books and little basket, and looked at the stove, and then put two or three pine sticks into the inside and the tea-kettle with a little fresh water on the outside, before she sat down. Im going to make you a good cup of tea, Aunt Hannah, she said. Thatll rest you, and perhaps motherll like one, too, when she comes in. She said something this morning about going over the river to see old Miss Dunn who goes to our church. Shes been very sick and nobody likes her very well; twas just like mother.

Thank ye, darlin, about the tea, said Aunt Hannah. I know Ellen Dunn. I knew her mother, an I just remember her grandmother. No, they aint likeable folks; theyre too pleased with themselves, an always rushin without fear or wit to other folks affairs. There was this Ellen that was some smarter than the others an learned the tailoress trade, an then there was another sister that stayed to home an dried up — she looked as if she was a thousand years old when she got here. So Ellens sick, is she? Well I daresay twill do her good; shell find how kind folks is an be drawed to some shes been too ready to find fault with. Perhaps Ill go over an see her myself some day. I may know of something thatll be good for her ails; theyre folks Ive always known.

Mary Fleming sat by the open window, sometimes looking out into the budding grape vine and sometimes watching her old friends face as she rambled on with her opinions and reminiscences. The fire was crackling in the stove and the tea-kettle began to sing; presently she made the tea and poured a cupful for Aunt Hannah, which was received with gratitude. The color came back to the pale old face and it was presently acknowledged that the walk had been over long for one of those first warm days.

Tis as good a cup o tea as your ma could have made, bless her heart! said Aunt Hannah. I expect youll turn out as nice a cook an as good a woman. Seems to me you look kind of unpleasant about something, though, I thought so the minute I see you.

You always know everything; youre a witch! Mary laughed, but the kindness of this old friends tone touched her, and she could not say any more for a minute, but looked away out of the window.

There! exclaimed Aunt Hannah. Ive got no business to pry and question, but I hate to see young folks look downhearted. Young folks often has to make up some kind o worry for themselves if only to serve till the real one come. I know most all the kinds of real trouble that there is, and theres hardly any but what theres help for.

Mary did not like this — at least she may have liked it but did not wish to say so. Old people have such a preaching way and think they know all about everything, and this assumption young people always resent.

The tea seemed to have refreshed the old woman wonderfully. She took off the Shaker bonnet and folded her shawl carefully, and Mary took them from her and carried them into the next room.

I expect you be most done going to school? The question was put in a most business-like and friendly tone.

Yes, I shall be done this summer; school ends the twentieth of June, said Mary fretfully. Im glad of it, Im sure.

Youll be precious glad of every day youve been before you come to my age, responded Aunt Hannah. What be you going to do afterward, dear?

Oh I dont know, it worries me to death! said Mary in a plaintive tone. I must do something, but I dont know what. Mothers always hoped I should be a teacher, and shes disappointed because I know and she knows that I never had the least gift for it. I can do sums and things myself, but I cant explain them to people. I dont believe Im good for anything in the world.

Yes you be, darlin, said the old friend, calmly. The end o the world aint come yet for you; its only the beginning; you dont know what you be good for yet, but youll quick find out. Im sick of everybody trying to keep school; tis one o the scarcest gifts there is, but to get the chance seems to make a high candlestick for the worst of tallow-dips. It aint what you do but how you do it that builds folks a reputation.

I cant do anything but what everybody else can do, said the girl sadly. I always wished I could sing beautifully or be good for something particular.

You want to get talked about an set up for being smart, I suppose, said Aunt Hannah sharply. Well, tis human nature, and theres no harm as I know on. But you just remember what I say: taint what you do, but how you do it. You can make yourself famous for anything; you just go to work smart an always think of others an how to please em and youll soon find theyll think o you. There, I aint goin to preach a word more. You do the first thing you see to do, and dont you go an be shamed cause its that thing stead o some other. Be open, an have pride about it. My grandmaam used to tell a story about a woman that had come down in the world an went to sellin fish, an they heard her goin along the street a squeakin out Sprats! sprats! I hope to mercy nobodyll hear me.

Mary laughed aloud with great delight. Aunt Hannahs stories were the joy of all who knew her, and her homely wisdom and sympathy had stood many a discouraged friend in good stead.

I do love to keep house, said Mary at last after a season of deep reflection. I suppose thats mothers gift and mine. I do like to do things about the house.

Have ambition then, an make your gift serve you and other folks, said Aunt Hannah eagerly. Theres lack enough of good housekeepin in this world. Now, Im beat out darlin, Ive got to rest me awhile.

You sit here and rest — no, go into the other room where the big rocking chair is and the lounge; motherll soon be at home, said the girl. Im going to pick up some o those things out round the yard. Ive been scolding because father didnt do it, but I can clear up a little myself; he doesnt get home till most dark any of these nights. Theyve been cutting down his pay, too.

Thats real hard, said the guest, hard for your mother, too; the worst always comes on the women. Hows your father now?

Hes pretty well most days, answered Mary, stopping to think with a little flush of impatience. No, I guess he isnt, either, hes always talking about his back and his stomach, and thinking everything hurts him that mother makes.

Hes wore out, said the old woman compassionately. He dont come of a strong race and hes been a hard-working man. It upset him his signing for that first shoe firm an losing most everything. You young folks dont know how hard them things be. He used to be the pleasantest boy, always a whistlin an singin.

Mary looked up in surprise. She never had had the least sentiment about her unlucky father; her mother had a certain dignity and lady-likeness which she admired, but as for her father he was a plain and rough-looking man, who was always gloomy and disapproving except at the rarest intervals, when the visit of some old acquaintance or an occasional holiday jaunt out into the country made him appear more cheerful. He was always very friendly with Aunt Hannah, as was everybody who knew her.

Some nice brisk wormwood teall set him right up, said the good old soul. I had you all on my mind when I first waked up this mornin as the birds were singin.

Im glad you did, motherll be so glad to see you. Now, Im going out in the yard, said Mary, and Ill have it looking better as quick as ever I can.

She could not have told why she felt so lighthearted and energetic at that moment. All the shadows had blown away. Aunt Hannah, who really felt tired, went into the sitting-room to take a nap, and Mary only stopped to spread something over her and then with sudden impulse stooped down and kissed the soft old cheek. Dear heart, I thank ye! said Aunt Hannah gently. She was half asleep already with the comfortable ease and habit of her many years. Then Mary put on an old dress and went out to the shed and found a rake and a basket and began her work under the pear trees. She was curiously lighthearted. Was it the fragrance of the spring air and the blooming trees, was it the escape from the close and dulling air of school, was it the kind, wise talk of Aunt Hannah that had brought her to this better level of things? Nobody could tell. Mary herself did not try to think, but she had not enjoyed anything in a long time as she enjoyed picking up the neighbors cans that had fallen through the broken partition fence, and the pieces of refuse, and raking their little garden clean and sweeping the path to the gate. She was just tying up the grape vine with a bit of string, an hour later, when her mother came home looking tired and hurried.

Why, how nice everything looks, she said gratefully. Did you do it yourself, Mary? I have been wishing our yard looked nice. I noticed everybodys else as I went along and thought they all were neat but ours. Your father has so little time. She hesitated to say any more; she was always trying to explain things to Mary about her father, but Mary was always hard and resentful. Mary smiled now, and said that he would have a surprise when he came home, for once. Aunt Hannah has come, she added, looking in her mothers face and still smiling. She was tired, and I made her a cup of tea and then she went to sleep. There she is now!

Aunt Hannah appeared at the window, and Mrs. Fleming hastened in. Somebody spoke to Mary from the sidewalk.

Dont you want some help, said a person who might have been called either a very young man, or a very old boy, just as the observer had chosen.

Yes, I do, John, said Mary, eagerly. Why, where did you come from?

John Abbott was already in the yard. My, dont your pear trees look pretty! he said. Its ever so much more like summer in town than it is up to our place. They stood near together, but they did not offer to shake hands, though their young faces were full of pleasure at seeing each other.

I came down to spend the night at Aunt Esthers, explained John. I had to get me some new clothes, an our folks wanted some farming tools and so on, an Mr. Haynes thinks o raising a good deal o poultry this year, so hes going to stay, too, an see about that, an were going back early to-morrow. Its awfully busy on the farm now. We didnt see first how we could get away. We brought down a yoke o oxen hed sold, and other things, so twas necessary for two of us to come.

John looked very sunburnt and important — as if the spring winds and sun and rain had weather-beaten him particularly — but his eyes were clear and bright, and he had an air of vast importance. Mary and he had always been neighbors and friends. It was known by all their acquaintances that John Abbott and Mary Fleming went together, in schoolmate fashion. They had really missed each other since he had left school the year before and gone up country to take a place on a large farm.

What were you doing? demanded the lad, as if it were amusing that she should be doing anything at all, and she showed him the grapevine, and they stood talking while he pruned that and tinkered the trellis. It was almost tea time when Marys father suddenly appeared, and they both turned at the sound of his voice, a little shamefaced. He looked very pale, but he spoke very kindly to John — everybody liked John — and he had come from a part of the country where Mr. Fleming used to live himself. Come in and stay to supper, he said with unwonted eagerness, but John said shyly that he must go back to his aunts, she would be sure to expect him. I dont know s I ought to eat two meals in the same place, though, he added. Its likely to frighten folks.

Youve made the lot look as neat as anybodys, said Mr. Fleming, standing on the steps and looking about.

I havent done anything except about the vine, said John. Marys been trying her hand at farming.

Mary? asked her father with a puzzled look. Why, thats something new. Im afraid she and her mother were out of patience — 

Mary would naturally have looked surly at this, but, somehow, she did not feel surly for a wonder — perhaps because John was standing by, perhaps because she pitied her father a little for almost the first time. She said that she had felt like working out of doors, it was so pleasant. She even looked her father straight in the face with a smile, instead of evading him with a frown. They had not been on very good terms lately. It was one of Aunt Hannahs old proverbs that it takes two to make a quarrel, but only one to end it, and Mary thought of this as her father went into the house. Something pleasant was at work with her; she felt differently toward everybody. She was glad, beside, to see John. He would not stay to supper, so they said good-bye, and she went in to help her mother. It was time to set the table, and her mother would need her. They had one boarder, a quiet man, who was an old acquaintance of Mr. Flemings. People said that he had a good deal of money, but nobody really knew; he was a clerk in the counting-room of a lumber firm. Mr. Davis came in as John Abbott went out, and Mary noticed as she set the table that he stood still in the path looking up at the old pear trees with the sun in their tops, and even bent down a blossoming branch and held it to his face. Aunt Hannah and her father were talking together cheerfully. Mr. Fleming looked up again and again at Mary as she stepped about the room. She never had looked so pretty or so womanly before. He was sorry that he had left it for her to tidy up the yard. He remembered that he had seen some potted plants for sale down the street, and said to himself that he would get up early next morning and dig the borders for Mary and his wife, and buy them something pretty to set out.

When supper was over and cleared away, Aunt Hannah got her knitting work out of the big handkerchief bundle which she always carried, and Mrs. Fleming brought some mending and sat down by the window to catch the last of the daylight. The boarder and Mr. Fleming got out the old checker-board, which always was a sure sign of their friendliness and good spirits. Mary heard footsteps along the side path. Theres John Abbott coming back again, she said, laughing.

John came in, looking manly and a little shy.

I thought perhaps youd go and take a walk before dark, he said, and Mary rose with alacrity.

We can get some of the rest of the girls to go, she suggested, but John said nothing by way of eager encouragement. Aunt Hannah watched him shrewdly as he stood in the doorway. She had a wise old head on her shoulders, and she loved young people. She nodded her head two or three times as they departed, but the men were busy again with their game, and Mrs. Fleming was threading her needle with intentness. Tis real pleasant to see you, Aunt Hannah! she exclaimed. Ive been wishing youd happen along.

I waked up this morning just as the birds were singin, repeated the old woman, an I felt that twas my opportunity to come. 

The two young people were walking slowly along the road, not toward the center of the village, but out toward the quiet fields and woods that surrounded the town.

Aunt Hannahs a lovely old woman, said Mary, with enthusiasm. She always makes me feel so pleasant. She isnt a bit like anybody else. Ive heard mother say ever so many times that she always had the gift of coming just when people wanted her. She sort of flies down out of the air.

She used to come to our house when my mother and father were alive, said the young man. I didnt think much about her then, except that she was pleasant, as you say, and she always used to be telling over her funny old stories. She was there when I had the measles, when I was a little boy, and she made me drink a whole lot of herb teas, then I didnt like her very well for awhile. I enjoy living on the farm, but it seems good to get back among the folks I have always known, said John, not without sentiment. I dont know that anybody has missed me.

I did, a good deal, said Mary, frankly, but of course Ive got used now to not seeing you about. There are a good many that have left school this year. Sometimes I wish that I had. I think I ought to go to work and help father.

He looks sick, doesnt he? said John. Hes too young to get so used up.

Hes over fifty, said Mary, from the short perspective of her eighteen years. Hes older than mother.

He ought to be right in his prime, said the young man, soberly. Perhaps it is bad for him to work in the shop. He stoops over more than he did, and coughs a good deal. I thought he looked all gone when I first saw him to-night. Im thankful I didnt go into the shop last fall; you know I thought of it? Well, Im as strong a man now as there is in this county. A good, hard days work just tires me enough to make me sleepy when night comes. I wish your fatherd move up our way. I mean to talk to him. Youd like it, too, and your mother.

Oh, I dont know! exclaimed the girl, doubtfully, with a village-born persons uncertainty about the resources and charms of the open country. Look at that cherry tree all in bloom!

You ought to see the trees up at our place! insisted her companion.

Mary stopped at that moment on a little bridge over a brook that plashed noisily down a slope through the pasture. The flowering cherry tree was just behind them on the opposite side of the road, and some fresh, young, willow twigs on an old, cropped stump pointed their fragrance to the cherry blossoms. They leaned over the railing and looked down at the brook. Neither of the young people spoke until the silence became embarrassing. Then Mary said gravely, I ought to go to work just as soon as I can. I never thought about it so much as I have to-day. Ive got to help mother and Ive got to help father. But I wont go into the shop if I can help it, and I never should make a good teacher, and I cant think of anything else.

Why wont you go into the shop? asked John. His heart was beating so that he was afraid Mary would hear it. He could not remember the time that she had not been dear to him, and different from anybody else. He longed to be a little older and to have the right to tell Mary all about it. He was sure — no, he was not sure that she remembered things he had said to her years ago, when they were beginning to grow up. Perhaps she thought he had forgotten them.

Why not go into the shop? he repeated. Its better for girls than for men. There are nice girls there, and you could make pretty good pay right on, you are so quick to learn things.

I suppose I might, said Mary, slowly, but if you knew how I hate to be shut up all day.

It shant be for a great while if I can help it. It was all that John Abbotts honest and loving heart could muster courage to say, and Mary did not make any answer. Presently she turned toward him quickly. John! she said, I feel as if I were grown up to-day. I dont know why. Aunt Hannah said some things to me that made me think, and so have you. Im only an every-day girl, and I never thought much about anything, and I needed a good talking to. Aunt Hannah says it isnt what we do, but how we do it that makes anybody worth anything. It makes me feel pretty ambitious.

So it does me, said John. Their young hearts were sobered by a great vision of personal duty and responsibility. It surely meant something that they should have been brought together on such a day in Mary Flemings life.

II

Mary Fleming sat by her window one afternoon just before July came in. It was hot in her little bedroom, but she felt great comfort in being alone, and the green pear tree boughs into which she looked waved about in a way that was consoling. School had been finished that very afternoon; she was done with the labor, the companionship, the restrictions, the liberty all at once. Things had turned out better than she feared; she had won the prize for history, and so had not come home empty handed. The prize book lay in her lap, but she wished that she had not brought it up stairs. Her mother must take it and keep it; she had made a great sacrifice this last year to keep Mary at school, and alas! the hopes of seeing her a good teacher or even a good scholar were disappointed. Mary Fleming had a clear head, and common sense quite beyond her years, but she had not the quick memory that makes young people show best in recitation. She had fought very hard to keep even a moderate position in the class.

Now it was all over, and she regretted many things, as girls and boys do at the end of school days. It seemed so much easier to keep on with the familiar routine than to manage an inexperienced liberty. She did not know what to do with her freedom; she did not know what to do with herself and her life. She was grown up now, and she felt like a frightened, awkward child. Did every girl have such miserable days of reckoning?

She looked down at her pretty white graduating dress, and the tears filled her eyes; one even spattered down upon the prize book. Well, the world went on and the people were cheerful enough, after all! Did everybody worry and fret and feel baffled, or was it only one girl now and then who tried to look things in the face and was afraid?

The pear leaves gave a last cool rustle; the sun was almost down and the summer breeze was still. There were shrill voices of children playing in the street, and people going by on the sidewalk talked loudly about one thing and another. Nobody spoke of the last day of school; even that was a small affair to the little town; it happened every year. The tired girl at the window had a curious sense of apartness and lack of sympathy, and presently she took off the white dress impatiently and hung it in the closet, and reached for her clean old checked gingham, which she had been wearing in the morning. It did her good to touch it; yes, this is mine, she thought with a thrill of relief and pleasure. Wearing that dressed-up prickly white thing made me feel as if Id always got to, and as if it would always keep hindering me. She laughed a little at her own fancies as she dressed herself in a hurry; it was almost tea time. Before she went down stairs she stood by the window again, and then with a sudden impulse she knelt down and rested her forehead on the window sill. She never had longed to be good and happy and not to make mistakes as she did just then, and for the first time in all her life there came to her a sense of help and presence, a warmth of sympathy and love, as if somebody heard and assured her in her bewildered and trusting little prayer. She never had liked sermons and prayer meetings, she would never go much with the girls and boys to evening meetings to whisper and laugh together when they were not awe-struck by the occasional solemnity. She had scorned the pious talk of certain people, but now she never could forget this moment by the window; her mother must have known such moments, and other people, and that was what they tried to tell about. She knew now for herself that there was a love unseen, and another life, and that there was light in dark places. All this was known in a wordless way; it was all felt in the silence of the summer evening, in the happy peace of her young and troubled heart, and Mary Fleming ran down stairs with shining eyes and went to find her mother and give her the prize book.

Mrs. Fleming had longed to go and speak to her girl, but she had taken off her best dress and begun to get supper and with great forbearance had left the child alone. She was sitting in the side door-way on the upper step mending a coat.

Why didnt you stay dressed, my dear? Mrs. Fleming asked with a little shadow of disappointment on her face. I thought perhaps wed go over to see old Mrs. Danforth after supper.

I can put it on again, said Mary, crowding her mother a little so as to sit down at her side. Wheres father?

Hes late to-night, said Mrs. Fleming. I feel worried about father, Mary. I wish I could have done his work and let him gone to the exhibition to-day. I know he thinks a great deal of you, but he never can say much. Hell be so pleased about your prize.

I ought to have had more; you have done everything to help me along, said Mary.

Suppers all ready whenever your father comes, said Mrs. Fleming, a little embarrassed by Marys outspokenness, then she turned and kissed the girl as she had not kissed her before since her childhood. They were undemonstrative New England people, and it was only in some moment of excitement like this that they forgot themselves enough to show the affection that was always felt.

Theres father coming, dear, said Mrs. Fleming. Her face was flushed and there were tears in her eyes. Her quick ears had caught his familiar step far down the street, and she arose and went into the house. For only one instant the girl felt the old instinct of repression and reticence, then she ran down the wooden steps and along the path and met her father at the gate.

Well, its all over, she said. Schools done, father, and I did manage to get one prize, for history.

Her father took her by the hand as he used when she was a little bit of a child, and they walked up the path together. He looked moved; his face was pale and he did not say a word, yet there was something fatherly and tender about him. Mary thought that he was pleased about the prize and that he was tired. When her mother saw him she started and asked quickly, Why, whats the matter, Henry? — tell me quick!

Im out of work, said the poor man, and worse than that, Im past work; Ive got to trust to you and Mary now. He sank into a chair and covered his face with his hands. Mary and her mother stood speechless and looked first at him and then at each other. 

It was one of Aunt Hannahs favorite sayings that there never was a wall without a door in it. Mary thought of this wistfully, and wondered where she should find the door in this wall which seemed to close her in. How she wished, that sorrowful night, that she could see good old Aunt Hannahs wrinkled face, and her flowered border handkerchief, where there usually was some infallible herb stowed away that was professed to be just the thing for whoever happened to be ill. Aunt Hannah had a curious gift of instructive knowledge; she would follow her impressions wherever they might lead, and so she went from house to house making each her home in turn, receiving her inevitable welcome with quiet pleasure and then some morning flitting away unexpectedly, no matter what merry-making or necessity might claim her presence for another day.

Mary wondered as she tried hour after hour to go to sleep that night whether this erratic adviser and friend might not soon appear. She could hear voices in her fathers bedroom, and her mother was moving about as if he were in pain. He had hardly told them anything more than his first distressed outcry as he came into the house. Why he had lost his work and what made him so ill his daughter did not know. Her mother had quieted and befriended him in the sweetest way, as if he were a child, and when Mary came to her room he had been asleep some time. Now all was going wrong again, and at last she grew frightened and got up and went softly down stairs. The door was open at the steep stair-foot and the cool night air blew in. There were some hilarious men going by in the street, shouting and singing in the quiet midnight, but their harmless racket seemed a horrible sort of thing, as if they were the harbingers of fire or irreparable disorder. Mary Fleming had a childish, helpless feeling as she stopped and listened to them; then she found herself thinking of John Abbott and wondering if he were awake on that farm which he talked about up among the hills. She did not like to go to her mothers room; she sat down on the last stair and waited. It was chilly, and she drew her little old shawl closer about her shoulders, and thought, not knowing why, of her simple finery of the daytime, of the white dress and the graduating class; they seemed to belong to the past; the noon of that day might have been a year ago.

Perhaps her father was going to die; the thought gave her a great pang. She never had known him very well; they were not intimate friends as she and her mother had always been, though she was the only child, and should have been more to him than if she had belonged to a large family of children. They had often treated one another sulkily, and yet she could remember him taking her to walk on Sundays when she was a little bit of a thing, and being so kind and affectionate. Oh, if he was going to die she never could show how entirely she had meant to be good to him, and to do kind things for him.

A tree toad in their little garden began its shrill note. The fragrance of the grape vine blossoms came blowing in, faint and sweet. She was tired after the excitement of the day and her later anxiety; she could not help crying as she sat upon the lower stair.

After a little while a light flashed bright into the little sitting-room and her mother came hurrying out of the bedroom looking very pale and dressed as she had been in the evening. She had not been in bed, and looked worried.

Why Mary! she said starting, go back to bed, child. Fathers a good deal easier now, hell be better in the morning. I came out to shut the door and then Im going to bed myself.

Isnt he going to die? faltered the girl, catching her mothers dress and hiding her face against it. She feared the answer more than she could say.

No, dear, no, said Mrs. Fleming. Why, Mary, this doesnt seem like you. He isnt so very sick; he feels bad because hes lost his place, and this house may have to go; you know he hasnt paid so much on the mortgage as he thought he could. Hes been real miserable, she whispered, and I dont suppose he has been so smart as usual and theyre cutting down on the help. Theres a great many men know how to feel for him. Hes been all worked up, crying and saying he doesnt know which way to turn.

Im going to work just the first minute I can get anything to do, said Mary, thatll be something; do tell him I said that, wont you, mother?

Yes, but now you go to bed; come, Ill go up with you and tuck you up real nice just as I used to when you were a little girl. The trouble is that we never ought to have left the farm, but father meant you should have a good chance to go to school, and we heard what wages folks were getting and nothing would do but he must come.

Mary knew that her mother had always opposed this change. She had often heard it discussed, sometimes with considerable spirit, but her own heart shrank from the fancied loneliness of the hills and fields. She liked the petty bustle and newsiness of the village life; she had known nothing else, and she thought long about what could be done just where they were, after her mother had said good-night and gone down stairs again. There must be a door in this wall; Aunt Hannah said there was always a door, but Mary could not find it that night, however hard she thought about it, and wished to know her difficult way. 

Next morning when Mary Fleming awoke she felt a dull sense of heaviness and sorrow before she could clearly remember what had happened. Here was her father sick and out of work, and here was herself well and out of work. What could be done? She hurried down stairs and found her mother busy with breakfast; her father was up, too, looking discouraged and cross, and Mr. Davis, the lodger, was drumming impatiently on the kitchen window-sill — Mr. Davis was prompt and methodical to a fault, and breakfast seemed likely to be late. They never talked at the table; they all ate too fast if they had only known it, and presently Mr. Davis had gone. Marys father looked after him wistfully as he took his hat from its nail and departed; the poor mans pale face flushed crimson, but he said nothing. He and Mr. Davis had always gone to their work together, summer and winter, these many years. Mary saw it and was sorry for him; her mother was in the pantry; she must have felt it, too — it was two or three minutes before she came out.

The breakfast work was quickly done and still Mr. Fleming sat in the kitchen. He looked a little cross, but Mary only pitied him. When it grew too hot there he went out and sat down on the doorstep. A little later she passed him, dressed to go down the street. Father, she said, youve got a day or two at home now, why cant you hoe those beans and make the garden look a little better?

I dont know, perhaps I will, dear, said the discouraged man, starting up with something like cheerfulness. Maybe Ive forgot all about farming. This attempt at a joke was very touching under the circumstances, but his industrious habit of life was satisfied with the suggested work. There was no danger of a cranky day now, and a few minutes afterward Mary remembered, with an odd feeling in her throat, that he had called her dear. She had a strange, new feeling of authority, and felt the beginning of a new power over herself and the events of life such as she never had known before. It dawned upon her that if she were pleasant and kept firm hold of herself it helped everybody else.

Mary went straight down the street to the largest shoe factory and up its long flights of stairs to the stitching room, where she knew several of the girls. She had often come before to see her particular friend, Mary Arley, who had left school the year before to go into the shop. There was a heavy wooden box close by her machine to hold the stitched uppers of the shoes, and Mary Fleming perched on this to have a little talk.

How are you, busy? she asked, but Mary Arley shook her head.

This is the first work Ive had for a day or two; it wont take me an hour. Thats why I got out to go to the exhibition yesterday. Where were you all the evening? We kept thinking youd come to the schoolhouse hall. Some of the boys wanted to go and get you, but I told em your father was sick. My father told me about him when he came home to supper. Im real sorry. Its an awful hard time to get out of work. They talk of shutting down here the first day of July for a fortnight and perhaps longer.

Oh dear! said Mary, what shall I do! I need to go to work right off. I must be earning something as quick as I can.

Theres no work here, repeated Mary Arley, and I dont believe youll get in anywhere before fall work comes on. They wont take on any beginners when theyre turning off their old help. She bent over her work to turn a difficult corner carefully, and then said as she dropped it finished into the box:

Im going to leave and go up country. I wish youd come, too.

Where? What are you going to do? asked Mary Fleming, her spirits instantly beginning to rise.

To do upstairs work in one of those summer hotels. I can get a good chance, or I can do parlor work. My mothers cousin is housekeeper, and she said I might see about some girls to come with me, and shes coming down next week and will talk with them. She says she wont take anybody without seeing her. Its a new hotel and very high-toned.

Mary Fleming laughed. I mean to ask mother, she said. I should like it forty times better than the shop and the smell of all the paste and leather.

Youre a proud piece, said Mary Arley. No, you arent either. Some of the girls that come here are made sick for ever so long before they get used to it. I wish thered be a patent for airing out shops myself but I never minded it so much as some. Yes, Ill come over to-night after supper. Your mother knows Im steady. Shell let you go with me.

The girls laughed; they both knew that Mary Arley, with her quick, bright ways was not half so steady as Mary Fleming herself, but she was sensible enough and most attaching. They were both pleased with their summers plan, but when Mary Fleming found herself in the quiet street again she wondered whether she ought to go away from home. Perhaps she could find something to do in town, after all. But the great trouble was that when work was dull at the shoe factories it affected everything. There were few boarders or lodgers to be had; there was no shop work to be done at home; nobody had any spare money. Going to school and graduating and having a prize for history seemed to have lessened a girls chance in life instead of bettering it. Her fingers were trained to no useful work or cleverness; she must start at the beginning. But it was something to have clear wits, and to know what ones disadvantages were, even if she did feel far behind the girls who had come out of school the year before and gone into the shop. 

A few weeks after Mary Fleming and Mary Arley made their summer plans in the noisy stitching-room of the shoe factory they were sitting together on a high hillside in the shade of a great pine tree. The tree stood a little way out in the open pasture, as if it were captain of a troop of its fellows in the thick woods above. When you sat in its shadow you could look off over green hills and blue mountains far into the distance, and close at hand were the valley farms and the new hotel on its high knoll. This was a most attractive looking building of good proportions and simple, shapely roofs, and it stood soberly and solidly in its place. Beside the look of pleasantness and attractiveness, it seemed very homelike to our two friends, who already felt themselves an intimate part of the great establishment.

I thought at first that Mrs. Preston was going to be cross and hard to suit. I must say so if she is your cousin, said Mary Fleming. But I like her better every single day; I do, honestly.

So do I, said Mary Arley. I never knew her very well, only mother has always been wishing I was just like her, and thats enough to discourage anybody. Mother took me to see her once; she had a lovely house and everything nice in it, but her husband failed and then the house was burned and he was sick and died. I was a little girl, but I remember mother feeling very bad about it.

She said something so lovely to me the other day, that she once had a happy home herself, and now that it was gone she wanted to live to make things homelike and pleasant for other people. She said that it was what she had to live for now, and she was glad of this splendid chance to be good to people in a big hotel.

Lots of the people who come dont want anything of us except to keep their pitchers filled, said Mary Arley, pettishly.

Well, I do like to fill their pitchers and have the water fresh and everything nice, insisted Mary Fleming. Oh, how I do wish you had heard Aunt Hannah talk to me one day about doing little things. I keep remembering it whatever I undertake. She says that tisnt the thing we do, but the way we do it, that can make us famous. Ive been thinking about that ever so much since I came up here. You dont think much of women who know how to cook at home, but you find how much the head cook up here has to think of and how much he gets paid for it; and we dont think much of sweeping and housekeeping, but Mrs. Preston keeps everybodys work in her head and keeps us all spinning, whether we have got any head or not, and she is a great woman. I think she is, dont you? And everybody thinks so much of her, and shes so kind, and yet its nothing but common housekeeping splendidly done. I heard those lovely people in the corner rooms saying that they were going to take their rooms for all next summer.

You fill their pitchers, dont you, asked Mary Arley, mischievously. Youre always thinking about sober things. I suppose its being an only child and always being with your mother. Now, Im one of seven children and we all just grew up in a heap and never thought about anything. Come, we must go back, its most pitcher time; there comes the men with the milk. Cant you see them down there in the farm land?

Whos that big fellow coming this way? No, I dont mean in the lane; right down there beyond those junipers, exclaimed Mary Fleming. Why, I believe its John Abbott!

The two girls scrambled to their feet. It was still warm out in the sunshine; they always left the old tree with regret and always came to it, if they could, instead of going to their rooms in the afternoon, as many of the girls did. The young man was hurrying along the path; they could see his face now, and it was John Abbott, brown and manly. Mary Fleming had a strange, very dear feeling in her heart as she looked at him.

I came over to bring some spring chickens, he said, after the first eager greetings. Didnt you know that we were beginning to raise them on the farm when I saw you in the spring? Theyre just fit for market now. We supply a great many vegetables for the hotel, and now the chickens are salable we have to run two teams and I shall be coming twice a week. I didnt know you were here until yesterday, or I should have managed to come before. Its only six miles from our farm.

Our busiest time is just coming on, said Mary Arley with importance, but Mary Fleming looked shy and eager.

Perhaps you can go to ride with me some Sunday or off day, said the young man.

Oh, were engaged for weeks ahead all our spare afternoons, said Mary Arley, amiably, but Mary Fleming and John laughed a little as they walked along together.

How do you like being in the hotel business? asked John, patronizingly. I suppose its easier than farming, and thats something.

Marys the head pitcher, laughed Mary Arley. Shes also making a great reputation for being the best duster on our floor. Now Im quick myself, but nobody ever said I was thorough.

Im called the champion onion-weeder on our place, announced John Abbott. Ive got a premium for having the fastest eye for a cankerworms nest in the whole State of New Hampshire. Were coming out ahead on our apple crop all on account of me.

Everybody is famous but poor me, said Mary Arley, with an appearance of mournfulness. The trouble is that Mary Fleming is so smart that we all get scolded for not doing just as she does.

The young people were full of fun as they scurried down the hill, and presently the two girls saw John Abbott go off in state on his long wagon with the empty chicken crates. When Mary Arley joked about him and made damaging remarks about the appearance of his cravat, Mary Fleming found that she felt as if she were being made fun of herself. She knew in that minute how entirely they belonged to each other. She seemed to be carried on a great wave far beyond the things of everyday life, and her old feeling of affection for him. She suddenly remembered that night in the spring when they had both been together, and wished with all her heart that she could have it over again to make it so much dearer for him and for herself. She had believed that he was not very far away, but some one had said at first that the farm where he lived was over in another valley. Beside all this new joy and eagerness it was like seeing somebody from home — she had never been away from her own people for three whole weeks before. She was afraid that Mary Arleys quick eyes would be making discoveries, but for a great wonder she was spared any teasing, and so they went in to their evening work. 

III

There were very few idle hours when the month of August came in. The great house was as full as it could be, and all the girls were busy early and late. Mrs. Preston, the housekeeper, often looked pale and tired, but she was never impatient with those young helpers who tried hard to do their work and had some conscience about it, even if they did make mistakes, or get a little behindhand. There were some girls who did vex her every day, and who could not be trusted, and tried to take advantage. The little world of the guests knew almost nothing of the little world of those who served them, of its trials, or its hopes and ambitions. Mary Fleming had found some very kind friends among the guests in her corridor, and it even surprised her sometimes to find how anxious she was to please them and make them comfortable. She had learned to take good care of the pretty dresses as if they were her own, to hang them up carefully and protect them from the dust. Mrs. Preston had spoken to all the girls about this one day, and shown them exactly how to do certain little things that often came in their way, but some one had smartly said that she was not hired to be everybodys waiting maid, and many of the girls had given themselves as little trouble as possible on these grounds. Mrs. Preston was always saying that the people who came were guests of the house, and that ones duty to ones guest was usually plain. Politeness is a habit of doing the kindest thing in the kindest way, and sometimes it is the rudest person who needs ones kindness most. Mary Arley liked Mrs. Preston, but she was fond of her fun with the other girls, and a gay frolic was dearer to her heart than anything else. So it came about in time that Mary Fleming knew and loved Mrs. Preston the best of the two, not that she did not take her share of much of the fun that was always going on, but she had much that was grave and serious to think of about her home affairs and her own future, and then there was the new joy about John. She could not say anything yet about these things to anybody, but she felt sure of the sympathy of a wise, sweet, elderly woman like the housekeeper, who had known so much of the joys and sorrows of life.

The two Marys had a little room together next Mrs. Prestons own. They used to talk a good deal late at night about people and things, as girls will, and sometimes Mrs. Preston had to tell them to be quiet and to go to sleep. They grew very well used to her quick rap on the wall.

One night when Mary Arley was in the middle of an entertaining account of a battle between the colored head waiter and one of the porters, both being persons of great size and dignity, the familiar rap sounded, and then while they were still whispering and laughing softly they heard it again and again.

She wants something; Ill get up, said Mary Fleming, but Mary Arley said no, that she was only hushing them. We werent making noise enough for her to hear, insisted Mary Fleming listening; then she got up and hurried to the housekeepers room. Poor Mrs. Preston was really ill; there was an anxious moment or two before they persuaded her to let them go and wake the doctor.

I always say that this hotel is just the same as a town. All sorts of people live in it, said our Mary, dressing as fast as she could. It was the middle of the night and the great house was still; before they could get back with the doctor Mrs. Preston was even more ill than before. Ill take care of her, Mary Fleming told her friend, if you can manage part of my work for me in the morning. Go to bed, Mary; thats a good girl, and Ill stay here.

The doctor was an elderly man who had been staying in the house all summer, and he looked at our friend earnestly as he came back to the room with some medicine.

Can you keep awake? he asked. Can I trust you to do just what I say, so that this good friend of ours may be a great deal better in the morning?

Yes, you can trust Mary Fleming, said Mrs. Preston eagerly. I will answer for her, and the doctor went on mixing his doses and giving the directions. After he went away Mary sat by the window. It was a lovely night; the waning moon was just rising behind the great hills, and one by one their shadowy shapes stood out clear in the dim light. It was only a little after twelve oclock, and for a girl who had been on her feet, quick and busy all day, the time until daylight seemed long. It was lucky that there was a good deal to do for Mrs. Preston at first, and then after awhile when she was better it was very hard to keep awake. She did not like to walk about the room or even to move for fear of waking the patient. Suddenly she noticed that the sky had a strange light in it that was not moonlight, down toward the south. Mary wondered idly what it could be; not northern lights, not moonlight; fires in the woods perhaps; but at that moment the strange red glow grew higher and spread wider. It was a great fire, and it was in the direction of her own home! At that moment her own father and mother might be in danger. She leaned far out of the window and strained her eyes to look and watch, and fairly shook with excitement and worry. There was no large village between the hotel and home.

The great hotel and all its buildings seemed as sound asleep on the long hill-slope as anybody under their roofs. The stillness was profound out of doors, and the sick woman slept quietly, free from pain at last, in her narrow bed at the other side of the room. The light was turned very low, and an open closet door shaded the room. At last Mary could not bear to look at the great red light any longer; she was afraid that she should forget and scream or cry aloud. She left the window and crept softly over to the bed and sat down on the floor by the foot and leaned her head against the edge. The tears stole down her cheeks; she could not help crying. Oh, if she could only fly to her mother! She covered her face and turned away from the light. It was still three or four hours before morning. She thought of all the troubles of their household at home, and could not see what she could do to help them. She must go on working for the small wages that she was only fit to earn, and give her father and mother what she could. Oh, if her father could get away from Dolton; he could not get well there and so he could not work, he had no money and there were too many houses in Dolton already. There was no hope of either letting or selling theirs, and the weight of the mortgage would trouble them more and more. She never could let John Abbott weigh himself down with the burden of such failure and poverty. She had not known what to say to him when he talked on in his lighthearted way, making plans about what they were going to do together by and by.

In the gray dawn Mrs. Preston stirred and awoke. Mary, Mary dear! she said, puzzled at first and then remembering. Were you so frightened, child; have you been awake all night? Dont mind, Im all right now. I suppose that the doctor frightened you a little, but in a day or two I shall be quite myself again. Why, Mary dear, Im very sorry; come, creep into bed and go to sleep for a little while. But Mary was already at the table measuring one of the small doses that the doctor had left.

She pulled the curtains down. She felt stiff and lame; it was a great comfort to have something to do instead of sitting and thinking of all the awful things that might or must have happened.

Early, before anyone else was stirring in the house, Mary heard the doctor coming along the corridor. He was a lame man and she knew the sound of his limping step, and went out to meet him.

You did not send the night watchman after me? he said. I am glad to hope that everything has gone well.

Why, yes! he said cheerfully a moment later. You do your young nurse great credit! and Mrs. Preston smiled.

And my doctor, too. she said.

You have done just as I told you, said the doctor to Mary, looking at the medicine and a slip of paper. Mrs. Preston was a very sick woman last night. I was very much worried after I went down stairs, and feared that I ought to have got somebody else to come and watch, but I thought that I could trust you and I was afraid of the bad effect of coming back and disturbing you.

The housekeeper smiled. Yes, you can always trust Mary, she said.

It was daylight now, the sun was fast coming up. Mary Flemings young heart was full of excitement. Thank God she was good for something in this world, but oh, her mother, and the great horrible light of the fire! She could not wait longer; she stepped out of the room and flew down stairs and knocked at the telegraph girls little bedroom door in one of the lower corridors. Oh, come, come quick, Nelly, she implored. Ask what happened at Dolton last night; there was an awful fire.

Whats the matter with you? asked the sleepy girl. You are as gray as ashes; have you been up all night?

Yes, yes! Dont talk. Come quick.

But the office there wont be open yet, said Nelly Perrin, looking a little rueful at the loss of her morning nap. Nevertheless, she hurried into her clothes, and starting off bravely, soon reached her desk at the office. Seating herself at her instrument, she said, impatiently; You neednt drive me to pieces; but after a few brief clickings she suddenly looked surprised and listened intently to a long message.

The office in Dolton is burnt, she said gravely. There was a great fire last night. I get word by way of Harrisville. Almost the whole town was swept by flames — the shoe factories and churches and business section. Oh, Im real sorry, Miss Fleming. I hope nothing happened to your house!

But Mary had already gone, racing up stairs to tell Mary Arley the bad news and the two poor children cried together and began their days work with heavy hearts. Toward noon Mrs. Preston was so much better that they dared to tell her, and to ask if there was no possible way to manage so that they could go home.

Mrs. Prestons face looked pinched and pale on the pillow. No, no, dont think about it, said Mary Fleming affectionately. I know all about the people who are going to-day and the new ones coming to take their places. Mother would send me word if she or father were hurt or anything. Well see to our pitchers just the same as ever, wont we, Mary Arley? Your house is far enough out of the village not to be in much danger. Dont you worry, and I wont.

Im sure to be about the house to-morrow, said Mrs. Preston; the doctor has been here again and says so. And Mr. Dennis sent me word to let you, Mary Fleming, do the best you can in my place to-day, and to send for him any minute you want him.

Mary Flemings cheeks grew crimson. What would her mother say if she knew that she was useful enough already in this great establishment to be put into Mrs. Prestons responsible place even for a single day.

I dont care who says she is young! Mr. Dennis had said. Shes the most able and conscientious girl in the house. Not so quick as some, but if I could have twenty such girls I should take a long breath and think that it was a happy day for the hotel business.

Mary Fleming felt all that day as if she were made of something curiously light, and flew about as if she never needed to stop. The fatigue and excitement stimulated her wits and her energies. Even the worry about the fire was indistinct and unreal in her mind, with the hurry and responsibility of the great inflow of new guests to the hotel. She went with winged feet from room to room, directing two or three girls here and doing something herself as it ought to be done there, and now finding a few minutes to ask Mrs. Preston for advice and orders. There were only a few people in the hotel who knew much of Dolton, and they could learn nothing more than the first news in the morning. Toward supper time, when her cares were over, she put on a fresh, cool gingham dress, it is always the best way to begin to rest to take off ones tired clothes, and then she went out to watch for John Abbott. It was his day to come over from the farm.

Next morning early there came a short message to Mary Fleming from Mr. Dennis that if she liked to go home to Dolton for the day there would be no objection, provided she could arrange for her work among the other girls. She felt tired enough as she got up and went to see Mrs. Preston, who was already up and equal to some part of her cares. She kissed poor sleepy, anxious Mary, and told her by all means to go at once, and to ask the clerk to have her sent down to the railway station in time for the first train. She must not think about the work, either; it should all be managed, and she must not come back until early morning. The new people in the corridors were welcome guests, very quiet and considerate, apparently, except one or two. So off flew our friend, and an hour or two afterward Mary Fleming, feeling bewildered enough, was finding her way across the open smoking space where the Dolton House had stood, and all the Dolton shops and churches. She had heard on the way down that her fathers house was saved — the fire came almost to the next door; but when she walked up the little street, littered still with cinders and miscellaneous heaps of household furniture, and then caught sight of the house, and of the two green pear trees that stood by it, and had unlatched the gate and walked up the little side path, opened the kitchen door and saw her mother, she was the most delighted, contented girl in the world!

They had never been separated so long before. They kissed and kissed each other, forgetting to be restrained and undemonstrative.

How womanly and wise you look to me! said Mrs. Fleming, impulsively. You arent my same old going-to-school Mary at all!

Ive been in a good school up there, said Mary, smiling. You dont know how good Mrs. Preston is; I feel as if I were going to be learning of her all the time. Oh, there are so many things Ive been keeping to tell you! But tell me how father is, and I want to know all about the fire.

Have you been keeping something to tell me about John Abbott, I wonder? asked Marys mother.

I suppose so, answered Mary, much confused. Why, has he said anything to anybody yet?

He has, said Mrs. Fleming. He has behaved like a man. I suppose neither of you will ever think of anybody else. But theres plenty of time ahead to think of getting married.

Yes, of course, Mary spoke dutifully. But to be just past nineteen herself, and to have John within a week of his twentieth birthday, seemed old enough to satisfy the most exacting. They had great plans for making themselves useful and for making money apart before the time should come for being married; but Mary no longer thought that a crowded country village was the only place in which to live. She had learned in these few weeks to feel at home among the green fields and the hills, and Johns plans for getting a farm of his own just as soon as he could seemed the most sensible plan in the world.

It was an exciting day in Dolton, or in what was left of the poor little town; and Mary and her mother went out and tried to find and to console some of their homeless neighbors. The Fleming house was crowded with such people already, and Mr. Fleming was so busy that he could hardly find time to speak to Mary, though he welcomed her with delight.

That evening, after she had refreshed herself with a long sleep in the afternoon, and had had a quiet supper of bread and milk in her old childish fashion, she joined her father and mother, who were sitting on the door-steps. The green grapes hung in heavy clusters on the old vine, and the pears were beginning to look brown and shiny on the two pear trees. She loved them in a new and unexpected way because they reminded her of the country. She could not help remembering how at a loss she was that day in early summer when school had finished, and she did not know of anything to do with her incompetent self, and feared that she was going to be a failure in life. How busy and how happy she had really been, and how fair the future looked now.

Yes, her father was saying, Ive done pretty well with picking up odd jobs of carpentering, and with your help that you sent us home; and, you know, weve had some boarders that strayed along; but now thats all past, and Im going to do what your mother has urged me, go back up country again; twill be better for my health and your mothers, too. I mays well tell you that Farley, of our old shoe firm, has offered to buy me out on this place. They were well insured, and are going to rebuild, but its going to be hard work scratching along in Dolton for a man like me, and I want to go back up country where your mother and I were born and used to know everybody. John Abbotts a good boy; I aint got one thing to say against John. Only the week before last he was down here and stopped over a train, and was urging me to move up near where he is; theres a good small farm that hes got his eye on, and he said hed put something hes saved with mine. I was short with him that day, for what I owned here was only a burden. But now, if Farley gives me my price, why, Ill pay off the mortgage and Ill go up and see that little place and take it.

Mary listened eagerly; it seemed strange to have her father so interested and pleased, telling her his plans, and making a new life for himself. She thought, with great happiness, of Johns goodness and helpfulness to her discouraged father. Perhaps, by and by, she and her mother could take some people to board for the summer. She would learn everything she could, and do her best for her guests, strangers and foreigners though they might be, if ever this plan came true. It was a lovely and rewarding thing to make people a home in strange places, to make them like the place, and like you, and be contented and happy themselves.

Father, said Mary, suddenly, are these pear trees too large to move?

Yes; I suppose they are, answered Mr. Fleming, turning to look at her with a smile. You ought to know enough to know that.

Perhaps we could have a graft or something, said Mary, and a piece of the grape vine to carry away; there are some things that I like about this house, if it is in the village! I was so sorry when I thought it was burnt. When did any of you see Aunt Hannah? I was just thinking of that day when she came along last spring and I cleared up the yard.

That was the day you first began to take hold, wasnt it? said her father, reflectively. I seemed to be lettin everything go myself, but now Im goin to begin all over again. I took to this plan o John Abbotts from the first. No; we havent seen Aunt Hannah since.

The next morning early Mary was all ready to begin her work at the hotel again. It seemed so beautiful to look out of the car windows and see the broad, quiet landscape after a day spent in the desolated village with its excited, disturbed people, its slow trails of smoke, and whiffs of acrid ashes that blew about with every breeze. And John Abbott, boyish and eager, with all his manly strength and soberness, John Abbott came over to see her after dark, and they talked about their happy future together.

It seems as if nothing ever happened to me until this summer, and then everything happened at once, said Mary Fleming. Now what do you think that Mrs. Preston told me to-day? She has been with Mr. Dennis two winters in that splendid New York hotel, and he thinks everything of her; and he wants her to have an assistant housekeeper, and she says that I may have the chance. What do you think the salary is from the first of November until we come back here in the summer? and she told him.

Dear me! said John Abbott. Why, thats amazing! but I cant have you going off to New York; how can I?

Oh, yes, John, said Mary. It would give us such a start; it would help us out splendidly. Now, lets be good, John! Its all Mrs. Prestons gift, too. She has helped me and taught me everything. Im only an every-day girl, but I love my work, and I suppose a good many girls dont.

But when we have our own house, John, she said shyly, looking at him with a dear smile, one person is always going to have a corner whenever she wants it, and thats Aunt Hannah. I was just as cross and miserable as I could be that day last spring, and I didnt see my way one step ahead. I suppose its just so with lots of girls beside me. She just talked to me a little while, and told me what Ive often said since, that it isnt what you do, but how you do it, that builds your reputation. She said that we could be famous for doing the commonest things, and talked to me that way as nobody ever had before; and something struck a light for me that Ive gone by and lived by ever since. I shall be grateful to Aunt Hannah as long as I live. Dont you remember that day last spring when you came down to Dolton and I was trying to tie up the grape vine and you helped me?

I do, said John Abbott. And we went to walk and stood on the little bridge.

Dont go yet, said Mary. I want to tell you something more. I never used to like father, and now I begin to think everything of him. I used to be cranky myself, and then when he was cranky I hadnt a bit of patience. Ive learned one thing in this houseful of girls this summer, and that is if one comes down cross in the morning she can set all the rest of us by the ears. I used to think twas other peoples fault if I was cross; but I have found out long ago that sometimes its my fault if others are.

All those things are so, replied John Abbott soberly. Come, Mary, who do you think is stopping over at the farm this minute?

Why, I dont know, said Mary, wondering.

Its Aunt Hannah, said John. Mrs. Haines has always known her; she happened along last night, and she says she wasnt very far from here, and she had heard about the new hotel.

Why, the dear old thing! Oh, John, do bring her over, and Mrs. Haines, too, and Ill show them round. Oh, Aunt Hannah likes pretty things so much shell have a beautiful time. Ill take her to see my lovely Mrs. Duncan in the east corner rooms. I told Mrs. Duncan about her one day, and all her pretty old-fashioned ways, and how she goes about the country, and her good sayings and all her funny stories; she said she wished she could see her.

I dare say I can come, said John promptly. Twould be such a treat for both of them. All the women folks think the hotel is a kind of a palace.

Of course it is, exclaimed Mary, and Ill tell you one thing, John; the people out of cities think just as much in their turn of knowing country people and seeing how they do things. It makes em have a great deal better time up here to know somebody on the farms, and be asked in and taken notice of; it really does. You know Aunt Hannah always says that there aint but a few kinds of people in the world, but theyre put in all sorts of different places. Oh, I do think its really beautiful to be here; and I lost all that time when I was growing up just because I hadnt found out how to enjoy myself. I thought for ever so long that an every-day girl hadnt a bit of a chance, and now I think that nobodys chance in the world is half so happy as mine. There is something wonderful that comes and helps us the minute we really try to help ourselves.
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CHAPTER I.
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MANY YEARS AGO two men were talking together one morning in the private room of a bank in the west of England. The senior partner of the house, a white-haired, sage-looking financier, was cautioning his companion, who evidently had their business enterprise very much at heart. There was something eager and adventurous in the younger mans appearance, in spite of the look that betrayed the country Squire and lawyer that he was. The bank, personified by the elder man, was making an investment quite apart from its usual steady customs, to join the Squire, who was putting a good bit of money into a venture by sea. This money was to be forwarded to the port of Bristol to be shipped, and the two capitalists had received news from the captain of the vessel that he was sailing much sooner than had been his first intention. The difficulty was to find a proper messenger at such short notice, and the Squire, who was something of a sportsman, had come to say that he had fallen in unexpectedly with a horse dealer, a very honest man, fearless and a good rider, whom he had known for many years, and who, fortunately, was on his way to Bristol the next day but one.

The only defect he has is in being a stranger to the roads hereabouts; I mean between here and Bristol, said the Squire. But Rogers, you say, can go with him, and knows the way well. Weymouth has an English tongue in his head, but with so much gold to carry a man is sometimes glad to take a short cut, or a different turn, especially in these days when there is so much tramping and thievery. You never know whom you fall in with on the road. I must say I never liked the looks of Rogers-

The Squire turned quickly from the window where he stood with hands deep in his pockets, looking out in the street and saw Rogers himself, who had come, soft-footed as a cat, from the outer room to stand behind the senior partner. The Squire stared at him angrily,

I knocked, sir, said Rogers, deferentially.

I should hope so, answered the Squire with coldness. But the clerk seemed to take no offense, and departed on tiptoe after handing some checks to his chief. The old man flushed a little and was disturbed. Rogers was his daily companion and made himself quite indispensable. To the Squire he was only a subordinate and apt to be presuming and curious.

I dont like him, in spite of all you say, the Squire grumbled to the senior partner a moment after the door was softly closed.

Well, perhaps not as a companion, agreed the old gentleman with a smile. I thought he looked crafty and sneakish myself at first sight, but he has been perfectly faithful and steady these six or eight years now, and I long ago gave up suspecting Rogers. He is curious, perhaps, but harmless, harmless.

Hell wait forever for his chance, but hell take it when he gets it, said the Squire. That is, if I know anything of human nature. I wish we had our money all in notes instead of so much gold, but we cannot risk the chance of our changing the notes in Bristol before the Mary and Bell sets sail. And my man Weymouth can hold his own, Ill warrant him. I hope hell be prompt about starting. He as much as told me that it was not all business that keeps him here; he is paying attention to a young woman whom he hopes to marry. But hes a man of his word. Tis a good bit of work for him and money easily earned, as you may say, since he was going to Bristol a day later, at any rate.

The Squire took his riding stick and gloves from the table and bade his old friend good morning. They shook hands heartily and had a cheerful word or two about their business and its probable success. 

See that they start at 6 oclock Sunday morning, or even earlier, the younger man turned back to say. The roads are heavy already with so much rain, and if I dont mistake the signs theres more coming. They cant get to Bristol at best before night. I dont know what sort of a mount Rogers will get. Hell soon worry a good horse out of his wits, I should think. Tell him that Fenderson is set upon sailing early.

Hell wait a tide for his money, said the senior partner with assurance, tapping the arm of his chair. Hes a prompt man, is Fenderson, and an excellent shipmaster, but eighteen hundred pounds is a good sum to miss; his luck depends on getting it, you know. Still, Ill tell Rogers. Take a glass of Madeira before you go; will you join me, sir, tis toward noon!

* * *

As night was falling two mounted messengers, spattered with mud from cap to stirrup, were riding wearily along a deep, worn country lane. They were in the north part of the county of Somerset, near the waters of the Severn. The lane itself, deserted enough that night, was a great thoroughfare for those who came from the south and west to cross over into Wales. By this immemorial stream of travel and the wearing of the weather it had been worn like a swift streams channel, deep below the level of the country. One of the riders kept glancing fearfully at the bushy banks above him, as if he expected to see a head in the thicket peering down. The other man rode straight and stern in his saddle, and took no notice of anything but his horse and the slippery road.

As they came, riding northward side by side, to the top of a little hill, Rogers, who wore a strangely pale and craven look, gave a sigh of relief, and his horse, which limped and bore the marks of having been on his knees, whinnied as if in sympathy. The wide, gray Severn spread before them; the high headlands sloped gently away on the right, and fell off like a cliff on the left; below the land was edged by a long line of dyke which fenced the sea from marsh and meadows that stretched away from the coast. Over the wide water drifted low clouds of fog and rain, and in the southwest a dull red gleam of fading Winter sunset lightened but little the cold and stormy color of the sky. High above the Severn, at the roads end, stood a group of low buildings perched on the headland together, like a convent or place of military defense.

As the travelers rode into the yard of the old Black Eagle Inn in the twilight, the inn itself and all its stables and outhouses seemed deserted. There was a bare and empty look everywhere. The sunset just struck a last whip of rain at the two tired men, and Weymouth called impatiently to the hostler, and then got stiffly to the ground and stamped his feet and stretched himself as he stood holding his horses bridle. The creature dropped his head low and steamed in the cool air.

There were two windows in the inn itself, dimly lighted, as if by firelight, and in another window in the landward corner a candle flickered faintly. The whole place seemed dull and unfriendly with its stony walls and roofs. Rogers grumbled with a plaintive whine, his companion shouted again with a strong, honest voice, and presently a stable door was flung open and two men came out. Inside, the light of an early lantern beamed comfortably, and the horses turned their heads that way, as if eager for their supper and warm bedding. There was no sound from within of stamping hoofs or cry of crowded and biting horses. The business was evidently at lowest ebb.

Rub them down well and give them good feed as soon as you dare; full oats and scant hay. We must be on our way again two hours from this at least; we lost the road and were in haste at any rate, said Weymouth. Ill come out and look after them in an hour. Mind theyre not in the wind, he added. Come, get down, he said in a colder tone to his fellow-traveler, who, through weariness or uncertainty, still sat his horse like a drooping statue. Strike the mud off you; here, Ill help you, then, as the man gave a groan and tried to dismount. After the first wrench youre all right. Come! youre none the worse for your cropper into clay and mud! Queer inn they keep here, he said angrily as they crossed the yard toward the door whither one of the hostlers had pointed them. They could hear a womans scolding voice inside before it was opened.

As the mistress flung it open wide and stood on the threshold, she bade her guests good evening in a civil tone, but insisted somewhat ostentatiously that she desired no guests that night. She had ceased to keep the tavern since the travel had all gone, or been stolen away to the lower ferry. She had some people already whom she must make a shift to care for, old Welsh folk who had been put into the only room that could be used. She was giving up her lease to leave the place -

We only ask for supper and a fire, tis but to rest our horses, said Weymouth, boldly making his way into the inner kitchen where the firelight looked cheerful. Rogers followed ruefully, limping and holding his shoulder as if he were badly hurt. When he sank into the corner of the settee his head dropped back as if he were ill, and his eyes shut as if the sight swam with giddiness. Such distress of weariness and squalor of mud and wet could not but appeal to the beholder.

Weymouth stood before the fire steaming like the horse he had just left and regarded his companion with pity and surprise. Then he gave himself another stretch, and yawned comfortably, and taking off his short cloak spread it carefully upon a bench. There was a stout leather wallet at his side which he unslung and put by the cloak at the fireside, handling it as lightly as he could, but not concealing the fact of its weight, or that such a broad-shouldered man as himself was glad to get rid of it. As he turned again he saw that the landlady had stopped her work among pans and crocks at the table and was watching him sharply, but Rogers groaned as if in his sleep and Weymouth repented his contempt and harsh words on the way. His fellow-messenger had been officious in his pretense of knowing every turn of road that would bring them quick and safe to Bristol, but he had taken the worst of his mistake with so bad a fall, if the color of his face were any sign, and it grew plain that Weymouth must somehow or other find the rest of the way to Bristol alone. In his heart he flinched for a moment, knowing what he carried and that he was a stranger; yet for some reason he had all that day distrusted the smiling clerk and his bland and double manner, and wished more than once that he were riding with a better man.

Get me some brandy, said Weymouth to the landlady, and a glass for him when he wakes, a good stiff glass. When he wakes, you know, hell need all that he can drink, twas a hard ride for so poor a horseman. Ill leave him here to-night; neither he nor his horse can go further. I must be on my way by ten or as soon as my horse is fit and has had his feed.

Oh, no, poor lad! exclaimed the woman, but there was something disturbed and dissatisfied in her tone. Hell get to no Bristol to-night, she added, as she trotted off with more willingness than she had shown before and came back with a single clumsy-looking glass on a tray. Weymouth thanked her and took it in his hand and offered it again with much gallantry; but she shook her head, not displeased, and went back to her work.

Then the guest cast another glance at his fellow-traveler, who just at that moment stirred and groaned again, uneasily. Weymouth bent toward him and shook him gently, holding the glass to his lips. The drowsy man was quick to know the welcome odor, and drank the brandy down with eagerness, opening his eyes wide and making a queer face as he finished.

Whats this? said he.

Tis brandy, said Weymouth, laughing boyishly. So youve forgotten how it tastes since noon!

Twas not for him! exclaimed the woman, coming back from her cupboard angrily. You might have choked a sleeping man, she railed at Weymouth, and clenched her fist like a fury.

Sleep, then, she said to Rogers, who laughed a little and gazed at her stupidly, but much startled. Whats the odds, Betsy, he faltered, as if he knew her well.

Betsy me none of your Betsys, said the rough-mannered mistress of the house sharply; then, controlling herself, she caught up the empty glass and her tone changed. Some other drink would have done for him just as well, she said in a wheedling whisper, and, returning to her shelf, she filled a second glass. Weymouth observed that it was fuller than the first and accepted it amicably. The cross-grained creature had meant to pay him a pretty compliment in pouring him her best grog, and he thanked her civilly, with a proper toast to her good fortune, as he raised the glass to his lips.

He was still standing before the fire; something crossed his mind at that moment. The woman was by her table, where she could see him, and with his hand covering the glass he tossed his head back gayly and pretended to drink. She turned away with a queer sigh. Rogers had shut his eyes again, and quick as a flash Weymouth threw the brandy behind him into the ashes. 


CHAPTER II.
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WEYMOUTH DID NOT leave his place by the fire, but stood there innocently drying his muddy clothes. The fire had caught a fagot and was cracking and snapping bravely, suddenly it shot up a strange gleam at the side which nobody appeared to notice, though it shone full in the face of the landlady and showed her to be more serene and less excited, and presently she became unexpectedly talkative.

I do feel proper disgraced to be found so shiftless by you gentlemen, she apologized to Weymouth, whose face was in a shadow. Custom is so poor that there was no counting on anybody from weeks end to weeks end. Were give up our lease to go to America and said that on Monday wed harbor strangers no more, and since then Ive had five companies of traveling folk lighting down, all crying for the best, and being thankful for the worst before they got away.

Youll wait an hour for you suppers at best, she added; Id no eggs by me, but Ive sent up the road a bit; I cooked the last I had for the folks that was just before ye. An I aint got but the one room to show ye; the chimney fell as belongs to the tother side the house. Hed ought to get t bed, nodding at the poor crooked-necked figure on the settee. I make bold to say I want my kitchen to myself. Theres a fire in thur — theres somebody in there aready, but shes stone deaf and crippled; an old Welsh body as was left wi me by her son an darter. Theyll be getting a boat across arly, and I promised to mind her while they stepped along the dyke to see friends theyve got above. Shes fast asleep, yell hear her snore from here, poor thing, and will neither trouble nor be troubled. Ive drawed her curtains tight an Ive stocked the fire. You an him can take a bit of rest (persuasively) — an Ill do what I can for ye here.

The landladys tone was peremptory, as well as persuasive; she kept casting uneasy glances at Rogers, who seemed to be falling together in a heap in the settee corner. Weymouth hesitated, but when the woman crossed the room and opened a door he got his companion to his feet and managed to shuffle and drag him to the inner room and put him on the nearest bed. Rogers waked only enough to protest in a weak, strange way, and then fell off to sleep again, while his face grew very red, as if the drink and hot fire had put him in a fever. Here there was a most depressing chill and dreariness. Weymouth hastened back to the kitchen for his cloak and wallet, declaring himself to need the better fire without, and ready to insist upon the rights of a guest.

Tis newly lighted within; it burnt out and twas just made up new; twill soon be too much for you an Ill hear complaints the other way, the landlady answered him, good-humoredly. Youre not in a Lunnon inn, whatever you may think. Leave me your cloak an Ill dry an clean it. My own folks is coming in to their supper. Mind that poor soul ye brought, an Ill do my best here.

At this moment there were loud voices in the yard, and Weymouth stepped quickly toward the door, full of a travelers curiosity. Stop! said the woman in an insolent tone that made him confront her with wrath and amazement.

Tis but some teamsters, sir, she said, her eyes falling before his unspoken reproach of her manners, and going back to the wheedling tone she had taken earlier. Youre too heated, sir, she explained humbly, an tis wet without and blowing again. Youd best stay under cover while you may.

The inner room to which Weymouth returned was long and narrow with but one narrow window at each end. That toward the courtyard was shuttered and fastened on the outside and some of the glass was broken while there were cobwebs and dust that had long been gathering. The other window was high above the steep slope of the cliff and looked down at the dyke and the meadows and far over the gloomy water beyond. 

The moon was rising behind the heavy mist, and, though daylight was now completely gone there was a strange dim light in its place so that Weymouth could presently see where he was and he scanned the shadowy country with a growing belief in his heart that he was a prisoner and that he might be glad to escape from this not reassuring house of entertainment. Once or twice it had seemed from some look or gesture that they had been expected. Rogers and the landlady had undoubtedly betrayed the fact that they were not strangers to each other. If he had been a free man bound on one of his own journeys, nothing that had happened would have made him uneasy, but as the guardian of other mens gold he was more and more on the alert. Clearly the best thing now was to stay quiet for a brief time, for his horses sake, and then to plead haste and push on. He would risk himself in a bit of fighting, even without his pistols, which had been left in the saddle. For another half hour at least he would possess his soul in patience, then find his way to another inn less solitary and alarming. With a fresh horse and the night before him he could find Bristol himself. He clenched his fist and shook it at the man on the bed; their coming so far out of the way might perhaps be an accident, but Weymouth doubted more than ever the honesty of the man whom he had distrusted at first sight, and the drugged liquor was the surest proof of mischief. He found himself in a tight place.

As he looked down from the window into the misty night the great dismal plain of the Severn stretched away into the shadows of the distance. A fishing smack or small packet boat had crept up toward the headland and cast anchor under its lee. There was a lantern in the rigging and another dim light being brought upon the hill toward the inn. The wind was still blowing as if it had gone down with the sun, and risen less wild than before.

Weymouth left the window, uneasy enough in his mind; he could not see his way to escape in that direction; it was evidently too high for a safe drop to the ground. Then he laughed; his own plan was best and nobody could with decency oppose it; he would call for his horse presently and ride away. Yet if it were known, as he suspected, that he was carrying treasure, it would still take courage to start out alone on a tired horse.

He sat down by the fire and looked about him. There was little furniture in the place except the two old beds, one with its closed curtains of thick stuff and the other a poorly-posted, makeshift of comfort on which Rogers lay. The old Welsh woman breathed loud now and then, but Rogers slept as if he were dead. Curse him, muttered Weymouth. He should have known his roads or let an honest man alone.

There was a loud voice in the kitchen; the landlady could be heard now and then railing fretfully at some one, who was not slow to answer back. His thoughts, like those of a tired man, went back to the past and he seemed to himself curiously indifferent to the perplexities of the present. He had just left the woman he loved, disappointed by her coldness. She was younger than he, they had not known each other long, but after a separation of some months he had joined her with the hope of marriage only to find that she had changed, that she put him off and spoke doubtfully of the future. She had confessed that it was no change in her own feelings, but that she feared to bring shame upon him, and the thought of her lonely figure as they parted returned to him like a vision. She had refused to see him again; this was two days before; and the journey to Bristol must be quickly over so that he might go back to plead with her. It was wrong to have parted angrily as he had done — if ever life was in a snarl it was now, but there were ways to conquer. He started to his feet and went quickly toward the kitchen only to discover that the door had been fastened on the outside.

He coolly let the latch fall and returned to his chair; beside it was the heavy pouch of notes and gold and he slung it over his shoulders and fastened the belt with steady fingers. The sudden wave of eagerness a brave man feels in the presence of danger and that brief space while the troubles of his own heart came uppermost both passed quickly; there was a single moment when Weymouth remembered that he was a tired and defenseless man at the mercy of his foes. Then his fears most nobly passed; he must not only escape to plead with Elizabeth Brent, but he was bound in honor to carry his wallet to Bristol to Captain Fenderson, of the ship Mary and Bell.

He had a feeling that he was watched. What about the old Welsh woman? It was by no means uncommon for travelers to be crowded together in country inns, but the landlady had been almost too eager to forestall suspicion. And now glancing across the room he saw the curtains move. The landlady had told him to call her if the poor old creature spoke.

Weymouth left his chair again, lifted the latch of the kitchen door, and knocked boldly when it would not open. Let me out! he cried, grumbling and growling. Let me out! I want more brandy! With sudden instinct he took on the behavior of a drunken man. Let her think I am drugged if she pleases, he said to himself, and knocked again, scolding finely and asking for the brandy by turns. He could hear the voice of another woman now, as if in protest, but presently the door opened and the landlady appeared. Youve had brandy enough now, she told him, roughly. I locked the door because the latch is old and it flies open and keeps both fires a-smoking. Cease your noise; Ill call you for your supper. There were two rough looking men by the fireside and a woman stood behind the settee whose eyes met his as if they struck a flash of light. At the first sight of her face he stopped, for an instant he lost power of speech; then he went on with his drunken play and staggered toward the middle of the room.

The men laughed, the landlady scolded, and the slender figure behind the settee was half hidden in its shadow. Elizabeth Brent, the woman he loved and whom he had left so heavy-hearted, for whose sake he was hurrying to Bristol and hurrying back, the woman he thought of by night and day, here before his astonished eyes! How in the world could she have also fallen into what looked like a den of thieves? How could he manage to get word with her?

His head dropped on his breast as Rogers might have done, he was growing faint for want of food, the old womans supper seemed no nearer ready than at first. The two men were watching him and chuckling together by the fire.

Get me the brandy, he called again, and they chuckled louder. Drinks all around, you pretty pictur! he commanded the mistress of the house; and this time they laughed even louder, as well they might.

Ill get it, aunt, said the younger woman, unexpectedly, which bottle then? She came out into the firelight, not once looking at Weymouth, but her face was very pale and her eyes were shining. He could almost have touched her as she passed.

Tis there in the cupboard at the right hand, the small bottle if he must have it; my hands are fast in the dough, grumbled the old woman. Half a glassll be enough in all conscience, she added, in a lower tone, and Weymouth, as if with much effort and unsteadiness, got to his feet and followed to the cupboard, protesting as he went. At that moment a dog began to yelp and whine before the fire; a coal had snapped up on his poor back and burnt its way to the skin. The cupboard was at the far end of the room; there was half a minute of confusion and loud laughter while the two were standing side by side at the cupboard door.

Im not drunk. I must get away from this, whispered Weymouth, but she stopped his eager whisper. The net, the net! she cried, with strange insistence.

Dont drink! the net and the farther window!

Dont waste it. Youll kill him if you give him more, said the old woman close behind them, but Weymouth held the bottle high in his hand and staggered past her to the bedroom door, muttering angrily, and shut himself in. There was a strong bolt inside which he slid, and pounded the door with his fist finely. He could hear the men laughing by the fire, and went back to his elbow chair. The wallet of money banged against the arm of it as he sat down.

Youre what theyre seeking, he said under his breath as he put his hand on the leather bag. Please Heaven well keep together till we get to Bristol, but the presence of the two men in the kitchen was significant enough of there being no hope of a peaceable departure on horseback. The certainty of a careful plot against him was impossible to be denied; it was in the very air; he was one against many, and a stranger in this strange and dismal harborage of thieves. Whether they looked for the ordinary purse of a traveler or had been given news of that treasure he carried was a puzzle. In that moment a cold chill of horror stole over Weymouths great frame; had the woman he loved much, who had suddenly repulsed him with so little reason or excuse, been the means of this danger and disaster? Had she and Rogers — no, it was impossible — impossible! She might be, she was, the victim of misfortunes, but in her honest eyes and heart there was no possibility of such a fault. He whistled a gay shrill tune as he sat by the fire alone; it was a tune they had both known well the year before when they had seen each other first in Southampton. Please Heaven there were more happy days to come for Lizzie Brent and himself. He began to whistle the song again in broken snatches and the men laughed louder than before in the next room. 


CHAPTER III.
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WEYMOUTH NOW BETHOUGHT himself of his two sleeping companions, and especially of the mysterious occupant of the curtained bed. He leaned over and took the bottle from the hearth and pretended to take a long drink. He saw the curtains move again and felt that there were eyes behind them.

The house was very still, there was a dull droning wind in the chimney. Weymouth smacked his lips and whistled another bar of his tune.

Ill soon see who you are lying there ready to rob me, or to open the door to those who will, he said under his breath as he reached for the guttering candle that stood on the mantel shelf. With the bottle still in his other hand he went to Rogers and tried to wake him, insisting that they must soon be starting, and loudly offering the encouragement of more drink or more pay, as if he were possessed by a besotted mans generosity. Rogers was in a stupor, not asleep, and presently Weymouth crossed the room to the other bed; but one thing meanwhile had been made plain. The candle had shone into the dark corner of the ceiling and revealed what his eyes had anxiously sought for as he sat waiting with forced patience by the fire. A wide board had been nailed from one heavy beam to another of the ceiling, making a shelf into which something was crowded that drooped over the edge in unmistakable folds; to make sure he reached to touch it and his hand was entangled among the cords of a new net.

There was only one thing to do; a man did not wish to frighten an old deaf and crippled body, but a careful look would do no harm, and, though his heart thumped for the first time, he threw open the curtains. There was only a decent old cap with white borders, and a face turned away into the pillows. For an instant he looked down compassionately and with a sense of relief, the next instant he saw at the foot of the bed among the bedclothes, which were strangely disarranged, the large muddy riding boots of a man. Poor old granny! he laughed aloud, as if he were unconscious of being besieged, and were growing more foolish and comfortable every moment with his drink. A little grog wont do ee no harm. Ill rouse the old mother an give her a taste o gin. She looks a bit blue and cold. Too old, anyway, to be on the road such weather. He brought the bottle hastily from beside Rogers, and bent down close to the cap. Rise up now, granny, an take a taste! he counseled her, persuasively.  Twill warm ee, dear.

There was a moment of hesitation, and Weymouth lifted the becapped head and held the bottle to the lips. The attack was too sudden and unexpected; the watcher was, for some reason, not ready to declare himself or to provoke an open quarrel; the light was dim, and with much choking and spilling the liquor went down an unwilling throat.

As the peaceful figure with its grandmotherly cap recognized the bitter dram and rose with fury, a straight blow from Weymouths fist and two or three more that followed, laid the disarranged headgear back among the pillows, and stunned its wearer into harmlessness. Then Weymouth pulled the net from its shelf, after dropping the bottle as if it had fallen from a tipsy mans hand, and, catching the stout tongs from the fireplace, he hurried to the window and opened it softly. It looked far to the ground, but he hastily pushed out the loose armfuls of the net and heard them drop softly, then, fastening a stout twist of the end about the bars of the tongs and bracing them across the corner, he got out of the window, let himself down, let go the window sill, and lowered away down by stretching loops and tangles, bumping and swinging like a pendulum against the stone walls until he came to the ground.

It was a breathless beginning of a most uncertain journey, yet while Weymouth sat for a moment on the narrow ledge of rocky ground the freedom and freshness of the Winter night seemed sweet enough, after the damp and chill of the room he had left. Such is human nature, the alternate prey of fear and careless pleasure.

Weymouth could hear no footsteps, he could see but dimly the steep road above at his right; below, the hill was steeper still, and looked perilous as he started to find his way down. Even a man who is bold at heart feels all the instincts of stealthiness when he is a hunted man, the prey instead of the pursuer. At this instant there came a faint sound from the roadway close by. There was something moving. There was the least sound like a hiss, and then one pebble was tapped against another as he still crept downward. His heart seemed to stop — a gust of wind caught the light net and swished it to and fro against the house. He flattened himself against the ground and clutched the sod with his fingers, then he dropped one foot slowly over the edge to find the shelf below. The burden of the wallet hindered him so that he longed to get rid of it. Suddenly he heard an eager whisper: -

This way! Come this way! Weymouth!

The dim shape showed itself plainer now above him. A woman knelt at the wall above, reaching down to give him a hand whose touch he well knew. He quickly found his footing now and was helped up the steep scramble and stood with her in the road.

Come, come, she urged in a whisper, they will be keen after us! tis for your life!

She started off instantly down the hill toward the water and he followed. They were running on turf, not gravel, and made no sound. As he ran by her side she pushed him back impatiently, Keep away, dont come near! she said. Hurry, for heavens sake!

As they reached the low ground the light figure that flitted before Weymouth led him into a path that ran low down on the landward side of the dyke, which must have been made partly by cattle and partly by men who shielded themselves from the fierce north winds of Winter which blew across the water. Two figures could easily have been seen in the smooth path that ran along the dyke top, but here they were sheltered and the silent guide took a slower pace as they passed some thickets of osiers. Once she stopped and motioned to him and crept up the dyke side. Weymouth followed, and they saw that they were nearly abreast of the fishing smack or smuggler if such she were. There was a boat just leaving her, a lantern was held for an instant over the side and then was hidden again. Weymouth looked back at the house on the height; they were now perhaps half a mile away. There were no lights in the windows, even in that which he had left, but by this time the wretched guttering candle would have melted and sucked itself into extinction. Without a word they both stepped back to the path again, and ran on until the leader turned from the dyke across a wide ditch which was bridged by some unsteady planks. The meadow was wet under foot, they lost and found again a narrow causeway that led among the upland fields, and presently stopped to take breath beside an overgrown hedge.

Be still, said the woman, anxiously, for Weymouth forgot everything except that they were lovers. Speak soft! and she moved away a little, but still left her hand in his. A voice carries far in this mist; we are not out of danger yet.

She was panting for breath; they had come nearly a mile at a fine, steady pace for the most part. There was a singing in Weymouths ears as he shifted the strap of his pouch to the other shoulder; to see her again was worth whatever might befall.

Twas a hard days ride, he said, boyishly, and here Im on the road again.

Tis a mercy, then! said the woman, roughly, but the mother that is in every wife has mercy for the boy that is in every husband, and she and Weymouth were lovers, and so she began to pity him.

I brought a bit of bread and cheese, dear, here in my apron, she said. I almost forgot it, but dont stop to eat it now. Twas poor housing for you, God pity me!

He had left her stern and cold two days before, and the wistful love she now betrayed was more to Weymouth than any danger, past, present or to come. It must be that she had forgotten her unkind decision, but at the first word of an eager question she left his side and hurried up the long slope. The heavy leather pouch chafed and lamed its carriers side, but, worse than that, unhappy forebodings took the spirit out of his heart. The whole adventure seemed unreal, danger and assistance were both alike strange events, a play which developed itself before his eyes. Weymouth was light-headed for the moment and neither his own safety nor the golds appeared to be important, while the whole happiness of his life was at stake.

A mile or two away the old inn stood up against the dark sky like a dismal prison. There were lights about it now, as if there were some stir and excitement. The escaped man drew a long breath and hastened forward to overtake his companion.

What shall I do? he asked. I have no horse and I must reach Bristol by dawn. I have spent my life with horses, but this one was like a brother. Well, I must leave him to their mercy. We should have been in Bristol now, for the sailing of a ship.

You were led astray, said she, speaking over her shoulder as he walked close behind.

By whom, then?

By Rogers; they have trusted too long at the bank; he has been waiting his chance, and has been in league with — with these people, she faltered. Let us make haste.

I thought you meant to hail the vessel, said Weymouth. They could have set round into Bristol.

Do you not see that the wind has fallen? answered his companion. Folks have been dropped overboard from that craft before now. The Severn is deep and wide enough to hide many a man with a stone fast to his neck.

Again they walked on for some time without speaking, but at the foot of a long ridge of land with a hedge at the top she stopped once more and whispered in his ear.

We must do something bold now, she said; that is the road above us.

Weymouth stood like a soldier waiting for his orders.

There is an inn close by us at the paths end. Tis no palace, yet not a den of thieves like that, and she pointed back to the shore. To let you escape may bring down the law on their heads. If they have not sent some one here already they will do it soon. They will not let you get away so easily, she said, faltering again. No one has escaped them yet who could tell tales, and she sobbed in spite of herself and let him take her into his arms. Her strength had broken at last. Promise me something, she said, and he promised in love and pity.

It is my shame and doom, she said, when she could speak. I cannot marry an honest man. They are my own people, my nearest kin, these murderers and thieves. But they are going to America; their passage is already taken. Next week all will be at an end. Let them go free; they took me an orphan and bred me up kindly. Tis as good as any banishment. I have promised to go with them; it is my only hope and prayer to help them save their souls by honest living in a new country.

She was wild and piteous now with her kisses and entreaties. Oh, my man, I cannot be your shame! she cried, like one whose nerves were ailing and whose distress was more than could be borne. You do not know — you do not know; twas worse with them while I had gone away!

Then I must follow you, said the troubled man, trying to comfort her. You are more than ever the wife for me.

Her face shone in the dark with whiteness; she stood before him and pushing him back with a firm hand, her manner wholly changed.

Listen to me — she stopped a moment while they both heard a horses tread coming along the highway.

Whatever horse that may be, if the rider stops at the inn you must be ready to take it and ride on.

She rapidly told him to find his way where the road divided just beyond, and they hurried together up the last steep rise of ground. The horse was coming at a gallop.

Good Heavens! I believe its my own, said Weymouth, ready to rush out in the middle of the road. The low building of the inn was opposite and there were lights in the window. They stood under the eaves of a bushy hedge as the rider came up and, stopping his horse, gave a call. The quick-witted woman pushed Weymouth under the ivy tod and ran out and caught the bridle.

He came by the fields! Look in the inn kitchen! she said aloud, triumphantly.

Ill mind your horse. Quick, now! she insisted, and the rider leaped to ground, pleased at an ally, and had hardly opened the inn door when Weymouth, safe in his own saddle, rode away free as a bird down the Bristol road. 


CHAPTER IV.
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THERE WAS NO time for farewells, but all the way the thought of the lonely figure behind him in the road was like a sword in Weymouths heart. As day broke he rode into Bristol a weary but not hopeless man. Through all the hurry and business of the morning the experience of such a night shimmered in his mind, full of unreality, like the remembrance of a bad dream. In spite of his promise he must see that such horrid business was stopped. This thought possessed him at one moment, and at the next he only desired to rescue the woman, whom he now loved more than ever, from such surroundings and from the sense which so preyed upon her of responsibility. It was necessary to act with discretion. He knew now the reason of her withdrawal from her promise made when they were together in a distant part of England, and while she for some reason had felt free and lighthearted. Why had she come back to the old shame or to new certainty of shame? All these things must wait for explanation, but, for his part, he could not wait long to see his deliverer again. It was a wonder that he was not under the Severn like the rest. But for the woman he loved best, but for Elizabeth Brent, he might indeed be drifting and swaying under the tide, the treasure stolen and he himself charged with the robbery. As he rode he made the whole plot clear to himself with its clever undoing; he could never forget the look of horror on that face in the shadow of the settee when the man whose robbery was planned had proved to be himself. What pity grew in his heart for that young creature, an angel, as she seemed to him, lost among thieves!

The first thing to be done was to make his report to those who had sent him out on the errand, and then to take the quickest of journeys to find her again and make sure that they should never be parted. So he rode in short time from Bristol, grudging each minute, but planning his return with eagerness.

When he reached the bank and told his story and asked for help, he was listened to with surprise, and almost with incredulity. Rogers had not returned and the tale of his craft and dishonor seemed to be questioned. The wrong road; a suspicious den toward which Weymouth believed himself to be enticed (and which for purposes of his own he refused for the moment to describe); the strange liquor, with its deadly drug meant for him, all which Rogers had got by mistake; all this sounded even in the days of greater lawlessness like a very strange story. The senior partner was again heard to grumble that Rogers was the best clerk they ever had, and grew more and more impatient.

Were you robbed, then? he demanded, arrogantly, as if he believed the worst of these excuses and was ready to take vengeance; but the squire nodded shrewdly at Weymouth, as if they two kept understanding.

Weymouth sprang to his feet and threw the Captains letter and his receipt for the money on the table. 

I have put aside the thought of one dearer to me than life, he said, to bring you these. To venture back alone or in company might have been my end. I have done your errand; ask my fellow-messenger, if you like, what he will never dare to answer.

He turned on his heel and left the room. This is very strange, said the old man, looking at the squire. Yes, here are the papers, the money is on the ship; he was there on time. Did you mind what a look there was in the fellows face when I doubted him? But the squire was hurrying after Weymouth and the senior partner was left alone to wonder more than ever. Evidently, whatever pay went into Weymouths pocket would be to him only the price of much happiness and peace of mind.

The squire was a lover of adventure, as has been already said, and he went hurrying down the street like a boy to overtake the man, for whom he had a great liking.

Tell me more, Weymouth, he urged. Youre fagged to death with this affair whatever is at the bottom of it. Come, and well have something together and see what can be done! I always expected the like of this of Rogers -

I had to make a promise, sir, said Weymouth, but Ill tell you all I can and be grateful for the chance. Sometimes a man who is alone must trust his friend, and I make bold to call you mine. Twill end in my borrowing your sorrel mare and begging you to mount the roan if I could have my wish.

Well start at dawn, said the squire eagerly when he had heard the story. No, no constables till youve got her safe away — then Ill manage the game. I know the place, and that upper inn tis a low lodging with but an evil name, but twill do for a makeshift, and so they parted and Weymouth felt every hour to be a day and knew that they might be setting out on a long ride and was glad to remember that nobody would wait at home for the squire who was also a single man. They came in good time the next day to the old house above the waterside, to find it deserted. The door stood open to the Winter wind and its tenants had fled. At the other inn where Weymouth had parted from his love they got news that those whom they sought were sailing for America and must be hiding in Bristol, if indeed they were not already at sea.

The landlord and his hostlers said boldly, and with an air of great innocence and unconcern, that the country was well rid of such a pack — they were not old country folk but late comers, and their room in England was better than their company. Of Rogers nothing could be heard.

The disappointed riders called for supper and made the most of the poor comforts of the roadside tavern, but it being then after nightfall Weymouth slipped out alone and crossing the road followed the footpath down toward the Severn. He was at heart like a poor dog that had lost its master and by the hedge where they had rested and stood talking he shed many tears. It was again a dark and misty night, and darkest and saddest of all were the forebodings of his own heart.

They made haste to Bristol and searched there, but too late, for when getting word of their ship, they hurried to the harbor side, it was only to see the far white fleck of a sail.

* * *

The rest of the story might be a long tale by itself.

Under floods that are deepest, 

Over rocks that are steepest 

Love will find out the way. 

But Weymouths way was a long one. He lost no time in starting on his quest and pilgrimage, and his business of horse dealing made an excellent excuse for riding hither and yon through the newly settled part of the country, finding what faint traces he could of the emigrants, from the day of their landing, but after many months had passed he kept what patience and hope he could in the midst of discouragement, and believed at last that fate would lead him where plots and plans had failed. 

*****

One Spring evening, the second year that he had been in America, Weymouth was driving into one of the older villages, where he had once or twice been before, and there saw a worn and wistful face at a window, and knew that the search was ended. It seemed the simplest thing in the world to look up and see her there after all the mystery and silence; for a moment he could not take in the truth and felt strangely cold and dull — then a tremendous wave of joy struck into his very heart. There were some young horses leading behind his wagon and he was driving an excitable pair of colts for whom the sight of a bundle of straw on a wheelbarrow was too much altogether, so that they reared and plunged and seemed to be putting their driver in danger. Elizabeth Brent came to stand in a door with great distress and discovered Weymouth as his face turned toward her just as the frisky company settled to the harness and halter again, and went on quietly to the end of their days journey.

Weymouth could hardly stop to give directions or to care for his livery property; he felt like a dazed man with his mind in such a whirl of sudden delight and strange timidity, and without listening to the questions of a group of tavern idlers he went hurrying back down the road.

The houses were far apart, and the footpath was only a worn track in the cropped grass; it might have been the field path above the Severn. It was a misty night and the sky was gray and heavy, and there, beside a wild thicket, they met again as they had parted, on a dark night, but neither thought of anything except of meeting; certainly not of parting any more while the world stood.

There were sad tales to tell of poverty and shame, and there was need of all the protection and comfort that Weymouth could give, most of all because some letters which had been written had all miscarried or never found him in his wandering way of life. This was the bitterest of all, to think ones self forgotten and perhaps disdained, but hope was stronger and now at last prevailed. As for the keepers of the dismal inn, they had failed to prosper even after their own fashion, and the woman had died not long before, after a long and wretched illness, while her husband was in jail for theft, and their companions, who had fled with them, had long ago forsaken them. In her last days the miserable woman had been haunted by thoughts of the help she had given to the awful deeds, done at night in that dark low room, from which Weymouth had so luckily escaped. But as for Rogers, the accomplice, he had gone with them to Bristol, much hurt by his fall, and sick from the deadly drug which once was cruelly said to have done no harm to those who were also put to sleep by the deep water of the Severn. From Bristol, refusing to go to America, he had been put on board a brig that was sailing for France, and no one knew any more of Rogers from that day — the senior partner who missed his clerk from the bank, or the thieves into whose hands he tried to play. He had served them, and they had served him in years before, in other parts of the country — and but for this check upon their industries the bank itself had but a short race to run without robbery. The week before, after long waiting, Rogers had at last been trusted with a key to the safe, and the theft of the money which Weymouth was carrying to Bristol was a bit of by-play, while the larger robbery was to be planned that very night, and to be achieved the next. But a poorer company has rarely gone seafaring than these who meant to start with pockets full, and Weymouths Elizabeth had long earned the money that supported herself and the old dying woman, who suffered every torture that illness can give in her last weary months. In this far-away village the two women had been befriended, and it was Weymouths delight to pay the poor debts that his wife had been forced to make in her extremity, and to satisfy her generous heart with a new power of being bountiful to those who had saved her from distress. Then they went away together man and wife and lived and loved each other for many years and saw old England again before they died.

Once Weymouth, who seldom reminded his wife of what could only bring shame and sorrow to her heart, as he sat thinking at night before the fire, said boldly: -

Where was the master of the inn that night, and what was his part of the game? Why hadnt he wit enough to keep watch and follow us? Then his wife answered, cheerfully, looking at him with a smile.

Because he was the old Welsh woman in the curtain bed.

And that new net?

It was I who put it there, my dear.

And saved my life? said Weymouth.

Yet, I did not know that it was for you, she said. I only feared for some poor soul in danger. I was going for help next moment, when you came into the kitchen and I saw your face.

It was a dark night, indeed, said Weymouth, puffing at his pipe, but the money got safe to Bristol, and here we are now together.


DANS WIFE (1889)

I.
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DAN PARISH HAD gone to his wedding. His mother was waiting for him to come home with his wife to the old farm-house on Prospect Hill, that high ridge of good farming land which on their side sloped westward. As Ann Parish stood in her kitchen doorway to look out, the low sun blinded her eyes; the fertile fields spread out before her like a dazzling green carpet. She watched the road for a minute and could see no one coming, then she went back to her rocking-chair. It creaked in a querulous way as she moved, as if it tried to express her own discontent. I dont know I care if their supper is spoiled, said the impatient woman aloud. Madamll take her own time. I dont know as theres like to be such a meal spread in this house again very soon. Shell have to see to all those things for herself, and then therell be no fault-findin with my old-fashioned ways. And the rocking-chair creaked more angrily.

The supper table stood in the floor laden with the best that Ann Parish could provide. She had made the sponge-cake by a famous ten-egg receipt of her grandmothers, and the short-biscuit were also of that noted house-keepers fashion. There were some rich peach preserves, the last jar of the last fruit which the old blood peach-tree bore before it fell: in fact, this wedding supper was like a commemorative feast, in memory of past joys, and was offered more for ostentations sake than for loves sake. Mrs. Parishs family, the Kenways, were renowned house-keepers, and the deposed mistress of the Parish farm had fairly tired herself out, in this great effort to keep up her familys reputation. She had not been very well in the last year or two, partly from mistaken ambitions and over-work in her youth. The farm had been weighted with a mortgage when she came to it, and, later, her only daughter, a quick scholar, must be kept at school and generously provided with what she needed, until too much study, and too little wholesome work and exercise and out-door air, fostered a consumptive tendency, and brought her home to a long lingering illness and early death. Dan Parish had been eager to marry, for his mothers sake as well as his own; he had worked early and late, and paid off the last of the mortgage after his fathers early death, and now his life looked bright and full of hope. He could make plenty of money off the farm; the rapid growth of a manufacturing village only three miles away promised a good market, his mother would have a kind daughter to help her, and he himself would have the dear, sensible, loving companion, for whom he had worked and waited patiently, and had loved with all his heart since they were at school together.

While his mother was waiting and fretting, the young couple were driving slowly home in the late afternoon. They had followed the simple country fashion of going to the ministers house to be married. Their wedding was quickly over, and Hannah Parish still held in one hand a shining new copy of the Scriptures, which had been the ministers gift. Early that morning Dan had brought her trunk and a box or two and a few pieces of furniture from her sisters house to the new home. Hannah had lived with this elder sister of late years, and helped to bring up the large family. She thought of them now sitting down to supper without her for the first time, but she was too happy to sigh even for their sakes. She and Dan had been looking forward to this day and this very drive for a long time. No wonder that the horse was lingering as he pleased. At last the thought of feed-time quickened the good creatures steps.

Dan and Hannah were having a good plain talk. Now that she was truly his wife, he talked with perfect freedom about his mother, as he never had dared to talk or even think before.

Youll have to work hard sometimes to keep pleasant, pleasant as you be, darlin, said Dan. Im taxed myself some days, I tell you, but I strive to reclect all poor mother has gone through: how hard she had to work long o the first of it, and father want one that took right hold as her folks always done; and then she set all her hopes onto poor Eliza, an with workin early an late for her expense at the seminary, and then paying the doctors, and waitin on her all through the consumption, well, you see, it broke mother, an she aint what she would been. She feels mortified to give up doin s she always has done, an some days when the Furbish girl was there this spring, she couldnt suit her no way. As Ive told ye, mother dont want to give up to another, and yet she cant bear things being expected of her.

Dont you go an worry, Dan, said his companion, placidly. I expect women understands each other easier than men reads em. You forgit I have been living with sister Lyddy, and her being older than I be, more like an aunt; and when shes wore out she always gets jealous fits about the way I do things, and as for me, I hate to be stood over; but we think a sight of each other underneath, and I always tell her afterward, a good thunder-shower clears the air. Ive always took to your mother; shes got pretty ways above most of the folks about here; perhaps its because she was your mother that I feel to like her. Ill study to please her the best I can, an if I cant, Ill stand by my duty; and now Ive got you to go to, and youve got me, so twont go hard.

Thin, sharp-faced, anxious Ann Parish sat at home in the creaking rocking-chair, growing more miserable every minute, and more suspicious of the attacks that would inevitably be made on her rights and comforts. I expect shell be dreadful sweet long at the first ont, grumbled the poor tired soul. Oh dear, this dayll never end. I was up before four, and she sighed and rocked while the sun went down. The house seemed empty and sad; this hour was a fated crisis. She began to think that something had happened to the young people, and went again to the door.

They were just driving into the yard. Here we be, said Dan, cheerfully. I spose youll say weve kept supper a-waitin. He helped his wife down from the wagon, and they went together to where the sad-faced woman waited on the step.

I give you welcome, Ann Parish managed to say. I hope youre goin to be happier n Ive been, Hannah. Ive had the best of sons —  But here she broke down, and went into the house with Hannahs strong young arm about her bent shoulders, while Dan hurried off to the barn with his horse. He could not help feeling that the home-coming was better than he feared. His mother had a silent, disapproving manner sometimes that was very hard to bear. To himself he spoke of it as the grumps; but Dan was so filled with happiness that June evening that he feared nothing. Now that his mother was going to live with Hannah and know how good she was, she could no longer keep her strange suspicious fancies and jealous ways of speaking. The horses had a double supper, the cattle had been milked earlier by the hired man, and turned out again to pasture, Jakey had taken himself off to leave the little household to itself for the great occasion.

When Dan came in from the barn the evening meal was ready, and they all sat down. Ann Parish had with ostentatious meekness given up her own place, but the daughter-in-law had affectionately reinstated her at the head of the table. Hannah praised the short-biscuit, the preserved peaches, the cup of tea, and paid everything highest tribute of eager appetite. They were almost merry together, and the mother delighted her son by joining in the cheerfulness of the feast. Traces of the lost beauty of her girlhood came out in her face, and the son was touched to see how carefully she had dressed herself in her best, and made his wedding supper ready. Afterward he took his mother in his arms and held her, and kissed her over and over again, as if it had been Hannah herself. He had not kissed her before since he was a boy — they were of stern New England stuff. Youve been the best mother a man ever had, he said, brokenly. Ive got you a good daughter to help you now, and youll have it easier; but the poor little woman only burst into tears. Hannah had put on a clean calico apron over her turned-up wedding dress, and was beginning to clear away the supper.

We havent left a great sight of anything, she said. I never shall forget how good the peach was. You must be tired out, mother, so you set right there and rest, and if I dont do things right, you can show me to-morrow.

But at the word mother fresh tears began to flow.

Poor Eliza! if she had only lived — all the girl I had, said the despondent woman.

For one moment all the joy of Hannah Parishs wedding day faded out of her heart, and a weight of apprehension took its place. Dans mother might have remembered him and his happiness. Then the sound of Dans joyful whistle came to her ears, as he went about his evening work out-of-doors. Ill hurry with these dishes, and get time to have a little walk with him up top of the hill, thought Hannah. There, theres a crook in every lot, and I expect poor mother Parishs got to be mine. 

II.

It is impossible to tell just what the common words of our every-day speech mean to other people. They have but a relative meaning; association and experience, and especially the depth and clearness of our thought, determine the significance of words and phrases. The elder Mrs. Parish had been a teacher for a year or two before her marriage; this had a great effect upon her whole career, and gave her a spirit of conviction rather than suggestion toward other people, and at times a vast responsibility for their conversation. She had occasion to correct her son often, and now it was evident that his wife had a very slipshod way of expressing her thoughts. Those mistakes, of which Mrs. Parish was conscious, gave her great annoyance, and one day she was so far disturbed as to compare such delinquencies, with the beautiful way in which Eliza had always spoken. It was one of the trying things of every day, that the elder woman took pains to pronounce again, in a different, snappish way, certain words with which her sons wife had been careless. But she was limited in her own knowledge of polite speech; and once Hannah gently reminded her that the minister pronounced the adjective in question after her own fashion. He had used it several times in the long prayer that morning.

They were washing the supper dishes together most amicably, but at this difference of opinion and fall of pride, Dans mother gave Hannah a reproachful look, turned away, took a faltering step or two toward the cupboard, then went to her own room and prepared to pass the night in tears.

There, dont mind her one grain, said Dan, who was sitting on the door-step. She will have these spells, and the more you mind em, the longer they last. She got sort of excited and wore out getting the house ready, and now the excitements gone, she feels unstrung. She said this mornin you was a good girl, and she didnt know as I could done better. Twas a good deal for her to proffer, I tell you; and he looked up affectionately at his young wife. Shes always crosswise Sunday evenings after she gets tired goin to meetin. I expect I shall miss footin it over to see you and keep company, he added, and they both laughed.

Poor thing! Sunday nights a lonesome time to set all alone, said kind-hearted Hannah. Im glad were here, Dan. I dont mind her much, and its the best way to stand our ground so fars we can. She needs us to be with her. Theres lots of good things about your mother. I was thinkin this morning about something grandsir used to say: shes like a cow thatll give a good pail o milk, an then kick it over. It makes me feel bad when I see how she must have worked before we was married. I never saw a house so spick an span from garret to cellar.

Dan had a sad consciousness that this was partly done out of his mothers pride in her reputation as a house-keeper, but he had wisdom enough to keep things of that sort to himself. He was joyfully happy and delighted in Hannahs affection for him, after having been disapproved so long by his mother. Shed go through fire and water any time, but she trips up on nothin, and then blames other folks for the fall, he said to himself. Come, Hannah, lets go down the orchard lane, he added; and away they went, and lingered about the old place until after moonrise, making plans for their work and their life together. It was pitiful to think how much pleasanter it was to be out-of-doors than in, but they could be happy anywhere. The Sunday before had been rainy, and that morning they had, in the country parlance, appeared out. Hannah had worn her simple wedding finery, and they had walked up the aisle to their pew arm in arm. The heads of the congregation had turned as if a wind had tossed them like heads of clover, and after the service there was great hand-shaking and congratulation. It took socially the place of the formal wedding with invited guests, but if it had been the Sunday after their funeral, Dans mother could not have cried harder through the hymns and prayers, or held her handkerchief to her face more constantly during the long sermon.

Spose she has seen trouble, said one indignant neighbor, as they walked home together along the country road. Sove all the rest of us thats come to her age. Shes got a habit o pityin herself, and wants everybody else to jine in. She pressed my hand comin out o meetin, as if she was too full for words; but I says, There, Ann Parish; whatever the years has brought ye, yeve got the smartest girl in town, an the best-hearted, for a darter-in-law. She made out to wag her head an say yes. But, there, tis one of her down times, an nobody can rise her out on em till the pinted time, not if ye blow her up with powder.

Dans always jest so pleasant, said another woman. Ive seen the boy look at her kind o sidewise when he come in to supper, and hed know right off, when he was a little feller, whether twould do to say a word or not. Shes denied herself everything just because she was pleased to, when Dan would ha been only too satisfied to have her spend what she wanted. One time she even pinched herself o eatin butter, sos theyd have a mite more to sell.

She never pinches herself o strong tea, Ive observed, responded the other. Teas as bad a cuss to that make o woman, as drink is to a drinkin man. She keeps that old black teapot on the back o the stove day in an day out, an says theres nothing but tea sustains her. I told her one day twas the cause o her poor feelins, an shed better sign the pledge, an she never hardly spoke to me the rest o the day, though Id gone over neighborin to help her quilt. She never asked me to stay to supper, nor said good-arternoon as I come away.

The listener chuckled with satisfaction. I alays thought Id find out what twas come atween you two that time. So twas on account o the tea, was it? And they parted, one to go up her own shady farm lane, and the other to follow the main road a short distance. Just then Dan and Hannah and old Mrs. Parish drove by in their new two-seated wagon. They had received a hearty greeting from their friends. The women sat together on the back seat, and Hannah had put her own new summer shawl over Mother Parishs shoulders, for the wind had gone into the east, and the air was growing cool. 

III.

With all her kind determination and knowledge beforehand of the inevitable difficulties, Dans wife found her heart fail her more and more as the summer days went by. She did not mind the hard work of the farm; she had always been used to hard work, and she grew fonder and fonder of her own home and of Dan. She had her faults, and hated them more than ever, now that they were met by that chilling fog of rebuke and disapproval. Sometimes the fog would lift, and the elder woman would become cheerful and companionable for a few days, and then it was really a happy time as they sat together at their sewing, or went about the household work. Ann Parish would talk of the past and of Dans childhood, and give some hint of her true affection for him which burned warmly under the cover of selfishness and jealousy and criticism, which time had slowly woven. Sometimes the poor woman would become almost gay, and look young, even pretty, in the exquisite neatness of her black print gown and smooth hair. Youd know Mother Parish was different from common folks, Hannah proudly whispered to Dan once, but next morning the chilly fog was there again, and seemed to fill the kitchen. Nothing suited; Ann Parish worked harder than ever since her daughter-in-law had come. She would not admit that her labors were lessened, and was heard to say that Hannah was willing, but she had come of slipshod folks, and took hold of everything in what she deemed the wrong way.

To the outer world their relations looked fair enough, and Dans work was away from the house. So, since his wife was not a complainer, he did not know the worst of affairs. It really seemed to poor Hannah sometimes that Dans mother was going crazy. She used to be melancholy and disapproving, but never spiteful and contradictory as now. Hannah patiently reminded herself that it was hard for an older woman to give up the head of affairs, and sometimes it was still harder to keep the lead with failing strength. But as the early autumn came, they were falling into a way of being silent, and Hannah began to feel low-spirited, while Dan, who had been hindered about his crops and disappointed, spoke sharply, and for the first time openly took his mothers side, when his ignorance of the matters in question made him unjust.

Hannahs pretty girlish freshness seemed to be fading. Ann Parish herself grew thinner and quicker and more convicting in manner; there was little laughter or cheerfulness in the comfortable farm-house, and so the rainy September weather came on.

Dans mother felt herself increasingly to be pitied. Dans wife lost heart and gained hopelessness. If she only knew what to do! But she was sure that her mother-in-law disliked her thoroughly, and that it was no use to try any longer to change a settled feeling. She was still affectionately disposed, and was able to look at her house-mates sullen disposition as a malady and misfortune, rather than a fault, especially in the rare days when Ann Parish was more tolerant and kindly. Somehow she did not feel well and strong, as she did when she first came to the farm. She was full of shivering weakness; and while she tried to throw it off by extra exertion, she grew the more incapable of steady hard work. Dan said one day that she must not work so hard. He was very good to her and tender, and yet she felt a new dislike to him, or rather to his heavy boots and loud voice. Her head was heavy, and she could not bear noises; and she was half afraid of Dans mother, and startled when the quick, severe little woman stepped forward suddenly from a doorway or a closet. For many days this grew worse and worse; she believed that she had caught a heavy cold; she was flushed and hot, and longed to creep away somewhere into the dark. One morning after breakfast she tried to make her bed and could not, and lay down for a minute to gather strength. One verse of an old hymn drifted through her mind, poor child; she had often heard it sung at evening meetings:

Jesus, the sinners Friend, to Thee, 

Lost and undone, for aid I flee: 

Weary of earth, myself, and sin, 

Open Thine arms and take me in.

Hannah! Hannah! called the sharp voice from the kitchen, your breads all scorched! I never burnt a baking of bread in all the years I kept house —  But Hannah did not hurry down to the scene of disaster. It seemed no matter about the bread; she could not lift her head from the pillow. And when she tried to answer, she found her voice fail her; she could not make Dans mother hear.

In a few minutes the disturbed woman came up to the bedroom. She did not suspect Hannah of indulging herself in a fit of bad temper; it was rather from her habit of curiosity and suspicion, that she looked in and saw a relaxed figure lying among the rumpled bed-clothes. Hannah faintly said that her head ached badly, and she must have taken more cold. She had not been feeling well all the morning.

Ive worked through a good many mornings when I was ready to drop, said Ann Parish, but with less ungraciousness than usual. She hesitated a minute, and then pulled a blanket over her daughters shoulders, and drew the window-curtain so that the sun would not flare in; then she went away. Dan had taken his dinner to a distant field where he was at work.

Later in the afternoon he came to the house, but found nobody in the kitchen or sitting-room. His mother was not in the bedroom, and he thought that Hannah might have gone to visit some of her friends, which was a relief to his mind, since he had been worrying about her all day. He heard footsteps in the room overhead, which had been his sisters, and presently found his mother there, looking over poor Elizas bureau, sighing over the school-books and needle-work and other relics, as was her wont on Sundays and in special times of depression.

Dan looked very tall and large in the bedroom, with its sloping ceiling. His mother sighed, but did not speak to him.

Wheres Hannah? asked the young man.

She complained of her cold the middle of the morning, and Ive just finished all the work.

Is she sick in bed? demanded Dan, anxiously, and he gave his mother one dark reproachful look, and turned away. 

IV.

The two friends who had walked home from church together that Sunday morning after Hannah appeared a bride, were again in company another Sunday morning in early October, and their voices had a solemn tone.

Has the doctor given em any hope? one asked the other.

He says its a question of whether shes got strenth to pull through, was the answer. Shes a dreadful sick woman; we both know that as wells he does.

I see her this mornin arly just lookin through the door, an shes all gone to a shadow o what she was.

Its the worst run o fever thats ben about here for years. Ive helped take care of sights o sich folks, an I know. Tis a narrow chance for pore Hannah, dear, willin, pleasant creature!

My times past for watchin with the sick, said the other woman, plaintively. The wust sorrow my years has brought is bein useless now where I once could do.

Nobody amonst us has done her part more generous, said the younger woman. I never see such a picture o sorrow as Dan is. Seems if he couldnt hardly hold in from crying the day through. Him an Hannahs set the world by each other, an had to work an wait a long spell afore twas so Dan could feel at ease to marry. I always mistrusted Ann Parish was more difficult with her own folks than none of us ever supposed. I dont believe but what shes made it harder for Hannah than she likes to think of now. Shes a dreadful ornery person — the Kenways always was — and yet pretty appearing, an smart as whips. I never liked the look in Ann Parishs eye, an yet I cant say she ever give me a misbeholden word. Well, pore Hannahs life is in the Lords hands! And so the friends parted.

The doctors gig went up the lane day after day in early morning and at nightfall. Dan and his mother looked years older, and Hannah, burning with fever, talked to them with piteous unconsciousness of their presence. She had not known even Dan for a week. She begged over and over that somebody would tell her what she had done to make Mother Parish hate her.

I like Mother Parish; I wish I could make her like me, she said once, in a grieved, childish tone, looking up with her dull eyes at the anxious woman herself. There was nobody else in the room.

Poor darlin! I love you now if I never did before. Oh, do get well, Hannah! Ive always liked you better than I could let on! besought Ann Parish, with an outburst of tears.

But Hannah did not understand. Mother Parish dont like me, Dan, she said, sadly.

The house-work was doubled, and the farm-work could not be neglected even while the farms young mistress seemed lingering on the threshold of deaths-door. Dans mother was overworked; she had no time to fret, scarcely to mourn. Ah, how she missed her daughters quick step and willingness, and her interest in all the home affairs! Hannah used to sing a good deal about her work in the days when she was first at the farm. Little by little the old feeling faded out; all the mothers hope and prayer was for the love of her two children. It seemed to her that nothing could ever fret her or make her surly any more if Dans wife could only get well. 

V.

In one of the lovely days of the Indian-summer the two neighbors, after their old custom, waited for each other, and walked home together from church.

Well, said the elder, I must say it made me happy to see Parishs folks out to meetin. Hannah looked feeble, but shes pickin up fast; shell be smart before winter, and thats a blessin.

I see Dans mother stealin glances at her in meetin-time, fectionate as could be; there want none of her tears to-day, sames the Sunday after they was married. Hannah looked sweet, didnt she, with them little curly rings o hair about her forehead? Well, sometimes folks enjoys better health after a fever.

Its been the greatest blessin that ever Ann Parish had, to come so nigh losin her. She feels it too; she knows it has broke down her own foolishness. I tell ye there aint a gratefuler creatur in town than she is. And she mothers her now, an Dan too, as never she did before.

Just then the friends heard a wagon behind them, and stepped back among the late asters on the road-side. Dan and Hannah and their mother were driving home, and greeted the old neighbors affectionately. After they passed, the friends saw Ann Parish wrap a little spare shawl that she had brought about her daughters thin shoulders. She tucked it in round her with great care, as if she felt true pleasure in doing kind service.

Dont you remember twas just the other way that first Sunday we saw em goin home? exclaimed one of the lookers-on.


PEACHTREE JOE (1893)
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I HAD MOUNTED the corner of a grain-bin in the stable, and sat there swinging one foot and idly watching John, an old soldier and the master-of-horse, who was devoting an hour of leisure to the princess of the stable. She blinked her eyes in the spring sunlight that streamed in across the stable floor, and lifted tenderly a forefoot that had once been lame. This foot was apt to draw attention to itself, as if former comfortable rubbings were still remembered. I could not disguise the truth, as I looked at her, that she was no longer young, but I flattered myself that she might be good for many years yet.

John brushed and smoothed her silky chestnut coat again and again, and carefully picked the few tangles out of her thin mane; flicked at her sharp ears, and then, holding her firmly by the nose, stood looking her full in the face with an abstract air. At last she gently moved and glanced round at an imaginary fly. She was full of feminine subterfuges; none of the other horses appealed as she did to Johns gallantry, and she gained many attentions and advantages beyond her rightful currycombing and rubbing down.

There, there! said John, as if she could understand, you know there isnt a live fly in this stable; you wouldnt feel a bee-sting through such a shock of winter hair as youve got on. I never saw them keep their winter hair so late as they do this year, he added, looking over at me, and I nodded assent.

He gave his currycomb a final tap, and leaned against the doorway. There were shining little pools of water on the floor near the stable-bucket, and an adventurous sparrow came hopping in. Sheila looked at him jealously, as she drank, and arched her neck and pointed her ears at him, as if she meant to frown disapproval. Then she thought best to lift a foot slowly, by way of distinct menace, and the sparrow fluttered away. I laughed, and she gave me a reproachful glance.

Too bad if he drank up all that water, and let you go thirsty, said John to the mare.

I mean to ride her to-day, I said decisively, and she can have some brook-water — to which proposition John agreed, after a moments reflection. He still leaned against the doorway, and I still sat on the grain-bin. Beyond, in the garden, there was great activity. I could hear the ring of tools and the click-clack of shears in the shrubbery. Summer had come all at once after much dark weather. There was a young peach tree in full flower at the left of the stable door.

Those blooms always make me think of war-time, said John. Out in Virginia the country is full of them ... I got to classing them with powder smoke before I came away. The sight of a peach tree will bring those days right up fresh before me. Dear, dear!—

He did not look at me now, and I made no answer. I hoped for one of those plain stories of army life, which are more touching, or more exactly descriptive, than any studied reminiscences.

Thered be one day after another like this, he went on; none of your hindering east winds after spring once got its mind made up. For my part, I always like any other part of the year full as well. We got out there to Washington in the early part of March. I hadnt any business in the army anyway; I was under age, but I was bound to go to war with the rest of the fellows. I owned to a year and a half more than belonged to me when I listed!

I had often heard this statement and did not think it necessary to make any comment, but I thought in the brief silence that followed, how unwittingly the country boy of sixteen had been swept southward by the great wave of excitement, and I thought, too, of a flood of new experience which had gone over him. No wonder that the homesickness and strange surroundings and unlooked for hardships had made him remember clearly that first spring in Virginia.

There was a little peach tree just the size of this one that I shant forget in a hurry, John said, as if he spoke only to himself. It had just such a bend in the stem, and we used to be full of jokes about it, saying that we were going to stop right there until the fruit was ripe. There had been some kind of a little old house and garden just where our company was quartered, and some of the old-fashioned garden flowers and gooseberry bushes and things came up, but coming and going we soon trampled em out. Most of us was young fellows, green as grass; but youd have thought twas old campaigners that remembered as far back as Waterloo, to hear us scolding over tactics, and what McClellan ought to do. You see we went first to Washington, and then they lugged us over to Arlington Heights, and set us down in the red mud for a week, and then we got orders to go down Fredericksburg way. We used to talk the goodness all out of us before word came to move; you never saw such a bunch of foolishness as those camps. We were hived together so thick that you could see clusters of lights, like towns, all over that low rolling country, and the officers hadnt learned their business extra well, and we knew it, and we dallied along awhile, and so twas.

We got to know each other, and fights came up, and lots of us got to chumming like school childn. There were plenty of good, stout, knockabout men, dare-devils and high fellows that didnt think of anything but fighting and fooling, and would as soon be there as anywhere, but that camp life came hard on some fellows. I was thinking just now of one poor galoot that was about roughed to death. I dont see how they ever came to list him. His fatherd died, and hed got a mother and some little sisters, but hed come to the front from high notions o duty and saving his country. Makes me feel bad to think him over, now Ive got to be older and know something of the world, but I used to tease him long of the rest then, and be kind o friendly with him at odd times when I could get him alone out in the shade of one of those crooked, rail fences. Hed set there and tell me about his folks by the hour. You never did see such a girl-faced fellow trying to play soldier as he was, and scary to match.

We used to tell him every day or two that wed got orders to march, or that he was picked out to make a dash over into the enemys lines, and hed turn just as white as sand and get all blue around his mouth. Twas a kind of nervous fit hed seem to have, and hed have to go and lay right down and get over it. The Captain used, to tell us wed better let him alone, but that only set us on. We used to try and see if we could anyway manage to get him mad, but he was so simple-hearted and pleasant twant worth while, and we learned to let him alone pretty much. Hed run and get our pipes, or mend up our clothes, if we came in with em torn, as handy as a woman. Theyd rigged us out in a lot o cheap contract stuff to go to war with. Then he had a pretty voice to sing, was real good company, and never seemed to fail us for a joke.

That little peach tree I was speaking about grew right in front of our A tent, and I saw him crawl out one moonlight night and pick some of the blossoms and wrap them up in a piece o newspaper. Hed know twas just the thing hed get laughed at for by day. I stepped out after him and put him under arrest, and says I, Dont you know word has come that the army has got to pick all the peach trees in the fall, and the peaches are going to be sold up North to help get money to carry on the war? He looked scared, and told me as solemn as he could be that he wouldnt do it again; he only wanted a little piece o bloom to send home to show his mother how forward the season was. So I said I wasnt going to report him that time. He was a year older than I was, but some used to say I acted old enough to be his father.

Whoa! stop gnawing that bucket now! and the mare looked up reproachfully and gave a longing glance at her stall. I scratched a row of xs on the top of the oat bin with a nail that lay there.

What became of the poor lad? I asked at last. They ought to have sent him home.

He wouldnt go, answered John with enthusiasm, an I always thought that he was scared out of his life. Plenty of big backwoodsmen died of nothing but homesickness, but nothing ailed him but terror. The greatest comfort in life while we were in camp that time was his little peach tree. He was naturally a boy of a farming turn, and he dug round it and used to lug water for it, and he made a little fence out of sapling stuff that he stuck down so we shouldnt fall on it when we were scuffling or anything; or to keep off any mule that might wander by and browse. Afterwards we left that camp and the Rebs were scattered about; we could see their lights by night, and we used to talk across and do trading on picket, and one time they sent word if we would stop fighting an hour or two they would stop; twas while we were having a good smart skirmishing all along the lines. They all had plenty of tobacco, and were glad to give us any quantity of that for a little salt or whatever they wanted. After we had been chumming and trading an hour or so, we would set to and go fighting again.

We werent quite so ready to go on picket by night as we had been, but we went all the same, and the Captain made no excuse, but Joe was let off easy one way and another, and he got sick with chills and went off to hospital. Everybody thought that was the last of him, sure enough, but back he came. He surely did have pluck enough some ways, and the right kind too, but any sudden sound of firing that went to our heads like drink, and made us hope something was going on, would take all the soldier out of Joe, and hed drop right down in his tracks. He told me one night that twas something that come over him quick, and he couldnt help it to save his life; hed never been called a scary fellow nor a coward as he knew of, till he came out there.

Seems to me now, whenever I come to think it over, that there was dreadful foolish actions that first summer of the war down in Virginia. We all felt as if something had got to be done right off, but we didnt know just what, and the Rebs hung round, and we hung round, and orders would come for us to march off thirty or forty miles an then march back again, and we wandered about like stray cattle, but twas pleasant weather and we liked it well enough. Somehow you dont think so much about killing folks or any of those things that come to you afterward, but when those old band tunes would begin to rip the air, wed all catch hold and sing and step right out along the road — well twas like something that got into your head.

But that poor chap, quick as the word come to move, hed go all to pieces, kind of frost struck, and the boys would tell him we were going into action and hed try and step out in line, but hed lag and lag, and Ive seen him tumble right over and lie there on the grass. The Captain would stop, Ive seen him myself — and pin a piece of paper on him with orders to let him pass, so when wed get through the days scurry, along would come poor Joe looking in all our faces to see if we meant to twit him.

And at last we came round to the very spot where wed camped the longest in the spring — wed lost a good many out of the company; we were on our way up to Harpers Ferry. Everybody had been noticing that old Joe looked as slim as a spear o hay, and we told the captain and some other of the officers that he ought to be discharged or go back to hospital, one of the two. Twas no use for him to think he could serve out his time, and if they gave him orders hed have to go whether or no, dont you see? He couldnt more than crawl about, but he kept his blanket folded tight as any body and was always trying to do a touch of work for some of the rest of us. He was bound hed do what he could do. Plenty of the boys was sick of army life by that time and were complaining of their health to make excuse to get home to their folks, and the company was all thinned out. I suppose that the officers didnt know what to do, and they had to hold on to everything that looked like a man.

I was wandering round one night and waiting till my turn came to go on picket. I had spoken for Joe to go with me; the captain and I looked after him the best we could; Joe felt safer with me, I knew, and we were short of men and close to the enemys lines, too. I saw him leaning up against a tree, and his head was droopin like a sick birds, and I went over close to speak to him about picket duty, but he didnt say anything, and he reached out one of his hands towads me.

Chirk up, Joe, said I, look how pleasant it is! and then I mistrusted something was wrong, and I sat down and put back his head to look at him. He was white as a piece of cloth and his eyes were glazing all over.

Im shamed, says he; I ought to have stayed right at home. I aint fit for a soldier-

No more you aint! says I. Come, cheer up, Peach-tree.

I want never called a coward, says he again. I aint afraid of anything myself, but I cant make my body serve me. I dont blame the boys for laughing. I could lay down an die of shame when I come out of those scares — Im gun-shy like a poor hound dog, says he between laughing and crying.

You never had had a fair smell of powder yet. Id heard all this before and I didnt know what else to say.

Ive got to go right home, now, says he; I meant to serve my time, if it killed me, but Im all played out, and he let his head drop; but that minute there came the noise of firing, and I heard the old bugle yell out. I started up, and the poor chap was on his feet before I was, his eyes blazing out of his head. Come on! says he, come on! I aint afraid this time!

He sung out just as pleased as if something was lifted right off of him and ran forward two or three steps — then stumbled and fell right over heavy on to his face. I stopped and turned him over, and he was stone dead — just as if the lightning had struck him. Twas some stray shot— 

John turned away, hesitated a minute at the stable doorway as if he was looking for some one in the garden; then he took the mare by the head and went quickly into the stall. I was oppressed by the silence — somebody must say something.

They ought to have sent such a poor fellow home, I insisted, stoutly, but John had quite regained his everyday manner.

We did send him home; our company and some of the other boys helped that knew him. Twas done handsome as if he had been the general himself.

The horses were munching in a row. I head footsteps coming toward the stable and alighted from my high seat.

There was that little peach tree just breaking down with green fruit on account of his tending it so much; twas right in front of us as we sat talking. I dont know whether he saw it, he was so far gone, John added, looking at me and lowering his voice. How soon do you want to go out? (in a louder and perfectly business-like tone). I must see to your new saddle girth first, but everythingll be ready when you are.

Perhaps the rest of you served all the better, and that poor boy helped to save his country after all, I said, lingering.

Twas this weather made me think of him, John apologized; he never was cut out for a military man, poor old Peach-tree want. But he got home, and there he lays now somewhere up country, in one o those old, bushy burying-grounds.


TOLD IN A TAVERN (1894)

I
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THERE WAS NO one in the long village street of Byfleet to observe a stranger who had come to town by the last train. He was looking to right and to left, but not with the air of a man who expected to meet some acquaintance; he went his way as if through a land of ruins. In front of a low, vine-covered house that stood behind a narrow garden he stopped long, leaning upon the fence to look the little house full in the face, as if to trace some probable change and to read its friendly or forgetful demeanor. The windows were all dark and silent, no light shone yet from within, no busy shadow crossed the curtain. He went a few steps forward, and, returning, gazed again, and stood before the house for a long, sad minute, and then again passed on.

It was like a deserted village. The fine rain fell in cold and wintry gusts upon the dead shapes of the houses. There was still light enough left in the sky to make it only the end of a dark spring day in Byfleet rather than the beginning of night.

The stranger went his way under the bare-boughed trees, now hastening, now pausing near some scene once familiar. Then he left the village behind him, and entered the open gate of the burying-ground, which lay beyond, there the road came to the open country. There was still enough light for him to read the names on the gravestones, and he stopped to read one and another as he crossed the lonely plot of ground. In the corner which he sought were some graves which had been made a careful garden spot. There were two old stones by themselves, and two or three others in a separate group, while a little way apart from these, with a vacant space beside it, was a grave where one might see withered stalks of the last years flowers and sturdy, snow-bleached roots from which lilies would bloom again. The stranger stopped, as if half in fear to read the name on the white stone. The name carved there was his own! 

II

Byfleet was such an old-fashioned village that its one house of entertainment still kept the name of tavern, and the tavern afforded most comfortable hospitalities to a number of unprofitable patrons. A small number of elderly men, relics of a more convivial time, still gathered on the narrow front piazza in summer, and about the great Franklin stove in the barroom in winter. This small club never had any but transient recruits to replace its many losses; now and then a stray bit of unexpected gossip refreshed the members or some merchant prince of a travelling salesman lingered at the tavern over night and joined their circle. However great the experience and opportunities of such a person, he could rarely tell this group of sages anything new or startle them with his darkest tales of anarchy or business depression. The size of their incomes, which ranged from nothing whatever to the neighborhood of $1,000. could never be belittled by any accounts of daring city speculations, although valued by millions. They represented to themselves and to each other the sober certainties and opinions of their native town.

On this rainy night, in early spring, the little company assembled in good season after supper. There was Capt. Asa Fitch, the honored leader, and his neighbor and friend, old John Dimmock; Timothy Hall, the tavern keeper, a silent man at times, but a jester, and John Bean, the town clerk, who was a cynic and born opposer. They always took pains to account for their presence; Capt. Fitch looked at the barometer, as his own was out of order, and Mr. Dimmock compared his watch with the tall clock in the corner.

There was one stranger present, a cattle drover, whom they all greeted with surprise. He was out of season now, as one might say, though his coming might be looked for every other week from September until Thanksgiving time. Presently the door opened, and a well-dressed man came in whom nobody knew except the drover, who gave him a careless nod, as if they had parted not long before. Evidently they were returning together from an up-country excursion in order to make their collections or to settle up their last seasons accounts. Capt. Fitch, who was possessed of something like second sight in his knowledge of character, might have said that the other drover was a man who bore fewer marks of rough, out-of-door life than his fellow. Perhaps he was the overseer of the stockyards. As he took the last empty roundbacked chair he wore the air of an elderly travelling salesman who had reached a final stage of unexpectant taciturnity. He had left the persuasive loquacity of youth far behind, and wore a talked-out look, and sat among the other men as if there were no subject upon which he wished to convince any human creature — as if he were now content to follow any quiet company of men or beasts without reproach or remark. He answered his companions questions briefly, and soon took on a sleepy look in the heat and comfort of the room.

Any news from up-country? asked Timothy Hall, with an air of amusement.

Snows about all gone, said Jackson, after some deliberation. Seemed kind o quiet all up along. There was a womans head to every pane o glass n some o them houses. I come in a sleigh far s Crooked Falls, where I took the cart; I guess I was stopped many s six times to the mile to know what news there was. There was a good many folks I had to stop and deal with; Lord, I was raised up to Winfield, but I couldnt pass one o them old-fashioned winters an come out in the spring half so lively as some o them poor fly creatures that was so ardent to pass the time o day.

Jackson took on the air of a city man as he spoke, in spite of his rustic flavor of horned cattle and the country haybarns. The next moment, however, he remembered that he was still in provincial surroundings, and made haste to give the conversation another turn. You wouldnt believe what a sight o difference there is between your place here and even ten miles back.

I see one of our ladies out a rakin up her front yard before yisterday. She showed me some o her tulips that was way above ground, answered Capt. Fitch, with proper pride.

There was considerable snow laying in the north side o woods and stretched out back o the fences up in the Winfield neighborhood as we came along, said the strange drover, handsomely.

Up Canada way ts all snow. No, you dont know nothin about long winters here to Byfleet, said Mr. Jackson, and at this moment the company felt both warmhearted and sociable, and one or two men pushed back their chairs from the fire, but the moment did not appear to have arrived in which to speak of the usual closing subject of politics.

I guess the flower gardens is all delayed somewhat by such a spell o weather as this, grumbled John Bean, but his next chair neighbor turned a beaming red face to say that nobody could delay Abby Sandss gardening when once she began it, an the tulips were well up.

Thats so, Mr. Dimmock, agreed Capt. Fitch. She manages to get some kind o blooms even after the snow comes and before its gone. Abby does. All the year round, you may say, with her livin room full an the suller full of deputations to fetch up and start for spring. I never see a woman slave so; whats the use when you can pick em wild all summer to keep up such a drudgin over a garden piece. I dont know s I should be distressed if I never see a flower, but I tell ye the green grass looks good and smells good, too, when youre comin in from sea. I could always smell it myself a good many miles out.

The captains marine reminiscences were apt to be long, and this group of friends knew each others stories by heart. Poor Abby Sands, she does the most to her buryin-ground lot of any body here in town; she makes a second garden o that, said somebody hastily.

All the near folks shes got lays right there together, said Capt. Fitch.

The strange drover seemed restless; presently he got up and walked to the window and then came back to his arm-chair again. Does this lady live all by herself? he asked, unexpectedly.

Yes, sir; she lives alone, Miss Abby Sands does, continued the captain, pleased by such a show of interest. Shes a well off woman, an a nice woman as there is in town, but I dont expect shell change her situation now; she aint one that wants the whole world and a piece o the moon either. She didnt pick up no great shakes of a man when she did make a choice, but shes worthy o the best; no ones more ready to catch holt and help when any ones in trouble.

Thats so, said old Mr. Dimmock, with decision. You cant speak too high of her, capn, and he drummed softly on the arm of his chair. The first blaze of the fire was over, but the great accumulations of winter ashes underneath had turned into a glowing heap of coals. The stranger moved his chair further back from the scorching heat.

You see, said the captain, finding that no one else seemed inclined to speak; you see, clearing his throat and addressing the drovers, this lady was very pretty as a girl, and was the heir to property — not large, but ample — an folks expected her to make a proper match. Love goes where its sent, as old folks is in the habit of sayin, an we was all distressed to have her take up with about as poor a kind of young fellow as there was. It takes everybody to know everything, but I tell ye he was so plumb full o conceit an ambition that poor Byfleet didnt give him no room to spread; he had to start for the great West, an he engaged Abby Sandss affections previous to departin. Twas right at the close o war time but he was so nigh-sighted, an occupied, anyway, that he couldnt list with the rest o our young men.

War done a good thing killin off some o that variety that looked better n they really was in soldier clothes, said cross-grained John Bean. The Parkins boyd offered to be a gineral if theyd took him at all.

He struck for Arizona first, said the captain, who had been waiting to begin again. An Abby had some interestin letters long at the first an showed them round and read em to the folks an thought there never was no travels like em, but all of a sudden they stopped. Abby got thin and peaked-lookin, and seen trouble from that time. Her father was a shipmaster, and died at sea early, before ever her beau come about, then her mother was taken away, an you never see nobody take on as she did. Pore girl, spent a sight o time an money writin letters and sending despatches to find where Parkins was, and at last after some time she give up that the young man must be dead. Nobody never knowed nothin more about him — 

Ive heard it hinted round that Mis Sands felt so about him that she took good care of some o them letters that never come, said John Dimmock, mysteriously.

In the beginnin of their acquaintance she was certain opposed to Abbys marryin o him. She was a good woman, but always a-frettin an harpin; one o those that keeps gittin up them nervous spells to skulk behind when they dont want to do things. She died at last, just as she was always expectin to, but not so soon.

Mis Sands was a pretty girl when she was young, same as Abby, said the old captain, gallantly.

Abby went to so far s to set up a headstone for the young man; taint customary if youve only got hearsay to rely on. Shes got a headstone for him that cost her, when set, $67, said Mr. Bean. Mis Sands would feel pleased if she come back an see it. Yes, I always heard it hinted she knew where them missin letters went to. Some says that knows that she owned up to Abby she done it, before she died, an that was why the girl strove so hard to find him.

She always wears a lonesome look, said the captain, who had a tender heart. Folks say he done well as long as she heard from him, he was minin an operatin in wild lands.

Ive sort o forgot about him, Im sure, said the landlord, yawning. Well, she has the comfort o her gardin; thats wuth somethin and shes got property herself, stead of lettin him flutter it all away.

Yes, shes got her flower-garding, said the captain, who was in no hurry to go home. Her youths gone an all her hopes, but they do say she was reasonably certain, from a letter she had, that he was killed by the Indians; he was right out there among the wildest kinds. There was a good many things that made it hard. `There, what shall I do, what shall I do? she kept sayin to herself. It had been somethin like a missing ship, you never quite give em up; and afterwards folks couldnt seem to say honest none of them consolin things about him, such as shed have like to hear. He was likely to be wuthless, and everybody knowd she was better off. Sassy-lookin he certain was, but sometimes that means pluck an ambition, and they turn out smart men. You cant tell about young, foolish boys, but shes been a-plantin flowers onto his grave now for most this thirty years.

III

The rain was falling heavily; old John Dimmock had suddenly succumbed to sleep and even the captain himself was drowsy and looked about for his hat. One of the drovers was far gone to the land of dreams after a long day of traffic and travel, but he awoke now with a loud gasp. The other stranger, who had risen hastily, had trodden upon his outstretched foot.

What be you a doin? shouted the drover. Who be you anyway, stompin on a persons foot like that?

The stranger came back from the door with slow steps, and stood in the middle of the barroom, under the hanging-lamp. Since you ask that pinted question by accident, I dont know but some o these other gentlemend like to hear it answered. My names Parkins, and Ive heard plenty of truth to-night, an some lies, an Im going over now, thirty years too late, to see Miss Abby Sands. You can tell anybody that asks you, that shes lived lonely all her days, an so have I, through the fault of other folks. I was drove to the end o the earth by em, but, thank the Lord Ive got back, an Ive got money enough to make her happy and give her all the gardins she wants.

He seized his hat and disappeared, and the tavern company made haste to follow him down the street. It had all along seemed like a dull evening until then. There was a bright light in Abby Sandss sitting-room, and the door was already shut upon a scene of joy that no other eyes had any right to look upon or share. Timothy Hall had come with the rest of the men, bare-headed, and they all stood before the house, speechless, in the rain.

Mis Fitchll be waitin for me, theres the 9 oclock bell, said the old captain at last, from force of habit. I hope there want no fool there with Abby, come in to pass the evening. I dont know what the rest of you may have thought, but he seemed to me like a good deal of a man.

I never see him afore to-day, said the drover. We fell into some talk in the cars, and he was inquirin about folks in Byfleet. I never should have took him for a drover.

It was late that night when the stranger came back again down the silent street. The rain had stopped and the young moon was shining in the sky.


IN A COUNTRY PRACTICE (1894)

I.
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DR. BEST, THE old professor and king of the medical school, was talking eagerly to a pleasant-faced, slight young student who stood before him. The young man had taken his degree and received his diploma only the day before. He had graduated at the top of his class, and, as Dr. Best had said to one of his fellow professors, as they sat together signing the diplomas, he was the only man in the class who really had a genius for his profession.

Dr. Best was a New York physician of wide reputation who had kept his professorship in the medical school of one of the small inland colleges, both because it was his own college and because the few weeks which his lectures covered gave him almost the only vacation that he could manage to get through the long hard-worked years.

Im not so sure that I wont take you into partnership, my boy, he said, after ordinary means of persuasion had seemed to fail. That is, if you will take a few months first in the — hospital where Ill get you a grand chance. You ought not to bury yourself in a country practice with your gifts. Ill push you along as fast as I can if youll come to New York.

The younger man threw back his fine head with a sudden eager gesture — a strange wistful look shone in his eyes. He knew well enough all that the doctors generous offer and fatherly affectionateness meant: fame and money and all delightful social advantages were put easily within his reach. He was reverent of the world of art and of letters, and of a mans best knowledge and close acquaintance with affairs. But he could not shut his eyes to that other vision of a familiar upland country, the dark hills, the narrow rocky roads, the gray and red farmhouses of Alton. He remembered, too, his father, the old doctor of all that region, physician of souls and bodies, whom everybody had missed, he himself most of all.

Youre very kind, Dr. Best, said John Ashurst, with a bright color in his cheeks. I know how much your kindness would mean — but you see they need a doctor up at Alton.

There are plenty of doctors, said the old gentleman, gruffly. The people up there can get a doctor — theres Duncan or Grafton or Smith who promise fairly well, and dont know where in the world to settle. You ought to have a larger place. Come, make a push and take what belongs to you.

I feel as if I were needed up at Alton, sir, said the young doctor, with the anxiety slowly leaving his face, and a happy light coming into his eyes again, though he reached his hand for the back of a chair close by and took hard hold of it. Duty was so shining clear that the moment of temptation was quickly over, but he suddenly remembered that he was turning his back upon the most beloved companionship that he had ever known, except his fathers. The doctors about Alton, whom he should sometimes meet, were old-fashioned men, not of the best sort; some of whom were likely to be jealous of him. There would be no more talk for him now with Dr. Best or with other friends who saw their profession from anything like a wide point of view, to whom he could speak in his own language. He was facing a good deal of loneliness; he could not hope to go to New York very often; he was in debt already for his education. Dr. Best was an old man, too, they might never meet again.

The old doctor rose gruffly — the moment had grown too painful for them both. Well, well! he said, impatiently. You must do as you think best; mother living and depending upon you; wouldnt feel at home anywhere else; sacred inheritance from your father to take up his work; I know, I know, but if he were here hed feel just as I do. No, no, I shant forget you. Im too busy to write much. I never promise; but you write to me if you like, and keep up with the periodicals; poor as they are, theyre better than nothing, and you must follow the new notions. Some day, if I can get off, I may run up among the hills in the Summer. God bless you, my boy! said the old gentleman, handing him a book, but not even offering to shake hands, and turning again, grumbling to himself, to fumble among some papers. John Ashurst escaped as quickly as he could — he felt a little light-headed and broken, as if it would be easy to shed tears. When he reached his boarding place he sat down drearily, and thought for a long time, deeply and anxiously. And at last he looked at the great book. It was the very best French surgical work of the day, one that Dr. Best had just imported; he could not have bought it himself with a months hard work.



II.

A good many years afterward, one Winter day, John Ashurst, grown older, and gray and weather-beaten with his long drives over the windy hills, came into a railroad car from one of the small stations within twenty miles of Alton. He carried a heavy wrap over his arm, a Scotch plaid which Dr. Best, dead now these many years, had sent him once after a Summer abroad. They had both been too busy to see each other often; once or twice they had met, and once or twice they had done things for each other, but they had never failed to be truly intimate. It had proved as the elder man had foreseen, that John Ashurst had taught him and other doctors more than anybody could teach in return. And he had done marvelous things in surgery and medicine of which the world never heard, but, for all that, the best physicians knew him by name and reputation.

He wore the same boyish, simple look of his student days, and he had a doctors lovely habit of taking care of other people, so that when he sat down, stiff and tired from a long drive over frozen ground, he noticed that his next neighbor, a cross, grumpy-looking old fellow, whose seat he asked to share in the crowded car, looked old and pinched, and seriously ill besides. His quick eye saw signals of danger from a most obscure disease, and he gave a little sigh of relief as he settled himself and tucked his warm wrap around his companions knees and drew a corner of it over his own.

Its too cold here, sir, he said, in an offhand way. I havent got far to go myself. Im ashamed that there are no stoves in the cars yet. I spoke to the conductor this morning about them.

The elderly traveler turned a grateful, surprised face. Youre very kind, sir, he said. Ive been fairly suffering. I havent been well, and it was a great risk to take this journey!

John Ashurst considered a little. I see you are not well, sir, he said at last. Im a stranger to you, but Im a doctor, and I think I could give you some ease now, perhaps head off whats likely to trouble you a good deal if it goes on.

The stranger took a straightforward look at this unexpected Good Samaritan. He saw a man who looked rich in kindliness and wisdom, and poor in everything besides, but there was a look of distinction about him, there was something that whispered to him to have confidence. Go on, sir, he said, if you think you have time. I should be very much obliged to you.

There isnt much time, but Ill write you a prescription. Tell me if - and he asked a question or two with sympathy and directness. By the time they parted they were already friends. The traveler was a man of few words and great sincerity. He said that he was in business in Cuba, and had much against his will been obliged to come to the States at this season. His health had suddenly begun to fail him in such a way that he was much concerned. He insisted, in a blunt, old-fashioned way, upon paying the doctor his fee, but the doctor laughed and said the advice was his own proposal — it was nothing, and at that moment he rose and said good-by, hastily. Keep the wrap, he said. You can send it back by express to Dr. John Ashurst, Alton. Be careful about chills. That is part of the prescription.

The traveler watched him as he left the car and got into a shaky-looking open buggy with which a young woman was waiting to drive him away. As the cars moved on he twisted about to watch the buggy as far as he could down the frozen road under a gray, bleak sky. It was a poor-looking hilly piece of country. The traveler took a note book and gold pencil out of his pocket, and wrote down carefully the name of Dr. John Ashurst, of Alton; then he tucked the Scotch plaid well about him and smoothed it over his knees affectionately. Thats a scholar and a gentleman, he thought, with an unusual glow in his heart. He treated me like a brother. I wonder how he comes to be hidden away in this corner. Well, the world isnt as bad as I thought; it was good sense, everything he said. That fellow I saw yesterday made a trade of it, and this one put me on the right road, if there is any right road. I know my condition better than he thought — but he didnt lie once, and he explained just what chance I had, and how to go to work to take it. Thats the doctor for me, and the traveler drummed on the dusty windowsill with a pleasant sense of taking a new lease of life.

Dr. John Ashurst was driving away with one of his daughters, and explaining to her under what circumstances he had left his wrap in the train. Poor, cross old man, he said. I should not wonder if I patched him up for some years to come. He was just where that first-rate prescription will hit him right between the eyes; hell be surprised to find how much better he feels even within a day or two.

I hope hell remember to send the plaid back, said the doctors young daughter, smiling a little. She was too well used to her fathers doing such kindness on every hand, to take special note of this. Only the thought sometimes flitted through her mind that people hardly ever took the trouble to do him a kindness in return, and when the plaid arrived neatly folded and addressed, but without a word of acknowledgement, she put it in its place on the study sofa and loved her father all the more, because this stranger seemed to love him less.



III.

It was late November the year after Dr. Ashursts death and his two daughters and their mother were in a good deal of trouble. He had been a man of infinite generosities; he had gathered some good books and a very few good pictures. He had made his family happier than any other family in all that region ever dreamed of being. He was still a good bit this side of age when an attack of pneumonia brought him quickly to his end. People who had allowed themselves to take his talents and gifts for granted were surprised into doing him tardy honor by finding what recognition was given him on every hand. Those who knew him best praised him most, and many a city man who had perhaps only seen him once at some medical club meeting, to which on rare occasions Dr. Best or his little group of intimate friends beguiled the busy and self-sacrificing country doctor — many a city man owed to him the best of inspiration or enlightenment from some chance word or some new way of looking at old things. Ashurst has more genius for his profession than any of us, old Dr. Best used to say.

It had been a long, sad year since the good man died — indeed they needed a doctor up at Alton, as he had said at the beginning of his brave career. There was many a poor soul that felt unbefriended now and uncompanioned, with no one to look to for help, spiritual or material. And as for Dr. Ashursts own household, the sorrow of poverty was added to sorrow itself. The mother and her two children were left really poor. John Ashurst always hoped to leave his family a good sum of money, to buy a comfortable life insurance before he should be taken away, but the necessities of the moment always hid the fear of the future. He had lost what money he had by the failure of a bank, and he had never been provident. It was the rainy day of the moment and not of the future with which he concerned himself. Now that the small bills that could be collected were all paid, many accounts having never been kept at all and still more forgiven, it was but a poor dependence and the girls were wondering what they could possibly do. One had inherited her fathers gift of teaching and had gathered a little school, but it was more a thing of love than of business, and of late she had taken the district school near at hand and her poor pay was the mainstay that was left. They had always felt so rich all their lives that they did not know how to feel poor exactly. In the late years when Dr. Ashurst had been sent for far and wide, and now and then a large fee came in his way, they had begun to feel like people of fortune. And only the last Thanksgiving Day, the fortnight before his three days illness began, what joy they had in making happiness for many poor households! The old chaise had gone its rounds with a high-heaped mound of benefactions under the buffalo robe, and this old woman must have this thing to make her happy, and the other something else, for Thanksgiving was still kept in all its glory of neighborliness and good cheer in Alton, and Christmas itself seemed to be the happier for young people because their elders and betters made the most of the earlier festival.

The doctors study, where a light was apt to burn so late on Winter nights, was a plain room full of books, with a great desk and some three-cornered chairs which had been old Dr. Ashursts before they belonged to our friend, whom the elder people still call the young doctor. There was a curious dry odor of drugs and Russia leather bindings. There was a huge wasps nest on one bookcase, and a bust of Dante on the other, and a beautiful old engraving of Sydenham hanging on the wall. One could not help finding it a charming, scholarly sort of a place; there were still a delightful air of sympathy and friendliness, as of a place where people were sure to come to tell their troubles, and sure to go away comforted. 

It was the day before Thanksgiving, and one of the doctors daughters, who had oftenest been his companion, was sitting there alone. She had been looking at the books and making a list of some of them, about which one of her fathers friends had written her. He had made a good offer, out of friendliness, but both Dr. Ashursts had known what good books were, and had left behind them some volumes of very great value. Of course they must sell them, and it was a good chance, but Nelly Ashurst loved these particular books, and treasured them all the more because her father and grandfather had treasured them too. She took down the old copy of the Religio Medici, and held it for a moment — then she kissed it and put it back again, and went over to the old desk to lay her head on her folded arms and cry. The night before a proposal had come from her mothers sister in one of the seaboard towns, that they two should come to her to spend the Winter, leaving the elder sister, who was the teacher, to board somewhere and go on with her school. In the Summer they could perhaps let their house, for Alton was near one of the hill towns where many people came to pass the Summer. At any rate, the aunt had said kindly, when you are fairly here, we can talk over plans and do what seems best. She was not a rich woman, and Nelly Ashurst was grateful for such thoughtfulness, but her mother, who had had many illnesses, was only well among these high, dry hills, and she sobbed to herself over the old desk: This is an end of our home, an end of our home! There seemed to be nowhere else to look, for the Winter at least. Perhaps when Summer came they would indeed come back, and find some people who would come to board in the pleasant old house. But their independence and old free ways were assailed; they must do what they could now, and never any more what they wished. Nelly Ashurst mourned with the despair of youth. She could almost feel her fathers hand on her shoulder in kindly reproach, but her trouble was all the more bitter, poor girl, because it seemed in some vague way to be a rebuke to him whom she loved and made her hero. She had never felt the weight of pain and care as she felt it now. She thought of her mothers hopeless face.

Nelly, where are you? said her mother, suddenly, just outside the door, and Nelly dried her eyes in a hurry and crossed the room to stand before the bookcase in the shadow. Nelly, dear, said Mrs. Ashurst, coming in, here are some letters and the poor old Dent sisters are coming up the yard to see us — think of it, this cold day! I wish we had something — I really dont know how to be poor at Thanksgiving time, and her voice faltered. They shall have a pie at any rate, and they shall come and sit in here in the dear study; they will like that best.

Mother, mother, quick! said Nelly. Dont mind them; let them wait a minute. Oh, see here! and she held a large letter sheet before her mothers eyes. She had turned quite gray and pale. I thought it was only some circular, or something like that; it was directed to father. Somebody who lived in Cuba who died last month has left father and his heirs - she could not hold her voice steady — has left father in kind remembrance of most helpful services in time of need $50,000, to be paid at once according to directions. Oh, mother, mother! 

Let me see it, dear, said the frail little woman, shaking with excitement and coming back across the room. Oh, if your dear father were only here! And how often I have thought that so many people were ungrateful, and he always said that the poor had the best paymaster, or that he only asked for happiness enough to get his work done and was glad of the liberty to use what skill he had, and now this comes, like a gift of his provision for his girls and me! Why, Nelly, dear, dont cry so!

There are those two old Dents knocking and knocking — could you let them in, mother? said Nelly, laughing and crying at once. Oh, what a Thanksgiving well have! I wish Sister Lizzie would come. What will she say? Fifty thousand dollars! Why, father said once that he wished he had just that for his old age and for us, and no more; it would be all -

Her mother, a little dazed, had gone to bid the poor old guests a glad welcome. Old Sarah, the dependence of the doctors household, who seemed entirely one of themselves, was away that afternoon, and part of the sorrow and uncertainty that was hardest to bear had been in the thought of turning her out of her home, if they themselves must go. Now the dear old home was going on, and the little comforts and helps for many a poor person who was sick and old were to go on, too.

The mystery of the legacy was never made clear. Nelly vaguely remembered her fathers saying something about a sick, old man, a merchant in Cuba, to whom he lent his thick plaid in the cars one cold day, and to whom he gave advice; and that was all. The good doctor was always doing such things, but the fact remained that one heart, that seemed at the moment to forget his kindness, had really remembered, and was grateful for years of health and activity, which he had ceased to expect. Out of his wealth he had made return, not only for himself, but for many another beside.

And on Thanksgiving Day, the doctors children and his wife took double joy in doing everything and more that they had always loved to do in the old days. They tried to give the old patients who were sick or sorry, some thing to remind them of their friend, but indeed a life that shines with love and self-forgetfulness is a true star of light, and cannot be forgotten, no matter in what part of our heaven it may be placed.


A CHANGE OF HEART (1896)
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SALLY MARTIN SAT by her favorite kitchen window sewing a little and looking off over the sunny spring fields. All winter through the bare trees she could see the next house farther down the hill, but now the budding orchard had suddenly made a thick screen. After many defeated glances neighborward she was too conscious of being cut off from companionship and social pleasures, and folded up the blue gingham apron which she had been hemming, and took her shawl from the nail behind the door. There was a look of anticipation on her face; she had evidently found herself dull company for once. She brought a deep wicker basket, brown with age, from a closet, and going down cellar filled it with russet apples, and then locked the door after her and went her way.

The grass was green by the roadside, and she walked in the foot-path at its edge, feeling the ground under foot with much pleasure and stopping once to look at some bluebirds in a maple tree. One always feels young again with the spring, and this year the snow and mud had lingered late and kept her much indoors.

Sally Martin had not much to look forward to except continued poverty and anxiety, but she was one of the persons who have imagination, that enchanters wand, which would have kept her satisfied with life, except for one regret which could never be quite put behind her or be forgotten.

It was a day for youth and pleasure, and when she was out in the open air her face grew serene and childlike; she stopped to listen to the bluebirds and watched their pretty color in the gray branches, then she walked on down the hill with her golden russets. The widespread lower country and the hills beyond it were blue with the soft spring haze. Her neighbors house stood not far away, at a little distance from the road, and the narrow lane into which she soon turned was prettier than ever that spring, with its sheltered turf as soft as velvet, and an early dandelion or two shining against the fence. The old apple trees leaned their long boughs over it so that they almost met, and in later summer they would be hung thick with wisps of hay and straw from the high-heaped loads that went by to the barn. This was a huge building, like an unwieldy elephant in the landscape, while the house was low and small, with a tiny pointed porch and a door that had three panes of glass at top. When you stood in the entry within you could scarcely get room to shut the door behind you, and were at close quarters with an old colored wood-cut of General Washington, which greeted strangers with an impartial air of dignity. On the right another door opened into the Bascoms living-room, which surprised one in so small a house with its size and cheerfulness. The windows looked both north and south, and there were plenty of bright braided rugs on the clean floor.

I saw you comin up the lane, Sally, and I dont know whenever I was more pleased, said Mrs. Bascom, who was a lame woman and could not rise to greet her friends except in spirit. Now bring that little rocking-chair right over here close to me, and lets have a good talk. Its so pretty looking out o my window. Im all alone, the folks have gone to the village, shoppin. David he found his old plough wouldnt do him this year, and Cynthi shes always ready an willin, so they started right off after an early dinner. Im braidin up my rags as usual; I couldnt seem to do anything else just because I feet so busy. Theres everything to be done this time of year, aint there?

I waked up feelin all of a bustle, too, and I soon come down to hemmin me a blue gingham apron that I dont need one bit, confessed Sally. I expect its the spring workin in us, though there aint no leaves to show for it. I guess the trees themselves must feel just the same.

The two good women smiled, and Sally reached over and took a handful of the dark woolen strips and began to braid in company.

I brought your folks some o my apples, she said presently. Im on the last barrel, but they never were nicer this time of year. They wilt right away quick as you bring em up from the cellar, but you shall have more as long as they last.

I call em a great treat; our apples have been gone some time and the last of em were very poor. There aint such a keepin cellar in town as yours; it seems to give everything a good taste.

Grandfather always used to say that it cost him most as much to dig it right out of the rock there as it did to build the house above it, said Sally. You know twas for that little glimpse of the sea you only get right there, and he couldnt bear to set his house anywhere else. Three sides o the cellar is sound rock; I dont know s you remember, its so many years since you was able to get down.

I recall all those things I used to be in the habit o seeing as if it were yesterday, said Mrs. Bascom. I find my thoughts such good company that I dont miss goin about as much as everybody expects. Everybody knows just where to find me, and so they come to me; folks like to feel a certainty when they make some effort to come.

I dont know but what I should have been disappointed pretty bad to-day myself, said Sally. I seemed to miss seeing the house as I sat there to my window sewing. The trees and bushes have budded out amazin since yesterday. I kind of missed you and felt lonesome. I expect I can see the lower light for some nights yet, till the leaves really come, and Cynthis light I can see all the year round in her window up-stairs. I cant seem to go to bed till she does, and they both laughed.

You and Cynthi used to make signals when you was girls, dont you remember, wavin things and movin your lamps?

Twas kind o convenient, really. We used to be havin our plots together, and we had ways o askin things an answerin yes and no. I seem to forget a good deal of it now, explained Sally.

Youre just as much of a girl as ever you were, said the elder woman looking up with an affectionate and an appreciative smile.

Well, I did feel as if I wanted to stop and make a dam by the side of the road there where the water runs out under the stone wall, and Sally led in her turn.

Spring is spring, aint it? Always just as new every year. Mrs. Bascom gave a long look out across the lovely April country. Suddenly her expression changed. Why, I can see the gable o Isaac Boltons new house. I knew he was raising yesterday, but I never thought to look. There over the knoll, to the right of the woods, you can just see the top of it.

Why, yes, said Sally, looking eagerly and then going back to her rocking-chair again. She was blushing and her eyes looked very bright. She seemed to make an effort to speak, but no words came.

Mrs. Bascom also made an effort to look away for some time, and pretended to be busy with her work. At last she laid her hands in her lap.

Sally, she asked, as a mother might speak to her child, dont you really think you are foolish? I feel as if you were most as near to me as my own Cynthia; truth is I can say things right out to you sometimes that I cant to her, much as I love her. Isaacs a good man and faithful; I dont know what hes building that house for, but I dont believe hell ever want anybody for his wife but you.

I heard he was engaged to be married to somebody in Pelham, answered Sally stiffly, but with no resentment. I havent seen him to speak with for eight months — not since last August, when I happened to meet him here in the yard.

You done very wrong then, Sally, my dear, said Mrs. Bascom with dignity. He was glad of the chance to see you and all ready to be friendly, and you passed him right by after you said, How do you do, an something about the weather. I set right here where I be now, an I see his face work like a childs that has a real task to keep from cryin. All these years now youve held on to that grudge, an twas all foolishness. Your Granther Walkers narrow stubbedness keeps you from givin in, while hes made every effort he could. Sometimes Ive thought you didnt love him, an he was better off to let you have your way about it, but, truth is, youd deny yourself an go through the world without happiness, rather than feel you was the one to give in.

Its all true, said Sally humbly. Ive tried to beat down that hard feelin, but I cant, Mis Bascom. I own up to you as if you was my own mother; somethin freezes right up in me. I wish folks hadnt made such a talk about it. She covered her face with her hands and began to cry.

There, there, dear; twill all come right one of these days, said Mrs. Bascom soothingly. I never meant to work you all up just as we was havin such a pleasant visit together.

Somehow or nother Im so contented livin just as I be, if it only want for that, said Sally drying her eyes, but not changing the subject. I never could think of anybody else as I have of Isaac. Im glad you spoke right out, Mis Bascom. Ive wished you would a good many times.

You an Isaac an Cynthi used to have such good times together when he was still livin here — Mrs. Bascom braided away intently and did not look up as she spoke — an since all this has happened hes often talked to me very free and said it troubled him to know you had so little means while he was well off, and you with no brother nor nobody to look after you in winter time, an all that.

Ive got along all right, insisted Sally with dangerous spirit, then she softened again. You see how it is, Mia Bascom, its too late now and weve got to leave it as it is. I expect its poor old grandfathers setness, as you say. Her face was pathetic and childish as she spoke. Youre always real good.

Well, I dont know s I be, said the placid old friend. Ive had very hard feelings about being laid on the shelf so early, while I was full of spirit to work, and wed just built that great barn and had all our plans about running a creamery. The farms so good for grazin, and twould been easier for my husband, but Cynthia want able to continue without me. He never complains, but in a few years we should have been forehanded and paid what we owed, instead o only adding to it. She looked out across the green yard at the barn, the building of which had proved to be such a mistake, and sighed. Im going to tell you, too, that we werent married very young ourselves, Mr. Bascom and I, and twas partly owing to my indulgin just such feelins as yours, though the occasion was different.

Why, Mis Bascom! exclaimed Sally with deep sympathy.

Yes, dear, I give you warnin out of my own experience, and the elder woman looked grave and kindly. Ive been tryin ever since to make up for real injustice to the good man I loved best in the world. And you can be sure of this thing, Sally, the wrong road never leads to the right place.

It was very still in the wide kitchen; one of the windows was open and the bluebirds were chirping in the orchard. There was a far-away sound of frogs. The old tortoise-shell cat which had been asleep on a cushioned chair came across the floor gaping, and when she saw Sally she hopped up into that friendly neighbors lap. Sally fondled her a little and laughed at the loud purring that at once began. Her cheeks were a little flushed. I heard ever so many robins this morning, she said, as if she were afraid of the silence, and her hostess nodded.

If it keeps to this weather we shall have the golden robins comin right along. I do long to get them here in the spring. Then I really feel as if the winters gone for good.

Sally rose to go after a little while, in spite of kind protestations from Mrs. Bascom. They both longed to say something more, but neither ventured. Sally, who had grown prim and undemonstrative with every year, came back after her hand was on the door latch, and kissed Mrs. Bascom affectionately.

There, there, Sally! said the old woman affectionately. Dont get worked up! I only want you to think over things before its too late. I expect you an Isaacll be happy yet, but dont push him away too far; hes got pride too. 

II

As Sally Martin went up the road she wished that she were still sitting with her old neighbor. For almost the first time there was something lonely-looking and repellent, something cold and heartless about her own little house as she unlocked the door and went in. She missed the motherliness she had just left, and the sun no longer shone into her own kitchen. She sat down without taking off her shawl.

After all it was too late now to change her manners to Isaac Bolton or to let him know that her love had always been his. Everybody had spoken of his approaching marriage, and the new house was the surest proof. Mrs. Bascom. had treated the story lightly, but perhaps she did not know, or had not been told because she was certain not to approve. Sally knew that her old neighbor had always been her friend. A crisis seemed to have come into her quiet life. Isaac Bolton had been an orphan boy brought up by his uncle and aunt; beside the tract of fine valley land joining the Bascom farm, on which he was putting the new house, he had a good property in money. Sally knew that he would have stayed on with the Bascoms and been a great help to them, if the neighborhood to herself had not grown so difficult and unpleasant. Since then he must often have felt homeless. For herself, too, not far beyond thirty, strong and fond of hard work, it was a poor sort of life to live on year after year in her little house, pinching out a living from a bit of ledgy land and the tiniest of incomes. Isaac was large-hearted and manly, though quick-tempered enough, as she had known. She saw things differently now, the old habits of her mind, the self-pity that had clung so long to a grievance had worn themselves away and left only regret behind on that spring afternoon. It was too late now, she could not do anything, she had lost all right to the man whom she loved and who had so long loved her. She remembered, as she had so many times before, that when she saw him last his coat needed mending, and that he had grown to look older and even a little gray. She remembered now the sweet, wistful look in his eyes, and how quickly they had clouded over when she with a beating heart had treated him so coldly. 

III

Sally Martin still sat by her window in the late afternoon. She had taken up her sewing again, but her eyes looked as if she had been crying. Every few minutes she glanced down the long road to see Mr. Bascom and Cynthia when they came back; that seemed the only interest to which one might still look forward. At last the wagon came in sight and she wondered what the father and daughter would have to tell. To her surprise they passed their own lanes end and came on up the hill, driving fast. Cynthia would not take time just now to come past the house unless for something important — she was late already — and Sallys heart was filled with apprehension.

They turned out of the road, and still sitting by her window she saw Cynthia get out of the wagon, after a word with her father. In both faces was a look of sorrow and shock, and she sprang to her feet as her friend came into the kitchen.

Oh, Sally, Sally! said Cynthia, Isaac got awfully hurt this afternoon. He fell from the house frame, and the doctor cant tell yet whether there is much chance for him. They stopped us as we came by, and theyve got him in a little shed until he can be moved to our house hes got nowhere else to turn. He saw me, and told somebody he had got to speak to me, and when I got to him all he could whisper was that I must come and tell you, and I said I would. He didnt ask you to come, only to let you know.

The two friends faced each other. Sally looked gray and old and stern, but Cynthia had come to an end of her self-control and began to cry. What will poor mother say? her voice faltered. She thinks everything of Isaac and shell want to get to him, and feel so bad that she cant.

All the color rushed back to Sallys face, and a lovely self-forgetfulness shone in her eyes. She suddenly looked young again and even happy. Go right home as fast as you can, she said. Im going to ask your father to take me right down to Isaacs place. Tell your mother Ill take care of him. Im going to Isaac now just as fast as I can.

Later still in the twilight, Sally Martin found her way among the new timbers of Isaacs house to the little tool-shed where he lay. Most of the neighbors had gone. The doctor was still there, and he spoke cheerfully as she came near.

No, there are no bones broken after all, twas only the breath knocked out of him, said the doctor. Youll be laid up for awhile, but I believe youll do well, Isaac. Now who is there to leave him with? I must be off and its going to be a damp spring night, he mustnt stay here any longer. Move him carefully.

Im right here, Doctor, said old Mr. Bascom, who loved Isaac like a son. Ill take him right home with me if hes ready to go. Ive got the long wagon, you know.

As for Sally, she had gone straight to her lovers side — where he lay weak and pale on the pile of coats and shavings; she was kneeling by him with a sweet and quiet face, and Isaacs hand was fast in hers. Somehow their happiness seemed all the lovelier because it had come at last in the spring.


THE FIRST SUNDAY IN JUNE (1897)
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LITTLE MISS LYDIA Bent was always early at church. She was very prompt by nature; but on Sunday morning there were so few things to do in her small neat house that she was always dressed in her best much too soon, and sat waiting impatiently by one of the front windows with her gloves and bonnet on, all ready to start the moment that the bell began to ring. Other members of the parish began to get themselves ready for church when they saw Miss Lydia pass, and still were not belated at the morning service. It made a great part of her Sunday pleasure to see her neighbors come up the aisles to their places; her own pew was one of the short pews at the side of the pulpit, and in the gradual decline of churchgoing in Dalton she was left quite alone in that part of the church, and had a remote and solitary look of which she was quite unconscious. She would have missed very much her fine opportunity of taking a good look at the dwindling company of her fellow-parishioners, and it never seemed to occur to her that, next to the minister, she was the most conspicuous person in church. Miss Lydia was far from being young, and in her earlier days it was a mark of great distinction to own a front pew; but of late the few newcomers to the parish seemed to get as near the doors as possible, and to hide their timid heads behind one another. There had been many deaths in the old First Parish, and the front pews all looked untenanted and lonely; but the church was all the family that Miss Lydia had, and all the week she looked forward to Sunday with affectionate expectation.

When Miss Lydias father and mother had chosen that short pew by the window they had said to everybody that it was just the right size for their family of four; but now it was much too large for Miss Lydias lonely family of one. Her head had a funny way of tipping back as she talked with you, which may have come from the difficulty of looking up at the tall minister as he stood in his high pulpit on Sundays. She was a person who had a great deal of reverence and regard for people and things that she believed to be above her. There she was, Sunday after Sunday, in her pew corner with her old-fashioned summer straw bonnet or her big velvet one if it were winter. Church-going was the most important thing in life; if she had been anything but the most consistent Protestant she would have gone to her church daily instead of weekly; but some persons could hardly understand why she had shown such unexpected and almost bitter feeling a few years before when the afternoon service was given up. The ministers always spoke of her as one of their most attentive hearers, indeed they would have missed that eager face in the side pew; as they varied their attitudes in preaching they never forgot to give a special look of recognition and to bestow some special sentence of the discourse in her direction. But with all these privileges and joys Miss Lydia sometimes felt sad and anxious at the way things seemed to be changing in the First Parish of Dalton; for, to tell the truth, except on the pleasantest of Sunday mornings, or at the change of seasons, there was apt to be but a poor sprinkling of a congregation in the large old church. It was a well-to-do parish; there was a comfortable fund which had been left in earlier days, by some devoted members, so that even now it was not impossible to pay the minister a fair salary. There were a great many persons who really belonged to the church and parish who were rarely seen in their places. The minister was a kind man, and he had unusual intellectual gifts. The people cared for him and were proud of his ability; but of late no one had felt as if there were danger of any real loss in missing a morning sermon. Once or twice a year, on some public occasion or special anniversary, he really exerted himself and preached from his heart like a believer in heavenly things and like a lover and helper of his people; but so little was asked of the Reverend Mr. Darley that after many eager attempts to provoke enthusiasm he ended by giving the little that appeared to be required. He was an industrious reader and kept himself busy and amused, with interesting books; it was harder and harder for him to set forth on an afternoon of parish visits — he was a pale, thin, light-haired little man with the eager eyes of a boy, but he began to look settled in age and vaguely disappointed. 

Somehow fewer and fewer persons came to church that spring, tho the usual meetings and formalities were kept up. The distance between Miss Lydia Bent and the retreating front ranks grew wider and wider, and both she and the minister watched this process of shrinking with dismay. It appeared as if to most people church-going had come to be nothing more than a half-superstitious formality and a relic of the past. The ministers voice got a plaintive tone, he looked paler and older, and his study light was put out a little earlier. Now and then somebody said that the new people who came into town naturally gravitated to the other churches. Dalton was changing in many ways; many of the old and influential members of the First Parish were dying. It was quite true that Mr. Darley had a good many more funerals to attend in the course of the year than he had weddings and christenings; but, after all, the real trouble was with the indifferent stayers at home.

Miss Lydia sat and thought about this one Sunday morning late in May, as she sat alone in her pew. Her hymn-book was open on her knee; she looked approvingly at those acquaintances who were in their seats, and said something to herself half consciously as she glanced over her shoulder at each newcomer. Theres Mr. Craddock, hes come alone; Mrs. Craddocks cold must be worse. Widow Parkers stayed at home too; she must have thought best to let the little girls come, and remained to get their dinner. There! she works hard all the week, and I suppose she is tired; but nothing rests me like coming to meeting.

The congregation looked thinner and more scattered than usual, altho the morning was so fine. Miss Lydia hoped until the last moment that there might be a group of belated young men who would fill up the pews and make the meeting-house look more cheerful; but nobody else came. The bell stopped tolling almost reluctantly overhead; the warm May air blew in at the open door; and the shady elms, just in full leaf, were swaying outside the great clear glass windows, and blurring their fresh color against the blue spring sky.

The minister was in his place, and Miss Lydia no longer sat corner-wise to survey the aisles, but faced him gravely, and watched with compassion as he leaned first one way and then the other to count his congregation. She saw him droop his head afterward and clasp his hands upon his knee. She could not help joining in the poor mans disappointment; he had hoped, with her, that the lovely weather would bring more of their friends and neighbors out to church.

There are plenty who could come if they wanted to,  said Miss Lydia to herself, and felt her thin cheeks redden with shame. I wish I were a hundred instead o one, and Id fill every one o those front pews and make em fetch up the chapel settees into the aisles. I declare I dont see whats the matter with everybody! Im goin to  — but the first prayer was begun, and with the first sound of Mr. Darleys voice Miss Lydia was on her feet, and the disappointment of that day was accepted with a heavy sigh. Her old eyes could see the minister only through an unwonted dazzle of tears. 

The next week was full of pleasant days, and several persons noticed that Miss Lydia Bent was out in the street a great deal and seemed hurried as she used when she was younger. Everybody knew the dear soul, and everybody felt a warm affection for her simple kindness, and power of serving those whom she loved, in times of sickness and sorrow. Perhaps she was trying to make some calls before the hot weather came; but several neighbors watched her come and go and wondered what made her so busy. She might be carrying round a subscription paper. She was out every day in her best bonnet and the shawl she wore to church, and was smiling and eager and made brisk little visits everywhere, being a person who always had something interesting to tell. But nobody thought to tell anybody else that before she went away she made a direct and touching appeal. Dont you believe you can all get out to meeting next Sunday?  she would say. I observed that Dr. Darley looked sad an disappointed last Sabbath morning, there were so few of us there. I thought twould be lovely to have a good house for him next Sunday. Theres lots of us finds it easier to stay at home than we used to,  she added, timidly; but I dont enjoy half so much in meeting if those I love aint there too; tis all going to meeting together that makes the best of it.

There was something so affecting in Miss Lydias earnestness that nobody took the least offense, or felt herself to be the subject of criticism. Sometimes the little old missionary touched a wistful remembrance of those who were gone, sometimes she waked a love of worship that had long slumbered, by an affectionate word, sometimes she asked a friends presence as a favor to herself, and to some parishioners she spoke of the patient service of the minister who had his times of discouragement nowadays and of fearing that the children of his old friends were growing tired of him and his preaching; but wherever Miss Lydia went, and whatever words she spoke, she left people thinking about the old church and its minister and sometimes, gratefully too, about herself. It was a pity to get careless; everybody acknowledged that; and in the quiet little town a strong, new current of thought was set going; but Miss Lydia was so quiet and so unconvincing that her words fell like words of welcome truth into these separate hearts, and nobody knew that anybody else felt as they did.

The two Miss Bartons were very decided in their own ways and preferences, and Miss Lydia left her visit to them to the very last, not without a little timidity. She hardly knew whether she feared most their disapproval or their amusement, and it was not easy to make known to them the great Sunday project. She climbed the long flight of stone steps to the old General Barton house on the hill and stood at the top with a beating heart. Both the ladies were younger than she, and they were always very kind to her; their mother had been her schoolmate.

Miss Lydia did not save her errand until the last or let it come in accidentally; but she mustered all her bravery and spoke at once.

I have been wanting to ask you if you wouldnt come to meeting again,  said Miss Lydia to Miss Susan Barton and Miss Harriet. You havent been for a good while now, but I do miss you every Sunday. Forsake not assembling yourselves together,  she went on timidly, thats what the Bible says; tis good to hear preaching and all that, but we ought not to forget about worship, too. And Mr. Darleys so discouraged-looking when he sees so few there, and I let my own thoughts wander. I do miss all the friends I used to see there in their places, and I feel so lonesome that I cant listen to his good words as I ought. I thought if more would just promise to be there next Sunday wed hearten him up with a little surprise, and we should all enjoy bein together, a kind of church reunion  -

Miss Lydia had confessed all her plot at last; she was quite out of breath, and the two ladies stood listening with wonder to what she had to say. Miss Susan, the tallest and most serious of the ladies smiled and turned away; but Miss Harriet caught their guest by the hand and led her to a chair by the fireside and stooped to kiss Miss Lydia before she spoke.

I myself thought of going only last Sunday,  she said; but I hadnt been to church for so long that I felt awkward about it. It seemed to make one quite conspicuous to begin to go to church again ; and she laughed like a girl. Is it so bad as you think? I supposed that everybody was there but my sister and me, and I have often thought that we were missing a great deal.

We were always very constant at church, as you know,  said Miss Susan, turning away from the window where she had been standing. My mother wouldnt like our giving up going to church; I dont know why we let ourselves get into a bad habit; but I was ill so long and then we were away from Dalton so many winters, and Im not very fond of preaching, tho we are so fond of Mr. and Mrs. Darley. Yes, of course Harriet and I can go, and whats more we will go. I like the quiet-day at home; but I have often thought how much less we know nowadays about many of our neighbors because we arent sure of seeing them once a week at church. Now you must take off your bonnet, dear Miss Lydia, and stay to tea with my sister and me.

Miss Lydia could hardly answer. It was Saturday night, and she had been busy and excited all the week; she was not so young and strong as she used to be, and the cheerful, great library with its open fire and the new books and old pictures, the excellent supper are the affectionate kindness of her old friends daughters were all very comforting to her heart. 

It happened on the next Sunday morning, the first Sunday in June, that Mrs. Darley, the ministers invalid wife, felt unusually well, and for the first time in many months announced that she meant to go to church. The minister showed almost boyish pleasure, then his face suddenly fell.

I have been feeling so dull and down-hearted all the week that I havent tried to write anything new,  he said, humbly. I was afraid my own feelings would creep in. I meant to preach an old sermon.

Oh, I hoped that I was going to hear one of your best new sermons!  and Mrs. Darley looked across the breakfast-table and smiled; she did not even ask which old sermon it was, which the minister noticed.

I am sorry that I have been so lazy; however, I have given more time than usual to my parish calls,  he said.

I am sorry, too,  answered the good woman, bravely; she may have been conscious that it was one of the moments when she could say exactly what was in her heart, one of those moments of final truthfulness which come so seldom between us and those we love. I am sorry, too,  she repeated, with more tenderness than before. I remember that you always used to say that you believed in writing one sermon every week unless there was some absolute hindrance. I know that the parish may seem less interesting and stimulating than it used; but perhaps thats the very time to double ones diligence. And we are both growing older and all that; but I cant help feeling that we ought to have more sympathy for our neighbors and be more interested in them than ever, dear. I want you to go for a while to see some of your college friends and hear some good talk and find out what new things they are reading. You must put something into your preaching box or therell be nothing to take out; if your sermons grow dull to you theyll grow dull to other people. I have been such poor company all this winter, Joe, now that I am better I do so want to help you to have a good summer.

It came a little hard to the Rev. Mr. Darley to be openly argued to diligence by his pale wife; he was better used to urging others. But when she called him Joe, as she used when they were young, she always touched something very deep in his heart, and made him feel as if he could begin things all over again. He went to his study to prepare for church, and left her still sitting at the breakfast-table looking after him wistfully. Poor dear Joe!  she said to herself. I believe that no life needs more constant refreshing than a country ministers, and no life seems to get less. I wish something would break up the easy routine that lulls first a mans brain and then his conscience! I have seen it all so many times  — But a moment afterward the thought seemed most unjust in this special case; she had too quickly grown apprehensive in thinking of one she loved. The sermon was one of a pile marked 1870 to 1880. Mr. Darley saved very few sermons from each years crop, and these had been untouched on the top shelf of the study closet, until they were time-stained and dusty at the edges, and the ink looked a little faded. The evening before he had wished to look up a quotation, which was in a memorial sermon of one of those years, and as he turned over the pages something spirited in the sentences of this other sermon caught his eye. It was one that had been liked very much at the time, and he had preached it in exchanges more than once. This morning as he read it through carefully, with pen in hand to mend any weak phrases, he couldnt help thinking that it was full of sound argument and that all his incidents were very well managed; he even said to himself that he wrote better then than he could now, and that the sermon would do well enough for that, day. Yet somehow it made him feel as if he were trying to wear too tight a coat, as if the pages were the outgrown clothes of his mind; and conscience pricked him a little as he reached for his sermon-case. It was too late now to look up anything else, and he had to hurry and brush the fine gray dust of the sermon off his black coat when the church bell began to ring. He had sat there thinking a long time of what his wife said; it almost seemed as if he were a young minister again with the populous new parish for which the sermon had been written. He did not depend upon his stores of knowledge and habit then, but upon the living spring of love that was in his heart. Then this excitement faded from his mind and he sighed as he remembered the half-empty church, the indifferent faces, the air of relief with which most of the young people always saw him end his sermon. The text for this Sunday was, I speak unto you as pilgrims and strangers,  but its leading idea was the isolation of man from man. What about sympathy and the common lot? Somehow, he felt dissatisfied as he went down the street. 

It may have been the perfect weather, or the season for new bonnets that brought certain members of the congregation to their places that day; but before the bell began to toll Miss Lydia Bent saw, with something like apprehension, that a great many more persons than usual were coming into church. For the first time in her life she wished that she were sitting in a back pew. The people came and came until she wondered if one of the other village churches had been closed that day; but it was not so, they all belonged to the First Parish. There were smiles from pew to pew, now and then some one caught Miss Lydias eye and nodded.

She saw old Captain Hanway come in with his two canes; he was an old friend of her fathers, and when she told him that she missed seeing him in his place, he had looked pleased for a moment but said gruffly enough that he was too deaf to hear a single word and he hadnt been inside the meeting-house these five years. Perhaps it pleased him to think somebody else cared about his being there. He was looking round now and soberly acknowledging the greetings of friends in the next pew. And there was John Sanford with his wife and all his family; two of the boys were sitting across the aisle — they were famous for taking long drives on Sunday because Mr. Sanford could never be away from his business on other days.

There never were more than two or three out of that family of eight in church; and Mrs. Sanford, who was a constant churchgoer herself, looked so motherly and happy with all her brood about her. There was all the large Danforth family too; and Mr. Craddock and his wife; and the doctor, who hardly ever could get a free Sunday morning, with his handsome young son just home from college; they sat behind the ladies, the two Miss Bartons; the empty pews before the pulpit were no longer empty now. Some had come because Miss Lydia had asked them, some had dressed hastily and followed because they had seen so many persons go by and thought that there must be some special celebration. There were strangers staying at the old tavern across the church green, and they too came for lack of anything better to do. The church was bright with childrens faces; the spirit of churchgoing seemed to have reached the heart of half the town of Dalton. The sun shone into the old meeting-house, the old mahogany pulpit shone back again as well as it could; the organist, who sometimes played with indifference, caught the sound of more and more feet coming up the aisles, and changed the slow drone of his music into a lovely chorus of Handels that sang of hope and blessing, and remembrance of those who had gone to a better country and left the plain church sacred for their sakes.

The minister and Mrs. Darley were a little late, and as they came all the way up the aisle they could not think what was happening. Was it some anniversary that the minister had forgotten? As he helped his wife to her place, he saw the Miss Bartons just behind the parsonage pew. Mrs. Darley bowed to them in the pleasant old way; it seemed to her as if this were a Sunday twenty years ago, and she could not help feeling very happy; but the minister went up the pulpit stairs with a beating heart. He tried hard to appear composed and undisturbed; he found all his hymns, and the chapter that he meant to read, then he leaned back and began as usual to count his congregation.

Miss Lydia Bent sat proudly in her pew below and saw him do it; she felt a little like crying, so did the minister. There was such a look of friendliness and kindness in all the faces. Everybody was thinking how pleasant it was to be there, and everybody looked expectant; but when the organ stopped the counting was only half done.

Then came the first prayer and the first hymn, not a very good hymn, but all the people sang and made the most of it. Then Mr. Darley read his psalm and a chapter from the New Testament, and felt more and more that the congregation was moved with some deep feeling; the fact of assembling themselves together was inspiration enough, they would respond to anything. And he had brought a sermon that was twenty years old, a sermon more ingenious than full of heart; the very text seemed, to say the least, ungracious!

My dear people!  he said, straight out of his heart, it does me good to see all your faces here again. I feel as if we were going to take hold of each others hands afresh. We are all thinking of those who were once in their places here; perhaps they think of us this Sunday morning and wonder if we have tried as hard as we could to do our duty to the church we love, since they went away and left it. Dear friends, I want you to help me more than ever with your love and patience! There are many reasons why people go to church; there is very often one great reason why they stay away, and that is — that is, the minister!

There was a moment of deep silence in the church; it is not often that so personal, so touching a moment comes into the formalities of preaching. Then many of the parishioners remembered how good Mr. Darley had been to them in times of trouble; how much better he had always preached than they had known how to listen or to practice. There was more thinking than listening all through the long prayer on the part of those who were in the pews; but when the minister had finished his prayer he sat down and wondered what he should do. They might all be pilgrims, but he could not call them strangers. It was impossible to preach the sermon in his pocket. He took it out hastily and pushed it down behind him into the back of the pulpit sofa.

It was a happy thing that Mr. Darley was not apt to be found wanting upon occasions, and that his occasional sermons, as every one said, were apt to be the best. His heart was full of love and pain, his eyes sought one and another of the older faces before him, and he saw the long row of eager children in the Danforth pew; then he glanced down at little Miss Lydia sitting alone at the pulpit side; even that day there was no one but herself in the little crosswise pews. She never knew that she gave him an eager, hopeful nod, and so helped him to get to his feet and to step forward into the pulpit. There came to him instantly a text which he had thought about one day as he came home from his parish calls and forgotten again. And to our beloved Apphia,  he said, and Archippus our fellow soldier, and to the church in thy house . . .

There were some who thought that Mr. Darley preached that day as one of the Apostles might have preached when the Christian truth was new to him and all shining with light. When he ended the sermon there were tears in many eyes. Miss Lydia was so lifted up, so amazed with happiness, that she did not hear the number of the last hymn; and Mr. Darley forsook his custom and sat down without trying to read it through. Oh yes, I know now,  she said to herself as the organist began to play a familiar tune -

Blest be the tie that binds 

Our hearts in Christian love. 

The fellowship of kindred minds -

I can sing that without the book; and so she stood up, forgetting everything else, and sang away heartily with the rest. It seemed to Miss Lydia and to everybody that it was the only hymn that could be sung that first Sunday in June.


A VILLAGE PATRIOT(1897)
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SIX MEN WERE going home from work together. They had been shingling the south gable-end of a new country house, and the owner, a Boston man, had just telephoned down that everybody might knock off work at three oclock so that those who wished could take the four oclock train to town. Most of the gang did wish this before the Fourth of July and they were nearly all Boston men who had been sent down by the building contractor. The six shinglers came down their ladder and walked away together. Jim Fisher had his bicycle, but he trundled it along by hand and walked with his mates. They could still hear hammers knocking in the great house where some of the boys were lingering to end off part of the standing finish in one of the lower rooms. Work was being rushed and they had set themselves a stint, and loyally stood by to close the thing just right.

I never saw a house put together so quick, said a sober-looking fellow named Allison to Jim Fisher, who turned to look back. Quicks a rooms parted off, on go the laths, and before the lathers get out the plasterers step in. Wonder the paperers dont chase them right round the four wet walls.

Takes some folks a good while to find out that its just as cheap to pay twenty men one day as tis to pay one man twenty days, said Jim Fisher.

There aint many bosses can handle a large crew to good advantage, said a wise round-shouldered old man who wore spectacles at his work and liked a good political argument at noon over his dinner pail. He was the only one of the six who lived in the town, and Charley Burrill had boarded with him all the spring. Charley Burrill was a brisk-looking Boston fellow who did a first-rate weeks work and dressed himself with noticeable smartness on Sunday.

Youre right there! said this young man; troubles apt to be with the boss. Last job I was on, we were standin round most of our time waitin an tumblin right over one nother. Men come down from the city with all their solder furnaces an riggin to do a piece o the roofing before the roof was boarded. There was one of em used to practice Anne Laurie on a cornet under the stone shed, an miss the same note every time, till one day a fellow went down out o the third story to break the old toot horn over his head.

Wish I was a boss, said Jim Fisher, cheerfully.

No, you dont; not that kind, said old Thorndike. Tell you Im oldern you boys be, and Ive noticed ever since I was a boy myself that folks always done well that done their fair days work, an all died poor that had a spell o thinkin they were goin to get rich out o shirkin. Nothin for nothins a pretty safe rule.

Goin to preach this comin Sunday, elder? inquired Jim Fisher, with polite interest.

No, I aint, sir, answered Abel, good-naturedly. My ambitions all run toward practicin. Im goin to celebrate the Fourth o July, though; perhaps you aint aware it comes to-morrow, or do you have a special one o your own up to Boston?

What are you going to do, elder? demanded Jim Fisher. The six men had fallen into single file along the narrow footpath, but Fisher stopped and let the rest go by.

What be I goin to do? repeated the old man, a little confused and glancing at Charley Burrill. Well, sir, my folks can celebrate as well as anybody round here, but twould seem plain to Boston folks.

Dont let Charley spoil his nice new clothes with snapcrackers, said Jim, and Charley Burrill blushed as was expected. He had said early in the day that he was not going home for the Fourth, and they all knew the reason. They had come to a turn in the road and Jim Fisher sprang on his wheel and whirled away, leaving everybody to plod behind.

Be careful, Charley! he shouted, and young Burrill shouted gayly back as he went down the lane with Abel Thorndike. Thorndikes house was on the river bank, and there were some apple-trees by it and a little flower-garden in front. As the two men came to the gate a pretty girl looked out of the window and threw her sewing on the table and came out to meet them.

Abel Thorndike sat on his doorstep after supper, reading the Life of Washington. The younger members of his household were leaning over the gate talking and looking at the river.

My pity sakes! exclaimed Mr. Thorndike, with enthusiasm. Just see what a man Washington was! Here it is in his great address: Watch your majorities as carefully as if they were kings, says he: why, General Washington was a prophet!

The young lovers turned a little embarrassed at being interrupted, while the old carpenter took off his spectacles and laid down the big book with an impressive air. Charley began to think that they had better walk down the lane.

Here tis Fourth o July again, and how few folks thinks what it all means, said Abel. I dont want to waste as good a day as there is in the year. I always feel as if I ought to go to meetin part o the day, and sit and think about my country and them that give it to me.

Were sober enough Decoration Day, said Phebe. Why, father, we ought to be gay s we can Fourth o July; theres a time to rejoice, aint there? Ive got your flags all ready to put right out in the morning anyway.

Dont you be scared, Phebe! said the old man. Im goin to rejoice. What have you two young creatures got in mind to do? I dont expect youll want me to go along anyway, and he smiled at them with open recognition of a happy fact of which they fancied him quite unconscious. They were not used to the happiness of being lovers, and his face just then seemed the kindest face in the world.

Ive spoken for a team, said Abel, innocently. I knew Charleyd want one and you have to speak a long while beforehand to get the best, such days. Im goin to give ye both a first-rate ride in the afternoon an in the evenin I shall want Charley to help me with my fireworks. Ive done so well working all the spring on this good job that Ive got plenty o money to fool round a little. Theres some boy left in me yet, olds I be. Some years in the past I aint been able to have anything but a good bonfire, but Ive always had that.

Good for you, sir! said Charley Burrill.

It aint a bit o harm to have a little pleasurin; a good deal of a mans life has to be kind of dull, reflected Abel Thorndike, as he stood at the gate and watched the young couple drive away. They had called to him in distress when they found the one pleasure carriage which he allowed himself the summer through was a single-seated buggy. Charley Burrill shouted for the stable boy who was running up the lane. Youve made a mistake! he said.

No, no, twas just as I ordered; you can go by yourselves to-day, and the father looked from one face to the other. I was young myself once, and I aint ready either, he added, by way of final excuse.

Phebe put her arm round her fathers neck and kissed him; she looked more like her mother than usual that day. And Abel Thorndike felt a sudden pang of loneliness.

There, there! you go off and find some nice roads up country; I dont expect to see you till supper time an well make a light supper anyway after our good dinner o lamb an green peas, tis my great treat, he said. An after dark well touch the fireworks off. I shall be glad to set an rest an read my Life o Washington an I may get a nap!

Burrill ventured to laugh, but he had a new understanding of the happiness of holiday making, and started off gayly to make the most of his afternoon.

Early that evening they watched an eager crowd assembling on the opposite river bank.

You see they always expect something from me, said old Abel, apologetically. This year Im goin to surprise em. Some say its foolish to burn up money so, but folks about here dont have the interests they do in Boston, an tis one way to enjoy themselves. I used to think when I was a boy and my folks were pinched an poor, some day Id get ahead an then nobody should forget the Fourth where I was. Taint no common day, an I aint goin to behave as if I thought so. Phebe says youve given her an elegant time this afternoon, an shes come home happys a queen. I feel grateful to see her so happy, and now well fetch those boxes out o the shop an touch things off an celebrate extra this year. Folks say my fireworks always looks so pretty, all double an shinin in the river.

Next day the shingling gang was at work again, and all the hammers going inside and outside the great house.

What did you do yesterday? somebody asked Jim Fisher.

Oh, nothing particular. I didnt spend a cent an twas too hot to go off anywhere on my wheel, said Jim, despondently. Taint much of a day after youve got past snap crackers.

You ought to have seen the way they celebrate down here, announced Charley Burrill, proudly. Best Fourth I ever had! and he and Abel Thorndike did not look at each other, but their hearts seemed to touch.

I always read a good long chapter in my Life o Washington, said old Abel, as he reached for more nails. Trouble is, you young fellows dont half know what a country youve got behind you.


A PINCH OF SALT (1897)
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HANNAH DALTON WAS going along the road from school later than usual, because two lazy little boys were kept in to learn a spelling lesson. It was Friday night and she was tired; sometimes she was afraid that she was going to be tired of school keeping. For a good many years the fourth district of Winfield had known no other school-mistress.

Now and then as she sat in the tiny schoolhouse facing the low, lead-colored desks where her pupils were arranged by fours in the centre and by twos at the sides of the room under the high windows, it seemed to her as if it were just the same school that she had begun to teach at eighteen. There were always some lawless Strafford children, and some discreet little Catesbys, and at least two pretty Fishers in clean pink aprons. There were always just so many good children and so many difficult ones, and they always seemed to sit in the same places. Miss Dalton had taught so long that the two incompetent spellers who had just gone along the road like birds out of a cage, were sons of two others who had also found terrible difficulties in the spelling-book in her first year of keeping school. It seemed as if she were always climbing and never getting to the top. She had spent most of the last hour in setting the usual copies in some new writing-books. As for man, his days are as grass, was always on the first page, followed by, Be kindly affectioned one to another, which had to be written in a smaller hand, and Content with such things as ye have, and so on all down the alphabet. 

Somehow, I never felt so discouraged before in the fall term, said the little teacher. I always said I should stop keeping school and do something else the minute I lost heart. But I dont see how I could stop. I mustnt leave Aunt Deborah; besides I do really love school! I guess theres nothing the matter except Friday night.

But still she sighed and felt sorry as she walked along. It was three-quarters of a mile from home; just the right distance in a pleasant Indian summer day like this. She stopped a moment and looked back at the red schoolhouse higher up on the long slope of the hill. The square window-frames were painted white, and looked after her as if they were eyes.

Oh, dear! she said again. I dont know whats the matter with me, but I do dread the winter! Up hill in the morning, and down hill at night. I feel as if I were tied to that poor dear schoolhouse, and wound up and ran down like the weight of a clock, to keep it running. Ive never got done going to school, like all the girls and boys I went with. Theyre scattered round the world doing all sorts of things, and Ive just always gone to school. I wonder whats become of John Brayton!

So she thought as she came slowly down the hill, but it was not like Hannah Dalton to be so down-hearted. A flutter of Fishers pink aprons a little way ahead at the side of the road quickened her heart again. The little Fishers were great belles, as their mother and aunt had been before them, but today they were not walking home with any of the boys; two or three of the older girls were with them, and they were all laughing and frollicking as they sat in a pretty, blooming row on the stone wall.

Miss Dalton, Miss Dalton! called Nelly Catesby, who was her great favorite, did you ever hear about Halloween?

Why, of course I have, dear, answered Miss Dalton with an indulgent smile. There is nothing so affecting in school keeping as to watch every generation as it discovers the world for itself, originating the game of marbles, and the convenience of stilts for walking, kites to employ the idle winds, and finally, the serious and interesting concerns of love making.

Its going to be Halloween tonight, announced Nelly Catesby, daringly, while the other girls looked a little timid, as if they were still in school. Nelly Catesby was John Braytons niece, and Miss Dalton never could stop thinking about him, though she had not seen him for ten years.

Is it, Nelly? kindly inquired the teacher with so friendly a smile that one of the little Fishers took heart to answer and also ask a question.

Yesm, said she. Do you know any tricks to play? We know about the apple seeds on the stove and naming them for a boy and a girl, and then if they hop away they dont care anything about each other; and about going all round the house backward with a mirror in your hand, and youll see the one you love best looking in the glass right over your shoulder.

Oh, dear me! I should be so frightened! said one of the girls on the wall.

They used to say if you ate no supper but a pinch of salt and went to a spring at midnight where three mens land came together, and took a drink, that you would either meet the one you loved best — or dream of him, Ive forgotten which. Miss Dalton blushed and looked very pretty as she spoke. The row of children looked at her eagerly with their frank, childish eyes, as if they understood.

But I dont know where there is a spring where three mens land meet, said Nelly Catesby, with a sudden cloud of doubt shadowing her face.

No, thats the trouble, said the teacher, who suddenly felt a little embarrassed. And we couldnt go out alone at midnight very well. She was quite the head of the school again now and walked away with an uncomfortable sense of dignity.

It was only a little way farther to the small white house where Miss Dalton lived with her old aunt Deborah, who owned half their tiny farm and managed it with great attention and good judgment. Almost all the ready money that they had to depend upon was the thirty dollars a month that Hannah earned by school keeping, but this was sure, and they lived on such a frugal scheme with much comfort. The only trouble was that they had to hire the farm work done, and there came now and then some large and troublesome extra expense. At the end of a good many years they were neither poorer nor richer than when they started. This was life, Hannah said to herself sometimes; they ought to be thankful for so good a living, but somehow, when she was younger, she used to think that life would be larger and be different.

That afternoon as she turned in from the road, the sun was just setting and there was no face at the side window where Aunty Deborah usually sat and welcomed her with a smile as she came along the little footpath. Then Hannah remembered that if the day were warm enough, her old aunt planned to walk across the pastures to a cousins on the other road and to stay over night. It was a long-promised visit, and had been much discussed, yet it was a little startling to find the house empty. Aunt Deborah usually had their supper well under way when her niece came home, at this time of year when the days were growing shorter, but the fire had gone out, and the flood of sunshine from the setting sun only made the plain little room seem lonelier. Next day, according to the plan, Hannah would walk over to the cousins in the morning and keep her aunt company on the way home. The door key had been put into a crevice behind the step of the side door, and this betokened a definite absence.

Hannah put down her schoolbooks and the little luncheon basket and sat down in the comfortable, high-backed rocking-chair by the window. It was good, after all, to get home, and to have Friday night come; she would go to bed early and get to Cousin Dorcas Snows in good season next day, or Aunt Deborah would be sure to grow anxious.

The teacher had been very busy that morning before she went to school. Aunt Deborah had been full of activity, and her niece smiled now to think that the old lady must already have had her great plan more definitely laid out than she was willing to confess. Perhaps this was why Hannah felt tired, and why she began to grow comfortably drowsy as she sat in the rocking-chair in the warm room and presently went to sleep. She dreamed about the children on the wall and that they each were to be married at Halloween, and all the neighborhood rose up to blame her and take away the Fourth District School from her because the little Fishers and Nelly Catesby and the rest were all so young. Then she woke with a start; the sunset was long over, the twilight was done, and the great full moon was rising and shining in at the east window full in her face.

She was broad awake and laughing in a minute. Why, its time I got my supper, she said, cheerfully, aloud. What would Aunt Deborah say!

It was light in the room and she opened the pantry door. I wont make a fire, she thought. Ill have some cold tea or some bread and milk, and she felt along the shelf for some matches. There was a small bowl which she believed to be the sugar bowl, and she took a little lump out and put it into her mouth.

Oh, dear, dear! she laughed. Why, Ive got hold of the salt! and she hastened to light the lamp and to get a drink of water. I dont believe Im fit to be left alone, she thought, laughing at herself with a funny little shake of the head. Oh, dear, theres not a bit of water here!

The Moon was so bright that the little lamp on the table looked pale and dull. The next thing was to take the pail and go to the spring, only a little way down the field. The air was crisp and frosty, and from the high ridge one could see a great stretch of the lower country.

I shall drink the old spring dry when I get there, said Hannah, with all this salt in my mouth, but just as she was coming close to the bit of green bank where the spring came out, she stopped still; there was someone there before her.

Nobody in Winfield was afraid of robbers or tramps; it was the quietest and most placid of neighborhoods. The spring was on the line between their neighbors land and theirs — it must be old Mr. Brayton come down for a drink of water, as he often did by daylight; the spring water was so much better than the well near his house. He was very deaf, and it was no use to speak, so Hannah went on.

But it was not old, deaf Mr. Brayton; it was his son John who had been so long away.

Why, is that you, Hannah? he asked. Let me have your pail. And Hannahs heart began to beat with a wild kind of joy.

When did you get home? she asked, I havent heard; Ive been at school all day.

I was just over to see you, said John, looking very big and handsome in the bright moonlight. Hannah did not like to have him carry the water; she didnt know why she was so overjoyed, but she wished to wait upon him, and to make him know how glad she was to see him. I came near going to the old schoolhouse this afternoon, he said. I thought twouldnt be wise, but you know we are almost all thats left about here of our little lot that used to go to school together!

I didnt know as youd ever come back to Winfield, said Hannah.

Oh, yes, I was always bound to come back after Id seen enough of the world, John answered, gayly. I lost money in Florida, but Ive made some out West; you didnt know Id turned miner, did you? I found father was getting to feel old, and was worried for a little money, so I started right home after the last letter I got. Ive sold out the best chance Ive ever struck for what I could get, but Ive nobody to think of but myself. Now Im here, I feel pretty well off, too, but out there in the mines all you think of is getting more. Father wouldnt hear to my paying off the mortgage at first, — had a kind of pride about it — but Ive bought half of this big field and the west pasture of him, and told him I was going to settle down for good. We caught Lawyer Dunn driving by and he made out the paper; thats the way we hurry up business out West! Ive settled a good many things since I came home this morning.

Bought half the field? asked Hannah, as if she were bewildered.

Yes, answered John, the line is going to run right over the hill from the spring back here. I told the old gentleman that Id got to have a right to the spring; its the best water there is in the world.

Why, then, three owners fields are going to meet there! pursued Hannah, half laughing and oddly excited.

Certain, said John. Why, whats the matter?

Nothing, said Hannah; only something the children and I were laughing about coming home from school.

Yes, Ill come in a little while, answered John, heartily, a moment after as they reached the house. The moonlight was still in the room, and Hannah pushed away the little lamp and sat where it could not shine in her face.

She felt as if John must understand when she told him that she had got a pinch of salt instead of a lump of sugar, and that was why she went to the spring. The moment she had spoken she wished the words back, but John either had forgotten the old sign, or took no notice. He did not seem in the least to know that it was Halloween.

The next morning they walked over to Cousin Dorcas Snows together to surprise Aunt Deborah, and to tell as much as was discreet of Johns good fortune, and that he had come home to be a Winfield landowner and look after his father and mother. Aunt Deborah was assured that he meant to do his honest part about keeping up the fences next her land. Everybody liked John Brayton when he was a boy, and everybody liked him now when he came home a prosperous man to his native town.

At the end of the spring term Hannah Dalton married her old schoolmate and was happy forever after. They were not very young, but they knew the value of happiness all the better. They took a very long journey to the West to settle some business, and afterward Hannah was contented to stay at home; for one thing, she found great pleasure in helping some of the children who went to school on the hill to do their hard lessons. But when anybody spoke about signs that come true, or there was any sport going on among the young people, she always insisted that the best thing to do on Halloween was to eat a pinch of salt, and go to drink at a spring where three mens land met. Nobody knew of such a spring in Winfield, for the one Hannah had in her mind was in the middle of her own farm.


THE GRAY MILLS OF FARLEY (1898)

I
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THE MILLS OF Farley were close together by the river, and the gray houses that belonged to them stood, tall and bare, alongside. They had no room for gardens or even for little green side-yards where one might spend a summer evening. The Corporation, as this compact village was called by those who lived in it, was small but solid; you fancied yourself in the heart of a large town when you stood midway of one of its short streets, but from the streets end you faced a wide green farming country. On spring and summer Sundays, groups of the young folks of the Corporation would stray out along the country roads, but it was very seldom that any of the older people went. On the whole, it seemed as if the closer you lived to the mill-yard gate, the better. You had more time to loiter on a summer morning, and there was less distance to plod through the winter snows and rains. The last stroke of the bell saw almost everybody within the mill doors.

There were always fluffs of cotton in the air like great white bees drifting down out of the picker chimney. They lodged in the cramped and dingy elms and horse-chestnuts which a former agent had planted along the streets, and the English sparrows squabbled over them in eaves-corners and made warm, untidy great nests that would have contented an Arctic explorer. Somehow the Corporation homes looked like make-believe houses or huge stage-properties, they had so little individuality or likeness to the old-fashioned buildings that made homes for people out on the farms. There was more homelikeness in the sparrows nests, or even the toylike railroad station at the end of the main street, for that was warmed by steam, and the station-masters wife, thriftily taking advantage of the steady heat, brought her house-plants there and kept them all winter on the broad window-sills.

The Corporation had followed the usual fortunes of New England manufacturing villages. Its operatives were at first eager young men and women from the farms near by, these being joined quickly by pale English weavers and spinners, with their hearty-looking wives and rosy children; then came the flock of Irish families, poorer and simpler than the others but learning the work sooner, and gayer-hearted; now the Canadian-French contingent furnished all the new help, and stood in long rows before the noisy looms and chattered in their odd, excited fashion. They were quicker-fingered, and were willing to work cheaper than any other workpeople yet.

There were remnants of each of these human tides to be found as one looked about the mills. Old Henry Dow, the overseer of the cloth-hall, was a Lancashire man and some of his grandchildren had risen to wealth and prominence in another part of the country, while he kept steadily on with his familiar work and authority. A good many elderly Irishmen and women still kept their places; everybody knew the two old sweepers, Mary Cassidy and Mrs. Kilpatrick, who were looked upon as pillars of the Corporation. They and their compatriots always held loyally together and openly resented the incoming of so many French.

You would never have thought that the French were for a moment conscious of being in the least unwelcome. They came gayly into church and crowded the old parishioners of St. Michaels out of their pews, as on week-days they took their places at the looms. Hardly one of the old parishioners had not taken occasion to speak of such aggressions to Father Daley, the priest, but father Daley continued to look upon them all as souls to be saved and took continual pains to rub up the rusty French which he had nearly forgotten, in order to preach a special sermon every other Sunday. This caused old Mary Cassidy to shake her head gravely.

Mis Kilpatrick, maam, she said one morning. Faix, they aint folks at all, tis but a pack of images they do be, with all their chatter like birds in a hedge.

Sure then, the holy Saint Francis himself was after saying that the little birrds was his sisters, answered Mrs. Kilpatrick, a godly old woman who made the stations every morning, and was often seen reading a much-handled book of devotion. She was moreover always ready with a friendly joke.

They aint the same at all was in them innocent times, when there was plinty saints living in the world, insisted Mary Cassidy. Look at them thrash, now!

The old sweeping-women were going downstairs with their brooms. It was almost twelve oclock, and like the old drayhorses in the mill yard they slackened work in good season for the noonday bell. Three gay young French girls ran downstairs past them; they were let out for the afternoon and were hurrying home to dress and catch the 12:40 train to the next large town.

That little one is Meshells daughter; shes a nice child too, very quiet, and has got more Christian tark than most, said Mrs. Kilpatrick. They live overhead o me. Theres nine o themselves in the two rooms; two does be boarders.

Those upper rooms bees very large entirely at Fitzgibbons, said Mary Cassidy with unusual indulgence.

Tis all the company cares about is to get a good rent out of the pay. Theyre asked every little while by honest folks ont they build a trifle o small houses beyond the church up there, but no, theyd rather the money and kape us like bees in them old hives. Sure in winter were better for having the more fires, but summer is the pinance!

They all says why dont folks build their own houses; they does always be talking about Mike Callahan and how well be saved up and owns a pritty place for himself convanient to his work. You might tell them hed money left him by a brother in California till youd be black in the face, theyd stick to it twas in the picker he earnt it from themselves, grumbled Mary Cassidy.

Them French spinds all their money on their backs, dont they? suggested Mrs. Kilpatrick, as if to divert the conversation from dangerous channels. Look at them three girls now, off to Spincer with their fortnights pay in their pocket!

A couple o onions and a bag o crackers is all they want and a pinch o lard to their butter, pronounced Mary Cassidy with scorn. The whole town of em ont be the worse of a dollar for steak the week round. They all go back and buy land in Canada, they spend no money here. See how well they forget their pocketbooks every Sunday for the collection. They do be very light too, theyve more laugh than ourselves. Tis myselfs getting old anyway, I dont laugh much now.

I like to see a pritty girl look fine, said Mrs. Kilpatrick. No, they dont be young but once -

The mill bell rang, and there was a moments hush of the jarring, racketing machinery and a sudden noise of many feet trampling across the dry, hard pine floors. First came an early flight of boys bursting out of the different doors, and chasing one another down the winding stairs two steps at a time. The old sweepers, who had not quite reached the bottom, stood back against the wall for safetys sake until all these had passed, then they kept on their careful way, the crowd passing them by as if they were caught in an eddy of the stream. Last of all they kept sober company with two or three lame persons and a cheerful delayed little group of new doffers, the children who minded bobbins in the weave-room and who were young enough to be tired and even timid. One of these doffers, a pale, pleasant-looking child, was all fluffy with cotton that had clung to her little dark plaid dress. When Mrs. Kilpatrick spoke to her she answered in a hoarse voice that appealed to ones sympathy. You felt that the hot room and dry cotton were to blame for such hoarseness; it had nothing to do with the weather.

Where are you living now, Maggie, dear? the old woman asked.

Im in Callahans yet, but they wont keep me after to-day, said the child. Theres a man wants to get board there, theyre changing round in the rooms and theyve no place for me. Mis Callahan couldnt keep me less Id get my pay raised.

Mrs. Kilpatrick gave a quick glance at Mary Cassidy. Come home with me then, till yez get a bite o dinner, and well talk about it, she said kindly to the child. Id a wish for company the day.

The two old companions had locked their brooms into a three-cornered closet at the stair-foot and were crossing the mill yard together. They were so much slower than the rest that they could only see the very last of the crowd of mill people disappearing along the streets and into the boarding-house doors. It was late autumn, the elms were bare, one could see the whole village of Farley, all its poverty and lack of beauty, at one glance. The large houses looked as if they belonged to a toy village, and had been carefully put in rows by a childish hand; it was easy to lose all sense of size in looking at them. A cold wind was blowing bits of waste and paper high into the air; now and then a snowflake went swiftly by like a courier of winter. Mary Cassidy and Mrs. Kilpatrick hugged their old woolen shawls closer about their round shoulders, and the little girl followed with short steps alongside.

II

The agent of the mills was a single man, keen and business-like, but quietly kind to the people under his charge. Sometimes, in times of peace, when one looks among ones neighbors wondering who would make the great soldiers and leaders if there came a sudden call to war, one knows with a flash of recognition the presence of military genius in such a man as he. The agent spent his days in following what seemed to many observers to be only a dull routine, but all his steadiness of purpose, all his simple intentness, all his gifts of strategy and powers of foresight, and of turning an interruption into an opportunity, were brought to bear upon this dull routine with a keen pleasure. A man in his place must know not only how to lead men, but how to make the combination of their force with the machinery take its place as a factor in the business of manufacturing. To master workmen and keep the mills in running order and to sell the goods successfully in open market is as easy to do badly as it is difficult to do well.

The agents father and mother, young people who lived for a short time in the village, had both died when he was only three years old, and between that time and his ninth year he had learned almost everything that poverty could teach, being left like little Maggie to the mercy of his neighbors. He remembered with a grateful heart those who were good to him, and told him of his mother, who had married for love but unwisely. Mrs. Kilpatrick was one of these old friends, who said that his mother was a lady, but even Mrs. Kilpatrick, who was a walking history of the Corporation, had never known his mothers maiden name, much less the place of her birth. The first great revelation of life had come when the nine-years-old boy had money in his hand to pay his board. He was conscious of being looked at with a difference; the very woman who had been hardest to him and let him mind her babies all the morning when he, careful little soul, was hardly more than a baby himself, and then pushed him out into the hungry street at dinner time, was the first one who beckoned him now, willing to make the most of his dollar and a quarter a week. It seemed easy enough to rise from uttermost poverty and dependence to where one could set his mind upon the highest honor in sight, that of being agent of the mills, or to work ones way steadily to where such an honor was grasped at thirty-two. Every year the horizon had set its bounds wider and wider, until the mills of Farley held but a small place in the manufacturing world. There were offers enough of more salary and higher position from those who came to know the agent, but he was part of Farley itself, and had come to care deeply about his neighbors, while a larger mill and salary were not exactly the things that could tempt his ambition. It was but a lonely life for a man in the old agents quarters where one of the widows of the Corporation, a woman who had been brought up in a gentlemans house in the old country, kept house for him with a certain show of propriety. Ever since he was a boy his room was never without its late evening light, and books and hard study made his chief companionship.

As Mrs. Kilpatrick went home holding little Maggie by the hand that windy noon, the agent was sitting in the companys counting-room with one of the directors and largest stockholders, and they were just ending a long talk about the mill affairs. The agent was about forty years old now and looked fifty. He had a pleasant smile, but one saw it rarely enough, and just now he looked more serious than usual.

I am very glad to have had this long talk with you, said the old director. You do not think of any other recommendations to be made at the meeting next week?

The agent grew a trifle paler and glanced behind him to be sure that the clerks had gone to dinner.

Not in regard to details, he answered gravely. There is one thing which I see to be very important. You have seen the books, and are clear that nine per cent. dividend can easily be declared?

Very creditable, very creditable, agreed the director; he had recognized the agents ability from the first and always upheld him generously. I mean to propose a special vote of thanks for your management. There isnt a minor corporation in New England that stands so well to-day.

The agent listened. We had some advantages, partly by accident and partly by lucky foresight, he acknowledged. I am going to ask your backing in something that seems to me not only just but important. I hope that you will not declare above a six per cent. dividend at that directors meeting; at the most, seven per cent., he said.

What, what! exclaimed the listener. No, sir! The agent left his desk-chair and stood before the old director as if he were pleading for himself. A look of protest and disappointment changed the elder mans face and hardened it a little, and the agent saw it.

You know the general condition of the people here, he explained humbly. I have taken great pains to keep hold of the best that have come here; we can depend upon them now and upon the quality of their work. They made no resistance when we had to cut down wages two years ago; on the contrary, they were surprisingly reasonable, and you know that we shut down for several weeks at the time of the alterations. We have never put their wages back as we might easily have done, and I happen to know that a good many families have been able to save little or nothing. Some of them have been working here for three generations. They know as well as you and I and the books do when the mills are making money. Now I wish that we could give them the ten per cent. back again, but in view of the general depression perhaps we cant do that except in the way I mean. I think that next year were going to have a very hard pull to get along, but if we can keep back three per cent., or even two, of this dividend we can not only manage to get on without a shut-down or touching our surplus, which is quite small enough, but I can have some painting and repairing done in the tenements. Theyve needed it for a long time -

The old director sprang to his feet. Arent the stockholders going to have any rights then? he demanded. Within fifteen years we have had three years when we have passed our dividends, but the operatives never can lose a single days pay!

That was before my time, said the agent, quietly. We have averaged nearly six and a half per cent. a year taking the last twenty years together, and if you go back farther the average is even larger. This has always been a paying property; weve got our new machinery now, and everything in the mills themselves is just where we want it. I look for far better times after this next year, but the market is glutted with goods of our kind, and nothing is going to be gained by cut-downs and forcing lower-cost goods into it. Still, I can keep things going one way and another, making yarn and so on, he said pleadingly. I should like to feel that we had this extra surplus. I believe that we owe it to our operatives.

The director had walked heavily to the window and put his hands deep into his side-pockets. He had an angry sense that the agents hands were in his pockets too.

Ive got some pride about that nine per cent., sir, he said loftily to the agent.

So have I, said the agent, and the two men looked each other in the face.

I acknowledge my duty to the stockholders, said the younger man presently. I have tried to remember that duty ever since I took the mills eight years ago, but weve got an excellent body of operatives, and we ought to keep them. I want to show them this next year that we value their help. If times arent as bad as we fear we shall still have the money -

Nonsense. They think they own the mills now, said the director, but he was uncomfortable, in spite of believing he was right. Wheres my hat? I must have my luncheon now, and afterward therell hardly be time to go down and look at the new power-house with you — I must be off on the quarter-to-two train.

The agent sighed and led the way. There was no use in saying anything more and he knew it. As they walked along they met old Mrs. Kilpatrick returning from her brief noonday meal with little Maggie, whose childish face was radiant. The old woman recognized one of the directors and dropped him a decent curtsey as she had been taught to salute the gentry sixty years before.

The director returned the salutation with much politeness. This was really a pleasant incident, and he took a silver half dollar from his pocket and gave it to the little girl before he went on.

Kape it safe, darlin, said the old woman; youll need it yet. Dont be spending all your money in sweeties; tis a very cold world to them that haves no pince in their pocket.

The child looked up at Mrs. Kilpatrick apprehensively; then the sunshine of hope broke out again through the cloud.

I am going to save fine till I buy a house, and you and mell live there together, Mrs. Kilpatrick, and have a lovely coal fire all the time.

Faix, Maggie, I have always thought some day Id kape a pig and live pritty in me own house, said Mrs. Kilpatrick. But Im the old sweeper yet in Number Two. Tis a world where some has and more wants, she added with a sigh. I got the manes for a good buryin, the Lord be praised, and a bitteen more beside. I wouldnt have that if Father Daley was as croping as some.

Mis Mullin does always be scolding bout Father Daley having all the collections, ventured Maggie, somewhat adrift in so great a subject.

Shes no right then! exclaimed the old woman angrily; shell get no luck to be grudging her pince that way. Tis hard work anny priest would have to kape the likes of hersilf from being haythens altogether. 

There was a nine per cent. annual dividend declared at the directors meeting the next week, with considerable applause from the board and sincere congratulations to the agent. He looked thinner and more sober than usual, and several persons present, whose aid he had asked in private, knew very well the reason. After the meeting was over the senior director, and largest stockholder, shook hands with him warmly.

About that matter you suggested to me the other day, he said, and the agent looked up eagerly. I consulted several of our board in regard to the propriety of it before we came down, but they all agreed with me that it was no use to cross a bridge until you come to it. Times look a little better, and the operatives will share in the accession of credit to a mill that declares nine per cent. this year. I hope that we shall be able to run the mills with at worst only a moderate cut-down, and they may think themselves very fortunate when so many hands are being turned off everywhere.

The agents face grew dark. I hope that times will take a better turn, he managed to say.

Yes, yes, answered the director. Good-bye to you, Mr. Agent! I am not sure of seeing you again for some time, he added with unusual kindliness. I am an old man now to be hurrying round to board meetings and having anything to do with responsibilities like these. My sons must take their turn.

There was an eager protest from the listeners, and presently the busy group of men disappeared on their way to the train. A nine per cent. dividend naturally made the Farley Manufacturing Companys stock go up a good many points, and word came presently that the largest stockholder and one or two other men had sold out. Then the stock ceased to rise, and winter came on apace, and the hard times which the agent had foreseen came also.

III

One noon in early March there were groups of men and women gathering in the Farley streets. For a wonder, nobody was hurrying toward home and dinner was growing cold on some of the long boarding-house tables.

They might have carried us through the cold weather; theres but a month more of it, said one middle-aged man sorrowfully.

Theyll be talking to us about economy now, some o them big thinkers; theyll say we ought to learn how to save; they always begin about that quick as the work stops, said a youngish woman angrily. She was better dressed than most of the group about her and had the keen, impatient look of a leader. Theyll say that manufacturing is going to the dogs, and capitals in worse distress than labor -

How is it those big railroads get along? They cant shut down, theres none o them stops; they cut down sometimes when they have to, but they dont turn off their help this way, complained somebody else.

Faith then! they dont know what justice is. They talk about their justice all so fine, said a pale-faced young Irishman — justice is nine per cent. last year for the men that had the money and no rise at all for the men that did the work.

They say the shut-downs going to last all summer anyway. Im going to pack my kit to-night, said a young fellow who had just married and undertaken with unusual pride and ambition to keep house. The likes of me cant be idle. But where to look for any work for a mule spinner, the Lord only knows!

Even the French were sobered for once and talked eagerly among themselves. Halfway down the street, in front of the French grocery, a man was haranguing his compatriots from the top of a package-box. Everybody was anxious and excited by the sudden news. No work after a week from to-morrow until times were better. There had already been a cut-down, the mills had not been earning anything all winter. The agent had hoped to keep on for at least two months longer, and then to make some scheme about running at half time in the summer, setting aside the present work for simple yarn-making. He knew well enough that the large families were scattered through the mill rooms and that any pay could be a help. Some of the young men could be put to other work for the company; there was a huge tract of woodland farther back among the hills where some timber could be got ready for shipping. His mind was full of plans and anxieties and the telegram that morning struck him like a blow. He had asked that he might keep the card-room prices up to where the best men could make at least six dollars and a half a week and was hoping for a straight answer, but the words on the yellow paper seemed to dance about and make him dizzy. Shut down Saturday 9th until times are better! he repeated to himself Shut down until times are worse here in Farley! 

The agent stood at the counting-room window looking out at the piteous, defenseless groups that passed by. He wished bitterly that his own pay stopped with the rest; it did not seem fair that he was not thrown out upon the world too.

I dont know what theyre going to do. They shall have the last cent Ive saved before anybody suffers, he said in his heart. But there were tears in his eyes when he saw Mrs. Kilpatrick go limping out of the gate. She waited a moment for her constant companion, poor little Maggie the doffer, and they went away up the street toward their poor lodging holding each other fast by the hand. Maggies father and grandfather and great-grandfather had all worked in the Farley mills; they had left no heritage but work behind them for this orphan child; they had never been able to save so much that a long illness, a prolonged old age, could not waste their slender hoards away.

IV

It would have been difficult for an outsider to understand the sudden plunge from decent comfort to actual poverty in this small mill town. Strange to say, it was upon the smaller families that the strain fell the worst in Farley, and upon men and women who had nobody to look to but themselves. Where a man had a large household of children and several of these were old enough to be at work, and to put aside their wages or pay for their board; where such a man was of a thrifty and saving turn and a ruler of his household like old James Dow in the cloth-hall, he might feel sure of a comfortable hoard and be fearless of a rainy day. But with a young man who worked single-handed for his wife and a little flock, or one who had an invalid to work for, that heaviest of burdens to the poor, the door seemed to be shut and barred against prosperity, and life became a test of ones power of endurance. 

The agent went home late that noon from the counting-room. The street was nearly empty, but he had no friendly look or word for anyone whom he passed. Those who knew him well only pitied him, but it seemed to the tired man as if every eye must look at him with reproach. The long mill buildings of gray stone with their rows of deep-set windows wore a repellent look of strength and solidity. More than one man felt bitterly his own personal weakness as he turned to look at them. The ocean of fate seemed to he dashing him against their gray walls — what use was it to fight against the Corporation? Two great forces were in opposition now, and happiness could come only from their serving each other in harmony.

The stronger force of capital had withdrawn from the league; the weaker one, labor, was turned into an utter helplessness of idleness. There was nothing to be done; you cannot rebel against a shut-down, you can only submit.

A week later the great wheel stopped early on the last day of the week. Almost everyone left his special charge of machinery in good order, oiled and cleaned and slackened with a kind of affectionate lingering care, for one person loves his machine as another loves his horse. Even little Maggie pushed her bobbin-box into a safe place near the overseers desk and tipped it up and dusted it out with a handful of waste. At the foot of the long winding stairs Mrs. Kilpatrick was putting away her broom, and she sighed as she locked the closet door; she had known hard times before. Theyll he wanting me with odd jobs; well he after getting along some way, she said with satisfaction.

March is a long month, so it is — therell be plinty time for change before the end of it, said Mary Cassidy hopefully. The agent will be thinking whatever can he do; sure hes very ingenious. Look at him how well he persuaded the directors to lave off wit making cotton cloth like everybody else, and catch a chance wit all these new linings and things! Hes done very well, too. There bees no sinse in a shut-down anny way, the looms and cards all suffers and the bands all slacks if they dont get stiff. Id sooner pay folks to find their work whatever it cost.

Tis true for you, agreed Mrs. Kilpatrick.

Whatll ye do wit the shild, now shes no chance of pay, any more? asked Mary relentlessly, and poor Maggies eyes grew dark with fright as the conversation abruptly pointed her way. She sometimes waked up in misery in Mrs. Kilpatricks warm bed, crying for fear that she was going to be sent back to the poorhouse.

Maggie an mes going to kape together awhile yet, said the good old woman fondly. Shes very handy for me, so she is. We ont part with ach other whativer befalls, so we ont,

and Maggie looked up with a wistful smile, only half reassured. To her the shut-down seemed like the end of the world. 

Some of the French people took time by the forelock and boarded the midnight train that very Saturday with all their possessions. A little later two or three families departed by the same train, under cover of the darkness between two days, without stopping to pay even their house rent. These mysterious flittings, like that of the famous Tartar tribe, roused a suspicion against their fellow countrymen, but after a succession of such departures almost everybody else thought it far cheaper to stay among friends. It seemed as if at any moment the great mill wheels might begin to turn, and the bell begin to ring, but day after day the little town was still and the bell tolled the hours one after another as if it were Sunday. The mild spring weather came on and the women sat mending or knitting on the doorsteps. More people moved away; there were but few men and girls left now in the quiet boarding-houses, and the spare tables were stacked one upon another at the end of the rooms. When planting-time came, word was passed about the Corporation that the agent was going to portion out a field that belonged to him a little way out of town on the South road, and let every man who had a family take a good-sized piece to plant. He also offered seed potatoes and garden seeds free to anyone who would come and ask for them at his house. The poor are very generous to each other, as a rule, and there was much borrowing and lending from house to house, and it was wonderful how long the people seemed to continue their usual fashions of life without distress. Almost everybody had saved a little bit of money and some had saved more; if one could no longer buy beefsteak he could still buy flour and potatoes, and a bit of pork lent a pleasing flavor, to content an idle man who had nothing to do but to stroll about town.

V

One night the agent was sitting alone in his large, half-furnished house. Mary Moynahan, his housekeeper, had gone up to the church. There was a timid knock at the door.

There were two persons waiting, a short, thick-set man and a pale woman with dark, bright eyes who was nearly a head taller than her companion.

Come in, Ellen; Im glad to see you, said the agent. Have you got your wheelbarrow, Mike? Almost all the would-be planters of the field had come under cover of darkness and contrived if possible to avoid each other.

Tisnt the potatoes were after asking, sir, said Ellen. She was always spokeswoman, for Mike had an impediment in his speech. The childher come up yisterday and got them while youd be down at the counting-room. Twas Mary Moynahan saw to them. We do be very thankful to you, sir, for your kindness.

Come in, said the agent, seeing there was something of consequence to be said. Ellen Carroll and he had worked side by side many a long day when they were young. She had been a noble wife to Mike, whose poor fortunes she had gladly shared for sake of his good heart, though Mike now and then paid too much respect to his often infirmities. There was a slight flavor of whisky now on the evening air, but it was a serious thing to put on your Sunday coat and go up with your wife to see the agent.

Weve come wanting to talk about any chances there might be with the mill, ventured Ellen timidly, as she stood in the lighted room; then she looked at Mike for reassurance. Were very bad off, you see, she went on. Yes, sir, I got them potatoes, but I had to bake a little of them for supper and more again the day, for our breakfast. I dont know what ever well do whin theyre gone. The poor children does be entreating me for them, Dan!

The mothers eyes were full of tears. It was very seldom now that anybody called the agent by his christian name; there was a natural reserve and dignity about him, and there had come a definite separation between him and most of his old friends in the two years while he had managed to go to the School of Technology in Boston.

Why didnt you let me know it was bad as that? he asked. I dont mean that anybody here should suffer while Ive got a cent.

The folks dont like to be begging, sir, said Ellen sorrowfully, but theres lots of them does be in trouble. Theyd ought to go away when the mills shut down, but for nobody knows where to go. Farley aint like them big towns where a mand pick up something else to do. I says to Mike: Come, Mike, lets go up after dark and tark to Dan; hell help us out if he can, says I—

Sit down, Ellen, said the agent kindly, as the poor woman began to cry. He made her take the armchair which the weave-room girls had given him at Christmas two years before. She sat there covering her face with her hands and trying to keep back her sobs and go quietly on with what she had to say. Mike was sitting across the room with his back to the wall anxiously twirling his hat round and round. Yis, were very bad off, he contrived to say after much futile stammering. All the folks in the Corporation, but Mr. Dow, has got great bills run up now at the stores, and thim that had money saved has lint to thim that hadnt — twill be long enough before anybodys free. Whin the mills starts up well have to spind for everything at once. The children is very hard on their clothes and theyre all dropping to pieces. I thought Id have everything new for them this spring, they do be growing so. I minds them and patches them the best I can. And again Ellen was overcome by tears. Mike an mes always been contrivin how would we get something laid up, so if anny one would die or be long sick wed be equal to it, but weve had great pride to see the little gerrls go looking as well as anny, and weve worked very steady, but theres so manny of us weve had to pay rint for a large tenement and wed only seventeen dollars and a little more when the shut-down was. Sure the likes of us has a right to earn more than our living, ourselves being so willing-hearted. Tis a long time now that Mikes been steady. We always had the pride to hope wed own a house ourselves, and a pieceen o land, but Im thankful now — tis as well for us; weve no chances to pay taxes now.

Mike made a desperate effort to speak as his wife faltered and began to cry again, and seeing his distress forgot her own, and supplied the halting words. He wants to know if theres anny work he could get, some place else than Farley. Himselfs been sixteen years now in the picker, first he was one of six and now he is one of the four since you got the new machines, yourself knows it well.

The agent knew about Mike; he looked compassionate as he shook his head. Stay where you are, for a while at any rate. Things may look a little better, it seems to me. We will start up as soon as anyone does. Ill allow you twenty dollars a month after this; here are ten to start with. No, no, Ive got no one depending on me and my pay is going on. Im glad to share it with my friends. Tell the folks to come up and see me, Ahern and Sullivan and Michel and your brother Con; tell anybody you know who is really in distress. Youve all stood by me!

Tis all the lazy ones ould be coming if we told on the poor boy, said Ellen gratefully, as they hurried home. Aint he got the good heart? Wed ought to be very discrate, Mike! and Mike agreed by a most impatient gesture, but by the time summer had begun to wane the agent was a far poorer man than when it had begun. Mike and Ellen Carroll were only the leaders of a sorrowful procession that sought his door evening after evening. Some asked for help who might have done without it, but others were saved from actual want. There were a few men who got work among the farms, but there was little steady work. The agent made the most of odd jobs about the mill yards and contrived somehow or other to give almost every household a lift. The village looked more and more dull and forlorn, but in August, when a traveling show ventured to give a performance in Farley, the Corporation hall was filled as it seldom was filled in prosperous times. This made the agent wonder, until he followed the crowd of workless, sadly idle men and women into the place of entertainment and looked at them with a sudden comprehension that they were spending their last cent for a little cheerfulness.

VI.

The agent was going into the counting-room one day when he met old Father Daley and they stopped for a bit of friendly talk.

Could you come in for a few minutes, sir? asked the younger man. Theres nobody in the counting-room.

The busy priest looked up at the weather-beaten clock in the mill tower.

I can, he said. Tis not so late as I thought. Well soon be having the mail.

The agent led the way and brought one of the directors comfortable chairs from their committee-room. Then he spun his own chair face-about from before his desk and they sat down. It was a warm day in the middle of September. The windows were wide open on the side toward the river and there was a flicker of light on the ceiling from the sunny water. The noise of the fall was loud and incessant in the room. Somehow one never noticed it very much when the mills were running.

How are the Duffys? asked the agent.

Very bad, answered the old priest gravely. The doctor sent for me — he couldnt get them to take any medicine. He says that it isnt typhoid; only a low fever among them from bad food and want of care. That tenement is very old and bad, the drains from the upper tenement have leaked and spoiled the whole west side of the building. I suppose they never told you of it?

I did the best I could about it last spring, said the agent. They were afraid of being turned out and they hid it for that reason. The company allowed me something for repairs as usual and I tried to get more; you see I spent it all before I knew what a summer was before us. Whatever I have done since I have paid for, except what they call legitimate work and care of property. Last year I put all Maple Street into first-rate order — and meant to go right through the Corporation. Ive done the best I could, he protested with a bright spot of color in his cheeks. Some of the men have tinkered up their tenements and I have counted it toward the rent, but they dont all know how to drive a nail.

Tis true for you; you have done the best you could, said the priest heartily, and both the men were silent, while the river, which was older than they and had seen a whole race of men disappear before they came — the river took this opportunity to speak louder than ever.

I think that manufacturing prospects look a little brighter, said the agent, wishing to be cheerful. There are some good orders out, but of course the buyers can take advantage of our condition. The treasurer writes me that we must be firm about not starting up until we are sure of business on a good paying margin.

Like last years? asked the priest, who was resting himself in the armchair. There was a friendly twinkle in his eyes.

Like last years, answered the agent. I worked like two men, and I pushed the mills hard to make that large profit. I saw there was trouble coming, and I told the directors and asked for a special surplus, but I had no idea of anything like this.

Nine per cent. in these times was too good a prize, said Father Daley, but the twinkle in his eyes had suddenly disappeared.

You wont get your new church for a long time yet, said the agent.

No, no, said the old man impatiently. I have kept the foundations going as well as I could, and the talk, for their own sakes. It gives them something to think about. I took the money they gave me in collections and let them have it back again for work. Tis well to lead their minds, and he gave a quick glance at the agent. Tis no pride of mine for church-building and no good credit with the bishop Im after. Young men can be satisfied with those things, not an old priest like me that prays to be a father to his people.

Father Daley spoke as man speaks to man, straight out of an honest heart.

I see many things now that I used to he blind about long ago, he said. You may take a man who comes over, him and his wife. They fall upon good wages and their heads are turned with joy. Theyve been hungry for generations back and theyve always seen those above them who dressed fine and lived soft, and they want a taste of luxury too; theyre bound to satisfy themselves. So theyll spend and spend and have beefsteak for dinner every day just because they never had enough before, but theyd turn into wild beasts of selfishness, most of em, if they had no check. Tis there the church steps in. Remember your Maker and do Him honor in His house of prayer, says she. Be self-denying, be thinking of eternity and of whats sure to come! And you will join with me in believing that its never those who have given most to the church who come first to the ground in a hard time like this. Show me a good church and Ill show you a thrifty people. Father Daley looked eagerly at the agent for sympathy.

You speak the truth, sir, said the agent. Those that give most are always the last to hold out with honest independence and the first to do for others.

Some priests may have plundered their parishes for prides sake; theres no saying what is in poor human nature, repeated Father Daley earnestly. God forgive us all for unprofitable servants of Him and His church. I believe in saying more about prayer and right living, and less about collections, in Gods house, but its the giving hand thats the rich hand all the world over.

I dont think Ireland has ever sent us over many misers; Saint Patrick must have banished them all with the snakes, suggested the agent with a grim smile. The priest shook his head and laughed a little and then both men were silent again in the counting-room.

The mail train whistled noisily up the road and came into the station at the end of the empty street, then it rang its loud bell and puffed and whistled away again.

Ill bring your mail over, sir, said the agent, presently. Sit here and rest yourself until I come back and well walk home together.

The leather mail-bag looked thin and flat and the leisurely postmaster had nearly distributed its contents by the time the agent had crossed the street and reached the office. His clerks were both off on a long holiday; they were brothers and were glad of the chance to take their vacations together. They had been on lower pay; there was little to do in the counting-room — hardly anybodys time to keep or even a letter to write.

Two or three loiterers stopped the agent to ask him the usual question if there were any signs of starting up; an old farmer who sat in his long wagon before the post-office asked for news too, and touched his hat with an awkward sort of military salute.

Come out to our place and stop a few days, he said kindly. You look kind of pinched up and bleached out, Mr. Agent; you cant be needed much here.

I wish I could come, said the agent, stopping again and looking up at the old man with a boyish, expectant face. Nobody had happened to think about him in just that way, and he was far from thinking about himself. Ive got to keep an eye on the people that are left here; you see theyve had a pretty hard summer.

Not so hard as you have! said the old man, as the agent went along the street. Youve never had a day of rest more than once or twice since you were born!

There were two letters and a pamphlet for Father Daley and a thin handful of circulars for the company. In busy times there was often all the mail matter that a clerk could bring. The agent sat down at his desk in the counting-room and the priest opened a thick foreign letter with evident pleasure. Tis from an old friend of mine; hes in a monastery in France, he said. I only hear from him once a year, and Father Daley settled himself in his armchair to read the close-written pages. As for the agent of the mills, he had quickly opened a letter from the treasurer and was not listening to anything that was said.

Suddenly he whirled round in his desk chair and held out the letter to the priest. His hand shook and his face was as pale as ashes.

What is it? Whats the matter? cried the startled old man, who had hardly followed the first pious salutations of his own letter to their end. Read it to me yourself, Dan; is there any trouble?

Orders — Ive got orders to start up; were going to start — I wrote them last week -

But the agent had to spring up from his chair and go to the window next the river before he could steady his voice to speak. He thought it was the look of the moving water that made him dizzy. Were going to start up the mills as soon as I can get things ready. He turned to look up at the thermometer as if it were the most important thing in the world; then the color rushed to his face and he leaned a moment against the wall.

Thank God! said the old priest devoutly. Here, come and sit down, my boy. Faith, but its good news, and Im the first to get it from you.

They shook hands and were cheerful together; the foreign letter was crammed into Father Daleys pocket, and he reached for his big cane.

Tell everybody as you go up the street, sir, said Dan. Ive got a hurricane of things to see to; I must go the other way down to the storehouses. Tell them to pass the good news about town as fast as they can; twill hearten up the women. All the anxious look had gone as if by magic from the agents face. 

Two weeks from that time the old mill bell stopped tolling for the slow hours of idleness and rang out loud and clear for the housekeepers to get up, and rang for breakfast, and later still for all the people to go into work. Some of the old hands were gone for good and new ones must be broken in in their places, but there were many familiar faces to pass the counting-room windows into the mill yard. There were French families which had reappeared with surprising promptness, Michel and his pretty daughter were there, and a household of cousins who had come to the next tenement. The agent stood with his hands in his pockets and nodded soberly to one group after another. It seemed to him that he had never felt so happy in his life.

Jolly-looking set this morning, said one of the clerks whose desk was close beside the window; he was a son of one of the directors, who had sent him to the agent to learn something about manufacturing.

Theyve had a bitter hard summer that you know nothing about, said the agent slowly.

Just then Mrs. Kilpatrick and old Mary Cassidy came along, and little Maggie was with them. She had got back her old chance at doffing and the hard times were over. They all smiled with such blissful satisfaction that the agent smiled too, and even waved his hand.


A LANDLOCKED SAILOR (1899)
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ONE MORNING EARLY in June Doctor Hallett, a young assistant surgeon in the navy, took it into his head to go trouting. It was his second day of leave after a long sea-service, from which he had come straight inland to his old home. On this first morning of the visit he had happened to wake very early and find the sky overcast and the wind in the south, and yielded at once before a temptation to leave an affectionate household sound asleep, except the old coachman at the stable, who was always stirring with the first birds. It took only a moment to choose the best rod that was left in a boyish den above the carriage-house, then there was a hurried breakfast to be stolen, and off the Doctor tramped gayly to find his favorite haunt, the Dale Brook, and follow it up among the hills.

Nothing better can fall to the lot of a busy, much-companioned man than just such a chance of being alone in a piece of well-known country long unvisited. It was some years since John Hallett had followed the Dale Brook before, but neither appeared to have changed. The brook had often suffered in its conditions from drought and freshets, and so had the man, but both were in good condition on that June day; the Doctor at least had that comfortable sense of existence and continuance which made him, for the moment, know and understand himself. One possesses very seldom this unaffected sense of self, the rarely felt self-acquaintance that fell upon us first at the first conscious step we took out of infancy. Solitary and undisturbed, we are now and then aware of ourselves: not the person the world takes us to be, not the ideal person our hopes and ambitions are trying to evolve, but the real man. This is the clear self-consciousness that mirrors the surroundings of a happy solitude. One might say that such moments as these, such closeness to nature, are like a Sunday rest to all ones activities. In it thou shalt do no work; in it alone one may listen to the voices and receive what nature has to give and what man himself is hardly ever fit to receive.

The fern-filled crevices of the ledges were familiar to the young surgeons feet. He wandered slowly up the great wooded slopes where the brook came swiftly down, turning now and then to look through the branches where there was a glimpse of the lower country, and toiled hastily across teasing bits of swamp where the alders were tangled overhead and the light was dim and the brook shallowed out into black mud and bright green grass and sopping clods of moss. Now and then the sun almost shone out and quickly clouded over again: it was a perfect morning for fishing. The brook was full and clear, and deep by its flashing falls, where bubbles floated long and trout were hiding. There was a scent of new checkerberry leaves and bay on the high land, and of sweet-flag and mint in the swamps; overhead the cat-birds and yellow-hammers scolded together like disagreeing neighbors. Beyond the first long slope and the boggy strip of upland was a breadth of high, uneven farming country, where the best reaches of the little stream wound their crooked way; beyond this again rose the higher hills. The fisherman began to notice the pleasant weight of his basket as he tramped ahead towards the best pools of all, for although it was a good bit of distance even in his light-footed boyish days, he always made a point of going up to the very source of the brook in a cleft between the hills, — a tiny pond full of springs and shaded by noble oaks.

The strip of country which was about to be crossed was mostly taken up by sheep-pastures and tillage. At the edge of the woods, when Doctor Hallett was just pushing his grumbling way through a clump of alders and birches which fringed the brook in a fashion most provoking to the calmest angler, he heard the bushes cracking and rustling not very far off, and supposed his neighbor to be a wandering cow, but presently, just at the edge of the open pasture, he caught sight of the head and shoulders of a man. One is fiercely jealous by instinct of a rival fisherman. He hitched at his shoulder-strap with satisfaction at the weight of eight or ten good trout which the basket held, — they were safe enough at any rate; then the holiday surgeon stopped short and looked sharply at his antagonist, whose figure was unexpected enough but quite familiar. For one dark instant he was puzzled to recall the mans name; there was no rod in his hand.

Holloa, Mike! he shouted the next moment, — having rustled no bushes himself, out of respect to silence-loving trout,— Holloa, Mike! How in the world do you happen to be here?

The divil may fly away wit me if it aint the Docther, said Mike, coming straight through the brushwood as if it were tall grass. God bless you, sir; is it yourself, sir? I heard long ago that this was your own country and your folks lived down below there, but I thought you were on the say. Well, well, Docther, I was often hoping for the day Id see you again. Any luck, sir? and the Doctor swung round his creel in silence.

Faix, they did all be waiting for you then, said Mike handsomely, shaking his officers hand in a warm, determined grasp, and looking at him with delighted eyes. There do be plinty folks thramps up the old brook and goes home as impty as they comes. Dicration Day there want a by in the country that want fishing in it, and — well, youve got a thrick with the throut; thats plain, Docther.

Those can find who know where to look, said the Surgeon, not displeased by such flattery, and they turned and walked side by side into the shade of some little pines. The sun was high and the morning was getting late, and the angler had begun to lose the first zest of pleasure.

Three years before, just when he was last ordered to sea, Doctor Hallett had been stationed at one of the marine hospitals, where Mike Dillon was brought one day with half a dozen bones broken and generally out of repair by means of a fall and bad crushing under a broken hoisting apparatus on board ship. They had known each other before as surgeon and patient on a long cruise, and it fell to Doctor Halletts lot to mend him and patch him and pull him through his smart touch of surgical fever and at last send him out, a crippled man, into a careless world. He was pale with hospital bleach, and as weak as he was stout with rapid building up, — discharged for good, of course, and appealingly cheerful as they said good-by. The Doctor remembered well how he had wondered what the poor, good-natured, great fellow was going to do. He might turn into a shoemaker; but one couldnt force ones self to speak of it, for Dillon had the spirit of a rover. After the very best that could be done for him, one of his legs was a good deal shorter than the other. The Surgeon looked now to see how he managed with walking, and was pleased to notice that he seemed to be put to less inconvenience than had been feared.

Mike, said he after they had recovered from a seizure of awkwardness born of mingled strangeness and old familiarity, — Mike, you look as if you had turned into a farmer and got landlocked.

Wasnt I born a farmer then, faith! answered Mike. County Wexford, sir, parish o Duncannon. The first thing I remember, Docther, was riding home top of a barrow o little pertaties and me father trundling me, God rest him! No, I want born on the say, sir, said Mike sweetly, Im a Wexford boy.

The former patient was something well above six feet in height if he stood on his long leg. There was the look of an old-fashioned New England farmer, like a kind of veneer, over his Irish sailorhood. Conformity and ready-made clothes were to blame for it. The Doctor stretched himself like a dog in the sun; the breeze sung in the pines and shone on the young birch leaves. Oh, how good it is to feel the steady ground under you, he said. Come, speak out, Dillon. You know Im interested in your case. I should have as soon expected to meet old Parlow in a prayer-meeting as to come across you here in a pasture. Old Parlow was a hospital nurse.

Sure he might forget himself an talk very strange to the audience, sir, chuckled Mike. Hed the most bad words of any man I ever talked with, but hed a very tender hand with the sick. Parlow was like a mother to me some o thim bad nights. Hes dead, sir.

Is Parlow dead? exclaimed the Doctor.

He is that indeed, answered Dillon with considerable solemnity. I do be wondering sometimes if theyve got it settled where theyd send him, — there was good in Parlow, — but I suppose hell be after getting his orders to one place or the other by now. Were you back at the old hospitl lately, sir?

No, said the Doctor, not for more than three years. Im just in from Valparaiso.

They were sitting together in a little open space at the woodlands edge where some fine sheer turf was just then well shaded, and near by were plenty of juniper and lambkill-laurel and low blueberry bushes. Just at the Doctors back was a high-standing, fragile old pine-stump, where a great tree must have been cut in winter when the snow lay deep. He lay back against a knee of it with his feet stretched out over the soft grass, while Mike Dillon sat erect at his side, looking down affectionately now and then, and amusing himself by pulling great pieces off the powdery old wood, which sifted down, disclosing shiny black ants that hurried about in despair. Mike struck at them furiously or tossed the bits of rotten wood after a stray bird or butterfly, sprinkling his companion with brown and gray crumbs and chips and pieces of red-topped moss. Both the men had a comfortable, boyish feeling, but they were silent for a time; there may have been some sense of superior rank and old naval regulations, but the business of the man-of-wars man with the stump and the butterflies went steadily on.

I suppose this was all pasture once, said the Surgeon at last, for all these birches and young stuff have come up within a few years; they ought to be cleared. This turf is the best sort; good sheep-pasture, isnt it, through all this region?

Youre right there, sir, said Dillon, clearing his throat deliberately, as if there were need of further comment and explanation, but he said nothing more.

This must have been an enormous white pine, said the Doctor. Its a very old stump and all worn away by weather, but it must he a good four feet across now at the butt.

Pretty close to it, said Dillon, turning to regard the ruin. I does be minding some old story they tell about this stump; twas a known tree at any rate.

How far do you live from here? inquired the Doctor by way of leading question.

In the old Dale place itself, sir, or up to Dillons, as they say now, answered Dillon proudly. I was walking me finces, having a little spare time.

Good for you, said Doctor Hallett with large sympathy; but there was a pause in the conversation, and presently he went on:

I left the old Minerva in Brooklyn only yesterday; shes likely to be there all summer. I think shes worse below decks than they were ready to believe.

Shed more leaks than a basket this spring four years ago when I was aboard of her, asserted Dillon. The innocint inspictors was chated in a lot of copper shathing, and there was black-hearted conthractors retired from business soon after to live asy on their means. Dillon spoke with an air of complete assurance. There was rats in her the size of dogs, though, an we knew by that shed float longer, or wed all gone ashore together. I always remimbered those rats for the biggest I was ever acquainted with. Anybody does be having great knowledge of rats that stays long in the service. My wife ont believe me when I speak of the size of them.

Your wife? interrupted the Surgeon with renewed interest. I know all about those rats, but I never heard of your being married.

Well, now Im feeling homesick for the old days from seeing you, sir, Im as well to be telling you honest, sir, but tis true for me Im well married and settled since I was to the hospitl, answered Mike with an air of pride. Look here, Docther, let me pit the fish out here a bit further in the cool bushes. Theyre fine trout, an its growing warm. He got to his feet a little clumsily, took the basket from beneath a clump of juniper, and carried it down towards the brook, where he could be heard tearing off handfuls of birch leaves to cover them, and letting the young tree-tops swish back. The Doctor got his match-box out and a handful of cigars. When Mike returned he sat down a trifle further away than at first, so that he and the Doctor faced each other. The Doctor suddenly became aware that he personified for the moment all the delights of sea-going friendship, that he was a kind of embodiment of the service. Mike was looking squarely in his face and had lost all self-consciousness; they were only two sailors together.

I aint seen a navy man this long time to have a word with, said Dillon. I does be thinking of the bys a good deal, sir. No, keep it yoursilf, Docther; youll want to be smoking a bit as youre going home, an Ive got me pipe in me pocketll do for me. I dont know did you happen to see the old crew of the Lion was paid off last week, home from Gibraltar? I gets what I can on the papers, but thats not much, and Mike gave a sigh. I was born a farmer, but I never thought Id die one, sir.

The tobacco was well lighted; the desired moment for the narrative of Mikes adventures seemed to have come.

God bless us! Ill have to tell you all, said Mike; tis a great story for a sayman that was always glad to be off shore. Whin I got left out o hospitl that time by yourself and Parlow I felt grand to be going; yourself knows how Id been tasing as if for me liberty out of jail, for all I had great kindness from every one there. I was none too strong, sir; there was no stringth in me legs, an they so surprised with being mismated altogether. Aff I wint wit me bowld air, but I didnt get far down the road on me leg thats too short an me leg thats too long till I felt as if the two of em was punching through at me shoulders an a great pain grinding in me back, so I had to go sit down in the side o the road. I tried would I lay down, an I tried would I sit up, an I couldnt contint myself wit neither one till I cried me heart out there in the dead leaves, an a bird come an lighted on a bush and made me swear wit her little song that begun new every time and stopped short in the middle. Id been light-hearted as a by, faith I had, for all me hurts, an now me life was broke in two for me, an I looked at me legs an says I, Wherell you go now, Mickey lad, an whatll you do whin you get there? Youve got thim two damn legs an a stiffness in your lift elbow; an just feel o your poor back and your side how they ache, says I to myself, making the worst of everything. Youre no sailor now, says I, an ont be a sailor again while the world lives, an thats the only fag ind of a trade youve got. Look at that now for you, says I.

Poor fellow! said the Doctor.

I thought the skyd turned dark, I did indeed, sir, said Mike; I wished I was back in the old hospitl; I thought Id creep back and beg lodgings for what work Id do about the place, an then I minded how old Parlowd lift me in his arrums and I knew Id no stringth to do that for a sick man nor anything else, and Id got sick of the smell of the medicines, besides being ashamed to go back to it after me coming away so bold. Id been allowed a taste of somethin to stringthen me by Parlow when I was laving, and my heart was wake in me wit wanting more. I felt in me pocket for an ould knife Parlow gave me, mine being lost in the pocket of me bloody clothes the time I got hurted. I couldnt count the times Id cursed Parlow as well as I knew how an he paying me back the same way, but I cried for him thin wit the knife in me hand for company an I in the side of the bushes by the fince. I never blamed any man since if I saw him a coward. Twas intirely from walking the first mile away from the hospitl whin Id only been loafin round the garden of it before.

You had to start some time or other, said the Surgeon kindly. I remember it was a good day a little too warm perhaps. Picked up your strength pretty fast, didnt you, Dillon?

Ill tell you the truth, Docther: it wasnt the weeks ind before I wouldnt take a bould word from anny one. My head was as high as ever, and I feeling pretty well and ating like the birdie that pays the rint, an me pains didnt trouble me where me bones was minded. The weather was fine and smiling, and I kept on through idleness far up the country. Says I to myself, Well take a hand wit the planting for a while. I heard great tark in the towns that help was very scarce on the farms, and I thought Id go footing it along as slow as I liked and see all the places, and pick me a nice, asy corner where Id stay for a while an hear from me pinsion. Id plinty of money first, thanks be to me frinds, to go in the cars, but twas fine to be out and always hungry, so I took time enough to fill me up, but I never could, sir, and I thought Id get me poor legs used to travelling together. The green fields looked fine to me, Id been so long at sea. I got lodgings handy to the road all the while, and Id sometimes get a lift in a team from pity on me legs an love for me buttons, and so I worked mesilf along, and I was very proud-feeling at first, but at the end I came to want, and I couldnt suit anybodys needs on the road. Id no chance wit the farmers, youll see; theyd look me over, for all I was sure I could plant and hoe wit any man, and theyd till me I might go to the women folks and get me dinner, or else theyd say I might get out of it an they wanted no tramps. So the weather come hot an I got surly an was as bad as troops on the march with rags and dirt after Id had two weeks more travel. Id spint me money, Lord knew whin Id have me pinsion, and everywhere I wint twas full before I come; an I wont tark all day Docther, but Id fallen in great trouble. Howd I got there I dknow, an howd I get back I dknow, an so I lost heart altogether or I was ready to fight the whole road by turns. Now Im goin to tell you me story—

Take a cigar; your pipes out now, Dillon, said the Doctor encouragingly, and Dillon looked doubtful for a moment, then laid his pipe on the grass beside him, turned the cigar in his fingers, and after a moment of reflection cheerfully accepted a light.

I was toiling up the gravelly road below here a mile or a mile an a half, sir, he went on, with a fresh breeze in the sails of his story. Youll mind how theres a long hill comes up this side of the old schoolhouse, and beyant theres a little tread of a brook that comes into this; theres trout in it too, in a place Ill be showing you where its dammed by a tree or two across; I own woods there, sir; tis two miles from here, but the fish do be crowded in the wather.

Good for you, Mike, said the Surgeon in a brotherly tone.

Yes, sir; tis true for me, sir; I remimber thim old days in the hospitl, sir. I dont be much for fishin anyways mesilf. Well then, said Mike gallantly, I was coming up that long hill an I was as hungry as a saints dog. Id no pinny left in me pocket; twas noontime, an Id a mind if school was keeping to ask the childer at the school-house for a bite of bread an cheese, an Id tell them a story to plase them. Twas Saturday intirely an Id forgot it, an the door was shut. I looked round in the grass an I saw the crust of a piece of pie, an I picked it up as if twas money and ate it down and looked everywhere for another. That part of the country is very poor-looking land, and I sat awhile on the school-house steps thinking of the size of me for a fool. I didnt know what made me go so far from the salt water, or how would I get anybody to write a letter for me or give me a cint for a card to sind to a frind that would help me out. An where was any friend Id write to with the ship gone to sea, yourself having sailing orders with the rest, an Parlow having told me he was going to the old country for a holiday. I come near makin another whillalu over meself: me head was the last ind of me to get well, theres the truth, but that was the last day it ever felt hollow on me as it did then, an the school-house hopped up and down when I tried to look at it to keep me steady. Oh, Im too long wit it all, sir, but I want so bad as the first time in the bushes. Go wash your face, says I, an get dacint, an go up to the top of this hill, says I; theres sometimes fine land on the top of gravelly hills like this, and then, if you dont find annything, turn round an come back; an so I got laughing, an there was courage in me crust of pie that Id found, and I stepped meself on up the hill.

Docther Hallett, continued Mr. Dillon with much solemnity, whin I was on the top what did I see, an I looking ahead to seek me fortune, but a fine figur of a woman comin out from a little white house beyant, an she running whooping down the road towards me, as if she was expecting the likes of me all day; but she stopped by some bars and I walked on the best I could to meet the lady and tell her I was after being there intirely and thin I saw what she was after. Twas not meself, but the crows that were pulling up her young corn by the roots and ating it. Shed run to and fro in her field like a boy, an she yelling and shaking her apron. Lord be good to me, says I, heres me chance! Me shirt wants buttons as bad as me inside wants bread,— tis a tidy-looking house; I wish Id plase the lady.

Let me do that maam, says I. Ill stand still in the field and them little birdsll take me for a scarecrow.

What did she say to that? asked the Surgeon with interest.

I dont want no tramps about me place, says she, as many another had said before her.

A lady like you, says I (Dillon repeated the conversation in persuasive tones), oughtnt to be spiling her perty skin, says I, out driving crows in the hot sun. She was not young, sir, but she had good looks, an I minded that the first thing. Go in, maam, says I very gintle-spoken,— go in, maam, an rest asy; for heres a man, though but a poor one, ll scare the crows in your stead an be thankful for the kind privilege!

They do trouble me bad, says she. I dont want you round, says she, very plain and hearty, but Im baking pies the day an Im all alone. then she caught herself up an was sorry for having let on to me that she was all alone.

Dont mind me, maam, says I; Ill defind you to the last drop of me blood before anny one shall lay a finger on you! and she turned to me wit a laugh an saw I had the right feelings, and we tarked a little more, an she wint in the house and I drove thim crows like a crazy windmill an watched the blue smoke coming out of the chimney, and by the time the sun got over me head she come out by the fince an set me down a fine plate heaped up three stories high with a French roof, an I ate every crumb that was there and set the plate down with a finer polish than was on it before. I niver thought of Parlow nor how would I get back to the hospitl from that time.

The Doctor began to say something appreciative of the situation, but Dillon did not stop to listen.

I got me plateful again for supper an I thought out me course. It want best to do anything but go away out of sight that night, for fear shed be plain with me that I couldnt stop at all, an the gates of Heaven would be shut by me own fault. So I says good-night whin the sun dropped an I goin by the house, an she come out an offered me fifty cints for me throuble, but I says no; shed given me in food an kindness all the work was worth; an so she invited me very wishful to stop an see her if I come that road again, an she hoped me leg would get better an all them things. There was some navy buttons still left on me to show me trade, an when I looked back she was lookin after me too out o the windy; but I wint down the road like the tramp Id fallen to be, and when it came dark I stole back an got into her tidy barn and I slept well there in the hay.

Was she young? asked the Surgeon, as if to gratify a neighborly curiosity.

Im afther telling you, sir, that she wasnt young. I should think she might be sixty years of age at the time or a little less, but a fine, smart lady, sir. No, she want sixty, I suppose, but she was that kind you wouldnt think how old was she, but only a fine shape of a woman, an good-hearted looking. Twas your first thought of her that she was good-looking, and not old nor young.

The Surgeon could not help glancing up with a suspicious smile. Mike was not above forty and his eyes and forehead and his curly hair had not lost their boyishness, and the Doctor smiled broadly, but Mike looked serious and innocent as he proceeded.

The next morning was Sunday youll see, sir, from the day before having been Saturday, an I was out very early with the sun just blazing up. Twill be a fine hot day, says I, an the old ladyll be vexed wit them crows, an shell want to lave home to be goin to church, an theres nobody to lave the crows wit but me, an I see two or three black old thieves in the air that minute; an I took a turn trough the orchard an come up the road, so if she was looking out shed think Id spint the night far beyant. An I dealt very bowld wit thim birds, Docther, for I could see them roosting all in the archard-edge and among the young pines overright it, one here and one there, keeping watch would I go away an theyd all light down together. But I rose no noise; shed had a hard days work, the cratur, an I says, Let her get her Sunday sleep; and whin breakfast-time arrives, says I to my stomach that was complainin o me walking the field to and fro an it empty, says I, shell remimber you an no fears o that, me darlin. An I wint on blowing a foul curse at the crows wit me finger ends an walkin the fields deck till I thought shed got a stroke or something, sir; the house looked like she was dead in it; an of a sudden I saw the door fly open and up wint every crow into the air with a great flutter out of the trees. There want a black feather of them from the field. And she looked sharp an saw me in the impty place, an how the birds had all been sitting round as if they mint to pick me bones, an I dead wit the hunger, an I heard her burst out laughing, an she shut the door an wint in. An in a minute the smoke come out of the chimney as if twas the nose of a gun, an I sat down and waited by the field side. Twas a good breakfast, sir. I got me willin poor legs to carry me to it, an twas by the kitchen table inside I was, sir, an herself mindin the crows from the door.

The story had reached a climax of triumph, and Mike and his surgeon both laughed, while the latter signified an eager desire to hear more.

She wint to church the day, sir. I adwised her to it, the weather being fine, an after me iligant breakfast Id stop till night an welcome, before I wint on, the nixt day being Monday; and she wint away down the road like a gerrl with her house-key in her pocket. I was aisier with the crows for a while at noon, the sun being very hot an shed locked up her well in the shed, from not being sure of me characther, so I could get no drink unless I wint far down the hill for it, an I was most bate with the heat, I having always in the worst of times stopped off the road in the middle of the day. Id a mind to go on, once, and lave the crows in to their dinner, but for the lady thrusting me, an so I stayed on till she come hurrying home looking an looking to see would I be still there an everything safe. I watched through the fince and rose up as she came by. I was afraid youd gone, says she before she took thought, an I says, I gave me word to a lady, I says; an youve misthrusted the wrong man, an she was very pleasant intirely. Dont mind the crows anny more for a while, says she. Look at thim then, says I, an threw one o me stones into a tree an up they wint with a great clack and squawking into the air. Id lost half me corn but for you, sir, says she.

Id best mind em for a day yet, says I; theyve come out of the whole country into the one field, says I. Id respict to her being a lone woman an very helpless wit em, Docther, and havin nobody to call on for help.

Of course, said the Doctor gravely.

Wit her lave, thin, I made me a fine little shady hut by the field gate out of some inds of old boards, a sintry-box you might call it ashore, an I wint on duty there, an she give me a large hand-bell and I made a little heap of stones, and wit me pipe an a song Id a fine afternoon there, an the good company o mesilf whilst I was making a clapper Id often seen at home whin all the boys do be out minding the crows for the farmers, and before long I was raising a great noise with it if a crow would fly down. Twas that same night I got the invitation in to drink tay with herself, and I claned me old clothes the best I could, though I was outrageous-like for a man-o-wars man, I was indeed, but she was very rasonable, and I told her me story, and other thravels of meself and frinds by land and sea; and the evening was as short as the day was long, an she had great pity on me throubles, and I got a bottle from her for me lame legs: to rub the short one so it would grow or to reef the lingth of the long one, I forget which it was mint to do, for neither leg was the better of it. And she saw how well I could help her round the place, and that me heart was honest and me luck very bad, and I having been started at home a farmers boy. Herself was disappointed wit a man that had promised to come and work, and shed all her land planted, and no courage how would she ever get through the sason.

Twas very hard for the lady, an Id seen it all from the beginning, and me arms were pretty good, an the farm all being on a side hill in respict to me legs was great convanience. So she said Id best stay till she minded up me clothes, I being a sailor and having served the country, sir, and hersilf having a young brother once that ran away to say and was lost. Betune it all we got on very well. Im there yet, sir.

Good harborage for you, said the Doctor warmly. He could not help thinking how much better it was for the hearty, good-natured fellow than to have drifted into the miserable idleness of a sailors refuge to waste his days in drinking and foolishness. Dillon wore an air of authority and looked very prosperous for a country farmer and a limping, disabled man.

How soon did you get married? the doctor asked with interest, wishing to hear more of this seamans pastoral.

The two men were on their feet now, but Mike had an air of wishing to make further confidence.

Deed, then, Ive been married two years and two months, said he. I never thought Id die on the land. Were fine and happy, sir, as the days are long, and theyre very long too, this time of the year on the hills. Id like to kape to the watch on an off, as it is on board ship. Yes, Im married, Docther — you see the old ladys very sharp with the work an twas very expinsive for her wit me wages, so she made us no throuble.

The old lady? repeated the Doctor doubtfully, a little puzzled by Mikes tone.

Oh, coom now, sir! exclaimed Mr. Dillon with consternation. Sure, Docther, tisnt hersilf; tis the niece I married, a fine, pretty girl, one that she took very small to bring up and of late years promised the farm to her if shed get a good husband. Im that indeed, sir, too; their only fright is I might run away to sea. And we all drives the crows together!

The Doctor laughed until Mike began to laugh too, and went away, still smiling, to get the creel from its cool hollow. His romance had taken such a sudden and unexpected turn that the listener resorted to professional interests at last to cover his amusement.

You might have come out of that accident a good deal worse, he said. Youve done well, Mike; nobody in the world would think of hiring you for a scarecrow now.

Mike nodded. Come up wit me to the house, he urged; well thry the cider an Ill drive you home in the cool of the afternoon, sir,— tis too hot for you to be tramping trough the woods.

All right, said Doctor Hallett, as Dillon went on ahead in the narrow sheep-path they were following. Youre a lucky fellow, Mike.

Tis the thruth for you, Im lucky, thin, agreed Mike, looking over his shoulder. Ive got the beautiful wife, tis yoursilfll say so from having seen her, an the Lord is good to me legs in respict to its being a hill country. The old ladys a mother to me. But I made bowld to slip away from it for a while the day; twas thinkin o salt wather and the gay old times wit the bys I was whin I caught sight of yourself comin trough the brush.


THE FOREIGNER (1900)

I
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ONE EVENING, AT the end of August, in Dunnet Landing, I heard Mrs. Todds firm footstep crossing the small front entry outside my door, and her conventional cough which served as a heralds trumpet, or a plain New England knock, in the harmony of our fellowship.

Oh, please come in! I cried, for it had been so still in the house that I supposed my friend and hostess had gone to see one of her neighbors. The first cold northeasterly storm of the season was blowing hard outside. Now and then there was a dash of great raindrops and a flick of wet lilac leaves against the window, but I could hear that the sea was already stirred to its dark depths, and the great rollers were coming in heavily against the shore. One might well believe that Summer was coming to a sad end that night, in the darkness and rain and sudden access of autumnal cold. It seemed as if there must be danger offshore among the outer islands.

Oh, there! exclaimed Mrs. Todd, as she entered. I know nothing aint ever happened out to Green Island since the world began, but I always do worry about mother in these great gales. You know those tidal waves occur sometimes down to the West Indies, and I get dwellin on em so I cant set still in my chair, nor knit a common row to a stocking. William might get mooning, out in his small bot, and not observe how the sea was making, an meet with some accident. Yes, I thought Id come in and set with you if you want busy. No, I never feel any concern about em in winter cause then theyre prepared, and all ashore and everything snug. William ought to keep help, as I tell him; yes, he ought to keep help.

I hastened to reassure my anxious guest by saying that Elijah Tilley had told me in the afternoon, when I came along the shore past the fish houses, that Johnny Bowden and the Captain were out at Green Island; he had seen them beating up the bay, and thought they must have put into Burnt Island cove, but one of the lobstermen brought word later that he saw them hauling out at Green Island as he came by, and Captain Bowden pointed ashore and shook his head to say that he did not mean to try to get in. The old Miranda just managed it, but she will have to stay at home a day or two and put new patches in her sail, I ended, not without pride in so much circumstantial evidence.

Mrs. Todd was alert in a moment. Then theyll all have a very pleasant evening, she assured me, apparently dismissing all fears of tidal waves and other sea-going disasters. I was urging Alick Bowden to go ashore some day and see mother before cold weather. Hes her own nephew; she sets a great deal by him. And Johnnys a great chum o Williams; dont you know the first day we had Johnny out long of us, he took an give William his money to keep for him that hed been a-savin, and William showed it to me an was so affected, I thought he was goin to shed tears? Twas a dollar an eighty cents; yes, theyll have a beautiful evenin all together, and like s not the seall be flat as a doorstep come morning.

I had drawn a large wooden rocking-chair before the fire, and Mrs. Todd was sitting there jogging herself a little, knitting fast, and wonderfully placid of countenance. There came a fresh gust of wind and rain, and we could feel the small wooden house rock and hear it creak as if it were a ship at sea.

Lord, hear the great breakers! exclaimed Mrs. Todd. How they pound! — there, there! I always run of an idea that the sea knows anger these nights and gets full o fight. I can hear the rote o them old black ledges way down the thoroughfare. Calls up all those stormy verses in the Book o Psalms; David he knew how old sea-goin folks have to quake at the heart.

I thought as I had never thought before of such anxieties. The families of sailors and coastwise adventurers by sea must always be worrying about somebody, this side of the world or the other. There was hardly one of Mrs. Todds elder acquaintances, men or women, who had not at some time or other made a sea voyage, and there was often no news until the voyagers themselves came back to bring it.

Theres a roaring high overhead, and a roaring in the deep sea, said Mrs. Todd solemnly, and they battle together nights like this. No, I couldnt sleep; some women folks always goes right to bed an to sleep, so s to forget, but taint my way. Well, its a blessin we dont all feel alike; theres hardly any of our folks at sea to worry about, nowadays, but I cant help my feelins, an I got thinking of mother all alone, if William had happened to be out lobsterin and couldnt make the cove gettin back.

They will have a pleasant evening, I repeated. Captain Bowden is the best of good company.

Motherll make him some pancakes for his supper, like s not, said Mrs. Todd, clicking her knitting needles and giving a pull at her yarn. Just then the old cat pushed open the unlatched door and came straight toward her mistresss lap. She was regarded severely as she stepped about and turned on the broad expanse, and then made herself into a round cushion of fur, but was not openly admonished. There was another great blast of wind overhead, and a puff of smoke came down the chimney.

This makes me think o the night Mis Capn Tolland died, said Mrs. Todd, half to herself. Folks used to say these gales only blew when somebodys a-dyin, or the devil was a-comin for his own, but the worst man I ever knew died a real pretty mornin in June.

You have never told me any ghost stories, said I; and such was the gloomy weather and the influence of the night that I was instantly filled with reluctance to have this suggestion followed. I had not chosen the best of moments; just before I spoke we had begun to feel as cheerful as possible. Mrs. Todd glanced doubtfully at the cat and then at me, with a strange absent look, and I was really afraid that she was going to tell me something that would haunt my thoughts on every dark stormy night as long as I lived.

Never mind now; tell me to-morrow by daylight, Mrs. Todd, I hastened to say, but she still looked at me full of doubt and deliberation.

Ghost stories! she answered. Yes, I dont know but Ive heard a plenty of em first an last. I was just sayin to myself that this is like the night Mis Capn Tolland died. Twas the great line storm in September all of thirty, or maybe forty, year ago. I aint one that keeps much account o time.

Tolland? Thats a name I have never heard in Dunnet, I said.

Then you havent looked well about the old part o the buryin ground, notheast corner, replied Mrs. Todd. All their women folks lies there; the seas got most o the men. They were a known family o shipmasters in early times. Mother had a mate, Ellen Tolland, that she mourns to this day; died right in her bloom with quick consumption, but the rest o that family was all boys but one, and older than she, an they lived hard seafarin lives an all died hard. They were called very smart seamen. Ive heard that when the youngest went into one o the old shippin houses in Boston, the head o the firm called out to him: Did you say Tolland from Dunnet? Thats recommendation enough for any vessel! There was some o them old shipmasters as tough as iron, an they had the name o usin their crews very severe, but there want a man that wouldnt rather sign with em an take his chances, than with the slack ones that didnt know how to meet accidents.

II

There was so long a pause, and Mrs. Todd still looked so absent-minded, that I was afraid she and the cat were growing drowsy together before the fire, and I should have no reminiscences at all. The wind struck the house again, so that we both started in our chairs and Mrs. Todd gave a curious, startled look at me. The cat lifted her head and listened too, in the silence that followed, while after the wind sank we were more conscious than ever of the awful roar of the sea. The house jarred now and then, in a strange, disturbing way.

Yes, theyll have a beautiful evening out to the island, said Mrs. Todd again; but she did not say it gayly. I had not seen her before in her weaker moments.

Who was Mrs. Captain Tolland? I asked eagerly, to change the current of our thoughts.

I never knew her maiden name; if I ever heard it, Ive gone an forgot; twould mean nothing to me, answered Mrs. Todd.

She was a foreigner, an he met with her out in the Island o Jamaica. They said shed been left a widow with property. Land knows what become of it; she was French born, an her first husband was a Portugee, or somethin.

I kept silence now, a poor and insufficient question being worse than none.

Capn John Tolland was the least smartest of any of em, but he was full smart enough, an commanded a good brig at the time, in the sugar trade; hed taken out a cargo o pine lumber to the islands from somewheres up the river, an had been headin for home in the port o Kingston, an had gone ashore that afternoon for his papers, an remained afterwards long of three friends o his, all shipmasters. They was havin their suppers together in a tavern; twas late in the evenin an they was more lively than usual, an felt boyish; and over opposite was another house full o company, real bright and pleasant lookin, with a lot o lights, an they heard somebody singin very pretty to a guitar. They want in no go-to-meetin condition, an one of em, he slapped the table an said, Le s go over n hear that lady sing! an over they all went, good honest sailors, but three sheets in the wind, and stepped in as if they was invited, an made their bows inside the door, an asked if they could hear the music; they were all respectable well-dressed men. They saw the woman that had the guitar, an there was a company a-listenin, regular highbinders all of em; an there was a long table all spread out with big candlesticks like little trees o light, and a sight o glass an silverware; an part o the men was young officers in uniform, an the colored folks was steppin round servin em, an they had the lady singin. Twas a wasteful scene, an a loud talkin company, an though they was three sheets in the wind themselves there want one o them capns but had sense to perceive it. The others had pushed back their chairs, an their decanters an glasses was standin thick about, an they was teasin the one that was singin as if theyd just got her in to amuse em. But they quieted down; one o the young officers had beautiful manners, an invited the four capns to join em, very polite; twas a kind of public house, and after theyd all heard another song, he come to consult with em whether they wouldnt git up and dance a hornpipe or somethin to the ladys music.

They was all elderly men an shipmasters, and owned property; two of em was church members in good standin, continued Mrs. Todd loftily, an they wouldnt lend theirselves to no such kick-shows as that, an spite o bein three sheets in the wind, as I have once observed; they waved aside the tumblers of wine the young officer was pourin out for em so freehanded, and said they should rather be excused. An when they all rose, still very dignified, as Ive been well informed, and made their partin bows and was goin out, them young sports got round em an tried to prevent em, and they had to push an strive considerable, but out they come. There was this Capn Tolland and two Capn Bowdens, and the fourth was my own father. (Mrs. Todd spoke slowly, as if to impress the value of her authority.) Two of them was very religious, upright men, but they would have their night off sometimes, all o them old-fashioned capns, when they was free of business and ready to leave port.

An they went back to their tavern an got their bills paid, an set down kind o mad with everybody by the front window, mistrusting some o their tavern charges, like s not, by that time, an when they got tempered down, they watched the house over across, where the party was.

There was a kind of a grove o trees between the house an the road, an they heard the guitar a-goin an a-stoppin short by turns, and pretty soon somebody began to screech, an they saw a white dress come runnin out through the bushes, an tumbled over each other in their haste to offer help; an out she come, with the guitar, cryin into the street, and they just walked off four square with her amongst em, down toward the wharves where they felt more to home. They couldnt make out at first what twas she spoke, — Capn Lorenzo Bowden was well acquainted in Havre an Bordeaux, an spoke a poor quality o French, an she knew a little mite o English, but not much; and they come somehow or other to discern that she was in real distress. Her husband and her children had died o yellow fever; theyd all come up to Kingston from one o the far Windard Islands to get passage on a steamer to France, an a negro had stole their money off her husband while he lay sick o the fever, an she had been befriended some, but the folks that knew about her had died too; it had been a dreadful run o the fever that season, an she fell at last to playin an singin for hire, and for what money theyd throw to her round them harbor houses.

Twas a real hard case, an when them capns made out about it, there want one that meant to take leave without helpin of her. They was pretty mellow, an whatever they might lack o prudence they more n made up with charity: they didnt want to see nobody abused, an she was sort of a pretty woman, an they stopped in the street then an there an drew lots who should take her aboard, bein all bound home. An the lot fell to Capn Jonathan Bowden who did act discouraged; his vessel had but small accommodations, though he could stow a big freight, an she was a dreadful slow sailer through bein square as a box, an his first wife, that was livin then, was a dreadful jealous woman. He threw himself right onto the mercy o Capn Tolland.

Mrs. Todd indulged herself for a short time in a season of calm reflection.

I always thought theyd have done better, and more reasonable, to give her some money to pay her passage home to France, or wherever she may have wanted to go, she continued.

I nodded and looked for the rest of the story.

Father told mother, said Mrs. Todd confidentially, that Capn Jonathan Bowden an Capn John Tolland had both taken a little more than usual; I wouldnt have you think, either, that they both wasnt the best o men, an they was solemn as owls, and argued the matter between em, an waved aside the other two when they tried to put their oars in. An spite o Capn Tollands bein a settled old bachelor they fixed it that he was to take the prize on his brig; she was a fast sailor, and there was a good spare cabin or two where hed sometimes carried passengers, but hed filled em with bags o sugar on his own account an was loaded very heavy beside. He said hed shift the sugar an get along somehow, an the last the other three capns saw of the party was Capn John handing the lady into his bot, guitar and all, an off they all set towds their ships with their men rowin em in the bright moonlight down to Port Royal where the anchorage was, an where they all lay, goin out with the tide an mornin wind at break o day. An the others thought they heard music of the guitar, two o the bots kept well together, but it may have come from another source.

Well; and then? I asked eagerly after a pause. Mrs. Todd was almost laughing aloud over her knitting and nodding emphatically. We had forgotten all about the noise of the wind and sea.

Lord bless you! he come sailing into Portland with his sugar, all in good time, an they stepped right afore a justice o the peace, and Capn John Tolland come paradin home to Dunnet Landin a married man. He owned one o them thin, narrow-lookin houses with one room each side o the front door, and two slim black spruces spindlin up against the front windows to make it gloomy inside. There was no horse nor cattle of course, though he owned pasture land, an you could see rifts o light right through the barn as you drove by. And there was a good excellent kitchen, but his sister reigned over that; she had a right to two rooms, and took the kitchen an a bedroom that led out of it; an bein given no rights in the kitchen had angered the capn so they werent on no kind o speakin terms. He preferred his old brig for comfort, but now and then, between voyages hed come home for a few days, just to show he was master over his part o the house, and show Eliza she couldnt commit no trespass.

They stayed a little while; twas pretty spring weather, an I used to see Capn John rollin by with his arms full o bundles from the store, lookin as pleased and important as a boy; an then they went right off to sea again, an was gone a good many months. Next time he left her to live there alone, after theyd stopped at home together some weeks, an they said she suffered from bein at sea, but some said that the owners wouldnt have a woman aboard. Twas before father was lost on that last voyage of his, an he said mother went up once or twice to see them. Father said there want a mite o harm in her, but somehow or other a sight o prejudice arose; it may have been caused by the remarks of Eliza an her feelins towds her brother. Even my mother had no regard for Eliza Tolland. But mother asked the capns wife to come with her one evenin to a social circle that was down to the meetin-house vestry, so shed get acquainted a little, an she appeared very pretty until they started to have some singin to the melodeon. Mari Harris an one o the younger Caplin girls undertook to sing a duet, an they sort o flatted, an she put her hands right up to her ears, and give a little squeal, an went quick as could be an give em the right notes, for she could read the music like plain print, an made em try it over again. She was real willin an pleasant, but that didnt suit, an she made faces when they got it wrong. An then there fell a dead calm, an we was all settin round prim as dishes, an my mother, that never expects ill feelin, asked her if she wouldnt sing somethin, an up she got, — poor creatur, it all seems so different to me now, — an sung a lovely little song standin in the floor; it seemed to have something gay about it that kept a-repeatin, an nobody could help keepin time, an all of a sudden she looked round at the tables and caught up a tin plate that somebodyd fetched a Washinton pie in, an she begun to drum on it with her fingers like one o them tambourines, an went right on singin faster an faster, and next minute she begun to dance a little pretty dance between the verses, just as light and pleasant as a child. You couldnt help seein how pretty twas; we all got to trottin a foot, an some o the men clapped their hands quite loud, a-keepin time, twas so catchin, an seemed so natural to her. There want one of em but enjoyed it; she just tried to do her part, an some urged her on, till she stopped with a little twirl of her skirts an went to her place again by mother. And I can see mother now, reachin over an smilin an pattin her hand.

But next day there was an awful scandal goin in the parish, an Mari Harris reproached my mother to her face, an I never wanted to see her since, but Ive had to a good many times. I said Mis Tolland didnt intend no impropriety, — I reminded her of Davids dancin before the Lord; but she said such a man as David never would have thought o dancin right there in the Orthodox vestry, and she felt I spoke with irreverence.

And next sunday Mis Tolland come walkin into our meeting, but I must say she acted like a cat in a strange garret, and went right out down the aisle with her head in air, from the pew Deacon Caplin had showed her into. Twas just in the beginning of the long prayer. I wish shed stayed through, whatever her reasons were. Whether shed expected somethin different, or misunderstood some o the pastors remarks, or what twas, I dont really feel able to explain, but she kind o declared war, at least folks thought so, an war twas from that time. I see she was cryin, or had been, as she passed by me; perhaps bein in meetin was what had power to make her feel homesick and strange.

Capn John Tolland was away fittin out; that next week he come home to see her and say farewell. He was lost with his ship in the Straits of Malacca, and she lived there alone in the old house a few months longer till she died. He left her well off; twas said he hid his money about the house and she knew where twas. Oh, I expect youve heard that story told over an over twenty times, since youve been here at the Landin?

Never one word, I insisted.

It was a good while ago, explained Mrs. Todd, with reassurance. Yes, it all happened a great while ago.

III

At this moment, with a sudden flaw of the wind, some wet twigs outside blew against the window panes and made a noise like a distressed creature trying to get in. I started with sudden fear, and so did the cat, but Mrs. Todd knitted away and did not even look over her shoulder.

She was a good-looking woman; yes, I always thought Mis Tolland was good-looking, though she had, as was reasonable, a sort of foreign cast, and she spoke very broken English, no better than a child. She was always at work about her house, or settin at a front window with her sewing; she was a beautiful hand to embroider. Sometimes, summer evenings, when the windows was open, shed set an drum on her guitar, but I dont know as I ever heard her sing but once after the capn went away. She appeared very happy about havin him, and took on dreadful at partin when he was down here on the wharf, going back to Portland by boat to take ship for that last vyge. He acted kind of ashamed, Capn John did; folks about here aint so much accustomed to show their feelings. The whistle had blown an they was waitin for him to get aboard, an he was put to it to know what to do and treated her very affectionate in spite of all impatience; but mother happened to be there and she went an spoke, and I remember what a comfort she seemed to be. Mis Tolland clung to her then, and she wouldnt give a glance after the boat when it had started, though the captain was very eager a-wavin to her. She wanted mother to come home with her an wouldnt let go her hand, and mother had just come in to stop all night with me an had plenty o time ashore, which didnt always happen, so they walked off together, an twas some considerable time before she got back.

I want you to neighbor with that poor lonesome creatur, says mother to me, lookin reproachful. Shes a stranger in a strange land, says mother. I want you to make her have a sense that somebody feels kind to her.

Why, since that time she flaunted out o meetin, folks have felt she liked other ways bettern ourn, says I. I was provoked, because Id had a nice supper ready, an motherd let it wait so long twas spoiled. I hope youll like your supper! I told her. I was dreadful ashamed afterward of speakin so to mother.

What consequence is my supper? says she to me; mother can be very stern,— or your comfort or mine, beside letting a foreign person an a stranger feel so desolate; shes done the best a woman could do in her lonesome place, and she asks nothing of anybody except a little common kindness. Think if twas you in a foreign land!

And mother set down to drink her tea, an I set down humbled enough over by the wall to wait till she finished. An I did think it all over, an next day I never said nothin, but I put on my bonnet, and went to see Mis Capn Tolland, if twas only for mothers sake. Twas about three quarters of a mile up the road here, beyond the schoolhouse. I forgot to tell you that the capn had bought out his sisters right at three or four times what twas worth, to save trouble, so theyd got clear o her, an I went round into the side yard sort o friendly an sociable, rather than stop an deal with the knocker an the front door. It looked so pleasant an pretty I was glad I come; she had set a little table for supper, though twas still early, with a white cloth on it, right out under an old apple tree close by the house. I noticed twas same as with me at home, there was only one plate. She was just coming out with a dish; you couldnt see the door nor the table from the road.

In the few weeks shed been there shed got some bloomin pinks an other flowers next the doorstep. Somehow it looked as if shed known how to make it homelike for the capn. She asked me to set down; she was very polite, but she looked very mournful, and I spoke of mother, an she put down her dish and caught holt o me with both hands an said my mother was an angel. When I see the tears in her eyes twas all right between us, and we were always friendly after that, and mother had us come out and make a little visit that summer; but she come a foreigner and she went a foreigner, and never was anything but a stranger among our folks. She taught me a sight o things about herbs I never knew before nor since; she was well acquainted with the virtues o plants. Shed act awful secret about some things too, an used to work charms for herself sometimes, an some o the neighbors told to an fro after she died that they knew enough not to provoke her, but twas all nonsense; tis the believin in such things that causes em to be any harm, an so I told em, confided Mrs. Todd contemptuously. That first night I stopped to tea with her shed cooked some eggs with some herb or other sprinkled all through, and twas she that first led me to discern mushrooms; an she went right down on her knees in my garden here when she saw I had my different officious herbs. Yes, twas she that learned me the proper use o parsley too; she was a beautiful cook.

Mrs. Todd stopped talking, and rose, putting the cat gently in the chair, while she went away to get another stick of apple-tree wood. It was not an evening when one wished to let the fire go down, and we had a splendid bank of bright coals. I had always wondered where Mrs. Todd had got such an unusual knowledge of cookery, of the varieties of mushrooms, and the use of sorrel as a vegetable, and other blessings of that sort. I had long ago learned that she could vary her omelettes like a child of France, which was indeed a surprise in Dunnet Landing.

IV

All these revelations were of the deepest interest, and I was ready with a question as soon as Mrs. Todd came in and had well settled the fire and herself and the cat again.

I wonder why she never went back to France, after she was left alone?

She come here from the French islands, explained Mrs. Todd. I asked her once about her folks, an she said they were all dead; twas the fever took em. She made this her home, lonesome as twas; she told me she hadnt been in France since she was so small, and measured me off a child o six. Shed lived right out in the country before, so that part want unusual to her. Oh yes, there was something very strange about her, and she hadnt been brought up in high circles nor nothing o that kind. I think shed been really pleased to have the capn marry her an give her a good home, after all shed passed through, and leave her free with his money an all that. An she got over bein so strange-looking to me after a while, but twas a very singular expression: she wore a fixed smile that want a smile; there want no light behind it, same s a lamp cant shine if it aint lit. I dont know just how to express it, twas a sort of made countenance.

One could not help thinking of Sir Philip Sidneys phrase, A made countenance, between simpering and smiling.

She took it hard, havin the captain go off on that last voyage, Mrs. Todd went on. She said somethin told her when they was partin that he would never come back. He was lucky to speak a home-bound ship this side o the Cape o Good Hope, an got a chance to send her a letter, an that cheered her up. You often felt as if you was dealin with a childs mind, for all she had so much information that other folks hadnt. I was a sight younger than I be now, and she made me imagine new things, and I got interested watchin her an findin out what she had to say, but you couldnt get to no affectionateness with her. I used to blame me sometimes; we used to be real good comrades goin off for an afternoon, but I never give her a kiss till the day she laid in her coffin and it come to my heart there want no one else to do it.

And Captain Tolland died, I suggested after a while.

Yes, the capn was lost, said Mrs. Todd, and of course word didnt come for a good while after it happened. The letter come from the owners to my uncle, Capn Lorenzo Bowden, who was in charge of Capn Tollands affairs at home, and he come right up for me an said I must go with him to the house. I had known what it was to be a widow, myself, for near a year, an there was plenty o widow women along this coast that the sea had made desolate, but I never saw a heart break as I did then.

Twas this way: we walked together along the road, me an uncle Lorenzo. You know how it leads straight from just above the schoolhouse to the brook bridge, and their house was just this side o the brook bridge on the left hand; the cellars there now, and a couple or three good-sized gray birches growin in it. And when we come near enough I saw that the best room, this way, where she most never set, was all lighted up, and the curtains up so that the light shone bright down the road, and as we walked, those lights would dazzle and dazzle in my eyes, and I could hear the guitar a-goin, an she was singin. She heard our steps with her quick ears and come running to the door with her eyes a-shinin, an all that set look gone out of her face, an begun to talk French, gay as a bird, an shook hands and behaved very pretty an girlish, sayin twas her fête day. I didnt know what she meant then. And she had gone an put a wreath o flowers on her hair an wore a handsome gold chain that the capn had given her; an there she was, poor creatur, makin believe have a party all alone in her best room; twas prim enough to discourage a person, with too many chairs set close to the walls, just as the capns mother had left it, but she had put sort o long garlands on the walls, droopin very graceful, and a sight of green boughs in the corners, till it looked lovely, and all lit up with a lot o candles.

Oh dear! I sighed. Oh, Mrs. Todd, what did you do?

She beheld our countenances, answered Mrs. Todd solemnly. I expect they was telling everything plain enough, but Capn Lorenzo spoke the sad words to her as if he had been her father; and she wavered a minute and then over she went on the floor before we could catch hold of her, and then we tried to bring her to herself and failed, and at last we carried her upstairs, an I told uncle to run down and put out the lights, and then go fast as he could for Mrs. Begg, being very experienced in sickness, an he so did. I got off her clothes and her poor wreath, and I cried as I done it. We both stayed there that night, and the doctor said twas a shock when he come in the morning; hed been over to Black Island an had to stay all night with a very sick child.

You said that she lived alone some time after the news came, I reminded Mrs. Todd then.

Oh yes, dear, answered my friend sadly, but it want what youd call livin; no, it was only dyin, though at a snails pace. She never went out again those few months, but for a while she could manage to get about the house a little, and do what was needed, an I never let two days go by without seein her or hearin from her. She never took much notice as I came an went except to answer if I asked her anything. Mother was the one who gave her the only comfort.

What was that? I asked softly.

She said that anybody in such trouble ought to see their minister, mother did, and one day she spoke to Mis Tolland, and found that the poor soul had been believin all the time that there werent any priests here. Wed come to know she was a Catholic by her beads and all, and that had set some narrow minds against her. And mother explained it just as she would to a child; and uncle Lorenzo sent word right off somewheres up river by a packet that was bound up the bay, and the first o the week a priest come by the boat, an uncle Lorenzo was on the wharf tendin to some business; so they just come up for me, and I walked with him to show him the house. He was a kind-hearted old man; he looked so benevolent an fatherly I could ha stopped an told him my own troubles; yes, I was satisfied when I first saw his face, an when poor Mis Tolland beheld him enter the room, she went right down on her knees and clasped her hands together to him as if hed come to save her life, and he lifted her up and blessed her, an I left em together, and slipped out into the open field and walked there in sight so if they needed to call me, and I had my own thoughts. At last I saw him at the door; he had to catch the return boat. I meant to walk back with him and offer him some supper, but he said no, and said he was comin again if needed, and signed me to go into the house to her, and shook his head in a way that meant he understood everything. I can see him now; he walked with a cane, rather tired and feeble; I wished somebody would come along, so s to carry him down to the shore.

Mis Tolland looked up at me with a new look when I went in, an she even took hold o my hand and kept it. He had put some oil on her forehead, but nothing anybody could do would keep her alive very long; twas his medicine for the soul rather n the body. I helped her to bed, and next morning she couldnt get up to dress her, and that was Monday, and she began to fail, and twas Friday night she died. (Mrs. Todd spoke with unusual haste and lack of detail.) Mrs. Begg and I watched with her, and made everything nice and proper, and after all the ill will there was a good number gathered to the funeral. Twas in Reverend Mr. Bascoms day, and he done very well in his prayer, considering he couldnt fill in with mentioning all the near connections by name as was his habit. He spoke very feeling about her being a stranger and twice widowed, and all he said about her being reared among the heathen was to observe that there might be roads leadin up to the New Jerusalem from various points. I says to myself that I guessed quite a number must ha reached there that want able to set out from Dunnet Landin!

Mrs. Todd gave an odd little laugh as she bent toward the firelight to pick up a dropped stitch in her knitting, and then I heard a heartfelt sigh.

Twas most forty years ago, she said; most everybodys gone aready that was there that day.

V

Suddenly Mrs. Todd gave an energetic shrug of her shoulders, and a quick look at me, and I saw that the sails of her narrative were filled with a fresh breeze.

Uncle Lorenzo, Capn Bowden that I have referred to — 

Certainly! I agreed with eager expectation.

He was the one that had been left in charge of Capn John Tollands affairs, and had now come to be of unforeseen importance.

Mrs. Begg an I had stayed in the house both before an after Mis Tollands decease, and she was now in haste to be gone, having affairs to call her home; but uncle come to me as the exercises was beginning, and said he thought Id better remain at the house while they went to the buryin ground. I couldnt understand his reasons, an I felt disappointed, bein as near to her as most anybody; twas rough weather, so mother couldnt get in, and didnt even hear Mis Tolland was gone till next day. I just nodded to satisfy him, twant no time to discuss anything. Uncle seemed flustered; hed gone out deep-sea fishin the day she died, and the storm I told you of rose very sudden, so they got blown off way down the coast beyond Monhegan, and hed just got back in time to dress himself and come.

I set there in the house after Id watched her away down the straight road far s I could see from the door; twas a little short walkin funeral an a cloudy sky, so everything looked dull an gray, an it crawled along all in one piece, same s walking funerals do, an I wondered how it ever come to the Lords mind to let her begin down among them gay islands all heat and sun, and end up here among the rocks with a north wind blowin. Twas a gale that begun the afternoon before she died, and had kept blowin off an on ever since. Id thought more than once how glad I should be to get home an out o sound o them black spruces a-beatin an scratchin at the front windows.

I set to work pretty soon to put the chairs back, an set outdoors some that was borrowed, an I went out in the kitchen, an I made up a good fire in case somebody come an wanted a cup o tea; but I didnt expect any one to travel way back to the house unless twas uncle Lorenzo. Twas growin so chilly that I fetched some kindlin wood and made fires in both the fore rooms. Then I set down an begun to feel as usual, and I got my knittin out of a drawer. You cant be sorry for a poor creatur thats come to the end o all her troubles; my only discomfort was I thought Id ought to feel worse at losin her than I did; I was younger then than I be now. And as I set there, I begun to hear some long notes o dronin music from upstairs that chilled me to the bone.

Mrs. Todd gave a hasty glance at me.

Quick s I could gather me, I went right upstairs to see what twas, she added eagerly, an twas just what I might ha known. Shed always kept her guitar hangin right against the wall in her room; twas tied by a blue ribbon, and there was a window left wide open; the wind was veerin a good deal, an it slanted in and searched the room. The strings was jarrin yet.

Twas growin pretty late in the afternoon, an I begun to feel lonesome as I shouldnt now, and I was disappointed at having to stay there, the more I thought it over, but after a while I saw Capn Lorenzo polin back up the road all alone, and when he come nearer I could see he had a bundle under his arm and had shifted his best black clothes for his every-day ones. I run out and put some tea into the teapot and set it back on the stove to draw, an when he come in I reached down a little jug o spirits, — Capn Tolland had left his house well provisioned as if his wife was goin to put to sea same s himself, an there shed gone an left it. There was some cake that Mis Begg an I had made the day before. I thought that uncle an me had a good right to the funeral supper, even if there want any one to join us. I was lookin forward to my cup o tea; twas beautiful tea out of a green lacquered chest that Ive got now.

You must have felt very tired, said I, eagerly listening.

I was most beat out, with watchin an tendin and all, answered Mrs. Todd, with as much sympathy in her voice as if she were speaking of another person. But I called out to uncle as he came in, Well, I expect its all over now, an weve all done what we could. I thought wed better have some tea or somethin before we go home. Come right out in the kitchen, sir, says I, never thinking but we only had to let the fires out and lock up everything safe an eat our refreshment, an go home.

I want both of us to stop here to-night, says uncle, looking at me very important.

Oh, what for? says I, kind o fretful.

Ive got my proper reasons, says uncle. Ill see you well satisfied, Almira. Your tongue aint so easy-goin as some o the women folks, an theres property here to take charge of that you dont know nothin at all about.

What do you mean? says I.

Capn Tolland acquainted me with his affairs; he hadnt no sort o confidence in nobody but me an his wife, after he was tricked into signin that Portland note, an lost money. An she didnt know nothin about business; but what he didnt take to sea to be sunk with him hes hid somewhere in this house. I expect Mis Tolland may have told you where she kept things? said uncle.

I see he was dependin a good deal on my answer, said Mrs. Todd, but I had to disappoint him; no, she had never said nothin to me.

Well, then, weve got to make a search, says he, with considerable relish; but he was all tired and worked up, and we set down to the table, an he had somethin, an I took my desired cup o tea, and then I begun to feel more interested.

Where you goin to look first? says I, but he give me a short look an made no answer, and begun to mix me a very small portion out of the jug, in another glass. I took it to please him; he said I looked tired, speakin real fatherly, and I did feel better for it, and we set talkin a few minutes, an then he started for the cellar, carrying an old ships lantern he fetched out o the stairway an lit.

What are you lookin for, some kind of a chist? I inquired, and he said yes. All of a sudden it come to me to ask who was the heirs; Eliza Tolland, Capn Johns own sister, had never demeaned herself to come near the funeral, and uncle Lorenzo faced right about and begun to laugh, sort o pleased. I thought queer of it; t want what hed taken, which would be nothin to an old weathered sailor like him.

Whos the heir? says I the second time.

Why, its you, Almiry, says he; and I was so took aback I set right down on the turn o the cellar stairs.

Yes, tis, said uncle Lorenzo. Im glad of it too. Some thought she didnt have no sense but foreign sense, an a poor stock o that, but she said you was friendly to her, an one day after she got news of Tollands death, an I had fetched up his will that left everything to her, she said she was goin to make a writin, so s you could have things after she was gone, an she give five hundred to me for bein executor. Square Pease fixed up the paper, an she signed it; its all accordin to law. There, I begun to cry, said Mrs. Todd; I couldnt help it. I wished I had her back again to do somethin for, an to make her know I felt sisterly to her more n Id ever showed, an it come over me twas all too late, an I cried the more, till uncle showed impatience, an I got up an stumbled along down cellar with my apern to my eyes the greater part of the time.

Im goin to have a clean search, says he; you hold the light. An I held it, and he rummaged in the arches an under the stairs, an over in some old closet where he reached out bottles an stone jugs an canted some kags an one or two casks, an chuckled well when he heard there was somethin inside, — but there want nothin to find but things usual in a cellar, an then the old lantern was givin out an we come away.

He spoke to me of a chist, Capn Tolland did, says uncle in a whisper. He said a good sound chist was as safe a bank as there was, an I beat him out of such nonsense, count o fire an other risks. Theres no chist in the rooms above, says I; no, uncle, there aint no sea-chist, for Ive been here long enough to see what there was to be seen. Yet he wouldnt feel contented till hed mounted up into the toploft; twas one o them single, hip-roofed houses that dont give proper accommodation for a real garret, like Capn Littlepages down here at the Landin. There was broken furniture and rubbish, an he let down a terrible sight o dust into the front entry, but sure enough there wasnt no chist. I had it all to sweep up next day.

He must have took it away to sea, says I to the capn, an even then he didnt want to agree, but we was both beat out. I told him where Id always seen Mis Tolland get her money from, and we found much as a hundred dollars there in an old red morocco wallet. Capn John had been gone a good while aready, and she had spent what she needed. Twas in an old desk o his in the settin room that we found the wallet.

At the last minute he may have taken his money to sea, I suggested.

Oh yes, agreed Mrs. Todd. He did take considerable to make his venture to bring home, as was customary, an that was drowned with him as uncle agreed; but he had other property in shipping, and a thousand dollars invested in Portland in a cordage shop, but twas about the time shipping begun to decay, and the cordage shop failed, and in the end I want so rich as I thought I was goin to be for those few minutes on the cellar stairs. There was an auction that accumulated something. Old Mis Tolland, the capns mother, had heired some good furniture from a sister: there was above thirty chairs in all, and theyre apt to sell well. I got over a thousand dollars when we come to settle up, and I made uncle take his five hundred; he was getting along in years and had met with losses in navigation, and he left it back to me when he died, so I had a real good lift. It all lays in the bank over to Rockland, and I draw my interest fall an spring, with the little Mr. Todd was able to leave me; but thats kind o sacred money; twas earnt and saved with the hope o youth, an Im very particular what I spend it for. Oh yes, what with ownin my house, Ive been enabled to get along very well, with prudence! said Mrs. Todd contentedly.

But there was the house and land, I asked,— what became of that part of the property?

Mrs. Todd looked into the fire, and a shadow of disapproval flitted over her face.

Poor old uncle! she said, he got childish about the matter. I was hoping to sell at first, and I had an offer, but he always run of an idea that there was more money hid away, and kept wanting me to delay; an he used to go up there all alone and search, and dig in the cellar, empty an bleak as twas in winter weather or any time. An hed come and tell me hed dreamed he found gold behind a stone in the cellar wall, or somethin. And one night we all see the light o fire up that way, an the whole Landin took the road, and run to look, and the Tolland property was all in a light blaze. I expect the old gentleman had dropped fire about; he said hed been up there to see if everything was safe in the afternoon. As for the land, twas so poor that everybody used to have a joke that the Tolland boys preferred to farm the sea instead. Its most all grown up to bushes now, where it aint poor water grass in the low places. Theres some upland that has a pretty view, after you cross the brook bridge. Years an years after she died, there was some o her flowers used to come up an bloom in the door garden. I brought two or three that was unusual down here; they always come up and remind me of her constant as the spring. But I never did want to fetch home that guitar, some way or nother; I wouldnt let it go at the auction, either. It was hangin right there in the house when the fire took place. Ive got some o her other little things scattered about the house: that picture on the mantelpiece belonged to her.

I had often wondered where such a picture had come from, and why Mrs. Todd had chosen it; it was a French print of the statue of the Empress Josephine in the Savane at old Fort Royal, in Martinique.

VI

Mrs. Todd drew her chair closer to mine; she held the cat and her knitting with one hand as she moved, but the cat was so warm and so sound asleep that she only stretched a lazy paw in spite of what must have felt like a slight earthquake. Mrs. Todd began to speak almost in a whisper.

I aint told you all, she continued; no, I havent spoken of all to but very few. The way it came was this, she said solemnly, and then stopped to listen to the wind, and sat for a moment in deferential silence, as if she waited for the wind to speak first. The cat suddenly lifted her head with quick excitement and gleaming eyes, and her mistress was leaning forward toward the fire with an arm laid on either knee, as if they were consulting the glowing coals for some augury. Mrs. Todd looked like an old prophetess as she sat there with the firelight shining on her strong face; she was posed for some great painter. The woman with the cat was as unconscious and as mysterious as any sibyl of the Sistine Chapel.

There, thats the last struggle o the gale, said Mrs. Todd, nodding her head with impressive certainty and still looking into the bright embers of the fire. Youll see! She gave me another quick glance, and spoke in a low tone as if we might be overheard.

Twas such a gale as this the night Mis Tolland died. She appeared more comfortable the first o the evenin; and Mrs. Begg was more spent than I, bein older, and a beautiful nurse that was the first to see and think of everything, but perfectly quiet an never asked a useless question. You remember her funeral when you first come to the Landing? And she consented to goin an havin a good sleep while she could, and left me one o those good little pewter lamps that burnt whale oil an made plenty o light in the room, but not too bright to be disturbin.

Poor Mis Tolland had been distressed the night before, an all that day, but as night come on she grew more and more easy, an was layin there asleep; twas like settin by any sleepin person, and I had none but usual thoughts. When the wind lulled and the rain, I could hear the seas, though more distant than this, and I don know s I observed any other sound than what the weather made; twas a very solemn feelin night. I set close by the bed; there was times she looked to find somebody when she was awake. The light was on her face, so I could see her plain; there was always times when she wore a look that made her seem a stranger youd never set eyes on before. I did think what a world it was that her an me should have come together so, and she have nobody but Dunnet Landin folks about her in her extremity. Youre one o the stray ones, poor creatur, I said. I remember those very words passin through my mind, but I saw reason to be glad she had some comforts, and didnt lack friends at the last, though shed seen misery an pain. I was glad she was quiet; all day shed been restless, and we couldnt understand what she wanted from her French speech. We had the window open to give her air, an now an then a gust would strike that guitar that was on the wall and set it swinging by the blue ribbon, and soundin as if somebody begun to play it. I come near takin it down, but you never know whatll fret a sick person an put em on the rack, an that guitar was one o the few things shed brought with her.

I nodded assent, and Mrs. Todd spoke still lower.

I set there close by the bed; Id been through a good deal for some days back, and I thought I might s well be droppin asleep too, bein a quick person to wake. She looked to me as if she might last a day longer, certain, now shed got more comfortable, but I was real tired, an sort o cramped as watchers will get, an a fretful feeling begun to creep over me such as they often do have. If you give way, there aint no support for the sick person; they cant count on no composure o their own. Mis Tolland moved then, a little restless, an I forgot me quick enough, an begun to hum out a little part of a hymn tune just to make her feel everything was as usual an not wake up into a poor uncertainty. All of a sudden she set right up in bed with her eyes wide open, an I stood an put my arm behind her; she hadnt moved like that for days. And she reached out both her arms toward the door, an I looked the way she was lookin, an I see some one was standin there against the dark. No, twant Mis Begg; twas somebody a good deal shorter than Mis Begg. The lamplight struck across the room between us. I couldnt tell the shape, but twas a womans dark face lookin right at us; twant but an instant I could see. I felt dreadful cold, and my head begun to swim; I thought the light went out; twant but an instant, as I say, an when my sight come back I couldnt see nothing there. I was one that didnt know what it was to faint away, no matter what happened; time was I felt above it in others, but twas somethin that made poor human natur quail. I saw very plain while I could see; twas a pleasant enough face, shaped somethin like Mis Tollands, and a kind of expectin look.

No, I dont expect I was asleep, Mrs. Todd assured me quietly, after a moments pause, though I had not spoken. She gave a heavy sigh before she went on. I could see that the recollection moved her in the deepest way.

I suppose if I hadnt been so spent an quavery with long watchin, I might have kept my head an observed much better, she added humbly; but I see all I could bear. I did try to act calm, an I laid Mis Tolland down on her pillow, an I was a-shakin as I done it. All she did was to look up to me so satisfied and sort o questioning, an I looked back to her.

You saw her, didnt you? she says to me, speakin perfectly reasonable. Tis my mother, she says again, very feeble, but lookin straight up at me, kind of surprised with the pleasure, and smiling as if she saw I was overcome, an would have said more if she could, but we had hold of hands. I see then her change was comin, but I didnt call Mis Begg, nor make no uproar. I felt calm then, an lifted to somethin different as I never was since. She opened her eyes just as she was goin — 

You saw her, didnt you? she said the second time, an I says, Yes, dear, I did; you aint never goin to feel strange an lonesome no more. An then in a few quiet minutes twas all over. I felt theyd gone away together. No, I want alarmed afterward; twas just that one moment I couldnt live under, but I never called it beyond reason I should see the other watcher. I saw plain enough there was somebody there with me in the room.

VII

Twas just such a night as this Mis Tolland died, repeated Mrs. Todd, returning to her usual tone and leaning back comfortably in her chair as she took up her knitting. Twas just such a night as this. Ive told the circumstances to but very few; but I dont call it beyond reason. When folks is goin tis all natural, and only common things can jar upon the mind. You know plain enough theres somethin beyond this world; the doors stand wide open. Theres somethin of us that must still live on; weve got to join both worlds together an live in one but for the other. The doctor said that to me one day, an I never could forget it; he said twas in one o his old doctors books. 

We sat together in silence in the warm little room; the rain dropped heavily from the eaves, and the sea still roared, but the high wind had done blowing. We heard the far complaining fog horn of a steamer up the Bay.

There goes the Boston boat out, pretty near on time, said Mrs. Todd with satisfaction. Sometimes these late August stormsll sound a good deal worse than they really be. I do hate to hear the poor steamers callin when theyre bewildered in thick nights in winter, comin on the coast. Yes, there goes the boat; theyll find it rough at sea, but the storms all over.


THE HONEY TREE (1901)

I
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THERE WAS A great piece of news in Hillborough Friday night, which was told at a friendly meeting in Joel Simmonss store. It was the first autumn evening when the air felt frosty enough for a fire; the outside benches along the store front were wholly deserted for the first time that season. The newspapers reached Hillborough in the morning, so that those few citizens who took the Tribune or the Herald had time enough to digest any information received before the evening gathering, and to impart their refreshed ideas to those persons who came down from the upper hill country after supper.

The Reverend Mr. Dennett was the last to arrive and to ask for his belated morning mail; he had been away all day at the funeral of a former parishioner, and some of the men who sat in the store inquired about the days events, and possessed themselves of whatever interesting facts might be available. The minister was always pleasantly communicative.

What has been going on here to-day? He turned back to put the question just as he reached the door; there was some influence or sudden instinct of sympathy which impelled him; perhaps he noticed an unusual eagerness in his parishioners faces.

Not much o anything bout here, answered old Captain Foss before anybody else could speak. No, sir, I dont know o anything special this part o the parish, but somewheres up there by Sunday Mountain theres ben a bee tree discovered; one o old Mis Primes granchildren, the Hopper boy, found it, and they say theres like to be fifty or sixty pound o this years new honey. Asy Hopper himself informed Martin Wells as he was ridin by, this evenin. Ive got the facts right, aint I, Martin? inquired the old man, politely giving up the floor now that he had possessed himself of the glory of telling the news to the minister.

Why, that is news! exclaimed Mr. Dennett. Fifty pounds of honey is indeed a valuable acquisition. I suppose that Mr. Hopper intends to market some of it. I shall be glad to patronize him myself; honey is very soothing to the preachers throat. Yes, I should feel personally grateful of the opportunity.

This ecclesiastical tribute to the efforts of the hive seemed to put the occasion on a still higher and more interesting level. One man after another said that he would be willing to put his name down for five or six pounds, but an eager young voice interrupted these calm appropriations.

His father says Johnny Hoppers goin to have all the honey hisself to do what hes a mind to with. Twas Johnny found the tree, piped the boy, with such a displeasing importance in his way of giving information that even the ministers face fell a little.

Sho! sho! said the Captain, ready with instant rebuke. His father said Johnny should have all the honey that was good for him, I guess. Tis too large a quantity to eat all up at home, and they aint very well off neither.

I aint goin to take none if a pack o boys has been pawin into it! proclaimed the storekeeper, excitedly. I aint goin to have what I expect to dispose of fetched back here to the store count o bein full o dry bark an pine spills, dead bees, an all them sorts o trollick. I guess Asy Hopperll know enough to smoke out them bees, and wedge the tree right open, and get that honey out proper, s he knows we should want it. I guess he wont use Johnny no way but right neither, he added, being a kind-hearted man, and seeing the look of dismay on the young speakers face.

No, twas Johnny found the tree, repeated the school-teacher, a long-faced man, but he will want to do just what his father considers best, like a real good son. Mr. Dunn sighed heavily as he finished this charge to the elect, and rose from an uneasy crate where he had been sitting, and took his dignified evening way toward the door. Bill Phillips, the inelegant boy toward whom his utterance was directed, put out his tongue as far as it would go, and was red in the face from the protracted effort before the door was shut behind his natural enemy. The minister looked grave and disapproving, but some of the other men laughed.

You dont want to be sassy like that! said the old Captain to Bill. Youd get hove right overboard if they see you do that on a marchant vessel, sir, now I tell you! You was talking to me about follerin the sea tother day, he ended, severely, but with such kindness and sincere interest that the lad looked abashed, and presently sidled off among the barrels and gained his unnoticed liberty.

Some folks is said to be deadly pisoned if they trifle with honey, announced old Mr. Jenkins, warningly, from one of the arm-chairs. I dont know s its very common to hear o such cases but my mother had an aunt by marrge that was throwed into complete fits. They thought twas her own notion an shed heared o somebody else that was affected so, or suthin, but they tried her four or five times puttin honey onbeknownst into sweet-cake or the like o that, and shed be right into them fits without fail, sir! After the last time she come out on em feelin kind o slim for a good while, and so they didnt tax her no more. They thought if they could once get a good portion consumed, and she was none the wuss, theyd laugh her out of it. She was alays a notional person.

Better leave good honest honey for such as desires it, growled Martin Wells. Asy told me hisself they should have a plenty to winter em, and like s not some to spare. He promised me what I could use, anyway.

Every eye in the company glistened at this information, and there was a silence, as if to resolve upon a course that could be properly maintained. It was a great many years since honey had been plentiful in Hillborough, and neither Bill Phillips nor Johnny Hopper felt a deeper interest in the simple luxury than these elderly men.

Goes good on a slice o rye bread and butter, said Captain Foss, smacking his lips. Wife n me used to carry a little crock along in our seafarin days; honey or stewed cranberries was our gret treat for Sunday night supper aboard; an, Lord! how we used to mourn em when they was all gone, an wed got three months afore us sometimes ere wed make our port! Dried apples, even themd get mouldy, and down wed come at last to plain hardtack an beef out o the old harness-cask.

The storekeeper gave a reassuring glance at his shelves, which were bending with canned goods and vegetables and bright California fruits. I could fit you and Mis Foss out very handsome now to go right round the world, he announced. But the Captain sniffed, and worked the ferrule of his cane back and forth angrily in a familiar crack of the floor.

Them things! he exclaimed. Id starve fust, and so would Mis Foss. They taste all of em alike; theyd give some folks onnecessary fits wors n them weve heared described. Them cans would all bulge their tops and go off like guns agin the upper deck, take em into some o the latitudes o heat where Ive been. And the storekeeper was humbled to the earth.

You had some o my peaches for supper last night, anyways, he ventured. Mis Foss sent over in a hurry for em, sayin shed got onexpected compny come.

I observed her preserves was dreadful poor for once, glared the Captain. Oh, well, sir, I aint disputin nor cryin down your business. They seem shiftless to me, these new-fangled notions o eatin, but then I be an old sailor, and he laughed a little. Daresay I should be glad enough on em, come to go to sea agin an be short o stores! It was an irresistible chuckle, was the Captains; and cheerfulness was at once restored.

The minister, who had been patiently waiting for a pound of tea to be weighed and put up, now said good-night and went away.

Poor creatur! I guess he knows whether canned goods is nourishing or not, said Martin Wells, impulsively. Theyve got a story up our way that poor Mis Dennett aint no gret of a house-keeper; my woman is dreadful tached to the minister since he was so feelin for her the time we lost our little girl, an she cant let me ride down here to the Plains thout a loaf o her good bread, or a pie, or somethin for em.

I expect shes had it hard, his wife has, with their large family. Their minds is turned other ways, ministers folks is, commented the storekeeper, compassionately. Ill bate you some o that honeyll get to the pasonage, and if Mis Wellss extra bread puts into port same day, theyll have a treat, sure s can be!

Martin Wells blushed with inward delight at this tribute.

There was a man, John Timms by name, who had not spoken. He was very deaf, and had waited till the talk was done before he put a modest question.

Whatd you say when you fust come in? I didnt catch the drift ont, he asked, as the old Captain rose to go home, and the others knew by this signal that the evening was over.

I said that Hoppers folks had found a bee tree up side o Sunday Mountain, said Martin, bawling into his ear.

Much honey in it? asked Timms in a stifled voice.

Fifty or sixty pound; this years make!

Guess theyll be havin plenty o company up to Hoppers if this good weather holds, prophesied the latest receiver of the happy news. 

II

Mother, you aint thinkin o goin way up there side o the mountain! exclaimed Mrs. Hopper, Johnnys mother, next morning. She was busy getting out all the large dishes from her cupboard, and had already brought some large clean basswood chopping-trays and bowls from the outer store-room. Grandma Prime made her appearance dressed for the outer air, and had her big umbrella in hand as if she would need a staff. They said twas nigh a mile off where they found the tree, protested the younger woman, anxiously. Tis rough under foot; there, you might catch your foot in a root, and get a fall you wouldnt be better of all winter long!

Ann Sarah, Ive clim Sunday Mountain before ever you was born, an if anybody feels to do a thing they can do it; my mind is set on gettin up to see that bee tree Johnny found; an Im a-goin. Ill take it slow. If you keep a-dontin me an makin me feel Im past everything, my heart will break. Ive alays been used to my liberty, and her old face quivered.

Why, of course you can go, you dear creatur, said Ann Sarah, hastily trying to make amends. Take it slow, as you say, mother; well work along together. I dont know where that Johnny is, for my part; he said hed go up with s father and Bill Phillips an the rest o the boys an men, and show em where twas, and then hed come right back and help me with these bowls and buckets and things. Mis Wells come along with Martin whilst you took your nap, an said she was goin up to see em fight the bees an get the honey out; she never see such a sight in her life where she come from. It aint but one oclock now; they must ha got their dinner out o the way arlier n we did ours.

I didnt stop to take no gret of a nap, for all we had such a drivin mornin, said Grandma Prime, with importance. I heared voices, and I wanted to be off, myself. Well, tis a lovely afternoon, an happens just right to have it come a Saturday!

I declare youre pleased as a girl, mother, said Mrs. Hopper, proudly. You look well an young as ever you did!

Come, lets go right along! urged the old adventurer; twill be all over before we git there! Johnny neverll think o desertin the rest on em once the real play begins.

See here, I do know but I can put a number o these wooden things thats light right into the bushel basket, and car an extra pail on my arm. I wish we had a stick to run through the basket handles and take it right between us, said Ann Sarah.

Run this umbrella through, directed Grandma Prime. Here, I shant require it. Youll waste an hour longer huntin for somethin else! And they started together up the wood-road like a careful pair of steady yokemates, with the umbrella fast held between them.

I expect theyll have them bees all coped with, and be wonderin what theyve got to put their honey in, and be terble glad to see us a-comin, said grandma, stopping on the steep hill-side to take breath. 

III

Before long they heard the blows of an axe and the loud sound of voices. The two women were more eager of heart than they were swift of foot; if the mother was hindered by age, the daughter was a stout person not given to mountaineering. It was a beautiful October afternoon; the dark woods still kept their frosty morning fragrance, but in the open spaces the sun felt as if it were still June. All the blue-jays were talking and scolding at each other; their voices were not unlike those of the bee-hunters themselves, who may have been disturbing them.

Yes, I hear our folks now very plain, said Grandma Prime, whose ears were not quite so keen as her daughters. I hear em plain. Lets get along a little mite faster, if its so you can, Ann Sarah.

The honey tree stood at the edge of an open space of smooth turf. It was an old apple-tree, and behind it was a thick growth of young pines. These were fast covering a disused pasture, which had been burnt so dry every year in midsummer, and was so poorly watered, that Asa Hopper had let the forest in at last to take full possession. The apple-tree was a poor ungrafted seedling; its fruit was eatable only by boys; and for lack of nourishment in the thin soil, its thick short trunk had long ago grown hollow. The bees had come and gone through a large knot-hole near the ground; only a few side branches looked alive; it had long been the home of squirrels before the bees took it. There were a few knurly little yellow cider-apples on the mossy twigs.

I can remember this tree when I was a girl, said Grandma Prime, with much importance; it had dreadful pretty pink blossoms then, but the fruit was poorer than most. So twas this tree! Why, I should have known well enough if youd told me, Johnny. But Johnny took no notice of what any woman might say; he was busy with a mans work, and viewed their arrival, as he had received Mrs. Wellss earlier and somewhat forward advice, with great indifference. He and Bill Phillips had already suffered much disfigurement of countenance, for the smoking-out process had been most unsuccessful at first, while late-returning bees were still to be met and despatched with birch and hemlock boughs, and the fray was by no means over. There was a small fire burning, and twisted wisps of damp straw, and sulphur fuming on live coals that were heaped on a piece of bark, were still in requisition.

Youd ought to have waited until dark to smoke em, or till some rainy day when they were all stopping to home, advised Grandma Prime, with the air of an expert, after Asa Hopper had made a blind run in among the little pines with a bee about his ears; but until that wise utterance it seemed to have occurred neither to him nor to anybody else to delay the great encounter. At last the smoking process was over, the tree was cut down, they had wedged the tough trunk, and the men and boys all insisted upon giving orders together, while the women looked on as if at a splendid sight of valor.

There she goes! shouted Johnny at last, as the wedges and a crowbar finally prevailed, and the old tree was cleft with a loud tearing sound, and lay in two hollow halves apart, solid with honeycomb through the best part of its length. A few despoiled bees crept about bewildered in the bright slow drops that glistened where the wax had crushed or parted. Johnny and Bill Phillips, and the men too, gave a shout of triumph. There were no fifty pounds in view, but there was really more honey than they could possibly eat.

There, come here and look, grandma! called Johnny, returning to his old allegiance, and forgetting his manly scorn of the incompetent sex. Look there, grandma. What do you call that? cried Johnny again, and stood to receive her admiration like a hero before the Athenian populace. Then he clutched at a large piece of honeycomb and took his due reward; the poor bees who had gathered it were trampled and destroyed as if they had lived but to minister to the glory and delight of others, like the vanquished army on the shore of Marathon.

It was about four oclock or a little earlier when the hunters started to go back to the house. The bowls and trays in the basket with which Grandma Prime and Mrs. Hopper had toiled up the mountain slope were not all needed, but most of them were well filled with honey, and everybody took one to carry, even the eldest of the party, who steadied herself well enough with the umbrella. Some of the old brown comb was left behind for another day, and a good deal of new honey had leaked into the grass, but a thin, wandering bear snuffed these treasures on the light October breeze, and came that night to feast upon the honeyed ground, so that nothing was wasted. 

IV

As the rich and happy company came down the wood-path and drew near the house, they saw a horse and wagon hitched to the fence, and a top-buggy beyond that, and there were several persons standing in the road by twos and threes all looking off at the view.

Why, whats the matter? exclaimed Mrs. Hopper. We oughtnt to have left the house all this time, all of us to once. I never thought to lock none o the doors. You dont expect weve been afire? Why, see all these folks!

I guess theyre just out strollin, tis such a pleasant Saturday afternoon, Ann Sarah, answered the old lady. Some of ems like to come in an call. I wish we was dressed up better.

Thats Joel Simmonss hoss, said Martin Wells, innocently. I guess be wants to speak about engaging your fowls for Thanksgivin.

I declare I do believe theres Capn Foss rode up to see us, announced Grandma Prime. And — yes, theres Mis Foss too, that I havent seen up here for so long I cant remember when! I didnt know s shed ever get up the mountain again; and the good soul, forgetting her own weariness, hurried along to welcome a chosen friend.

The people who were walking up the road looked somewhat abashed as they hung about the door, and each of them began to make excuse. They all declared that the beautiful afternoon had tempted them out for a walk. There were seven or eight of these guests together, and they had to be coaxed before they consented to come in. Mrs. Hopper looked at Martin Wellss wife with a funny little smile when she had at last prevailed over such reluctance, and Mrs. Wells smiled back with comprehension and amusement.

Weve all been up on the mountain; our Johnny found a honey tree yesterday, said Ann Sarah Hopper after she had followed them in. I want, now youre here, that you should all stop and have some, she told the silent roomful as if she expected them to be surprised, and there was a feeble murmur of approval from one or two. Mrs. Foss and Grandma Prime were sitting together, holding each others hand. Grandma Prime looked happy but a little pale, and she still kept hold of her small wooden bowl full of honey.

We passed the teacher a little ways back. Hes out botanizing, said one of the young women, impulsively, now that the first stiffness was over. He said he was looking for some scarce bush that has a yellow bloom this time o year. We asked him to come along with us, but he said he might join us a little later on; he was going a piece further up the road, she added. We told him if twas witch-hazel he was looking for, he wouldnt find any quite so late.

Aint it a kind of a honey-colored flower? inquired Johnny Hopper, smartly, with a queer brightness coming into his eyes. He had just deposited the chopping-tray on the table with lofty triumph, and then, as he viewed the company that already filled every chair in the large kitchen, he cast a wistful glance at his treasure, as if he wished it were in a safer place.

Johnny dear, said his mother, coming from the cupboard with her hands full of saucers — Johnny, they say Mr. Dunn, your school-teacher, s down the road; you go ask him to come right up an have some of your nice honey, wont you?

You go, Bill, commanded Johnny, coldly, and fled out through the shed and up to the woods to head off his father, who was laden with axe and crowbar and a heavy yellow bowl, and really needed his succor. But there was a look of ruefulness on Johnnys face. This did not look like a winters store of honey for ones self, and still less like having enough to sell besides, so that a fellow would indeed be rich. Skates and a mans gun were rapidly disappearing down the throats of greedy idlers, and poor Johnnys heart felt as if it were like to break.

I expected theyd gather by Sunday, said his father, laughing at his son when they met. They be pretty prompt, but the nice weather sort o helped em. Here, you take this bowl from me, and Ill step back and get my axe. I had to leave it hooked on a limb back here; it wouldnt gybe with the old crowbar no how.

Father, aint there some safe place up here where we can leave the bowl? Johnny besought him with trembling lip. Theres a sight o folks down to the house, an they say theres more a-comin.

Why, yes, said his father, soberly. Im glad to have somethin to give the folks. I made out Id let your mother have some to give away; were goin to have more than enough for ourselves; and he looked down at the boy in a kindly manner.

I want Mis Foss and the Capn to have some, said Johnny, and I dont mind about Mr. Simmons — hes a real good man; but plague take the rest of em!

Youre goin to be just like other folks when you grow up, remarked his father, and burst into a funny little laugh. It might have been to a small boys disadvantage, or it might not. Here, you trot along to the house, an Ill see to the big yellow bowl. Your motherll be needing you, and Im all honey up to my elbows. Ive got to go an wash me off, down to the brook.

The boy obeyed and returned just in time to see a long black coat disappear within the front door. It was the minister, and his wife was with him; they had come to make their regular parochial visitation.

The next moment Mrs. Wells overtook Johnny, all out of breath with haste. Here, dear, you help me carry these things, she said, carefully giving him a large brown loaf of cake. I thought your motherd need a little shorin up with such a party comin in on her, and I just run home and brought my Saturdays baking right over, said the kind-hearted, generous woman. She was always called the best of neighbors. There was a look of delight and social excitement in her face, which was suddenly reflected in the anxious boys, and Johnny frisked away as if he were the sole giver of the feast. 

Later that evening the visitors had all gone, the tea was all drunk, and the cake and the bread and honey were eaten. There was no sign left of such a great festival, except some freshly gnawed pickets in the front-yard fence where the horses had stood. Most of the guests had taken home with them a goodly piece of honeycomb, and there was not a great deal of honey left, but somehow nobody felt very sorry.

I like to have company; dont you, father? asked the boy.

He had a first-rate four-bladed knife in his pocket that the minister had given him. Johnny Hopper, though so wise and instructed a person, had never known before that the minister was such a nice man.

Mrs. Hopper began to feel very tired. I thought one time, long at the first of it, they did look a little shamed, all of em meetin here at once so, an come for just what they were goin to get, she complained, fretfully.

Land sakes, Ann Sarah, whats the use o talkin that foolish way? said Grandma Prime, who was very social by nature and still abloom with happiness. Youve alays got to have somethin pleasant to draw folks round ye. I guess none o them little bees wont think their labor was in vain in the Lord. A nice afternoon like this ought to cost a little somethin, an weve got some honey left.


A BORN FARMER (1901)

I
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JACOB GAINES LOOKED like a king as he sat by the kitchen window and turned to face his wife and his young son and daughter, who were standing in the middle of the room in a completely astonished little group. Young Jacob still wore his cap and overcoat; he had brought his father a letter from the village post-office, besides the county newspaper and the New England Farmer, but these had both fallen on the floor. The broad sheet of the letter was still in the elder Jacobs hand, and it told the news of a legacy from his cousin and old playmate, who had lately died, a very rich man, in Minnesota.

Did you say fifty thousand dollars? You didnt mistake the sense, readin it so fast; you dont mean it says fifty thousand? asked his wife, who was pale and frightened, while Jacob wore a splendid air of triumph.

Yes, I did say so, too — you can read it yourself and see. Conscience sake, what are we goin to do with such a lot o money! There aint a man in town could raise more n half of it, and his face suddenly fell. Jacob Gaines had always been a hard-working man, who never could do half he wished to do for his family, but work had always been his best pleasure, while the farm life had always been unwelcome drudgery to his wife.

Fifty thousand dollars! she repeated, and an expression of relief and perfect delight shone on her small, anxious face, while Jacob now grew graver every moment, and at last he turned squarely round and looked out of the window.

I guess youll have to buy me that sorrel colt o Forsyths, now, said young Jacob, triumphantly; a hundred and twenty-five dollars dont look so big as it did this morning.

Hes good for nothing but show, said the father impatiently, taking refuge in something appreciable. Poor weedy thing, and I told you so from the first. You can look about for a better colt than that, his voice broke, as if he could not say another word without crying; he turned again and put his shoulders close to the glass, like a child, and pretended to be looking sharply at something in the lower meadow.

Poor old Nat, he said presently, with deep emotion. I never expected hed remember me so. He knew this farm want ever goin to be a gold mine. I guess he knew Id had it hard, but he neednt ha done so much. Lord, how many days weve played together! I wish he was live again, and the money might go hang.

Well, there, said Mrs. Gaines. He is gone, and Id feel to enjoy it if I was you, after he remembered you.

I shall. Ive been dreadful anxious, times enough when none o you knew, said Jacob, coming bravely back to his every-day manner. Its a godsend for me an all of you. You shant ever have it so hard again. You shall have help, all you want. Adeline. Youve been real uncomplainin, and Ive felt grateful for it, but I didnt know no other way but to pinch and save till I could get free o my mortgage. My, how big that last six hundred dollars looked to me this morning, when I thought o raisin it outside our livin. Ive worked to keep it growin smaller, payin a little somethin right along, and now tis all over.

Jacob Gainess face had grown pale with excitement, and the three listeners were moved by the deep feeling of the moment; it seemed as if, for the first time, they understood the difficulties and anxieties of the past, but it was much easier to accept the thought of a rich and comfortable future. The wife took a step nearer to Jacob, and then bent over and kissed him, and then Mary Ellen followed her, and then the young son, who felt half ashamed before the two women, though he really understood his father better than they, came and kissed him, too. Jacob could hardly keep from bursting into tears. They were not a demonstrative family, but he was a very affectionate man at heart. He was already beginning to look like an old man at forty-nine, with many years of hard work on the unwilling soil of his small farm.

Well, I must be right off to my chopping, same s usual, he announced cheerfully. That cord o woods promised to Dr. Marshs folks to-morrow morning, certain sure. Land! how I wish Id ventured to drain that lower meadow before the ground froze; somethin kep tellin me to, but Im goin to pitch in an do it another year.

Oh, you aint goin to stay right here an drudge on this plaguey farm an work yourself to death! complained his wife in a sharp, strange voice. Oh, I aint goin to have you do so, Jacob! The children ought to have somethin different, and as for you an me, were most drudged to death now.

Jacob flushed and looked up at her, full of wonder.

Why, its our home, aint it, Addie? he said, too much astonished to be able to put the vague apprehension of his heart into words. An were goin to have everything just as easy as we want it, now. Jakey, I guess youd better come along an help me this afternoon, if you aint got to go right off colt-huntin.

This good-natured every-day joke helped to lighten a moment of strange tension, and they all laughed at Jakey, who wagged his head with a knowing air. Young Jacob was a well-grown person of eighteen years, just at the point where he was so afraid of not being recognized as a man that he constantly called attention to himself as a green boy, and seemed rather younger than he really was. But he had something of his fathers heart, as well as his mothers quickness and persistence. He wore a pleasant, sober look as he helped his father to finish splitting, with axe and wedges, the tough cord of chestnut oak for Dr. Marsh at the village. Their bars of reserve and reticence were all down, and Jacob told, with wistful frankness, what a good fellow his playfellow, Nat, had been and what boyish tricks they had played together, with some fruitless follies of their young manhood. And the father and son talked man-fashion with each other on equal terms about life, and planned a happy future, which the younger Jacob thought but narrow, though it oddly enough seemed to fill the whole field of his fathers vision. All his life long the boy would remember how close they came to each others hearts that late November afternoon; piling the wood and working hard together seemed a perfect delight to them both, and the sweet cold winter air was strangely exhilarating. Such work was nothing but play, since they were going to be rich enough now to turn every day into a holiday.

II

It was no later than the first of January when Jacob himself locked the end door of the old farm-house an Pine Hill, and tried the latch once or twice to see if it were secure. His eyes were brimful of tears, and all the way to the depot he gave but gruff answers to the friendly and even jocular remarks of Hiram Ray, who was driving him to the train. Jacob was going to live in Boston. The oxen were sold and the cows and pigs; his old white horse, Fanny, was to be given to Hiram Ray for her keep. In late December, in the bitterest weather of that winter, Mrs. Gainess brother and his wife had begged for a visit, and, together with a pleasing sense of their new riches and a constant desire to give his family all the pleasure that money could buy, Jacob had yielded to the invitation. It was easy enough to put a hundred dollars into his wifes hand the morning after they arrived, and to tell her that the bills for any large things for the house could be sent to him, but it was a startling difficulty to find the proposition awaiting him that he should accept a partnership in his brother-in-laws lumber business. His capital was promised an excellent interest; the outlook for building that spring was reported a third larger than in any preceding year. It was eagerly explained that there was no risk or uncertainty in the matter, that his experience as an owner of forest-land would count for much. The firm saw a chance to buy, at a bargain, double the lumber it had ever bought before, and the whole alliance seemed planned from the beginning of the world. And, as if to clinch the matter, a relative of the brothers wife was going to Colorado, and would let his well-furnished house at a discount from the usual rates to such a good tenant.

Jacobs head was giddy with talk and with trying to understand the lumber companys books. The whole tide of opinion was against him. Young Jacob was given work with excellent pay from the very first, and his wife and Mary Ellen were to live, as Mrs. Gaines said, like other people. But, look which way he would, Jacob kept having a sad vision of the old gray story-and-a-half farm-house on Pine Hill; sometimes the setting sun brightened the small panes of the windows as if he were trudging home at nightfall from his days work, and yet he had been swept farther and farther down the current during those few swift bewildering days of the Boston visit, until the matter, he hardly knew how, was all arranged, and the children were hilarious with joy, while his wife, in her smart new clothes, began to look like a girl again, so rested and hopeful, and a Boston girl at that.

The last Sunday at church in Upton Corners was an unexpected trial, because everybody was sorry to lose such good neighbors out of a scattered and self-dependent neighborhood, and there were hard wringing of hands and few words among the men, and many last messages and assurances and kisses and tears between the women. On Monday morning the mother and her two children had gone to Boston with their old-fashioned trunks and boxes and the bird-cage and the cat, and now Jacob Gaines himself, he would insist that it should be so, was following alone with the little old dog, after he had spent a wakeful night in the old house and put his home fire out, and eaten a sad, cold breakfast before dawn, so that the dog and he could get time for a last tramp through the snowy woods, where he stood so long leaning against one of the old pines that little Tiger whined and shivered and begged him to come away. He left his axe and mittens in their place in the old woodshed, and his old cobbled snow-boots and leggins, and put on his Sunday clothes with cold resentment of the formalities of life. At any rate, the good old home would be there all ready to take them in again; but the next moment this seemed the worst thing of all, to go away and desert the warm little old house that was next thing to a mans own mother.

But the farm had no great possibilities; no other man who was less industrious could have managed to get a living and to pay, dollar by dollar, half the old mortgage besides. And Jacob was not really irresolute, even if tenderness of heart and a certain shyness had made him feel weak and timid. He would put it all behind him and remember that it was better for his children to know a city life. Even if he spent all his money on the old place, as his own heart was moved to do, it might bring no new opportunities or ambitions into their young lives. He gave a heavy sigh as Hiram urged old Fanny past the swampy meadow which he had always dreamed of draining, but by the time they had driven another mile Jacob was in sound control of his feelings, and on the depot platform he could shake hands and promise everybody with a bold and manly air to come back in the summer. On the train he looked out of the window and back at the western slopes of the long range of hills, until the poor old house, with its woods above on the height of land, was far out of sight.

III

It was one thing to make an ardently welcomed visit to a brother-in-laws family in Boston, and another to take ones place unnoticed by a cold world of indifferent neighbors in another part of the city. As for Jacobs new business, it was all that had been promised and more, but somehow or other his growing interest in it, and real pleasure in some honest-hearted acquaintances, men of his own sort and country-bred, did not bring much pleasure to his wife. She had seen all the great shops, but she was conscious of being a defenseless country stranger, and she had found too little to do in the new house. Housekeeping there seemed so easy at first that Jacob was puzzled to know why she so indignantly resented the idea of hired help, for which she had always been longing. Mary Ellen went and came gayly with the fast-expanding interest of the young, but the mother, who had ruled them all at home, seemed to be growing reluctant, and on the defensive now, and indifferent, and she insisted that the farm life had worn her out and was guilty of her discontent. Somehow she had never been hard to please in the old days; she was full of ambitions and industries, and in league with the social projects among her neighbors. With all his new affairs, Jacob was slow to notice the change, and only grieved that she seemed far from well, and felt that, perhaps, he ought to have left the old place sooner. Then there came the startling episode of a house-maid, but she was a good Prince Edwards Island Scotchwoman, who proved anything but a cinder in the family eye, being much of the same mind and experience as themselves, but Mrs. Gaines insisted that she took advantage and was forthputting. It was soon after this, however, that Mrs. Gaines began to find her only pleasure and interest in the consultation of a doctor, who found her in danger of a nervous breakdown. She had lent her neighborly hand and counsel in too many cases of illness, in the old neighborhood at home, not to be ready in the expression of her dangerous symptoms now; she could not sleep, and the doctor, being a young doctor and not gifted in the easy reading of human nature, took her symptoms at her own valuation rather than upon any observation of his own, and dosed her gallantly.

She could not sleep herself, and she would not let Jacob, for she thought, in wakeful hours, of so many objections to city-life that had to be spoken of at once. At first she came home well satisfied from church, having found much cordiality from those who were glad to welcome a newcomer; but one unhappy Sunday noon she burst out crying, and said it wasnt meeting to her where she saw nobody but strangers.

There, I feel crowded myself, but I didnt think for a minute but youd catch right hold, confessed Jacob. I thought youd strike root quicker n any of us; you felt eager to make the change.

I did it for the good of others, protested poor Addie, and now you all blame me! And at this point Jacob hastily pretended to be asleep.

But one sad night toward the first of April Jacob came home to supper with a great story of some old country people, who had come to Boston to spend the day, and, when they were landed, sat close together in the old Fitchburg depot until their train returned in the afternoon. John Beckley said the rest o the folks urged em considable to go sight-seein, reported Jacob, but they stuck to it they didnt want to go no further; they could see all they wanted o Boston just where they was.

Neednt spend a lot o money to do it either, young Jacob chuckled, being of a thrifty turn, but the mother flushed and looked most repellent, saying that she supposed that was said because she had complained of such a high rent and so little to show for it.

Why, no, mother! the boy protested, and Adeline Gaines sat down in the rockingchair and said that they were all against her, and began to cry. Jacob and his father looked at each other in dismay. They could not possibly have guessed, or she, least of all, that her state of mind came from lack of interest in her new occupations, and lack of the old exercise; it is a serious thing to pull up a human plant by the roots, and start it again with even the least delay in an unsuitable soil. But Adeline continued to lay all her discomforts at the door of their old farm. Perhaps she was right; perhaps it was too late to have made the change.

But presently the doctors tonics seemed to have worked only to make her more nervous, indifferent to the shops, and unwilling to go alone any more in the trolley cars. The spring days grew longer, and there were more reasons for going out, and the narrow, uninteresting street seemed to the others more familiar, and even more like a neighborhood. Then Mary Ellen, the daughter, who had been most openly eager about their new friends, one day announced her desire to go back to Pine Hill to make a visit, and pouted unreasonably because somebody said that she had better wait until the ground was settled. It seemed to all of them as if they had been lonely Boston people for a whole year, when they had only been away from the farm three months. Mrs. Gaines, who had been the first to adventure, was the first to quail.

IV

It was the early spring weather that made mischief with one member of the prosperous lumber company. One mild spring day poor Jacob walked all the way home from business, and could hardly bear the feeling of the soft air. It seemed as if he must hear the early frogs piping, and he winced as if with pain when he thought of the farm-work neglected; it was already worse than behindhand. He could not sleep very well that night with an interminable dream about broken fences and the big meadow all under water. He even had a terrible nightmare about being called up before the selectmen for these reasons, and seemed to see the faces of all the idlers in town crowding at doors and windows. He waked with a groan, and was ashamed to tell his wife what the matter was, which made a further coolness between them.

Jacob sat idle a while that morning in the busy office, and took no notice of a pile of circulars that gave his desk as busy an appearance as any ones in the office. He plunged his hands deep into his pockets, and wore a brooding and almost wrathful look as he tipped back his chair against the wall. Young Jacobs heart was deep in the affairs of the firm, but he gave more than one disturbed, affectionate glance at his troubled father, and at last crossed the room and put down a fresh handful of circulars to give a look of business to the interview, and asked him if he felt well. The young man was going by the eleven oclock train on his first journey for the house to the north of New Hampshire, and had a sense of momentous importance, but he was now rebuffed like a teasing child. Jacob was usually the most even-tempered, affectionate man in the world, and the boy did not know what to do, after he had recovered from the first blaze of rebellion incident to his self-sufficient years. Somethings upset the old fellow, he considered deeply, with many solicitous glances. Hes too old to grapple with a business like this; I guess its spring comin on, and he wants to be at work. So he forgave everything with rare wisdom in one so young, and shook hands as he was hurrying off to catch the train. When I get back perhaps theyll let you off to go up and see after the fences up home, he suggested.

I can go now if I want to, began Jacob in haste, then the kind look in his boys face softened him, and he shook hands again. Guess Ive got what they call spring feelings, Jakey, he said sorrowfully. Ive been eatin like a leather judgment, an I miss my work. Your mothers all out o kilter, too; we ought to stayed at home.

Young Jacob glanced at the clock; there was plenty of time before the train went, after all. Come along, father, he said coaxingly; youll feel better out o doors. Walk along down to the depot with me.

Aint they been usin you well in the office? asked Jakey, like a whole-hearted champion, when they were on the street.

First rate, said Jacob. Square as a box, but I aint been no kind o real advantage from the first. My money may be worth something here, but I aint. You know that well s I do. They heave a lot o them foolish circulars on to my desk; chest protectors an soothin surrups and buzz-saws, and I dont know what all. I got a list o talkin parrots, and another o women-folks gear yesterday. I expected thered be a good deal o goin off up country viewin lumber lots and large pieces o growth, an some kind o out-door campaignin to it. I can set the value o timber on the stump just as well as any man. Lord, they dont do nothin the old-fashioned way; some dapper little creatur that never seen a tree, walks in and says he represents folks over to Mott Haven or down to Bangor. Taint no such business as I expected.

Were getting an awful big interest on our money, suggested Jakey.

I dont care if we be, said Jacob. Taint no business for a man right in his prime. Youd make a good smart clerk whatever you turned to, but just look at me! Settin and settin and signin my name to papers they cant stop to have me read over, and this morning I couldnt fetch my wescoat buttons nowheres near together. Ive increased so in my girth, Im wheezy as old Uncle Abel Potter, up home.

Jacobs tone had so nearly approached the melodramatic that Jakey felt safe in chuckling, and his father joined in, but not with any great heartiness.

Now I guess well have to say good-by if you aint in trainin for a run, said the boy; Ive got to hurry the rest of the way.

Yes, youd better take an run, said Jacob; Ive been kind of loiterin, and the slender lad was off quickly across the crowded street. Jacob stood still and watched him wistfully, and gave a heavy sigh before he went his way.

Just what he likes, but how be I goin to get through the whole summer this way? exclaimed the homesick farmer.

Something led his idle footsteps to the region of the great city markets, and the headquarters of farming implements, and Jacobs solemn face began to grow brighter again. He carefully examined the display of plows and harrows, and scoffed boldly at expensive planters and weeders, until the happy minutes had flown by to noon. Then he went into the market-house itself, and took a seat in an oyster stall and ate a sufficient but hurried meal, as if he were snatching a hasty nooning in haying time, or before a long afternoon of hoeing potatoes.

As he strolled down the broad aisle of the great building, meaning to go back to the office, one stall after another engaged his happy attention. The beef, the poultry, the astonishing supplies of eggs were full of enchanting interest; it was the idle moment of the day, and this lonely spectator found a friend in a pleasant old seller of the best Maine potatoes.

Lord, what a price! exclaimed Jacob, sociably, when he had heard what this new friend paid at wholesale. I could raise em up to my place so I could let you have em for two-thirds the money, and favor myself well too.

Wish you would! said the potato man. Id take anywheres up to a thousand bushels right along through the winter.

No, no, Im all out o farmin, said Jacob Gaines, with such a sorry look that one might have thought him a man in distress who had met with sad losses.

Good, hearty-looking fellow like you wont be out of it long, said his new acquaintance reassuringly; you act to me like a born farmer.

Just what I be exactly, announced Jacob, brightening up. I aint felt so much at home all winter as I do this minute talkie to you. Lord, how good an earthy them potatoes do smell!

V

One day, toward the end of April, there was an arrival of two Boston persons with a small dog at the country depot nearest to the old Pine Hill farm. Jacob Gaines and his wife, very well dressed in the new clothes which even in Boston life they had worn but little, both carrying baskets and bundles as if they were coming home to Thanksgiving, alighted from the train with faces all ablaze with happiness. There was their daughter waiting to meet them, and Hiram Rays son held old white Fanny by the head. The democrat wagon couldnt begin to hold their baggage, large and small; they had left their town house as it stood, without a sigh, and paid a quarters rent, as if it were the price of liberty. Nobody had been told that they were coming for anything more than a visit and for the change of air, which Mrs. Gaines needed, since Boston had not suited her constitution.

But when the train had passed and Jacob Gaines breathed his native air in all its noble freshness, he clapped his hands on his sides and straightened up, as if he were going to crow, and laughed aloud when the station-master asked if he were not going to stop with them a spell. As for the democrat wagon, it was a veritable chariot of victory. Young Ray couldnt find a chance to ask any polite questions about city affairs, for all their interests were in fanning. Jacobs eye was like an eagles, but he had to ascertain whether the frost was all out of the ground, and whether the grass was winter-killed everywhere as little as this, and how the up-country folks were getting forward with their plowing.

There, Adeline, homes home, aint it? he asked grandly, when they were both together in the old kitchen. Mary Ellen had even brought her mothers geraniums home from the Rays warm winter kitchen, and put them in their places in the south window. I tell you this looks pleasanter to me than anything since weve been gone — now I guess youre goin to feel better.

But Adeline was impatient of idle talk. I dont suppose theres any saleratus left in the cupboard, is there, Mary Ellen? she asked imperiously, and came herself to look before she began to hurry about in her old cheerful fashion. We brought a cold fowl and some raised bread an

butter, so s to have something for supper, but I guess your fatherll like some o those rye shortcakes if I aint forgot how to make em. You step right out an ask Mis Ray if she wont lend me a quart o rye meal.

As for Jacob, he escaped to the barn, without once thinking of the effect of cobwebs on his best black hat. It would have seemed most comforting to inspect the pigs, but there was one of his own old red cows to look at, which Hiram Ray had sent back, and young John Ray was there putting up the mare in her old stall for the night, and Mr. Gaines went round to sake hands with the young man formally, as if they had not met before. Here, you let me pitch down the hay, he said.

No, no, I aint goin back till I have to, he said, gleefully, a little later. Mary Ellen want ever contented after the very first, and Mis Gaines was sick all the time, and I told em they might keep my money goin in the lumber trade if theyd let me come home an farm it and get my house and barn fixed up the best I know how. I can live here well s I can there. Jakeys the only one thats got wonted; there aint no farmer to him, an never was.

That May night after supper Jacob stepped to the door to look across his fields and observe the weather before he went to bed. Down the lane, under the bare apple-tree boughs, were two figures walking slowly, close together.

I guess Mary Ellens put her heart right into farming, too, said the cheerful father. Well, John Rays a good boy. I thought he showed considerable interest in my spring work Ive laid out. I guess he means more than coming over to help me plow. Well, Jakeyll always have a home to come to, but I grudge the boys stayin there in all that clatter and crowd.

And Jacob Gaines took another look at the starlit sky and the dim familiar shapes of the old Maine hills.

Im goin to buy me the best steppin horse now that I can find. Nat knew Id look for a real good horse when he left me the money. Jakey can have the good of it when he comes home on his vacation; you know he had his mind on a smart colt, said Jacob later that night, apologetically, but his wife did not answer, for she was already sound asleep. She had never fallen asleep like that all the time they lived in Boston.


ELLENEEN (1901)
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THERE WAS A cheerful noise within the house that mid-winter day, but Mary Ann Dunn looked up innocently from her ironing as her pretty younger sister opened the door and came in. Ellen had only arrived from Ireland in the late autumn; she was still a greenhorn, in spite of the first snow, and several weeks steady work in the cotton mills of the next town, and even in spite of a fine American hat which waved its feathers in a sort of angry incoherence.

Mary Anns two babies were playing with a puppy, and the three young creatures seemed to cover the whole floor. There was a door open behind them into a comfortable bedroom, and a bright clean oilcloth on the floor of the kitchen; there was a gay little clacking clock on the high chimney shelf above the stove, with a pair of shining lamps. Everything was cheerfully clean and thrifty in the warm little place. and Mary Ann herself looked as if she were able to keep her housekeeping up to the highest standard.

Well, there now! she exclaimed with an almost ostentatious air of hospitality. How are ye the day, Elleneen? I was after wishing you here a minute ago; how come you out?

Im loafing for the afternoon, said the guest disconsolately. There was something stopped wit the machine-ry. I wish fast enough I was out altogether. Ill never get learnt, anyway; me mind aint on it.

Oh, go way! responded Mary Ann vigorously.

Tis thrue for me. Im getting pay now only for their being so short-handed; but me mind aint on it nor in it, so it aint.

Mary Ann made an inarticulate sound signifying contempt.

I tought Id come over an give yez a lift wit the houseworrk, ventured Ellen somewhat timidly.

Well, Im obliged to your kindness, said Mary Ann amiably. Ive enough to do, tis thrue for me. That biggest one, Hinry there, was roaring all night wit the ear-ache, an Id small chance to sleep.

Coom, Hinry, coom an see Aunty Ellen, said the visitor, who was still standing, and turned now to show an interest in the three playmates. Well, Ill go lay me hat in on the bed; they might be picking off all me feathers if our backs ould be turned.

No, no, give it here to me; that Hinry d be on the bed after it aisier than anny place, exclaimed Mary Ann anxiously. Give me your jacket too, an Ill put them here, see, on the hook behind the door. Sit down wit yourself by the stove an rest a while till we tark a bit. Whats all the news?

Id rather be doin something, protested Ellen.

Well, Ive me ironing most done, answered Mary Ann, an Ill be thinking what Id best do next. Faix, Ive enough of it. Hinry, there, aint got a whole frock nor a dacint petticoat to put on. Hes the torment, annyway.

The smiling Henry toddled over to his young aunt, and made an attempt at familiar speech.

Tis sweeties he do be asking for, explained the intelligent mother. No more sweetiesll he get, the day, I can tell him!

Did you get nice sweeties the day, darlin? asked Ellen with ready sympathy as she lifted the solid, unwilling little shape to her lap, whence he promptly slipped to the floor again, to stand facing her at a safe distance, and beÿin a second series of perfectly unintelligible remarks.

Pity for you, you ont learn to tark like a Christian; a great man of a shild like you! scoffed his mother with assumed severity. See how well your aunty cant get the sense of a word you say! Tis of the nice grocer man he bees tarking, that niver comes inside the door less theres a sweetie in his pocket for Hinry. Well, then you should have the pride to tark like other folks, as Im always advising you.

Henry had not more than reached the age of two years, but he was evidently animated by a fiery spirit that served him well in the place of experience. He now stamped his little foot and protested loudly, but his elders went on talking over his head with perfect indifference, and presently he returned, not in the least sulky, to the lively company of the smaller baby and their friendly little dog.

Im sorry enough that I ever come out, Ellen announced regretfully, after a pause.

Aint you the big fool! remarked the elder sister, who was well married and settled in a good tenement, which even afforded a best room and a magnificent piano lamp with a yellow silk shade, a wedding present given by her mans associates at the gas-house. I never saw the half day I wanted to go back, she continued; I might like just to see the folks an make a little visit of two-tree weeks. Himself was having great tark last night about his own old folks, and sometime hed get a couple of months off an wed go home. Hed like well to show Hinry there to his fader. What tark you have of goin home like a lord, says I to him; for mesilf Id rather the money was well in the bank than spending it on them dirty ships goin home. Id like well enough to see me mother too, she added more softly; but Johns a great boy to spend his money if I want sharp wit him. Ive deceived him that a good deal wint to pay the grocers books thats safe in the bank this minute. Only last night he come home wit a suit o clothes for Hinry there, that was a good three sizes too big. Im all put back wit me ironin; I had to go carry em back to the store this morning soon as me dishes was done.

Tis better than the stingy kind, sighed Ellen.

Aint you downhearted the day? — Loafin aint good for you, said Mary Ann as she came briskly to the stove for a hot iron and stood for a moment holding it near her cheek. Whisper now; what kind of a by was Danny, Johns next brother, the one that they kept at home on the land? John has great tark of him bein so smart; but hes far too foolish about his own folks, we all know.

Oh, hes the lovely by; hes twice as handsome as John — I aint sayin but Johns good-looking too, responded Ellen with a lively blush. Oh, I thinks very often o poor Danny, she added softly. We parted very angry, too, wit each other.

Ellen grew rosier still, and the tears shone in her pretty eyes and were winked away, and then they came back again at once. Twas all me own fault, she managed to say.

Well, theres no harm done, Mary Ann insisted kindly. Theres smart bys enough to be choosing — pretty bys, too. Jerry Callahan was walking wit you last Sunday.

Hes a great lout, so he is, said Ellen with sudden fury. I turned down a street to get rid of his company. Great omadhaun!

An Phil Carrolls a good fellow that come away from Mass wit you on the Sunday before. Oh, theres little birds tells me everything; an all the bys said you was the prettiest girl on the floor last Saturdays dance a week ago.

But Ellen would not be cheered. Tis aisy tarking, then, she answered gloomily. Tis all them fools has to tark about, is other people and what they does.

John says his brother Dans got his mind on some girl now; I dont know who it was told him—

Oh, tis that tall Desmond girl at home, that lived on this side the road beyond Donnellys. She always wanted him, said Ellen after a strange little pause, but the color all left her bright cheeks. Mary Ann did not look round, but seemed more than usually intent on her ironing work.

She had money too, hadnt she? Mary Ann persisted.

Folks said it of her; twas from an old aunt in Dublin that she got named after. Some said it was forty pounds — there was conversation about nothing else an I coming away.

Ellen spoke slowly as if with much effort.

What come between you an Danny, then, if you liked him? asked Mary Ann with the authority and directness of an elder sister and a married woman.

Twas me own foolishness; there aint a day but I says it, answered Ellen mournfully. I never thought of anny one but poor Danny, an I never was satisfied till Id find some way to tease him. Hed them honest eyes like Johns, thatd be lookin at you all the time like an old dog, and hed take every word a girl said for the thruth, an I wint too far wit telling him hed no wish for anny one but the Desmond girl since she got her money.

``Most like twas but forty shillings in the stead o pounds, said Mary Ann consolingly. Well, an what happened then?

Id given him no promise, said Ellen, more sadly still, except twas in me own heart. I think Ill never see anny one in the world like Danny; an he had the lovely patience wit me for a grand while, till I plagued him too far an we had a smitch o tark that day on the road. All the way we didnt stop a bird from singing, we were so quiet ourselves, till I tought Id tease him; an he pled with me then like a priest — would I turn away from him altogether and misthrust him so? An I dont know ever since why didnt I give in, but I didnt, an I turned an walked off down the road from him, an I thought ivery step I took hed be after me, till Id changed me mind so much I demeaned meseIf to look over me shoulder, an he wasnt stopping where I left him at all, but going off like a soldier, most out o sight. An he wouldnt look back, an thin I called loud enough to him, and afterward I went back of the furze bushes, so none o the market folks would see me, an I cried till all me tears was gone. So thats the ind; and I aint the first girl, either, that was such a fool, but I wish Id be the last.

An what made you come off then an lave him? All the while since you come out Ive said to John you want happy; twant Ameriky displeased you, but something of your own was on your mind. You might have had the sinse to speak, said Mary Ann, with awful severity; an John makin things worse with writin home what admiration all the bys had for your looks an your dancing.

I was full to the head o me wit pride an sorrow, an I wouldnt let on Id got hurted, said Ellen, an I come out to hide away from ivery one there, an now Ive told all. Ah, tis all done an over. Folks would try to tease me, an there was those would both fetch a lie an carry one, an fan the fire o throuble. I listened for him whistling by night whin twas fine an dark, as hed always done when hed waited a while after our little pets before, an Id run out to him then, an wed make up lovely what throubIes had been between us. But this time hed no whistle left, an they told me he was seen a good deal up to Desmonds, an all that. Sometimes Im glad I come away, an sometimes me hearts broke that I was iver such a fool. Hed never speak to me again anny way; but I dont blame im ayther.

Ellen had now come to the point where she couldnt do without the help of a much fumbled little handkerchief. He didnt come with all the neighbors to say good-by to me, an I was lookin for him to come an stop me from it, an I pretindin to be full of laugh and very gay-hearted, so nobodyd carry him word, an I thought the first month I was here Id be getting a letter from him ivery day, or a word in somebodys letter to wish me luck; two or tree times I sint word to him with the rest, wishing him happiness and not making anny joke at all.

You were the big fool, pronounced Mary Ann coldly, as she tried another iron with her wetted finger; Ive got no word meself but that for yez. She tried to look harshly at poor Ellen, who still sat crying. Coom now, Elleneen, dont feel too bad; dont cry, Elleneen dear. This is the last iron, an then well sit down an make Hinry his two little petticoats when Ive done me last pieces here, an Ill make the tay early for the two of us. Youd better think of some o the other bys, now thats all past. But Ellen only cried the more.

Tis plain enough now he dont care very much for anny one, said Mary Ann with cold decision.

There was a sudden noise in the room beyond, as if somebody protested at the last remark.

Run quick for me, Elleneen, exclaimed Mary Ann; tis the little dog in there tipping everything over.

Elleneen ran, and Henry toddled after her, and the innocent puppy after him. There was a shriek of joy and the sudden appearance of a trig, hearty young man with bright curly hair and a wistful face. Danny had been waiting all the time, a suffering captive in the inner room.

She saw you coming, humbly explained the lover to his happy Elleneen a minute later. Twas Mary Ann seen you coming on the street, sure, whin I was just getting me directions how Id go find you. An she said if I come out before shed give me lave, shed have me hearts blood. I tought ivery nixt minute shed break the news for us. Sure I worked iver since to get the money for me passage. Dont mind me harkin to all the poor little sorrows, darlin; sure tis meself only loves you the more. Dont mind me for stayin in the room.

Ah-h! said Ellen, returning to her old sports as soon as she could speak, twas just like a stupid man! Sure, Id been out o me cage like a wild blackbird the minute I got sound o your voice. Anny way, Ive got the lovely pinance after me confession.

And Elleneen hid her face again in the rough frieze coat, which still carried a homelike fragrance of turf smoke, though mixed with the duller and more recent odors of tobacco and the salt sea. 


THE GREEN BOWL (1901)
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I AM A person who has always cherished a prejudice against crossing the sea, and I have made up for it handsomely by taking many journeys on land here at home. Some of the dearest of these have also been the shortest. I have had an unbroken custom these many years, of going away for a weeks driving up the country in late September or early October, and just before I came here I had an adventure for the first time. And that little green bowl on the table there is to me a dear and valued memento of it. 

Do you mean that you go through the country quite, quite alone, asked Mrs. Crosdyck, a majestic-looking elderly lady, with some reproach in her voice. 

A coachman and a footman would spoil my joys altogether, acknowledged Miss Montague with decision. There is only one way to do it; one must have a good companion and an excellent horse, a light buggy, and almost no baggage at all. One must wear a shirt-waist and a corduroy skirt and jacket, she must have a dressing kit of the most frugal sort, no silver boxes or dressing-table tools or any tea gowns allowed! One may provide a very little good tea for emergencies, and a small box of biscuit, and a nubbin of chocolate or some decent raisins. Yes, and one needs a good golf cape in case of rain, the traveler insisted eagerly, as if the serious duty of selection had suddenly arrived. But the most important things are the horse and companion! 

And then, my dear child, asked the disapproving lady, do you mean to say that you really go driving off to strange places, quite, quite alone? Have you no fear of tramps? 

None whatever, answered the story-teller with a fire of enthusiasm for which the guests were unprepared. I might be the only living descendant of Robin Hood himself: besides, I dont go alone; Miss Kent always almost goes with me. My only sorrow is that I cant go gypsying afoot and be a tramp myself. Should you really like to know about our last years excursion? 

You would hardly think, to look at my companion now, that she was fit for adventuring, resumed the speaker after a warm response. You see Miss Frances Kent sitting there, gowned in white, with rare old pink topaz ornaments? (I speak as the society newspaper.) I now show you the celebrated Miss Frances Kent, ladies and gentlemen, known as the best of companions for such a journey. She is ever thankful for the key of the fields like myself, and we are going again this year, gowned in well-worn corduroy, and with happy hearts, to see what else we can of the world. The only thing that troubles us is that we have to take so many clumsy things for the horse, and they make the buggy quite uncomfortable, but we mind nothing when we are really out upon the road. 

Where do you go? asked an awestricken voice. 

Oh anywhere; replied Miss Montague with the utmost cheerfulness. Sometimes northeast and sometimes northwest, as the case may be. The country taverns are much better since the days of bicycling came in. We start off boldly and just say that we are going up the country and then let fate or fortune choose the way. Last year we had been to see an old village, high on the shoulders of the mountains, which I had always wished to visit. We were on our way home, as safe as dolls in a nursery when we had our little adventure and got the green bowl. 

The audience politely waited for the story. 

Rain is a great enemy to the primitive traveler and to lose ones way is exciting, but not really dangerous, the speaker explained. We also wish that there was a useful society for the maintenance of sign-boards. We were hurrying toward home that day, and lost our way because we could find no sign-boards at all, though we poked about with a stick in the raspberry bushes at the fork of the roads and thought we had found what was left of the sign-post, and then were obliged to let the horse himself select the way home, and he struck into a road that carried us many miles through the woods. Instead of leading us the way we expected, this road at last seemed to take a turn back toward the hills again. The bushes grew closer against the wheels, and after we had passed some rough wood-roads by which timber had been hauled out in the winter, the signs of travel were so slight that we feared that we were for the first time likely to spend a night in an impromptu camp. I confess that it was a little too late in the season for that, and it was so near the end of the day that we were sorry to think of going all the way back. Frances, there, began to be timid and even reproachful, she had insisted from the first that we should have taken the other road, and was pleased to blame me when our mistake was all the fault of the horse. 

You havent said that it was already growing dark and that the clouds were of a threatening hue, broke in Miss Kent. It looked like a black rainy night; I expected every minute that we should come to a deserted clearing or a ruined logging camp; for at last the road itself seemed hard to find, there were bushes in it by that time as well as alongside and your ignorant horse stopped still in his tracks! 

Yes, and then we heard a cock crowing, Miss Montague interrupted her scornfully, and we went on again directly; we should have been all right if it hadnt been for the rain. I like that horse myself and I think that I shall take him again this year. Then we hurried on toward the farm which could not be far away. The voice of poultry usually means not only a hen-coop but a barn and a house, and we began to laugh at each other and I whipped the horse because it was just beginning to rain. It was not long before we were out of the woods but there was no hen-coop to be seen, much less a house or barn. There was indeed a piece of open country but it was all pasture land, and we thought that the cocks crow was only a ghost of a bird and sat and looked at each other. Beyond the empty pastures the road plunged into the woods again. 

And then you said, This is what we have always wanted, Frances; this is really an adventure! said Miss Kent laughing, but one of the elder ladies gave a groan of dismay. 

It was raining fast and the light was fast going. I began to wonder if there was anything better to do than to drive under a thick pine tree and pull out the rubber lap-robe and put it over our knees and sit still all night in the buggy, continued the narrator, making the most of the situation. But we really had heard the encouraging rooster; I suppose now that some track led through that pasture to a farmhouse hidden behind the woods. The horse knew more than we did, perhaps he heard some sounds of life that we couldnt hear, for he began to trot along cheerfully as fast as he could go and pretty soon we had passed through those black hemlock woods that lay beyond the pastures and came out to the open world where we saw a funny little church steeple not far away. 

Now, the very morning before this, we had passed another church and I had told Frances, when I saw the long row of open sheds where the horses were left during service time, that ever since I could remember I had thought what fun it would be to drive under such a shelter and keep oneself dry and safe if a shower came up, and that never yet had the shower and the sheds and I all been in the same place at the same time. That was enough to say, the interfering fates had listened to me; my opportunity had arrived; and I fairly whirled in out of the steady rain, thankful enough to get under cover. 

Isnt it the strangest thing in the world! interrupted Mrs. Crosdyck with enthusiasm, if you say that you havent had a headache for a year, you simply do remind the fates to send you one; the careful Germans knock under the table to drive such evil spirits away, but we take no proper precautions here in America, we really are too self-sufficient! 

The hostess looked relieved and even triumphant. 

Go on my dear Katie! Mrs. Goddard urged the traveler with a contented smile. 

Oh yes, the fates had not only taken heed of me, but they seemed to have provided rain and sheds enough to make up for all lacks of either in my whole history, said Miss Montague. The only trouble was that there was so little of me. It must have been a large parish, though one could see no houses the line of sheds looked as long as a cavalry barrack, and the rain was a drowning rain. Frances was now more sulky than can be described, though she had been complaining through the whole weeks drive of too much dust, and I looked across the road at the church spire and the vane pointed northeast in the most determined fashion, by this time it was quite half-past five oclock. We had passed one little dark low-storied house that looked quite deserted, but I had seen no barn beside it, it was no use to go back, we should be wet through. We sat there in the buggy and looked at each other in despair. You were very decent in your behaviour Frances! though very glum indeed! she exclaimed, at which tribute of respect the company laughed aloud. 

What did you do? demanded Mrs. Crosdyck. What an awful situation for two young ladies! 

And a hungry horse! added a merciful masculine with an amused smile. I should have advised driving as fast as you could through the rain until you found shelter, there must have been good farm-houses not far beyond. 

Miss Montague laughed a little. If you had only seen how it poured and how dark it was growing! she answered modestly, and we might have gone a mile or even two, and Frances here was already wet and shivering. Get out my dear! said I affectionately and jump up and down a little to warm you, Ill run across to the church! and I did not wait for argument but caught up my skirts and ran. I was ready to pound in the door by the time I got to it, but it quietly opened as if it had heard good preaching, and knew its duty; and in the entry I saw that there was a nice pile of pine wood, and I even observed in my extremity, a tin match-box on the ledge of the rough wainscotting. All I wanted was the stove, and that was just beyond, at the back of the pews. I hadnt consciously thought about the cold while we were driving, but I now knew that I was shivering myself. So I just stopped and made a fire in that good old box-stove, then and there. I may have used a few leaves of a tattered hymn-book for kindling, I really cant say, and the smoke puffed out at me so that I thought I should be forever blind, but in two minutes I had a good fire going. 

There was a murmur of admiration from the audience. 

Then I ran across the road again, meaning to send Frances over to the church to get dry and warm while I drove on alone to find a good place where we could be housed for the night; you must know that Frances had been ill the winter before, and her lungs were still considered to be delicate. I was going to run no risks; but when I got back she was fairly beaming with joy, I could see her eyes shine though it was almost dark under the sheds. Look here, said she, heres a fine pile of hay in the next cubby but one! I suppose some farmer has a horse that wont stand quietly without refreshments, or some one may have been at work about the church and brought it. Dont lets search for reasons, said I; the dear child had already brought an armful of hay, though I had always thought she knew nothing about horses, and had even let the check rein down, and old Bob was munching away as comfortably as possible. So I told Frances about the fire in the church and sent her across to sit beside it, and made up my mind to stay all night just where we were. I unharnessed old Bob and put on his blanket and halter, and led him through to the stall where the hay was, and pulled the buggy farther in out of the wet, and spread out the rug we had had over us and put all our things into it, and then I splashed over again to the little church. You certainly never heard such a rain, it drummed louder than ever on the roof, and I was as wet as I could be. 

We thought it must be the equinoctial storm, said Miss Frances Kent laughing a little. Your poor hat, Katie! It had been trimmed with nice ostrich feathers, and when I saw you coming in at the door with your great load, and those feathers dripping into your eyes, you were truly a most forlorn object. 

Of what importance were our looks! demanded Miss Montague with royal scorn. You may not believe it, any of you who are listening to me, but we had a most charming evening together, Frances and I, after we got dry. The church was not cold, it had been sunshiny weather, rather hot for the season, all that week, and the pine-wood fire soon made us only too warm. We had a little of our luncheon left and we ate it thankfully, with the aforesaid nubbin of chocolate for dessert. Of course there were plenty of kerosene lamps in the meeting-house, and we lighted two or three of them and made our corner quite gay. There was a little organ in the singing seats that wasnt half bad; a very nice tone it had; and Frances played upon it (contented, sober things), that she remembered, and sang a good deal, dear girl, and made it very pleasant for me, though I dont know much about music; then we got sleepy and looked about for two pews with good cushions. It was a nice old church with decent wide pews that made us very comfortable. We just locked the church door to keep out burglars, and laid ourselves down in our two pews and went to sleep! 

It was a great bit of fun, insisted Miss Kent, protesting a little at the mingled amusement and horror of the company. We really had a delightful evening, but you must tell them now about our breakfast, Katie dear. 

I was just waking up in wonder, said the story-teller. I did really feel a little stiff and lame that next morning, but it was not an equinoctial rain at all; the sunshine was pouring in through the big windows, and I always did like to sleep in a bright room. It was half-past five by the church clock; old Bob was whinnying and there was somebody knocking very loud at the meeting-house door. I was not startled, but I was half provoked, because whoever it was kept up such an incessant knocking and calling. I got there as quick as I could, but Frances was still sound asleep, like a stupid baby, in her pew. I opened the door and there stood the most dear kind-looking old woman that you ever saw, with a face of such anxiety that I couldnt help laughing as I looked at her. 

You poor dear young creaturs! she said, be you alive this morning? I see you drive by in that drowning rain, and I run out and called after you to come in, but I couldnt make you hear. I expected youd go right on to Duffys folks, but tis a mile an a quarter further, and then I watched an I didnt see ye pass up the hill right out beyond here, and so I knowed youd been discreet and drove into the sheds. It was pourin so I couldnt do nothin; my health aint sufficient to risk getting a wetting, but I did feel anxious, and twant half an hour afore I see youd got safe into the meetin-house, an lit the lamps, an I set down then an felt easy, an says to myself the Lord will provide; they looked like very competent girls an they can easy make em a nice fire. Id been over early in the morning, a-sweeping out the pews, an twas I that had left the door unlocked, meanin to go back if it hadnt come on to rain so. I keep the keys; they call me the deacon, some on em in the parish! Now I want you to come right along home with me; I laid awake in the night considerable and I see when you put the lights out nice an careful, an I says; now what I can do for them strangers is to give em a nice hot breakfast! 

Frances had got herself well waked up and put together by that time, and came out with her most cordial manners, and we all three helped to put the church to rights. Mrs. Patton looked anxiously about to see if we had done any mischief, but we hadnt, and she found the church broom, and swept neatly about the stove for us as I had meant to do myself. We put some money into the contribution box, and then we went off up the road with the good little old soul. It was a perfectly enchanting morning, old Bob was still munching away at his pile of hay, and he called after us most sociably. Mrs. Patton said that we could bring him a pail of water when we came back from breakfast. 

Well, and how did you fare, my dear? asked Mrs. Crosdyck again, a little incredulous. 

It was the very best breakfast we had ever eaten in our lives, you know that we hadnt in the least over-eaten at supper, said Miss Kent, eagerly taking up the thread of discourse. By this time it was only six oclock, but Mrs. Patton had made everything ready that she could before she came over. We ate and ate, and we laughed and laughed, the dear little old woman was so droll and her house was one of those warm little brown country houses that are full of welcome and homely comfort. I believe there wasnt a bit of paint in it except on her pretty green kitchen chairs. She had some good old pictures on the wall too, prints of Bible subjects mostly, and a splendid, coloured one of the Pirates Bride. Her garden was full of phlox and tiger-lilies then, but it had been a lovely garden all the season; she said that she always put the Sunday flowers on the pulpit desk in summer. As for the green bowl, it was standing on a side-table between the windows in the kitchen, with three yellow apples in it, and I said what a beauty it was, and Katie praised it too, you can see it for yourselves! 

Miss Montague had stopped suddenly in mid-course. She had been gayly recounting this simple adventure of a rainy day, but almost with the first entrance of a figure with so wet a rustic landscape, her manner had entirely changed. 

One always knows when one sees a real friend for the first time, she said gravely. Frances and I took Mrs. Patton to our lonely hearts at that first moment. 

You ought to call this The Tale of a Lonely Parish, only Mr. Marion Crawford thought of the title first, laughed Mrs. Goddard. I can imagine your two faces in the doorway; I am sure that you looked apprehensive, both of you, and tired and hungry too! 

I shall never forget how Mrs. Patton trotted ahead of us down the road towards her house, laughed Miss Kent. She was talking as fast as she could over her shoulder all the way, and her cat had come with her and kept close by her skirts. The horse was whinnying after us like a whole circus, poor old Bob feared that he might be forgotten, and altogether we made a great excitement. 

I should have rung the church bell for help, announced Mrs. Crosdyck, with an air of being the only resourceful member of the company. 

There wasnt any bell, retorted the girl, and nobody who listens to me need think that we were frightened for one moment. I should like to know what there was to frighten one in such a peaceful, honest, little corner of the world as that. 

And then you saw the bowl, Mrs. Crosdyck suggested impatiently. 

Yes, all the time we were at the table I kept stealing glances at the green bowl. It was on the other table between the front windows. It was behind Frances and so she couldnt see it as well as I. 

I had seen it, answered Miss Kent, and I knew very well what you were looking at. 

It is not an unusual thing to see so good a piece of china in a little house like that, explained Mrs. Goddard. Nearly all the best things in my collection have come out of just such houses. There was a time when they were not much valued, but twenty years have made an entire change. After those of us who began to make collections, came a deluge of mercenary collectors, who canvassed the neighbourhood of all the old seaport towns. There is little to be found now, but the former owners of old china, and French and English pottery, have become well educated in the real values of old plates and bowls, that they once gladly sold for a quarter of a dollar. 

Mrs. Patton was begging us to eat more of everything on her dear little square table, Miss Montague went on. Somebody asked me if we had pie a few minutes ago, and I would not answer him because the question was not asked in the right spirit, but I now say that we did have an apple pie such as I have never eaten before or since. It made a sort of dessert to our breakfast, instead of berries or any other stewed fruit. For my own part, and she challenged the whole company with great spirit, I never had any sympathy with those who can accept an inelegant, dull English tart without protest, and then smile at a New England pie. They do not see that the pie is a highly developed English tart made fit for Christian food and attractive to the epicure. Imagination has worked upon it, the higher education of women has spiritualised its grosser form. The English tart is nothing but a pie without a soul. If I described the creation that we ate for breakfast at Mrs. Pattons!— 

Oh, but we arent as hungry as you were then! cried someone. The listeners were in the best of humour now, especially Mrs. Crosdyck, but she proved to have at least one wish still unsatisfied. 

Your travels are very interesting, my dear, she said loftily, but I should like to hear a real story. I am really curious about that green bowl. 

So were we! agreed Katie pleasantly. Presently, when there was a pause, I asked a question: you see that we first had to tell all about ourselves, and hear all about each other, and give proper time to the preliminaries of so true a friendship; then I frankly asked Mrs. Patton where she got that beautiful little green bowl. 

She laughed aloud in the oddest way before she answered me. Funny how everybody that comes to this house asks me that question! she said. Wont you have just one more piece of pie, dears? and then she laughed again! 

Theres two of them little green bowls! My great aunt gave them to me. She said she must have owned em full fifty years; they were given to her just after she was married, by a brother of her husbands that was a sailor, a wild sort of fellow that fetched em home from China. They look as if they were plain green from here, but when you hold em in the light you see a pattern underneath. 

Twant the aunt that brought me up; twas still another. I was left an orphan when I was a baby, and Id every reason to be a lonesome person, but twant my nature. 

Thats just the way she talked — oh Katie, youve got it exactly! interrupted Frances Kent, with delight. 

No dears, twas my other aunt, Miss Montague went on reporting, as if she had not been interrupted at all. My Aunt Mally, that was the doctors wifes mother over to Jopham Corners. They went off down to Meriden where he thought he saw a great opening for practice, but aunt said she was too old to change, I dont know but they were glad; twas her own house at the Corners and there were times when she made em feel it. One o them two green bowls was always on the mantelpiece in her own room, and folks were always proposing that she should put it on the parlour mantelpiece where twould show, but she never consented. She had that bowl and a little Samuel, and a bunch of feather flowers under a bell-glass, between them. When I was a little girl and went to see her, she used to take a cent out of one of them bowls and give it to me, real pleasant, and when I was grown up she used to offer me a hoarhound drop. Aunt and me was always good friends!  and Katie and Mrs. Goddard were seen by all the company to smile at each other. 

I asked Mrs. Patton if her aunt had been dead a good while, and she said it was forty years. 

Said Frances Kent, Somehow one feels as if so few things had ever happened and as if everything were so tremendously interesting. 

I began to have a strange feeling about the little green bowl myself, acknowledged Katie, speaking in a low voice. You see that when we had got up from the table I noticed that Mrs. Patton kept looking at it as if it was somehow in her mind. We helped her clear away the breakfast things, and when we had been in the house an hour one felt as if it had been a week. After awhile she took me by the sleeve when Frances was putting away some plates in the cupboard (somehow one always knew just where everything went), and she whispered to me, I expect theres some sort of charm about that bowl! 

I wasnt going to have dear Frances left out of any pleasure! said the speaker, and I called to her at once and asked her. Did you hear what Mrs. Patton says? There is a charm about the green bowl! But Mrs. Patton looked a little disturbed. 

 I cant tell it to but one, dear, she said, and her cheeks grew quite scarlet. Aunt never told it to anybody but me. Oh I assure you it was quite exciting! 

I knew there must be a story! said Mrs. Crosdyck complacently, and she smoothed down her satin dress as if she wore an invisible apron. 

Somehow the whole thing was mysterious, said Frances Kent, slowly. First we lost the road and then we heard the rooster crowing and could see no house, and then we spent the night in the church, and this strange little old woman came to the door in the morning, and we seemed to know all about each other before we had been together for five minutes, and now we had had that wonderful breakfast, and it was all exactly as if the green bowl had something to do with it; we were all thinking of it from the first minute we had entered her door! I was ready to burst with curiosity, and I said: Oh do tell us! But she grew still more scarlet and confused and caught up a water pail from its little bench, and ran away to the well to fill it. 

Did you say there were two bowls? asked Mrs. Goddard, smiling a little in spite of herself. 

We never saw but one, answered Katie. Now dont interrupt me any more, Frances, if you please! You know that — — 

I dont know anything, retorted Miss Kent, with some spirit. I begin to believe that I never shall; I have always insisted that you might tell me what Mrs. Patton told you! 

All this time the green bowl stood in plain sight. There was a handful of pansies in it which did not hide its lovely outlines or its deep rich colour. All the members of the house party were looking at the strange old piece of eastern ware with constantly increasing curiosity. The fire had sprung afresh on the hearth and a reflection of it twirled and glowed on the bowl. Everybodys attention was centered upon this thing of which hardly any one had been in the least conscious an hour before. It had taken on a strange importance. 

You see it was the one really valuable and beautiful thing in that little house. It shone like a jewel on its table between the windows in the sun that morning, Katie went on. You cant help wondering about the past experiences of a thing like that, and she looked at the bowl with a sort of apprehensive interest. The Sailor and the old aunt and Mrs. Patton make but a short chapter of its long history; it is a very old bowl indeed! 

But the charm? asked some one eagerly. Did Mrs. Patton tell you the secret? Were there really two bowls — and one held a curse and the other a blessing? 

They were for the cents and the hoarhound drops? suggested an eager listener. But the young narrators looked at each other with odd intentness across the room and did not laugh at all. 

We had to wait there for a while, Miss Montague went on. Mrs. Patton had been watching all breakfast time for a messenger and finally saw a boy from the nearest house, the one behind the woods where we had heard the cock crow, and sent him for old Bob with orders for plenty of oats and water and to rub him down and keep him until called for. This was at about half-past eight so that Bob was not really suffering. We kept thinking that he would come, but it proved later that the wheels had wanted oiling and that the good woman had dried our blankets and everything. Mrs. Patton looked more and more cheerful and said that she wished that we had no choice but to spend the day with her and our loss of time was her gain. We said that she must let us help her if we stayed, and what was she going to do if we had not been there? Finally she confessed that she had some beans that she was in a hurry to pick over for market, and send off, that day or the next, whenever they were called for, and we sat down together as if we had always been work-mates. 

Wasnt it the cosiest thing you ever did? I am always thinking of it when things are tiresome, exclaimed Miss Kent. 

Picking beans, how odd! said a scornful voice, but nobody seconded the scoffer, while Mrs. Crosdyck asked with great interest if there were a cat. 

Oh, yes, two enchanting kittens! cried the teller with enthusiasm. But now I must really tell you about the bowl! Only as Frances says there is a secret. 

She got up from her chair and went and stood by the table and lifted the beautiful old thing in her hand so that all the company could see it. 

It looks too distinguished to have wasted its beauty in such a house as that, said Mrs. Crosdyck who was nearest. Look out, my dear, that you dont break it. 

Mrs. Patton said that her old aunt used to have the gift of telling fortunes, said Miss Montague solemnly as she still stood there looking very eager and handsome. And we asked if she couldnt tell fortunes, too, as we sat round the bushel-basket of beans. She seemed a little confused, and then told us that she didnt know why she shouldnt admit it, the gift had brought her more pain than pleasure, but anybody might use the good of any gift, and she had warned some folks of what was coming so that they had been thankful to her afterward. And keeping my mind on that, she said impressively, has made me learn to read folks faces easier than most people can. One of our ministers went so far as to say twas a gift that would lead me and other folks straight to the pit if I continued its exercise, but I made bold to say it had heretofore seemed to lead the other way if I wasnt mistaken. She reached forward then and rolled out the three yellow apples, and took the green bowl and looked at it and into it as I have seen other people looking into crystals, the dear old thing was quite lost in it and I saw her eyelids quiver strangely once or twice. Frances and I stopped clicking the beans and watched her. One o yous been in danger lately, she whispered, and the others been living in the shadows. Yes, I can read it plain! You who know us both will know that she spoke the truth. And youre going from here to a house near a river, and therell be lots of folks there, so she went on and told us nothing that was important, but everything she said was true. Then she told me about my uncles death in a southern country where the sun was too bright, and that his head would suffer, and that I would have much more money, but wish for the one who had loved me back again and count myself poor without him instead of rich: there were enough remarkable things to make one respect Mrs. Patton as a seer, but she sat there quite simply and used her plain country words while she revealed us, to ourselves and to each other. Then suddenly she gave herself a queer little shake and seemed to wake up into the commonplace world again. You see that there wasnt anything startling about it that she could tell, but we saw plainly that she had the gift. 

Oh, I wish that we had her here! said one of the listeners, she would tell all our fortunes! 

But Miss Montague has been given the power to tell fortunes; didnt you tell us so? urged another. 

Not on Sunday, my dear, commanded Mrs. Goddard impressively. No, I should never consent to it! 

I can only tell you about the two bowls, that is really the most interesting thing of all, said Katie blushing, and looking a little confused. It seems that the two bowls, the sister bowls she called them, must be kept by two different persons, and the other, which she had kept for many years was put away in the closet, only the day before this one had come back to her from the other owner who had just died. And when she saw me standing in the meetinghouse door that morning she said that she knew; she had a certain sign that made it plain to her that she must give this other green bowl to me. She stood them together on the table and they looked just alike. We asked her how she understood about them, and she said that her old aunt taught her and she would teach me; the sailor who brought them home to her had been a roving man and had gone into some far province of China, and got his strange learning there. He had meant to settle down and be a fortune-teller, and expected to make a great deal of money, but after he had told the aunt about the bowls and made her his companion in their mysteries, he went away, only for a days journey, and was killed by an accident. Now I am Mrs. Pattons companion, as she calls it; she said that if there were not two of us companions the life of the bowls would soon be gone. She said one very strange thing, — the friend who had kept it for her had been dead two days but she said she could have waited another day if I had not appeared, that as long as the other companions soul was in her body or near it, there was no danger. But she was glad when she saw me and got the sign. She said that our souls always stayed with our bodies a little while after we die. 

How very strange, said Frances Kent. But somehow she did not seem half so strange to me at the time when we were there. I sat picking over the beans, not at all excited, even when Mrs. Patton took Katie into the little bedroom and shut the door, and divulged the principles of magic. You certainly did look a little pale when you came out, Katie! 

Can you see things in it, in the bowl, I mean? one of the guests asked hurriedly. Do you try very often, Miss Montague? Oh, please throw out those pansies and tell us something! 

Arent you afraid that it will be broken? some careful soul inquired. 

No, it is the most wonderful thing, like some precious stone or dull crystal — I dont think it is any sort of pottery, said its owner. It made me a little fidgety to see it in my room and I brought it here. You see that there isnt any story at all. I only promised to give you a plain account of our travels, she added hastily, for every one began to ask questions. 

I dont like this revelation very much, protested Mrs. Goddard. Katie, my dear, you never told me so much before. I have been enchanted at having such an exquisite thing in the house, but I begin to be a little afraid of the green bowl. 

Mrs. Patton said that it was like any other bowl except for those who could master it. She was very matter of fact, after all, said Frances Kent. There we sat together nearly all that long morning, and grew to be the best of friends. I tried to make her talk about the bowl to me, but she put on such a droll look and said that I was the joking sort like herself and perhaps she could find some sort of charm that would be fit for me before we came again. We were quite at home together, I assure you. She did not talk much with Katie after they had their secret session. I asked her all about her housekeeping. 

Miss Kent was glancing at her friend as she spoke who was standing by the table with the bowl in her hand looking into it as if she had forgotten everything else. 

What is it, dear? whispered Frances Kent, as she rose and stood beside her. 

I just saw something very strange like a living picture! answered the holder of the bowl softly. She was turning it to the light and gazing at it with a half-frightened look on her face. It is just as Mrs. Patton said: she told me that some day I should find that the gift had come. 

Tell me what it is that you see, persisted her friend. 

Oh, dont ask me out loud, dont say anything now! begged Katie, I saw two of the people who are sitting here, they were saying farewell to each other like the figures on a Greek vase; one of them is going to die. I knew them at once, Frances! I could not go on looking — Take it away! put it on the table for me, and dont let any one suspect anything! 

Miss Kent crossed the broad hearth rug a little unsteadily and there was a queer look on her face as she put the green bowl down on the table. Miss Montague, by the fire, had stood still for a moment and then turned to the great china jar and lifting the cover took out some of Mrs. Goddards treasured bits of lightwood to fling them on the bright coals. 

She writes us the most quaint, delightful letters, does Mrs. Patton, said Miss Kent, taking up the story for some one asked if anything were the matter. She likes to have us send her magazines and stories to read. Oh, I assure you that by the time we took the road again late that morning we were the very best of friends! 

It certainly did turn out very well, pronounced Mrs. Crosdyck with great amiability, but I should feel very anxious about you if you were girls of mine, driving about in this way in these lonely places! 

Where are you going for your driving journey this year, young ladies? inquired an old gentleman who had just waked up from a good nap. 

Oh, first to Mrs. Pattons again! answered Katie Montague gallantly. We have promised to spend a night at her dear little house. 

The bright firelight shone upon Katies face, but she spoke with cheerful determination and instant decision, though more than one of the guests noticed that she looked strangely pale. Then she rose quickly and stood facing them. 

You know, she said, that I shall have to tell my companion all that has happened about the green bowl! But though every one, even the sleepy old gentleman, begged to know what had really happened, Katie could not be persuaded to tell anything more. 


THE SPUR OF THE MOMENT (1902)
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MRS. DARTMOUTH SAT at a front window looking out upon very bad weather and a most uninteresting street. She had turned her back to the large room, as if all the books and pictures, which were badly enough lighted that day, only filled her with impatience. At the end of the room there was a cheerful fire. It looked as if the lady had just been sitting in a low chair beside it; there was a book dropped face downward on the rug.

I never was so tired of myself in all my life! grumbled the watcher at the window, and then smiled, as if she must recognize those who would be sure to protest at such a speech if they were only present.

The public square outside looked country-like that winter day, with fresh snow outlining the trees, and the broad walks quite empty of those figures which usually came and went and gave an air of hurry which belongs to the center of a great city. The sloping ground, snow-covered and deserted, might have been a part of some large rural estate; there were no foot-tracks, and you could not see, for the misty weather, the buildings that stood beyond. The lady at the window was not fond of the country for its own sake, and liked to see plenty of figures in all her landscapes; it was very seldom that she was left to pass a dull winter afternoon alone.

Now and then a carriage plodded by; the snow-storm was fast turning to rain, and the clogged wheels left black tracks in the thin snow and spattered mud into the white gutters. Across the street stood a poor-looking cab with a dreary white horse that kept nodding his heavy head down to comfortless sleep and being detected by his driver, who sat miserably on the box and jerked the reins as if he had nothing to do but to keep the poor creature broad awake. There was a roof of snow on the cab and on the drivers hat; once, happily, he fell into a doze himself and swayed about dangerously, until he waked with a start and pulled at the reins again and looked anxiously at the opposite houses.

The lady flushed with displeasure as she watched, and then suddenly availed herself with satisfaction of even so poor and unrewarding an occasion of interest.

Horrid, hard-hearted man! she said aloud. Why cant he let that poor horse sleep? Then she rose and went a step or two closer to the window to see if there were any prospect of a customer for the waiting cab; she wished that the poor appealing establishment would take itself off. Sometimes people came hurrying across the square and chartered this cab to carry them the rest of the way to a railway station back of the hill; but it now occurred to Mrs. Dartmouth that such patronage was never frequent in either the best or worst of weather; the cab seemed to be on its stand much oftener than it was absent on its brief errands.

Nobody would want such a poor-looking thing for visits, she thought; she had never really given two thoughts to the matter before. That has been a good horse once. Her vague grievances and sense of dullness were fast giving way to this new interest.

Why doesnt the foolish fellow get a better turnout? Why doesnt he try what a little varnish might do? A trig little brougham would tempt dozens of persons that pass him by. Im sure that I never should get into such a thing unless I were in some strait or other — caught in a shower perhaps. I dare say hes poor enough, but he must be a slack cabby, too. A little varnish certainly wouldnt ruin him — (Oh, dont jerk that poor horse so; you hurt his mouth!) She fairly stamped her foot with impatience, but she could not stop looking. I wonder where he lives. Why doesnt he go home out of the rain? Theyll both be stiff with cold; theres not a creature in sight. Oh, dear, this is worse than thinking about nothing!

The white horse drooped his patient head again. The cabman was either asleep himself or in a despondent brown study; at any moment he might twitch the reins.

I cannot bear this another moment, exclaimed the watcher, who rapped such impatient, determined blows with her paper-cutter on the window that the driver heard them only too easily, looked up, touched his dripping snow-topped hat with a smart air, seized his whip and turned across the street toward the high, handsome house to take a most welcome order.

Oh, what shall I do with him? Dear me! cried the lady now, and at that very moment a man-servant came in to mend the fire.

No, dont move my chair, Jenks, she said. Please light the gas; it was really growing too dark to read there. She crossed the room to the writing-table and opened a drawer. Will you take this money; there is a cabman at the door, ask him to go — to go to Miss Peets, 18 Blight Street, and see if she has any errands for an hour or two.

Miss Peets, 18 Blight Street, repeated Jenks who promptly disappeared. The mistress of the house gave a sigh of relief and seated herself by the fire. Dear me! she exclaimed again with a sigh of relief, if that wasnt the spur of the moment! But what an afternoon! 

Miss Peet was sitting by the window all this time in quite another part of the city. Everybody had called her old Miss Peet for at least twenty years, and she was hardly seventy yet. Some persons always look out of place in spring and summer; they seem to belong only to winter, as if they were the dried stalks of what had once been growing, but one might feel a reasonable doubt as to whether poor Miss Peet had ever really been in bloom. She had an unhappy way of telling you more things to other peoples disadvantage than to their credit, and when she had told you, and you saw fit to join in with blame, she looked satisfied at first and then grew severe and prim and reminded you that one must endeavor to be charitable. But somehow she never liked to hear others praised; she would say, Oh, but she has so much money! or, Oh, its very easy to make use of such opportunities as hers, or, I have heard it said that he is very close about little things and does something large now and then because he likes to have it known! Nearly all the really generous and kind actions of her old friend Mrs. Dartmouth had been at one time or another arranged under one of these three heads. In short, Miss Peet was one of those sad, unhappy souls who cannot help looking upon the prosperity of others except as some injustice to themselves.

She was now grumbling at the weather, and with some reason, for it was certainly bad weather, and was also preventing her from going to a funeral. It might be expected that such occasions possessed great attraction for so gloomy a disposition, though Miss Peet was by no means one of those who can only look on at the distress of their fellows as if it were a scene in a play. The poor ladys lack of sympathy so often prevented her being asked by younger people to join in any friendly occasions that she made the most of those public or semi-public social functions that fell in her way. This was the funeral of a friend who through all his lifetime had been indulgent to Miss Peet, and often affectionate; he had once been the younger business partner of her father. After going down with the rest of the company in the sad crash of 1857, he alone had regained his footing and been able to climb again to the top of the hill of fortune. He had been most kind in his remembrance of this poor, sharp-tempered ladys sorrows and needs, and his Christmas cheque had long been her main dependence. Perhaps she mourned the loss of this as much as the loss of the giver. She could not bear to think that the weather was going to make her miss going to such a funeral, but she sighed to think that none of his children would remember to send a carriage for her, as he had touchingly remembered to do years before when his wife died. This had seemed to Miss Peet only a proper tribute to the daughter of his former friend and associate.

Miss Peet had put on her best clothes and was ready and waiting. There was something most appealing in her appearance; you felt anew that she was one of those unhappy persons from whom every year has taken something away; whether it was her own fault or other peoples, the fact remained that nearly everything pleasant had gone. She sat by the window watching the rain and sleet come down into the empty street. There were some bright little children bobbing and smiling and beckoning from a window opposite, but she did not see them.

Its too late now; I shouldnt see the people come in, anyway, Miss Peet said, ruefully. I believe Ill take off my things. I should think somebody might have remembered to call for me; I cant walk and run the risk of getting cold again, but nobody thinks of me now, and she leaned forward to give a last look up the street.

There was an old white horse just turning the corner, and her heart really beat a little faster with sudden hope; then she drew back. It may be somebody coming to see me, she thought, but Im sure theyd take poor me to the funeral if I told the circumstances.

Hardly five minutes afterward Miss Peet was safe in the cab and only disturbed because the man did not drive faster. The pavements were growing icy now and the horse slipped, while the driver did not seem to know how to help him to keep his feet. Luckily, they had not far to go. What made Mary Dartmouth send such a miserable old horse and cab as this! grumbled our friend as she settled the limp bows of her bonnet. Providence does sometimes provide for us, she handsomely acknowledged a moment later, when she was well on her way and had time to remember how great her disappointment would have been but for this accident of a friends thought. 

The line of waiting carriages seemed to darken all the gloomy street. Miss Peet was helped out of the cab and well sheltered under a large umbrella on her way up the steps, and the cabman drove away to take his humble place behind the more comfortable turnouts. Everything was cold and forlorn, dripping and icy and cheerless. The coachmen were well wrapped; their backs looked round enough under their mackintoshes, but nobody liked the weather, and the poor horses were badly off. Two or three men at a time left the line and drove discreetly to the corner and back. They spoke to one another from box to box, and appeared to be on friendly and even intimate terms. The cabman who came last was a stranger among them, and belonged, at any rate, to a far lower grade of the business than the private coachmen who were his neighbors.

Half an hour went by, and the conversation became more and more frank, and so distinctly audible that the undertakers man on the hearse waved a rebuking hand.

Nobody cant hear us in the house with this storm a-pelting down, said one of the most comfortable-looking and loudest-complaining men. Theyll not be out for another hour, I dessay, and keep us freezing. I dont want to be up all night over my team. (The delays of those who ride in carriages often seem foolishly unnecessary and thoughtless to those who drive them.)

He was an awful kind-hearted, nice old gentleman, anyway, said the next coachman, a very large old man. I knew him most forty years ago, when I first went to be helper to Mr. Duncan next door — long before I was ever on a carriage box. I used to bring round his ridin horse an Mr. Duncans together; our stable was next door to each other on Chestnut Street. Manys the quarter hes give me, and quarters was quarters then. I come near going to him for helper when Mr. Duncan died, but one o the sons kept me on, and give me the place as coachman after a year or two. I was there twenty-two years, and Im with Walliss goin on twelve.

Must be stupid, said the next man. For me, I like a change. Hosses an you gettin old and fat together an doin the same bloomin things over an over — oh, land! I go off in summer, anyway, and I make a winter shift to New York every two-three year.

Have to take a trick o livery work in between; up all night with them big parties worst season o the year, observed a neighbor, scornfully. He had been so indiscreet as to wear a bearskin cap, and it looked like a thatched roof fringed with icicles, which now and then broke off and slipped inside his collar.

Know that missionary on the cab, back there? inquired a coachman who was stirring his horses again.

He aint no edicated cabman; he come a few days ago to that stand o old Dumphys — Dumphys laid up with a lung fever, said the big man, who seemed to be in receipt of every particular. He looks natural to me; he used to live somewheres out in Broadwood, I think, but I cant place him.

Looks as if he were down on his luck; handles his reins as if he was fast to a fish, said the other. Thats been a plaguy good horse hes tryin to drive; die game he will, too; drop down dead in s harness. Messenger colt, old Mr. Haines on Hill Street gave an awful price for when he was young; no style, but passed everything on the road and kep it up all day. Lord! if I was rich Id build a nice ospitl for them game old horses, right out in the country in a snug place where theyd have good feed all summer and be out o the wind come winter. Id pay a lot o old chaps like us, thats gettin old for regular work and knowed how to use em well; top wages they should have to tend em up like cossets!

There was a sound of approval from all the carriages within hearing.

I know that fellow! exclaimed the big coachman a moment afterward. Hes a man I want to see, too. Ive got to start my team; Ill go and speak to him, and he drove slowly to the end of the procession and halted next the poor white horse.

Your name Fallon?

Yes, it is, said the cabby, half rising on his box. He was soaked through, and his face was all lilac and yellow with cold. The rain-water dripped from his clothes; he had put both the poor blankets over the horse.

Keep your sitting! said the pompous private coachman, with a mock insolence that betokened warm good fellowship. You used to live out at old Mrs. Douglass place at Broadwood; you used to be a gardener out there, didnt you? an went out West after a solid-gold job?

All so, acknowledged the cabby; worst thing ever I done, too.

Sportin any? asked the elder man, frankly.

No, sir! was the sorrowful answer. Hard luck done it. I broke my arm all to pieces, an then got burnt out just as we started in to keep house, folks got sick, an everything. I guess I been one o them that draws misfortune; twant no gardenin neighborhood, anyway, and I was too poor to leave.

Dont say! exclaimed the listener.

Got back this fall; wifes stopping with some o her folks — been sick all winter. I aint used to drivin, but Dumphys their neighbor and hes down sick and Im spelling him two-three weeks or so. I went right out to Douglass an asked if theyd take me on. Not till spring — thats what everybody says. So Im driving this charit o victory. To-days last day.

You go right out to Douglass again! exclaimed the harbinger of good fortune. The old lady heard youd been there, and she remembered you and said you was lucky with some of her old-fashioned things in the greenhouse. Shes been passin the word to have us all look out for you. I didnt know you when I first see you, either. I guess youll find youve got it all safe in your hand this time.

I was goin to start to-morrow an tramp it back to New York, said the poor fellow, and then he could not speak. The warm color rushed into his cold, despairing face. I know them things she means, sir, he added almost gayly to his benefactor; them old daphnes and lemon-trees; she used to say they belonged to her mother before her. I kind o favored em along, and nussed em into bloomin well. Well, Ive thought all day long I see my finish.

The door of the house opened, the big coachman made a lordly gesture as he went on duty again, and moved away to his place. The funeral pomps went on in solemn orderliness and the street was empty after the procession passed. 

Poor little Miss Peet had been the last of the funeral guests to slip into the house, and she felt an odd sinking of the heart in the warm, rich-colored, familiar old rooms whence her best friend had departed. She even began to accuse herself for once, instead of other people, and wished that she had done more for Mr. Walton; he had been an invalid for some time, and she was one of the few persons who could talk with him about old times and early interests. She now felt a curious nearness to him and his affectionate kindness, and remembered with an unaccustomed pang how anxiously she had thought of what she might get for herself, instead of thinking of what could be done for him. But the old sense of his affectionate kindness, all lost forever, came over her as she stood in the doorway.

He knew my lot was hard, she lamented, but his lot was hard, too. I believe Ive been sort of ungrateful and selfish! said Miss Peet. Some persons learn a great many lessons in their lives, and others are all their lifetime learning only one.

Miss Peet was standing in the light just at the doorway of the room where the mourners sat, and before any one had time to bring her a chair and she sat down and was lost in the indistinguishable group, some one had time to notice her pale face and look of sincere feeling. It was the old friends daughter, who lived at a great distance and who had not seen Miss Peet for many years; who might never have thought of her again. This was something that brought the tears afresh into ones eyes. Mrs. Ashton remembered all her fathers patience and loyal interest and kindness; she also felt a curious thrill of nearness to his heart, and a new sense of loss; she said to herself that she would find out what he had done for this old acquaintance, and continue it for his dear and generous sake. Miss Peet had provoked her many a time in earlier years, but how old she looked now, and how lonely! She must try to see her, and do all that could be done. And Miss Peet little knew that, while she let go one friendly hand, another was being held out to her that would never let her fall unbefriended in her stony and narrow little path of life.

Oddly enough, Mrs. Dartmouth could never understand why her old friend Mrs. Douglas sent her such exquisite offerings of flowers from time to time after this. She had often sent some fine roses or a bunch of violets, but she no longer chose them herself, and one can hardly expect ones gardeners to put much sentiment into the choice of flowers for unknown persons. Yet now, when Mrs. Douglass flowers were announced, they were always a wonder and delight, and Fallon always brought them himself so that they would not get shaken, and left them with Mrs. Douglass compliments at the door. We all have our little superstitions; and poor Fallon could never forget the handsome lady who sat at the window and watched him that hopeless afternoon, and gave him the order for an hours work that turned his luck.

Oddly enough, too, Miss Peet happened to be calling upon Mrs. Dartmouth one day when the flowers came. Her face lightened at the sight of them, and she went away with a lovely bunch in her hand. Mrs. Dartmouth could not help noticing that she seemed better pleased with life, and more cheerful than she used to be, and said much less about her own troubles.

There is always the hope that our unconscious benefactions may outweigh our unconscious cruelties, but the world moves on, and we seldom really know how much we have to do with other peoples lives.


SISTER PEACHAMS TURN (1902)

I
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THE WIND HAD gone down suddenly after blowing hard until the middle of the afternoon, and Mrs. Pamela Fellows went to the sitting-room closet, where she kept her every-day bonnet and black woollen shawl, and then stood before the little mirror in the clock front to put them straight. The glass was so small that she had to inspect her broad shoulders by sections, but by ducking to see the top of her head, and standing on tiptoe and dodging from side to side, she reassured herself of proper adjustment and equipment, and stepped out to the sidewalk, after locking the door carefully and putting the key deep into her accessible pocket. Then she struck a steady rolling gait and went away down the street with fine energy.

Once she stopped and turned about to look at the western sky. There was a heavy bank of clouds just lifting, and below it all the west was clear, but the cold greenish-blue of its color gave no promise of warmth. Winters come, grumbled Mrs. Fellows, half aloud, as she resumed her eastward course. Looks like the sky at sea this time o year, crossin from English ports; goin to be cold and clear for a day or two, and then look out for snow! I for one like to have some snow for Thanksgivin time; I aint like Lyddy Ann; she sets right down an weeps when the first flakes come.

Half-way down the long street of the straggling town Mrs. Fellows met a familiar friend, Mrs. Peters, who stopped with a frank smile of interest.

Where be you goin this cold afternoon? Aint you settin forth rather late?

Mrs. Peters asked the question, with an air of expecting to hear all about the errand.

I thought Id go over and see Lyddy Ann before dark, answered the adventurer. Yes, I thought Id make haste and get ahead of her and see if I cant make her invite me over to Thanksgivin. She needs to make a break; Ive asked her to my house six or seven years now, and I thought I should lead up to the subject gradual and ask her what she intended to do; thats the way she always catches me with my mind unprepared, and Ive gone an invited her before I stop to think.

Mrs. Peters laughed; they were very close friends; there was a droll twinkle in the complaining sisters eyes.

Twould be a grand thing for her if she could feel that havin company wouldnt hurt her; she needs more occupation, and not to settle right down expecting to be always done for, said Mrs. Peters, gravely.

Oh, yesm, youre quite right, answered Mrs. Fellows, soberly, and the twinkle in her eyes disappeared. Here we are both of us widows, and own sisters; were all thats left out of a large family, and she makes use of as much ceremony in asking me over to stop to tea with her as if I was the minister. Shes always amiable, but shes fallin into a way of being plaintive, and oh, so dreadful set! I lost my husband an his ship with him, but, although bereaved, Lyddy Anns left in the best o circumstances. Yesm, shes dreadful set, an gettin more so year by year. Well, Im goin to see what I can do to persuade her; if I dont beat, why she will!

Mrs. Fellows tossed her head gallantly and waved her hand as she departed.

Mrs. Peters laughed aloud. If I was goin to bet on whos likely to come out ahead, Id bet on Lyddy Ann, she exclaimed, with an air of certainty. Mrs. Fellows is the best-natured heart o the two; tis the biggest heart that always gives up easiest. I guess Ill remember to call over to-morrow and see who gets the invitation. Im afeared it wont be Pamela, for all her boast and bravery. 

II

Mrs. Lydia Ann Peacham was as thin and precise as her sister was round and easy-going. She inclined by nature toward the economics and excuses of life, and even sighed over being left alone, when no mortal soul could have prevailed upon her to accept permanent companionship. She was sitting alone this very afternoon, rocking gently, and worrying because she was again fearful that something would be expected of her on Thanksgiving day.

I do hope that sister Fellowsll feel she can ask me there again, Ive got such a habit now o goin there to keep Thanksgivin, she said, mournfully. Ill offer to make one o my nice apple pies and carry over, and any little thing she may suggest. I know twas the custom o our family to take turn an turn about, but its so much easier for her than tis for me. This anxietys very tryin. Im all worked up an I want things settled, but she didnt speak till most the last minute last year; shes so dilatory, Pamely is!

The sun came down from the gray cloud at this moment, and shone out cheerfully over a cold world. Its startling splendor dazzled Mrs. Peachams short-sighted eyes. The dull little room where she sat, the plain gabled houses and thick-boughed maple-trees in the street, were all transfigured with sudden glory. There was even a touch of the old reddish gold of her youth on Mrs. Peachams faded hair. She had once been the prettiest of her family, and this pleasing fact Mrs. Fellows, the eldest and plainest, could never forget.

Ill be sort of easy with poor Lyddy Ann, Mrs. Fellows was saying to herself at that moment as she toiled up the long hill. She never was so strong as I be, and I aint goin to let no Thanksgivin day fall a burden on her.

Mrs. Peacham started in dismay at the harsh sound of the door-latch, and looked apprehensive as her sister entered the room.

Well, Lyddy Ann, what be you goin to do for Thanksgivin? demanded sister Fellows, without forethought or preface, and then sat down quite out of breath. Her first intention had prevailed almost against her conscience; there was no leading up to the great subject; it exploded in the timid sitting-room like a Fourth-of-July cannon.

There was no answer for a moment, and Mrs. Fellows unpinned her black woollen shawl and seated herself on a common chair as if it had been a throne; having spoken, she did not mean to be a coward, but she did not fail to look kind and sisterly.

I dont know, Im sure, replied Mrs. Peacham, with dignity. She was provoked as well as startled by the sudden question, and even a little excited. I may invite the minister, she proclaimed. It was no use to sit there and be brow-beaten in your own house, and Pamela Fellows had taken the advantage.

Why, there he goes now; theres Mr. Downer now. Youd better speak if you want to; youll lose him if you wait till Sunday! exclaimed sister Fellows before Mrs. Peacham could get breath enough to protest. Sister Fellows was always a creature of impulse; she caught up the big thimble on the window-sill and rapped sharply on the glass, so that the minister waved his hand in instant response and turned in at the gate. Pamela Fellows loved a minister; her heart beat fast, and she opened the door to receive him. Sister Peacham looked like one in deep affliction; she half rose from her rocking-chair and sank back again; then she sprang up with fine spirit. There was a color on her cheeks such as nobody had seen in years.

I hope you werent in a hurry, sir; you must excuse my sister Pamela for knocking so, she said, politely, to the Reverend Mr. Downer; but the tired little man looked pleased and amiable.

Of course, of course, he answered, looking for a proper place to lay his hat. I felt it to be very neighborly; I had intended to call this afternoon, but I feared you might think it too late. I was just dreading the long cold stretch of road between me and the fire at home. The good man was conscious of something unusual, and looked from the round sister to the thin one and back again to Mrs. Fellows before he meekly sat down. It has been a beautiful winter sunset. I suppose you have been enjoying it together? he added, with some formality.

Mrs. Peacham did not speak, so somebody else must. It was Mrs. Fellows who continued the conversation, gayly; it seemed as if the very spirit of mischief possessed her. Sister Lyddy Ann could not believe her own ears.

My sister Peacham was just sayin that shed thought to invite you an Mrs. Downer to keep Thanksgivin with us. I hope you aint promised to nobody else? The words were out; she did not dare to look her sisters way. After all, she could transfer the invitation to her own house if the skies really fell upon her; besides, the minister might be already engaged. Mrs. Peacham was heard to make a queer clucking noise in her throat as she turned to receive the ministers answer, but whatever her real thoughts may have been, they were not articulate.

Why, Mrs. Peacham, how more than kind of you to think of us! My wife will be perfectly delighted; but are you sure that it will not be too much for you to undertake in your frail condition of health? exclaimed the minister, with joyful surprise, and a perfectly beautiful considerateness. What time shall we come — right after church? You know I am to conduct the union services this year. To tell the truth, Mrs. Downer expressed two wishes this very morning at breakfast; one was that she could get to see you oftener, and the other that we might have some pleasant invitation for Thanksgiving day from some of our own people. Having her old home broken up by her mothers death makes a great change for her. She will feel very grateful to you, as I do.

There was something so sincere and so affectionate in the good mans voice and manner that it lifted even such a sinking heart as Mrs. Peachams, and her courage began to rise. She did not deign to look at her sister, but promptly accepted all the honors of the situation.

It is a number of years since I have felt equal to entertaining my friends, she said, prettily, and with less than usual of her sad affectation of voice. You and Mrs. Downer will be very welcome. I have been with Sister Pamela for several of these sad anniversaries. But this year -

You are planning to be together here? suggested the minister, at a happier moment than he could guess. I shall look forward with great pleasure to the day. We must try to forget sad changes, and I am sure we shall make a cheerful company together. I cannot express half my gratitude to you on my wifes account.

Mrs. Downer was a great favorite with both the sisters, and Mrs. Peacham, the unexpected hostess, looked more resigned than ever. The Reverend Mr. Downer made himself so entertaining and friendly that he left no looks of deprecation or dismay behind him. He little knew upon what dangerous ground he had innocently and unexpectedly trodden.

The early darkness of that late November day had quite fallen when the guest took leave. He inquired politely if he might not have the pleasure of Sister Fellowss company as far as their ways lay together, and this boon was generously granted. In fact, though Mrs. Peacham seemed to be in her most reasonable and even affectionate mood, the ministers invitation made a welcome avenue of escape. Her sister said at parting that she might be expected over again within a day or two, since they should have one or two things to talk over.

Yes, youd better come, Sister Pamela, rejoined Mrs. Peacham, with decision, or else youll have me coming after you! There was an astonishing absence of the spirit of revenge in her tone; on the contrary, she met Pamelas timid glance with a funny little shake of the head, and they both laughed aloud right before the minister. Mr. Downer had never seen Mrs. Peacham in such a cheerful, awakened frame of mind, or thought her such a good-looking person before. She had usually worn a die-away look on the occasions of his pastoral visits, and had only given expression to laments and fears.

I hope she wont go and lay awake all night worryin, thought the guilty instigator of such a dark Thanksgiving plot, as she tried to keep pace with the ministers longer steps along the frozen road. She did carry it off splendid, I must say. Well, Ill help Lyddy Ann all I can, and not let the day sag too heavy. Shes got everything pretty to set her table with; there aint a richer-lookin parlor closet in this town.

When the sisters met again it was in the presence of witnesses. Mrs. Peters and another sister of the church were calling upon Mrs. Peacham when Mrs. Pamela Fellows came in. To her great relief, she was received as anything but a culprit; Mrs. Peacham was proudly relating her plans, and taking all the glory of these unforeseen Thanksgiving hospitalities to herself.

Yesm, she said, with no attempt at either meekness or apology, I dont deny that it costs me some effort. I have had little health or spirit for entertaining, these late years, but I have long desired to show our pastor and his wife some proper attention. As long as I was going to invite Sister Pamela anyway, it seemed a very good time. I never saw such a parish as this is; everybody hangs back! Mr. Downer said they had received no other invitation, and I did feel provoked even if I was the gainer. Poor man, he really did appear gratified! I have been downtown this morning — theres nobody, not even my sister Fellows, that I wanted to trust in the matter of a turkey.

Oh no, I cant boast of my own judgment beside yours, protested Mrs. Fellows, warmly; but Mrs. Peters, who had a great sense of humor, caught her eye, and they both feigned the sudden discovery of a pin on the carpet, and startled their companions by bobbing down together to pick up, not the pin, but a little plain composure. 

III

The next day after Thanksgiving Mrs. Peters found time to leave home and a cheerful party of children and grandchildren and go over to Mrs. Fellowss for a friendly call.

I saw the minister this morning, she said, eagerly. He came to our house to speak with Mr. Peters about something, and I took occasion to remark that I expected hed had a pleasant time yesterday.

What did he say? asked Mrs. Fellows. He was the life of it all, I thought. Lyddy Ann laughed as I havent seen her laugh for years, at some o the stories he told about awkward couples coming to be married. Oh yes, he was certainly very entertainin, Mr. Downer was!

He told me twas one of the pleasantest occasions he had ever enjoyed, or Mis Downer, either, announced Mrs. Peters, with triumph. Hed never tasted no such turkey since hed been in this parish; twas like the best he ever saw down Rhode Island way, where he came from when he was a boy. He said you an your sister was so cordial and made them both feel so welcome, and Mrs. Downer was all heartened up; he told me she said you couldnt be no kinder if youd been her own sisters. Shed always admired Lyddy Ann very much, but hadnt felt so free with her before. She thought everything of her showing such sympathy, and remembering that this would be the first Thanksgiving shed spent without any of her own folks. Those was his very words. Now do tell me, Pamely, what on earth set Lyddy Ann out? You know how we joked that day on the street, and -

Mrs. Fellows struggled between a natural desire to give the full particulars and an obligation to maintain the dignity of her house. Why, I went over this morning myself, she answered. I expected to find her with her face tied up from the neuralgy, or all used up some way or nother with some o her usual complaints, and instead o that she come right to the door and stood there waitin when she saw me coming, pleased as a child. We sat down together and talked it all over same s we used to when we were girls. Now let it be a lesson not to think you cant do the things you can do, Lyddy Ann! says I once, but she took no heed and went right on talkin. There was one minute that day, when Mr. Downer was assurin her theyd be delighted to come, when I was so scared I saw stars all over the room, and my heart did thump like an old-fashioned churn, continued Mrs. Fellows, in a hushed voice. Twas worth venturin, I must say. The ministers wife wore her best black silk, and Lyddy Ann wore hers, and her little red Injy shawl with the narrow border, as her dress felt thin about the shoulders. Why, she was in great spirits, Mis Peters! I declare I kept looking at her as we set at the table, and she was laughin more n I was, and looked as young and pretty as a girl.

There! we all of us need a little encouragin sometimes, confessed neighbor Peters. Pamely, dont seem to understand yet how she came to invite the minister.

Why, he said right off that he should be very happy to come, answered Mrs. Fellows, a little vaguely, after a moments reflection. I shall be very glad to have Lyddy Ann know how much he enjoyed himself, she added, for Mrs. Peters still looked so expectant. I want them all to come and have dinner with me next year, though. The house looked kind o lonesome when I got back, as if it sort of resented bein left. I cant set so handsome a table as Sister can, but I love to have company. Im the oldest o the family thats left; but when I gave them the invitation, Lyddy Ann spoke right up and said no: wed all three got to promise to come again next year. Oh, shes made a break now, I can tell you!

You and me might catch up our work and go over some afternoon to take tea with her! suggested Mrs. Peters, with ready enthusiasm.

I dont know as its best to let her overdo too much! answered sister Fellows, smiling, and so they parted. 

The very next Sunday the minister was moved to preach an excellent sermon on the beauties of hospitality, and Mrs. Lydia Ann Peacham was at church and heard it in her front pew. Her thin cheeks flushed a little now and then with pleased self-consciousness. At first she hoped that her neighbors in the pew behind would derive some benefit from their appropriate lesson. Then the honesty of her own heart prevailed.

Twas time I made amends, she said to herself. Pamely was in the right; Id got way down to livin for myself alone, an theres nothin makes life so dull an wearin, let alone the shame to a Christian person!


A SPRING SUNDAY (1904)
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ALONZO HALLET AND his wife had just finished an excellent Sunday morning breakfast and gone into their comfortable sitting-room together. Mr. Hallett had taken up the clumsy Sunday newspaper and then laid it aside with a gesture of disinclination. Mrs. Hallett was standing at the bay window in her handsome black silk dress with a gold chain for discreet decoration; she looked as if she meant to go to church; her smooth hair was dressed with security and care, as if in anticipation of a best bonnet. One of the window sashes was open and the spring breeze was blowing in and ruffling the light locks about her calm, motherly forehead.

Oh, what a lovely morning this is! she exclaimed wistfully, and then they waited for each other to speak. They had arrived long ago at the complete certainty of such a thing as thought-transference; and Mr. Hallett knew that there was something on his wifes mind.

I dont know s I want to sit cooped up in that close church all the morning, he announced gruffly. Seems to me I want to get out-doors and go off somewhere; Ive got real spring-feelings, just like a boy. Cant you think of something else, Mary Ann?

Mrs. Hallett looked pleased, and then unexpectedly reproachful. We ought to think of the example to others, she answered, but she spoke half-heartedly.

If living an honest decent life, so far s both of us know, for sixty-two years, aint going to carry us over just this one Sunday, why, then, there aint no such thing as the power of example in this world, responded the man aggressively. And whats more — you know it, Mary Ann!

There now, Alonzo, dont you go to arguing about nothing and getting all stirred up. Ill tell you what did come to my mind this morning when we were gettin us dressed, and I must say I put on this silk dress to go to meeting with a real unwilling heart: I was thinking how I should like to go out to Miller Falls, where we lived when we were first married, and see how it looks. You know the trolley car runs way out there now, and we could take what we needed to eat in your coat pockets and go over on the hill where we used to go just such spring days as this an sit an talk about what we were goin to do for the children, and youd tell me all about your business freer than ever you would in the house. I could go right to the same place under those old beech trees -

Alonzos face was beaming like a boys. Youd better take a little basket or one o your fancy hand-bags or something, he commanded. I aint going to lug round my great winter overcoat any such day as this, I can tell you!

Why dont you wear your light-colored fall one? she suggested, still standing in the bay window, and looking pleased and young. I think tis goin to be warm. Ill tell you what well do; Im glad s I can be that I told Nora she should have the day and Id get what dinner we wanted myself. She said her sisters baby was going to be christened. Well let her go off quick s she gets the kitchen cleared, and then well wait ourselves till folks have all got into church and we shant attract notice, and well slip down to Blossom Street and take the car. I aint goin to wear this dress now, Lonzo; of course, I aint; and youd better take off those best pantaloons, but we ought to go looking nice and fit for Sunday. What if we chanced to meet somebody?

Im goin to wear my old gray suit of all; I want to feel free and have some comfort! Now dont you go all prepared for an extra occasion, Mary Ann!

Remember what day tis, Alonzo, the wife said firmly. Folks knows us now wherever we go, and weve got to consider it. If youre goin to sneak a fish-line into your pocket and toll me way over back o Millers Hill, same s you did once when we were first married an, I hadnt learnt suspicion, Ill sit right down here now an make you go to meetin same s usual. I expect the sextonll make a bigger fire n hes had all winter too, and there wont be a single window let down at the top. An -

Oh, you go along, Mary Ann; none o those threats are goin to move me. You scoot Nora right off quick s you can, an get us somethin hearty to eat, an dont forget to lay me out the right pair o pantaloons. I want a pair that you wont be tellin me all day Im goin to ruin —  but Mary Ann had already vanished from the room, and with a cheerful smile Mr. Alonzo Hallett betook himself to the front door. He stood there smiling, and gazing up and down the street to see and feel if the weather were really as pleasant as it looked.

II

An hour or two later, the church-goers of the neighborhood having gone their ways and disappeared from sight, this large, prosperous looking couple set forth together. The car station on Blossom Street was directly on the way to their usual place of worship.

What you hurryin so for, Mary Ann? protested the husband. We shall be all beat out, both of us, and have to sit down an get our breath and come to on some o these doorsteps. I do believe youve been thinkin somebodys lookin out, and you want to cheat em into supposin were belated for church. Come now; weve got safe by Miss Peckers house anyway, but shes seen us striking out at a pace we cant neither of us maintain. The bell stopped tollin before I locked the front door, so the mischiefs done anyway.

Shes a regular spy-cat; I didnt know what talk she might make; askin everybody, as she would, if they knew where we was goin on a Sunday morning, answered Mrs. Hallett frankly. Yes; do lets walk a mite slower; we aint either of us so light on our feet as we were once. I seem to gain right along, and I dont sit still near as much as I used to when I had such a sight of sewing to set and do for the children.

I think you look all the better for it, said Alonzo eagerly. You keep your looks better n any o your mates, say what they may, and Mary Ann flushed with pleasure. Her husband had always been a good-natured man, but not much versed in the language of compliment.

Youre the finest looking man that goes into our church, Alonzo, she insisted. There aint nobody I see -

Oh, come; yes, there is! said Alonzo, joking easily. Youre far too partial; all I can say is, Im full o heartfelt pleasure that I aint goin into our church to-day. Some other man can bear off the palm for beauty just this once! and they both laughed heartily. There was a car in sight, and a golden robin was singing on an elm branch overhead as if spring never could come without his help.

There was nobody in the trolley car whom they knew except the conductor, who was very lenient and gave no occasion for the least apology. He knew that Mr. Hallett had been settled in business at Miller Falls early in life, and appeared to think nothing wrong of his choice of a day to revisit it. You an Mis Hallett aint never seen this new route, have you? he asked as he returned from his careful round of fare-taking. Its a pretty piece of road, but needs a little more ballasting out by Doughertys place where we had a washout this spring. Great convenience for the Miller Falls folks, aint it? he added as he went out to the platform. They began to look kind o mossy.

I guess it is. Twas always hard to get anywhere from there, commented Mr. Hallett to his wife, settling back into his seat. This was a very hard road for teams, and the heavy loads always went the way that was a steady drag up the hill. Best thing I ever done was when I pulled up stakes and come into the city. How scared you felt about it, thinkin twas too much risk, and we ought to wait till wed got ahead more. First years business I done where I am now was over three times what it had ever been out there. Our expenses were heavier, of course.

You knew all about that better n I did; yes, its all turned out just as you said, agreed the wife, moving a little nearer to him as a new passenger came in. Id just got the house to look sort of pretty and feel comfortable out there and twas just like pullin us right up by the roots. Little Addie died that winter before, you remember, and I always associated that house with her. I couldnt bear to go out there for a long while after we come away; that settin-room window was the one she always ran to when twas time for you to come home from the store, or when Id been out and hadnt taken her — I most always did. It seems to me I can see her little bright face there now!

Alonzos fatherly face clouded over. I dont want to get talkin that all over, he said kindly enough. I want us to have a good nice time to-day, mother. Yes, she certain was the prettiest one of all our children; twas the hardest thing ever happened to me in all my life that we should have to lose her, and he gave a deep sigh and looked sharply at an old house that the car was passing.

Didnt that house used to be painted white? asked Mary Ann Hallett, without looking at him again, for the quick tears had sprung to her eyes. I cant bear these fancy cheap colors on good old-fashioned buildings. That time, you know, when you stopped em painting our church -

I gave em warning in parish meeting that I should withdraw my subscription. Two shades o olive green they wanted it, some of em with bright red trimmins! Whites best or a good plain light gray — none o your makeshifts o splendor for me, says I, and I cowed em right down. Taste is taste, announced Mr. Hallett with final emphasis. He was completely freed from his sad memories, but the mother could not yet see clearly by reason of her bright, unfallen tears. She was thinking that it would be best not to pass the plain little house where they used to live in their early married life, if she could possibly help it. They were rich people now, and there had been a time when this present prosperity had often been compared with their early struggles and seemed to have all the advantage. Yet little Addie had bloomed and faded there, the one perfect flower that had fallen into their dull lives, while they still lived in the tiny house at Miller Falls. She had gladdened their cheerful poverty, and now in their worldly comfort they were the poorer for her loss.

III

The straggling village looked very much as it used to look, as they drew near. It had never grown at all, for, soon after the Halletts had moved away, the small manufactory that had been the mainspring of activity had failed and had been abandoned. The tall chimney stood like a monument of something dead and almost forgotten. There was a short business street with a few shops, and even a tavern, a very poor looking establishment, and two or three side streets with scattered dwellings went a little way up the hill. On the other side of the deep river that had turned the factory wheels was a high hill once covered with evergreens, but these had recently been cut and the chief charm of the place was lost. There was a steep cliff that almost overhung the great chimney, and one side of the hill sloped gently toward the south in rough pastures.

The Halletts eagerly stopped the car as they came to the first houses. Lets get out and have our walk now; Im tired sitting still, said Alonzo; but as they strolled along they were conscious of a strange uncertainty of feeling, as if they had come in search of something not easy to find. To enter the village seemed like meeting a stranger when they had unconsciously expected the warm response of a friend. Mrs. Hallett glanced toward the little house where they used to live, then she looked across the river at the rocky pastures. I dont see the old beeches either! she exclaimed fretfully.

Oh, yes; you do! there they are; youre looking too high up, Mary Ann! declared her husband convincingly. Why, I should think you hadnt been out here for a good deal more than twenty years!

Twentys long enough,  assented Mary Ann gloomily. It doesnt look as it used to me — do you mean down there, those little trees? Do you mean that was where we used to sit and have that lovely wide view down country?

The leaves arent all out yet, explained Alonzo. Youd know those trees if the leaves were out; why, you used to go and sit right there in the afternoons and take the children.

I dont know as I can walk so far now, said Mary Ann. She looked a little pale and tired and Alonzo began to laugh. Its just as pretty as ever it was; perhaps you can get some May-flowers, he said. I dont think the old place here looks as if we wanted to spend much time loungin about; these houses look all winter-killed.

Perhaps wed better just catch the car and go back towards home. I saw some real pretty places under the pine trees along the road, said Mary Ann. Her voice quavered and she looked apprehensively at two women in the distance who were coming toward them down the street.

Why, what makes you act so timid? Ill tell you whats the matter with us, said Mr. Hallett after a moments reflection; I guess were both getting hungry! Come along, Mary Ann; we cant take back-tracks now, and weve come off a good ten miles for a little pleasurin an Im bound to have it. Here, lets cut right down the next street towards the old footbridge. I saw somebody pass over it while weve been standin here, so its all safe. All the cows used to pasture tother side of the river, and I suppose they must have to keep it in repair, even if they let everything else drop to pieces.

The crisis was passed, and Mary Ann began to smile again. When Alonzo took the lead she was always happy enough to follow. At last their feet struck a familiar path, and it seemed at once as if they had walked there together only the day before, with their young children clinging to their hands and chattering. The sober father and mother whose children were all married and settled, with children of their own, unconsciously returned to those first years that they had lived together, with all their natural hopes and cares. The pasture path again became the path of life, and all their thoughts and memories were so clear that they hardly missed the children themselves from the bit of rustic landscape. There was the old pine stump behind which Oliver used to hide, to spring out like an Indian at his younger brothers, and there, down the southerly slope, was the very place where little Addie, the dear child who had died, first saw a pretty company of wind-flowers crowded together, and toddled down in her pale pink dress to pick the frail blossoms that looked so strangely like her own delicate, wistful little face.

She always saw flowers everywhere, when none of the others did, said Mary Ann softly. To-day was almost like having all the children young again and all walking by her side. She turned and looked back at Alonzo, who was coming steadily along in the foot-path behind her, and they smiled at each other as they used to smile a very long time ago, when life was all before them and such spring days as these were brimful of hard work and hopeful happiness. 

IV

There now; dont the old beeches look big enough to you? said Alonzo triumphantly, as they went straight to the place where they always used to sit on the soft bank of turf, among the twisting roots.

Yes, but how little the village looks, from here. I used to think it was almost a city; they must have taken away a good many of the houses, his wife answered wonderingly. There is our old house over there. I always thought it stood in a pretty place facing south. When we used to dally here too late the sun always caught the end windows, and once or twice I thought twas all afire and sent Oliver and Joseph hurrying ahead to see. Twas a nice place for them all to play over here. I used to bring my sewing and watch them and work away hard as I could. I dare say twas one reason why they all grew up so strong and healthy, having this good play-place.

Yes, they did miss it a good deal when we first moved into town, acknowledged the father. They soon got used to their new mates, though, and going to the big school, and it seems now as if they all scattered very quick. When Oliver thought he must get married, that next winter after he came into the store, do you remember how put out I was, and you recalled the fact that he was six months older than I was when you and I set up together? Come now, lets see if theres anything good to eat in these pockets! I wish wed thought to bring something to drink out of. Im as thirsty as when we stayed over here all afternoon huckleberrying; you most always thought to bring something then. Ill go down and see if the old springs clear; I guess I can manage. Twouldnt be so convenient to lie out flat and drink as it used to be, and the big man laughed at himself and his comfortable, well-clad roundness.

Ive brought that nice foldin cup you got when we went to the Worlds Fair, said Mary Ann. You run along down to the spring, Alonzo, and get a good drink if you want to, and Ill have your luncheon all ready by the time you get back.

She sat and watched him go away with affectionate pride. The happy thoughts of their long life together fluttered and quivered in her mind. They had had many a days hard pull; Alonzos quick temper and her own attack of solid reluctance and unpersuadableness in the face of any new proposition had often pulled down the shadows about their heads, but, whatever the experiences of life had been, he had been the only man in the world for her; he had held the love of her heart from first to last. Yet she had never, when it came to the final issue, kept him back from taking his own way in business affairs, or the mastery of his home. They had a good deal of money now. Alonzo was looked up to by everybody, not alone by her; they even talked of his being Mayor — he was one of the first citizens in the fast-growing, wide-awake little city where they lived. All their children, too, were respected, and lived comfortably in their own homes.

I have everything to be thankful for, said good Mary Ann to herself. Her heart began to beat fast and she felt for her handkerchief hastily; it was a moment of rare happiness. The old beeches had listened to many a lovers vows that had been kept less well than Alonzos.

Alonzo, himself was looking back at his wife from the spring, after he had taken a long drink of the cool water with its flavor of brown earth and all the roots of herbs that grew about its tiny shores. I never was half good enough for her, he said to himself as Mary Ann waved her hand to him like a girl. Shes kept me back from a sight of rash foolishness. I always went wrong when I went against her judgment; she looks real young and pretty up there, now that shes got that prim old bonnet off! When this constant lover returned he brought an offering of late May-flowers and bright checkerberries held clumsily in his big hand, and gave them to the only woman he had ever loved. There were no anemones, though they were just in bloom and he had stood with a heart full of tenderness looking down at their childish little faces — they would only make her think all over again of little Addie.

Then they had their luncheon; their good hearty sandwiches and squares of spice-cake that Mary Ann always made herself because Alonzo was never satisfied with any other. She had brought food enough, though at first he did not think so, and at the end appeared a bottle of coffee, strong and bright-flavored with just enough sugar in it, the best coffee that Alonzo had ever tasted. It renewed their cheerfulness when Mary Ann divulged the secret of its possession and explained how she had concealed it all the way in the shawl she carried. They laughed and talked together like a boy and girl; the soft air blew in their faces, and it was fragrant with all the spicy fragrance of the spring, of the fields that lay below, warm in the midday sun and cool with the forest airs that drew down from the deep pine and hemlock woods, which still kept the dark secrets of winter.

At last, with one consent, they rose; by this time spring clouds thicker than any in the morning sky were hiding away the suns warmth and brightness. The elderly man and woman stood there a moment, looking again at the village, where the plain, forsaken houses stood together like a forlorn, unshepherded flock above the river, so small, so meagre, so incapable of charm and pleasantness, for it was not yet the time when June would lend even this dull village some beauty of vines and thick leafage.

I wonder if theres any young couple there now, starting out just as we did, without any more than we had, and just as full of ambition? whispered Mary Ann.

Alonzo Hallett smiled cheerfully. Well, I hope so, bless their hearts! he said.

Then Mary Ann took his arm and they started back along the foot-path, to take the trolley car again, and go home together.


WILLIAMS WEDDING (1910)

I.
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THE HURRY OF life in a large town, the constant putting aside of preference to yield to a most unsatisfactory activity, began to vex me, and one day I took the train, and only left it for the eastward-bound boat. Carlyle says somewhere that the only happiness a man ought to ask for is happiness enough to get his work done; and against this the complexity and futile ingenuity of social life seems a conspiracy. But the first salt wind from the east, the first sight of a lighthouse set boldly on its outer rock, the flash of a gull, the waiting procession of seaward-bound firs on an island, made me feel solid and definite again, instead of a poor, incoherent being. Life was resumed, and anxious living blew away as if it had not been. I could not breathe deep enough or long enough. It was a return to happiness.

The coast had still a wintry look; it was far on in May, but all the shore looked cold and sterile. One was conscious of going north as well as east, and as the day went on the sea grew colder, and all the warmer air and bracing strength and stimulus of the autumn weather, and storage of the heat of summer, were quite gone. I was very cold and very tired when I came at evening up the lower bay, and saw the white houses of Dunnet Landing climbing the hill. They had a friendly look, these little houses, not as if they were climbing up the shore, but as if they were rather all coming down to meet a fond and weary traveler, and I could hardly wait with patience to step off the boat. It was not the usual eager company on the wharf. The coming-in of the mail-boat was the one large public event of a summer day, and I was disappointed at seeing none of my intimate friends but Johnny Bowden, who had evidently done nothing all winter but grow, so that his short sea-smitten clothes gave him a look of poverty.

Johnnys expression did not change as we greeted each other, but I suddenly felt that I had shown indifference and inconvenient delay by not coming sooner; before I could make an apology he took my small portmanteau, and walking before me in his old fashion he made straight up the hilly road toward Mrs. Todds. Yes, he was much grown — it had never occurred to me the summer before that Johnny was likely, with the help of time and other forces, to grow into a young man; he was such a well-framed and well-settled chunk of a boy that nature seemed to have set him aside as something finished, quite satisfactory and entirely completed.

The wonderful little green garden had been enchanted away by winter. There were a few frost-bitten twigs and some thin shrubbery against the fence, but it was a most unpromising small piece of ground. My heart was beating like a lovers as I passed it on the way to the door of Mrs. Todds house, which seemed to have become much smaller under the influence of winter weather.

She hasnt gone away? I asked Johnny Bowden with a sudden anxiety just as we reached the doorstep.

Gone away! he faced me with blank astonishment,— I see her settin by Mis Caplins window, the one nighest the road, about four oclock! And eager with suppressed news of my coming he made his entrance as if the house were a burrow.

Then on my homesick heart fell the voice of Mrs. Todd. She stopped, through what I knew to be excess of feeling, to rebuke Johnny for bringing in so much mud, and I dallied without for one moment during the ceremony; then we met again face to face.

II.

I dare say you can advise me what shapes they are going to wear. My meetin-bunnit aint going to do me again this year; no! I cant expect twould do me forever, said Mrs. Todd, as soon as she could say anything. There! do set down and tell me how you have been! Weve got a weddin in the family, I spose you know?

A wedding! said I, still full of excitement.

Yes; I expect if the tide serves and the line-storm dont overtake him theyll come in and appear out on Sunday. I shouldnt have concerned me about the bunnit for a month yet, nobody would notice, but havin an occasion like this I shall show considerble. Twill be an ordeal for William!

For William! I exclaimed. What do you mean, Mrs. Todd?

She gave a comfortable little laugh. Well, the Lords seen reason at last an removed Mis Capn Hight up to the farm, an I dont know but the weddins going to be this week. Esthers had a great deal of business disposin of her flock, but shes done extra well — the folks that owns the next place goin up country are well off. Tis elegant land north side o that bleak ridge, an one o the boys has been Esthers right-hand man of late. She instructed him in all matters, and after she markets the early lambs hes goin to take the farm on halves, an shes give the refusal to him to buy her out within two years. Shes reserved the buryin-lot, an the right o way in, an—

I couldnt stop for details. I demanded reassurance of the central fact.

William going to be married? I repeated; whereat Mrs. Todd gave me a searching look that was not without scorn.

Old Mis Hights funeral was a week ago Wednesday, and twas very well attended, she assured me after a moments pause.

Poor thing! said I, with a sudden vision of her helplessness and angry battle against the fate of illness; it was very hard for her.

I thought it was hard for Esther! said Mrs. Todd without sentiment.

III.

I had an odd feeling of strangeness: I missed the garden, and the little rooms, to which I had added a few things of my own the summer before, seemed oddly unfamiliar. It was like the hermit crab in a cold new shell, — and with the windows shut against the raw May air, and a strange silence and grayness of the sea all that first night and day of my visit, I felt as if I had after all lost my hold of that quiet life.

Mrs. Todd made the apt suggestion that city persons were prone to run themselves to death, and advised me to stay and get properly rested now that I had taken the trouble to come. She did not know how long I had been homesick for the conditions of life at the Landing the autumn before — it was natural enough to feel a little unsupported by compelling incidents on my return.

Some one has said that one never leaves a place, or arrives at one, until the next day! But on the second morning I woke with the familiar feeling of interest and ease, and the bright May sun was streaming in, while I could hear Mrs. Todds heavy footsteps pounding about in the other part of the house as if something were going to happen. There was the first golden robin singing somewhere close to the house, and a lovely aspect of spring now, and I looked at the garden to see that in the warm night some of its treasures had grown a hands breadth; the determined spikes of yellow daffies stood tall against the doorsteps, and the bloodroot was unfolding leaf and flower. The belated spring which I had left behind farther south had overtaken me on this northern coast. I even saw a presumptuous dandelion in the garden border. 

It is difficult to report the great events of New England; expression is so slight, and those few words which escape us in moments of deep feeling look but meagre on the printed page. One has to assume too much of the dramatic fervor as one reads; but as I came out of my room at breakfast-time I met Mrs. Todd face to face, and when she said to me, This weatherll bring William in after her; tis their happy day! I felt something take possession of me which ought to communicate itself to the least sympathetic reader of this cold page. It is written for those who have a Dunnet Landing of their own: who either kindly share this with its writer, or possess another.

I aint seen his comin sail yet; hell be likely to dodge round among the islands so hell be the less observed, continued Mrs. Todd. You can get a dory up the bay, even a clean new painted one, if you know as how, keepin it against the high land. She stepped to the door and looked off to sea as she spoke. I could see her eye follow the gray shores to and fro, and then a bright light spread over her calm face. There he comes, and hes striking right in across the open bay like a man! she said with splendid approval. See, there he comes! Yes, theres William, and hes bent his new sail.

I looked too, and saw the fleck of white no larger than a gulls wing yet, but present to her eager vision.

I was going to France for the whole long summer that year, and the more I thought of such an absence from these simple scenes the more dear and delightful they became Santa Teresa says that the true proficiency of the soul is not in much thinking, but in much loving, and sometimes I believed that I had never found love in its simplicity as I had found it at Dunnet Landing in the various hearts of Mrs. Blackett and Mrs. Todd and William. It is only because one came to know them, these three, loving and wise and true, in their own habitations. Their counterparts are in every village in the world, thank heaven, and the gift to ones life is only in its discernment. I had only lived in Dunnet until the usual distractions and artifices of the world were no longer in control, and I saw these simple natures clear. The happiness of life is in its recognitions. It seems that we are not ignorant of these truths, and even that we believe them; but we are so little accustomed to think of them, they are so strange to us—

Well now, deary me! said Mrs. Todd, breaking into exclamation; Ive got to fly round — I thought hed have to beat; he cant sail far on that tack, and he wont be in for a good hour yet — I expect hes made every arrangement, but he said he shouldnt go up after Esther unless the weather was good, and I declare it did look doubtful this morning.

I remembered Esthers weather-worn face. She was like a Frenchwoman who had spent her life in the fields. I remembered her pleasant look, her childlike eyes, and thought of the astonishment of joy she would feel now in being taken care of and tenderly sheltered from wind and weather after all these years. They were going to be young again now, she and William, to forget work and care in the spring weather. I could hardly wait for the boat to come to land, I was so eager to see his happy face.

Cake an wine Im goin to set em out! said Mrs. Todd. They wont stop to set down for an ordered meal, theyll want to get right out home quick s they can. Yes, Ill give em some cake an wine — Ive got a rare plum-cake from my best receipt, and a bottle o wine that the old Capn Denton of all give me, one of two, the day I was married, one we had and one we saved, and Ive never touched it till now. He said there want none like it in the State o Maine.

It was a day of waiting, that day of spring; the May weather was as expectant as our fond hearts, and one could see the grass grow green hour by hour. The warm air was full of birds, there was a glow of light on the sea instead of the cold shining of chilly weather which had lingered late. There was a look on Mrs. Todds face which I saw once and could not meet again. She was in her highest mood. Then I went out early for a walk, and when I came back we sat in different rooms for the most part. There was such a thrill in the air that our only conversation was in her most abrupt and incisive manner. She was knitting, I believe, and as for me I dallied with a book. I heard her walking to and fro, and the door being wide open now, she went out and paced the front walk to the gate as if she walked a quarter-deck.

It is very solemn to sit waiting for the great events of life — most of us have done it again and again — to be expectant of life or expectant of death gives one the same feeling.

But at the last Mrs. Todd came quickly back from the gate, and standing in the sunshine at the door, she beckoned me as if she were a sibyl.

I thought you comprehended everything the day you was up there, she added with a little more patience in her tone, but I felt that she thought I had lost instead of gained since we parted the autumn before.

Williams made this pretext o goin fishin for the last time. Twouldnt done to take notice, twould scared him to death! but there never was nobody took less comfort out o forty years courtin. No, he wont have to make no further pretexts, said Mrs. Todd, with an air of triumph.

Did you know where he was going that day? I asked with a sudden burst of admiration at such discernment.

I did! replied Mrs. Todd grandly.

Oh! but that pennyroyal lotion, I indignantly protested, remembering that under pretext of mosquitoes she had besmeared the poor lover in an awful way — why, it was outrageous! Medea could not have been more conscious of high ultimate purposes.

Darlin, said Mrs. Todd, in the excitement of my arrival and the great concerns of marriage, hes got a beautiful shaped face, and they pison him very unusual — you wouldnt have had him present himself to his lady all lop-sided with a mosquito-bite? Once when we was young I rode up with him, and they set upon him in concert the minute we entered the woods. She stood before me reproachfully, and I was conscious of deserved rebuke. Yes, youve come just in the nick of time to advise me about a bunnit. They say large bows on top is liable to be worn.

IV.

The period of waiting was one of direct contrast to these high moments of recognition. The very slowness of the morning hours wasted that sense of excitement with which we had begun the day. Mrs. Todd came down from the mount where her face had shone so bright, to the cares of common life, and some acquaintances from Black Island for whom she had little natural preference or liking came, bringing a poor, sickly child to get medical advice. They were noisy women with harsh, clamorous voices, and they stayed a long time. I heard the clink of teacups, however, and could detect no impatience in the tones of Mrs. Todds voice; but when they were at last going away, she did not linger unduly over her leave-taking, and returned to me to explain that they were people she had never liked, and they had made an excuse of a friendly visit to save their doctors bill; but she pitied the poor little child, and knew beside that the doctor was away.

I had to give em the remedies right out, she told me; they wouldnt have bought a cents worth o drugs down to the store for that dwindlin thing. She needed feedin up, and I dont expect she gets milk enough; theyre great butter-makers down to Black Island, tis excellent pasturage, but they use no milk themselves, and their butter is heavy laden with salt to make weight, so that youd think all their ideas come down from Sodom.

She was very indignant and very wistful about the pale little girl. I wish theyd let me kept her, she said. I kind of advised it, and her eyes was so wishful in that pinched face when she heard me, so that I could see what was the matter with her, but they said she want prepared. Prepared! And Mrs. Todd snuffed like an offended war-horse, and departed; but I could hear her still grumbling and talking to herself in high dudgeon an hour afterward.

At the end of that time her arch enemy, Mari Harris, appeared at the side-door with a gingham handkerchief over her head. She was always on hand for the news, and made some formal excuse for her presence, — she wished to borrow the weekly paper. Captain Littlepage, whose housekeeper she was, had taken it from the post-office in the morning, but had forgotten, being of failing memory, what he had done with it.

How is the poor old gentleman? asked Mrs. Todd with solicitude, ignoring the present errand of Maria and all her concerns.

I had spoken the evening before of intended visits to Captain Littlepage and Elijah Tilley, and I now heard Mrs. Todd repeating my inquiries and intentions, and fending off with unusual volubility of her own the curious questions that were sure to come. But at last Maria Harris secured an opportunity and boldly inquired if she had not seen William ashore early that morning.

I dont say he wasnt, replied Mrs. Todd; Thusdays a very usual day with him to come ashore.

He was all dressed up, insisted Maria — she really had no sense of propriety. I didnt know but they was going to be married?

Mrs. Todd did not reply. I recognized from the sounds that reached me that she had retired to the fastnesses of the kitchen-closet and was clattering the tins.

I expect theyll marry soon anyway, continued the visitor.

I expect they will if they want to, answered Mrs. Todd. I dont know nothin t all about it; thats what folks say. And presently the gingham handkerchief retreated past my window.

I routed her, horse and foot, said Mrs. Todd proudly, coming at once to stand at my door. Whos coming now? as two figures passed inward bound to the kitchen.

They were Mrs. Begg and Johnny Bowdens mother, who were favorites, and were received with Mrs. Todds usual civilities. Then one of the Mrs. Caplins came with a cup in hand to borrow yeast. On one pretext or another nearly all our acquaintances came to satisfy themselves of the facts, and see what Mrs. Todd would impart about the wedding. But she firmly avoided the subject through the length of every call and errand, and answered the final leading question of each curious guest with her non-committal phrase, I dont know nothin t all about it; thats what folks say!

She had just repeated this for the fourth or fifth time and shut the door upon the last comers, when we met in the little front entry. Mrs. Todd was not in a bad temper, but highly amused. Ive been havin all sorts o social privileges, you may have observed. They didnt seem to consider that if they could only hold out till afternoon theyd know as much as I did. There want but one o the whole sixteen that showed real interest, the rest demeaned themselves to ask out o cheap curiosity; no, there want but one showed any real feelin.

Miss Maria Harris you mean? and Mrs. Todd laughed.

Certain, dear, she agreed, how you do understand poor human natur!

A short distance down the hilly street stood a narrow house that was newly painted white. It blinded ones eyes to catch the reflection of the sun. It was the house of the minister, and a wagon had just stopped before it; a man was helping a woman to alight, and they stood side by side for a moment, while Johnny Bowden appeared as if by magic, and climbed to the wagon-seat. Then they went into the house and shut the door. Mrs. Todd and I stood close together and watched; the tears were running down her cheeks. I watched Johnny Bowden, who made light of so great a moment by so handling the whip that the old white Caplin horse started up from time to time and was inexorably stopped as if he had some idea of running away. There was something in the back of the wagon which now and then claimed the boys attention; he leaned over as if there were something very precious left in his charge; perhaps it was only Esthers little trunk going to its new home.

At last the door of the parsonage opened, and two figures came out. The minister followed them and stood in the doorway, delaying them with parting words; he could not have thought it was a time for admonition.

Hes all alone; his wifes up to Portland to her sisters, said Mrs. Todd, in a matter-of-fact voice. Shes a nice woman, but she might ha talked too much. There! see, theyre comin here. I didnt know how twould be. Yes, theyre comin up to see us before they go home. I declare, if William aint lookin just like a king!

Mrs. Todd took one step forward, and we stood and waited. The happy pair came walking up the street, Johnny Bowden driving ahead. I heard a plaintive little cry from time to time to which in the excitement of the moment I had not stopped to listen; but when William and Esther had come and shaken hands with Mrs. Todd and then with me, all in silence, Esther stepped quickly to the back of the wagon, and unfastening some cords returned to us carrying a little white lamb. She gave a shy glance at William as she fondled it and held it to her heart, and then, still silent, we went into the house together. The lamb had stopped bleating. It was lovely to see Esther carry it in her arms.

When we got into the house, all the repression of Mrs. Todds usual manner was swept away by her flood of feeling. She took Esthers thin figure, lamb and all, to her heart and held her there, kissing her as she might have kissed a child, and then held out her hand to William and they gave each other the kiss of peace. This was so moving, so tender, so free from their usual fetters of self-consciousness, that Esther and I could not help giving each other a happy glance of comprehension. I never saw a young bride half so touching in her happiness as Esther was that day of her wedding. We took the cake and wine of the marriage feast together, always in silence, like a true sacrament, and then to my astonishment I found that sympathy and public interest in so great an occasion were going to have their way. I shrank from the thought of Williams possible sufferings, but he welcomed both the first group of neighbors and the last with heartiness; and when at last they had gone, for there were thoughtless loiterers in Dunnet Landing, I made ready with eager zeal and walked with William and Esther to the water-side. It was only a little way, and kind faces nodded reassuringly from the windows, while kind voices spoke from the doors. Esther carried the lamb on one arm; she had found time to tell me that its mother had died that morning and she could not bring herself to the thought of leaving it behind. She kept the other hand on Williams arm until we reached the landing. Then he shook hands with me, and looked me full in the face to be sure I understood how happy he was, and stepping into the boat held out his arms to Esther — at last she was his own.

I watched him make a nest for the lamb out of an old sea-cloak at Esthers feet, and then he wrapped her own shawl round her shoulders, and finding a pin in the lapel of his Sunday coat he pinned it for her. She looked at him fondly while he did this, and then glanced up at us, a pretty, girlish color brightening her cheeks.

We stood there together and watched them go far out into the bay. The sunshine of the May day was low now, but there was a steady breeze, and the boat moved well.

Motherll be watching for them, said Mrs. Todd. Yes, motherll be watching all day, and waiting. Shell be so happy to have Esther come.

We went home together up the hill, and Mrs. Todd said nothing more; but we held each others hand all the way.


The Short Stories
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Sarah Orne Jewett House, South Berwick, Maine — Jewett was born in her grandparents eighteenth-century house. She lived there with her family until 1854, when they built a Greek Revival house next door. Jewett and her sister Mary inherited their grandparents house, now a National Historic Landmark, in 1887. It largely inspired Jewetts debut novel Deephaven.
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Emanuel Swedenborg (1688-1772), a Swedish philosopher and mystic, best known for his book on the afterlife, Heaven and Hell (1758) — Jewetts friendship with Harvard law professor Theophilus Parsons stimulated an interest in the teachings of Swedenborg.


Verses (1916)

[image: img82.jpg]

Verses was first printed and published posthumously in 1916 by D. B. Updike, the owner of Merrymount Press, Boston. It was dedicated to Jewetts nephew, Theodore Jewett Eastman, with whom she had a close relationship. The release of the collection in 1916 had been intended for distribution only among her friends and literary acquaintances. In 1949, American Weave Press published a new edition of the collection to mark a hundred years since Jewetts birth. It was edited by Burton Trafton, a researcher and school counsellor from South Berwick, who wrote a preface for the collection. He stated that ...with the re-awakening of an interest in her works on the part of both layman and scholar, it seems entirely appropriate that such an edition be made available to an appreciative audience this centennial year.

The opening poems To My Father: I and To My Father: II lament the passing of Jewetts father in 1878. They are poems of grief and pain, mourning the loss of a person central to her life as both a caring father and a vital part of inspiring her art and love of New England. Other poems in the collection, including Flowers In the Dark, Top Of The Hill and At Home From Church, reveal the attention and care she paid to the landscape and surroundings of her home and the emotionally potency South Berwick possessed for her. Jewetts poems are formal in style, displaying a classical adherence to rhyme and metre.
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TO

T. J. E.


TO MY FATHER (I)
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When in the quiet house I sat alone, 
Sometimes I heard your footfall drawing near; 
And with a thrill of gladness open wide 
I flung my door to bid you welcome, dear. 
Sometimes you did not even speak to me, 
But left me quickly when our eyes had met 
And you had kissed me — ah, how tenderly! 
Light were the tasks the busy day had set; 
I had grown braver for the sight of you; 
Out of your sight I was not left alone. 
A thousand times across the land and sea 
Your loving thoughts straight to my heart have flown, 
Returned from that far country of the stars. 
Again you find me in the quiet room, — 
Your angelhood has lent your love fleet wings 
To make the journey through the evenings gloom. 
How can I miss you, though the days are long 
And dark with sorrow since I saw you die, 
Though like a dream my changed life seems to me, 
With all its pleasures stolen suddenly? 
Who is so alive as he the world calls dead! 
What heart so loving as the heart that waits, 
Not cold and still, but quick with tenderness! 
No other hand will lead me through the gates. 
Your great sweet love is ever close to me 
To bring me courage, and my soul to keep. 
Heavens peace you bring who ever brought me earths, 
And some fair day I too shall fall on sleep.


TO MY FATHER (II)
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I heard to-day the first sweet song of spring — 
A blue-birds eager note, so faint and far, 
Across the fields; and first I was so glad. 
I thought of summer, and the flowers that are 
Waiting for that glad day when they can bloom. 
But quick again my heart was sorrowing: 
It was mistaken in its winters end. 
I think I never was so grieved and sad, 
And in my mind there was no longer room 
For any thought but of that dearest friend 
Who taught me first the beauty of these days — 
To watch the young leaves start, the birds return, 
And how the brooks rush down their rocky ways, 
The new life everywhere, the stars that burn 
Bright in the mild, clear nights. Oh! he has gone, 
And I must watch the spring this year, alone.


ASSURANCE
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It sometimes happens that two friends will meet, 
And with a smile and touch of hands again 
Go on their way along the noisy street. 
Each is so sure of all the friendship sweet, 
The loving silence gives no thought of pain. 
And so I think those friends whom we call dead 
Are with us. It may be some quiet hour, 
Or time of busy work for hand and head, 
Their love fills all the heart that missed them so. 
They bring a sweet assurance of the life 
Serene above the worry that we know, 
And we are braver for the comfort brought. 
Why should we grieve because they do not speak 
Our words that lie so far below their thought? 


THE GLOUCESTER MOTHER
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WHEN autumn winds are high, 
They wake and trouble me 
With thoughts of people lost 
A-coming on the coast, 
And all the ships at sea.

How dark, how dark and cold 
And fearful in the waves, 
Are tired folk who lie not still 
And quiet in their graves 
In moving waters deep 
That will not let men sleep 
As they may sleep on any hills, 
May sleep ashore till time is old 
And all the earth is frosty cold. 
Under the flowers a thousand springs 
They sleep and dream of many things.

God bless them all who die at sea! 
If they must sleep in restless waves, 
God make them dream they are ashore 
With grass above their graves!


FLOWERS IN THE DARK
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Late in the evening, when the room had grown 
Too hot and tiresome with its flaring light 
And noise of voices, I stole out alone 
Into the darkness of the summer night. 
Down the long garden-walk I slowly went; 
A little wind was stirring in the trees; 
I only saw the whitest of the flowers, 
And I was sorry that the earlier hours 
Of that fair evening had been so ill spent, 
Because, I said, I am content with these 
Dear friends of mine who only speak to me 
With their delicious fragrance, and who tell 
To me their gracious welcome silently. 
The leaves that touch my hand with dew are wet; 
I find the tall white lilies I love well. 
I linger as I pass the mignonette,* * 
And what surprise could dearer be than this: 
To find my sweet rose waiting with a kiss!


BOAT SONG
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Oh, rest your oars and let me drift 
While all the stars come out to see! 
The birds are talking in their sleep 
As we go by so silently. 
The idle winds are in the pines; 
The ripples touch against the shore. 
Oh, rest your oars and let me drift, 
And let me dream forevermore!

The sweet wild roses hear and wake, 
And send their fragrance through the air; 
The hills are hiding in the dark, 
There is no hurry anywhere. 
The shadows close around the boat, 
Ah, why should we go back to shore! 
So rest your oars, and we will float 
Without a care forevermore.

Oh, little waves that plash and call, 
How fast you lead us out of sight! 
And we must follow where you go 
This strange and sweet midsummer night; 
The quiet river reaches far — 
The darkness covers all the shore; 
With idle oars we downward float 
In starlight dim forevermore.


TOP OF THE HILL
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Green slope of autumn fields, 
And soft November sun, 
And golden leaves — they linger yet, 
While tasselled pines new fragrance get, 
Though summer-time is done.

The hedge-rows wear a veil 
Of glistening spider threads, 
And in the trees along the brook 
The clematis, like whiffs of smoke, 
Its faded garland spreads.

See, here upon my hand, 
This gauzy-winged wild bee! 
Now that the winds are laid, 
He suns him unafraid 
Of winter-time or me.

I love the steepled town, 
The river winding down, 
The slow salt tide that creeps 
Beside a shore that sleeps, 
Dark with its pine woods crown.* *

Here, high above them all 
Upon my broad-backed hill, 
Far from shrill voices I, 
And near the sun and sky, 
Can look and take my fill.

I breathe the sweet air in, 
While lower drops the sun, 
And brighter all too soon 
Grows the pale hunters moon, 
The whole years fairest one.

Oh, lovely light that fades 
Too soon from sky and field, 
Oh, days that are too few, 
How can I gather you, 
Or treasure what you yield!

Oh, sunshine, warm me through, 
And, soft wind, blow away 
My foolishness, my fears, 
And let some golden years 
Grow from this golden day!


AT HOME FROM CHURCH
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The lilacs in the sunshine lift 
Their plumes of dear old-fashioned flowers 
Whose fragrance fills the silent house 
Where, left alone, I count the hours.

High in the apple-trees the bees 
Are humming, busy in the sun; 
An idle robin cries for rain 
But once or twice, and then is done.

The Sunday morning stillness holds 
In heavy slumber all the street, 
While from the church just out of sight 
Behind the elms, comes slow and sweet

The organs drone, the voices faint 
That sing the quaint long-metre hymn — * * 
I somehow feel as if shut out 
From some mysterious temple, dim

And beautiful with blue and red 
And golden lights from windows high, 
Where angels in the shadows stand, 
And earth seems very near the sky.

The day-dream fades, and so I try 
Again to catch the tune that brings 
No thought of temple or of priest, 
But only of a voice that sings. 


TOGETHER
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I wonder if you really send 
These dreams of you that come and go! 
I like to say, She thought of me, 
And I have known it. Is it so?

Though other friends are by your side, 
Yet sometimes it must surely be 
They wonder where your thoughts have gone — 
Because I have you here with me.

And when the busy day is done, 
When work is ended, voices cease, 
And everyone has said good-night 
In fading twilight, then, in peace,

Idly I rest; you come to me, 
Your dear love holds me close to you. 
If I could see you face to face, 
It would not be more sweet and true.

And now across the weary miles 
Light from my star shines. Is it, dear, 
You never really went away — 
I said farewell, and — kept you here? 


A CAGED BIRD
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High at the window in her cage, 
The old canary sits and sings, 
Nor sees across the curtain pass 
The shadow of a swallows wings.

A poor deceit and copy this 
Of larger lives that count their span, 
Unreckoning of wider worlds, 
Or gifts that Heaven keeps for man!

She gathers piteous bits and shreds, 
This solitary mateless thing, 
Patient to build again the nest 
So rudely scattered spring by spring;

And sings her brief, unheeded songs, 
Her dreams of bird-life wild and free, 
Yet never beats her prison bars 
At sound of song from bush or tree.

Yet in my busiest hours I pause, 
Held by a sense of urgent speech, 
Bewildered by that spark-like soul 
Able my very soul to reach.

She will be heard; she chirps me loud 
When I forget those gravest cares, 
Her small provision to supply — 
Clear water or the seedsmans wares.

She begs me now for that chief joy 
The round great world is made to grow — 
Her wisp of greenness. Hear her chide 
Because my answering thought is slow!

What can my life seem like to her? 
A dull, unpunctual service mine, 
Stupid before her eager speech, 
Her flitting steps, her insight fine!

To open wide thy prison door, 
Poor friend, would give thee to thy foes; 
And yet a plaintive note I hear, 
As if to tell how slowly goes

The time of thy long prisoning. 
Bird! does some promise keep thee sane? 
Will there be better days for thee? 
Will thy soul too know life again?

Ah, none of us have more than this — 
If one true friend green leaves can reach 
From out some fairer, wider place, 
And understand our wistful speech! 


STAR ISLAND
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High on the lichened ledges, like 
A lonely sea-fowl on its perch, 
Blown by the cold sea-winds it stands, 
The quaint, forsaken Gosport church.

No sign is left of all the town 
Except a few forgotten graves; 
But to and fro the white sails go 
Slowly across the glittering waves.

And summer idlers stray about, 
With curious questions of the lost 
And vanished village and its men 
Whose boats by these same waves were tossed.

I wonder if the old church dreams 
About its parish, and the days 
The fisher-people came to hear 
The preaching and the songs of praise.

Rough-handed, browned with sun and wind, 
Heedless of fashion or of creed, 
They listened to the parsons words — 
Their pilot heavenward indeed.

Their eyes on week-days sought the church, 
Their surest landmark, and the guide 
That led them home from far at sea, 
Until they anchored safe beside.

The harbor-wall still braves the storm 
With its resistless strength of stone. 
Now busy fishers all are gone, 
The church is standing here alone.

I know the blue sea covers some, 
And others in the rocky ground 
Found narrow lodgings for their bones. 
God grant their rest is sweet and sound!

I saw the worn rope idle hang 
Beside me in the belfry brown. 
I gave the bell a solemn toll:- 
I rang the knell for Gosport town. 


THE WIDOWS HOUSE

AT BETHLEHEM, PENNSYLVANIA
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What of this house with massive walls 
And small-paned windows, gay with blooms? 
A quaint and ancient aspect falls 
Like pallid sunshine through the rooms.

Not this new countrys rush and haste 
Could breed, one thinks, so still a life; 
Here is the old Moravian* * home, 
A placid foe of worldly strife.

For this roof covers, night and day, 
The widowed women poor and old, 
The mated without mates, who say 
Their light is out, their story told.

To these the many mansions* * seem 
Dear household fires that cannot die; 
They wait through separation dark 
An endless union by and by.

Each window has its watcher wan 
To fit the autumn afternoon, 
The dropping poplar leaves, the dream 
Of spring that faded all too soon.

Upon the highest window-ledge 
A glowing scarlet flower shines down. 
Oh, wistful sisterhood, whose home 
Has sanctified this quiet town!

Oh, hapless household, gather in 
The tired-hearted and the lone! 
What broken homes, what sundered love, 
What disappointment you have known!

They count their little wealth of hope 
And spend their waiting days in peace, 
What comfort their poor loneliness 
Must find in every souls release!

And when the wailing trombones go 
Along the street before the dead 
In that Moravian custom quaint, 
They smile because a soul has fled. 


DUNLUCE CASTLE
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To-day upon thy ruined walls 
The flowers wave flags of truce, 
For time has proved thy conqueror, 
And tamed thy strength, Dunluce!* *

Marauders in their clanking mail 
Ride from thy gates no more, — 
Lords of the Skerries cruel rocks,* * 
Masters of sea and shore.

Thy dungeons are untenanted, 
Thy captives are set free; 
The daisy with sweet childish face 
Keeps watch and ward oer thee. 


DISCONTENT
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Down in a field, one day in June, 
The flowers all bloomed together, 
Save one who tried to hide herself, 
And drooped, that pleasant weather.

A robin who had flown too high 
And felt a little lazy 
Was resting near this buttercup 
Who wished she were a daisy.

The daisies grow so trig and tall, — 
She always had a passion 
For wearing frills around her neck 
In just the daisies fashion.

And buttercups must always be 
The same old tiresome color — 
While daisies dress in gold and white, 
Although their gold is duller.

Dear robin, said this sad young flower, 
Perhaps youd not mind trying 
To find a nice white frill for me 
Some day when you are flying.

You silly thing! the robin said, 
I think you must be crazy. 
Id rather be my honest self 
Than any made-up daisy.

Youre nicer in your own bright gown, — 
The little children love you. 
Be the best buttercup you can, 
And think no flower above you.

Though swallows leave me out of sight, 
Wed better keep our places; 
Perhaps the world would all go wrong 
With one too many daisies.

Look bravely up into the sky 
And be content with knowing 
That God wished for a buttercup 
Just here, where you are growing. 


A FOUR-LEAVED CLOVER
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Dear Polly, these are joyful days! 
Your feet can choose their own sweet ways; 
You have no care of anything. 
Free as a swallow on the wing, 
You hunt the hayfield over 
To find a four-leaved clover.

But this I tell you, Polly dear, 
One thing in life you need not fear: 
Bad luck, Im certain, never haunts 
A child who hunts for what she wants, 
And hunts a hayfield over 
To find a four-leaved clover.

The little leaf is not so wise 
As it may seem in foolish eyes; 
But then, dear Polly, dont you see 
If you are willing carefully 
To hunt the hayfield over, 
You find your four-leaved clover?

Your patience may have long to wait, 
Whether in little things or great, 
But all good luck, you soon will learn, 
Must come to those who nobly earn. 
Who hunts the hayfield over 
Will find the four-leaved clover!

Now put it in your dear trig shoe — 
Lovers by scores will flock to you. 
Dear Polly, you will always find 
Both friends and fortune true and kind; 
So hunt the hayfield over 
And keep the four-leaved clover!


A CHILDS GRAVE
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More than a hundred years ago 
They raised for her this little stone; 
Miss Polly Townsend, aged nine, 
It says, is sleeping here alone.

T was hard to leave your merry mates 
For ranks of angels robed and crowned, 
To sleep until the judgment day* * 
In Copps Hill burying-ground.

You must have dreaded heaven then — 
A solemn doom of endless rest, 
Where white-winged seraphs tuned their harps — 
You surely liked this life the best!

The gray slate headstones frightened you, 
When from Christ Church your father brought 
You here on Sunday afternoon, 
And told you that this world was nought;

And you spelled out the carven names 
Of people who beneath the sod, 
Hidden away from mortal eyes, 
Were at the mercy of their God.

You had been taught that He was great — 
You only hoped He might be good — 
An awful thought that you must join 
This silent neighborhood!

Did you grow up to womanhood 
In Heaven, and did you soon lose sight, 
Because you are so happy there, 
Of this worlds troubles infinite?

No one remembers now the day 
They buried you on Copps Hill-side; 
No one remembers you, or grieves 
And misses you, because you died.

I see the grave and serious men 
And pious women, meek and mild, 
Walk two by two in company, 
The mourners for this little child.

The harbor glistened in the sun; 
The bell in Christ Church steeple tolled; 
And all her playmates cried for her — 
Miss Polly Townsend, nine years old.


THE SPENDTHRIFT DOLL
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As I was coming down the street, 
I saw the saddest sight; 
Sitting before a candy-shop, 
A doll all dressed in white. 
A Paris hat was on her head, 
Her eyes were china blue, 
And, looking down below her gown, 
I saw her pink kid shoe.

Her veil thrown back showed me that her 
Expression was refined; 
Her carriage-top was folded down, 
Her sash was tied behind. 
Beside her sat a shaggy dog, 
And, as I came too near, 
His growls, though not so very loud, 
Were terrible to hear!

Just then the shop-door opened wide 
And out two children came; 
The last one several bundles bore, 
The first one just the same. 
And some they put behind the doll, 
And some before her lay; 
And taking now the horses place 
They turned to go away.

We, who are good, cant understand 
Such very wicked ways; 
There must have been at least a pound 
Of candy in the chaise! 
The money she so idly spends 
She might so wisely use — 
Buy some poor doll a Sunday hat, 
Or week-day pair of shoes;

To outgrown and old-fashioned dolls 
She might be such a friend; 
To heathen dolls in savage lands 
Improving books might send. 
T is sad to think that one so small 
Can be so great in sin. 
I fear my tears will form a lake 
And I shall fall therein! 


THE LITTLE DOLL THAT LIED
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Why, Polly! Whats the matter, dear? 
You look so very sad: 
Has your new doll been taken ill? 
It cannot be so bad! 
Nine of the dolls sit in a row, 
But there is one beside — 
See in the corner, upside-down, 
The little doll that lied!

Out in the corner, all alone, 
The wicked doll must stay! 
None of the rest must speak to her, 
Or look there while they play. 
All her best clothes, except her boots, 
Are safely put aside 
(Her boots are painted on her feet) — 
The little doll that lied!

Oh, lyings such a naughty thing! 
Why, she might swear and steal. 
Or murder someone, I dare say; 
Just think how we should feel 
To have her in a prison live, 
Or, worse than that, be hung! 
What wont she do when she is old, 
If she did this so young?

And now the silver mug and spoon 
Come into use again, 
And down the faces of the dolls 
The tears run fast as rain. 
Three have tipped over in their grief, 
Their tears cannot be dried; 
Their handkerchiefs are dripping wet — 
The little doll has lied!


THE FALLEN OAK
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Where the oak fell, a great road leads away, 
Across the country to the door of day, 
To find no ending where the sky begins: — 
What the oak knew our larger outlook wins.
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A DAYS SECRET
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DEAR friend, to-day was dull and hot and long,
And everybody grumbled at the weather — 
There never was such heat and dust together; 
Yet I was listening to the sweetest song: 
I did not care if everything went wrong. 
And no one knew it was our holiday, 
For they would have thought that you are far away. 
I do not know if I have said your name.
Were I alone or in some busy throng, 
Idle or hurried all the summer hours, 
We should have been together just the same: 
Your thoughts have come to me like fairest flowers, 
And no one knew our hearts kept lovingly 
The day that is so dear to you and me.

January 26, 1881.


A SLEEPING GIANT IN HIS CLOAK OF GRASS.

I.
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A sleeping giant in his cloak of grass — 
The strong great hill that lifts against the sky; 
And nothing wakes him, even when we climb 
Far up with careless footsteps, you and I. 
Though Gods life is the life that moves the world, 
Our lives are still our own to hold and guide; 
And though all nature lives to show us God, 
Yet in it heart and consciousness abide. 
I more and more its faithful friendship know. 
And so, when restless and adrift, I keep 
Great comfort in a quietness like this; — 
An awful strength that lies in fearless sleep; 
On this great shoulder lay my head, nor miss 
The things I longed for but an hour ago.

II.

It sometimes happens that two friends will meet 
And with a smile and touch of hands, again 
Go on their way along the noisy street: 
Each is so sure of all the friendship sweet, 
The loving silence gives no thought of pain. 
And so, I think, those friends whom we call dead 
Are with us. It may be some quiet hour 
Or time of busy work for hand or head — 
Their love fills all the heart that missed them so; 
They bring a sweet assurance of the life 
Serene, above the worry that we know; 
And we grow braver for the comfort brought. 
Why should we mourn because they do not speak 
Our words that lie so far below their thought?


AT WAKING
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I heard the city bells at morning ring, 
The eastern sky was faintly tinged with light; 
The tired town in heavy sleep lay still, 
And yet I knew it was no longer night.

One, two, three, four, the bells struck one by one, 
In answering steeples that were far away; 
Who could help wondering what the morn might bring, 
Who waked, like me, between the dark and day?

December 14, 1881


THE BABY-HOUSE FAMINE.
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At the baby-house door sits my sweet little Kitty, 
In her apron lies Kitty, her namesake, asleep; 
The dollies look out of the baby-house parlors, 
And the baby-clothes lie on the floor in a heap.

Are the cares of your housekeeping quite overwhelming? 
Are the children unruly, and servants a bore? 
But they sit dressed for callers; and down in the kitchen 
Sits placid old Dinah with eyes on the floor.

If youre tired of playing, run out to the garden; 
Theres green grass to play on, the sunshine is bright; 
Or Aunty will read you a nice little story, — 
Take her lap for your bed, dear, and play it is night.

Then the dear little face grew exceedingly solemn, 
And in the brown eyes were two wee little tears; 
The dollies — believe me — looked anxious and troubled; 
Miss Kitten gaped sadly; O. what were your fears?

Dear Aunty, my children are dying of hunger; 
Just look at Miss Anna! shes grown very thin; 
Ive not had a party for such a forever, — 
And to see them all starving! Its really a sin.

Well, the last that I saw of the dolls in affliction, 
They sat round their table, mamma at the head; 
She seemed very hungry, but they sat there smiling, 
And when Kitty finished they all went to bed.

September 1868


A COUNTRY BOY IN WINTER
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THE wind may blow the snow about, 
For all I care, says Jack, 
And I dont mind how cold it grows, 
For then the ice wont crack. 
Old folks may shiver all day long, 
But I shall never freeze; 
What cares a jolly boy like me 
For winter days like these?

Far down the long snow-covered hills 
It is such fun to coast, 
So clear the road! the fastest sled 
There is in school I boast. 
The paint is pretty well worn off, 
But then I take the lead; 
A dandy sleds a loiterer, 
And I go in for speed.

When I go home at supper-time, 
Ki! but my cheeks are red! 
They burn and sting like anything; 
Im cross until Im fed. 
You ought to see the biscuit go, 
I am so hungry then; 
And old Aunt Polly says that boys 
Eat twice as much as men.

Theres always something I can do 
To pass the time away; 
The dark comes quick in winter-time — 
A short and stormy day 
And when I give my mind to it, 
Its just as father says, 
I almost do a mans work now, 
And help him many ways.

I shall be glad when I grow up 
And get all through with school, 
Ill show them by-and-by that I 
Was not meant for a fool. 
Ill take the crops off this old farm, 
Ill do the best I can. 
A jolly boy like me wont be 
A dolt when hes a man.

I like to hear the old horse neigh 
Just as I come in sight, 
The oxen poke me with their horns 
To get their hay at night. 
Somehow the creatures seem like friends, 
And like to see me come. 
Some fellows talk about New York, 
But I shall stay at home. 


DAYBREAK.
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Where out beyond the eastern hills 
Was faintest light, there, scorning 
Shadows which warned us back, we turned 
Our faces toward the morning.

And soon by daylight we could see 
The road we thought so weary; 
Where we were frightened in the night 
Was anything but dreary.

On either side grew grass and flowers, 
We saw each others faces; 
The light shone deep into our hearts, 
The rocks were resting places.

When first upon that morning cold 
We saw the golden glory, 
And found the light was meant for us, 
And learned anew its story,

We were so glad. With hearts at rest, 
In peace the sunshine found us. 
We sang a psalm, and smiling watched 
The pleasant land around us.

For, though the clouds grow dark oerhead, 
And storms may bring us sorrow, 
Its not for always, and the sun 
Still shines — will shine to-morrow.

We lose the path, our feet soon tire; 
We seek new ways, lamenting; 
And back like truant children come, 
Unsatisfied, repenting.

Though we may fall and fall again, 
We fear to walk no longer; 
And even through mistakes and pain 
Can hourly grow the stronger.

Dear Lord of Light! forever lead 
Our wandering hearts. Oh! guide us; 
Nor let us once in storm or sun 
Forget the Friend beside us.


DISCONTENT
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Down in a field, one day in June, 
The flowers all bloomed together, 
Save one, who tried to hide herself, 
And drooped, that pleasant weather.

A robin who had soared too high, 
And felt a little lazy, 
Was resting near a buttercup 
Who wished she were a daisy.

For daisies grow so trig and tall; 
She always had a passion 
For wearing frills about her neck 
In just the daisies fashion.

And buttercups must always be 
The same old tiresome color, 
While daisies dress in gold and white, 
Although their gold is duller.

Dear robin, said this sad young flower, 
Perhaps youd not mind trying 
To find a nice white frill for me, 
Some day, when you are flying?

You silly thing! the robin said; 
I think you must be crazy! 
Id rather be my honest self 
Than any made-up daisy.

Youre nicer in your own bright gown, 
The little children love you; 
Be the best buttercup you can, 
And think no flower above you.

Though swallows leave me out of sight, 
Wed better keep our places; 
Perhaps the world would all go wrong 
With one too many daisies.

Look bravely up into the sky, 
And be content with knowing 
That God wished for a buttercup 
Just here, where you are growing.


DUNLUCE CASTLE
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To-day from all thy ruined walls 
The flowers wave flags of truce; 
For Time has proved thy conqueror, 
And tamed thy strength, Dunluce!

Lords of the Skerries cruel rocks, 
Masters of sea and shore. 
Marauders in their clanking mail 
Ride from thy gates no more.

Thy dungeons are untenanted. 
Thy captives are set free; 
The daisy, with sweet childish face, 
Keeps watch across the sea.

Thy halls are open to the sky. 
Thy revelry has ceased; 
The echoes of thy mirth have died 
With fires that lit the feast.

What keepers of thy secrets old 
Flit through the wind and rain! 
What stern-faced ghosts have come by night 
To visit thee again!

Grim fortress of the Northern sea. 
Lost are they power and pride; 
Within thy undefended walls 
The folded sheep abide.


THE EAGLE TREES

TO J. G. W.
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Great pines that watch the river go 
Down to the sea all night, all day, 
Firm-rooted near its ebb and flow, 
Bowing their heads to winds at play, 
Strong-limbed and proud, they silent stand, 
And watch the mountains far away, 
And watch the miles of farming land, 
And hear the church bells tolling slow.

They see the men in distant fields 
Follow the furrows of the plough; 
They count the loads the harvest yields, 
And fight the storms with every bough, 
Beating the wild winds back again. 
The April sunshine cheers them now; 
They eager drink the warm spring rain, 
Nor dread the spear the lightning wields.

High in the branches clings the nest 
The great birds build from year to year; 
And though they fly from east to west, 
Some instinct keeps this eyrie dear 
To their fierce hearts; and now their eyes 
Glare down at me with rage and fear; 
They stare at me with wild surprise, 
Where high in air they strong-winged rest.

Companionship of birds and trees! 
The years have proved your friendship strong, 
You share each others memories, 
The rivers secret and its song, 
And legends of the country-side; 
The eagles take their journey long, 
The great trees wait in noble pride 
For messages from hills and seas.

I hear a story that you tell 
In idleness of summer days: 
A singer that the world knows well 
To you again in boyhood strays; 
Within the stillness of your shade 
He rests where flickering sunlight plays, 
And sees the nest the eagles made, 
And wonders at the distant bell.

His keen eyes watch the forest growth, 
The rabbits fear, the thrushes flight; 
He loiters gladly, nothing loath 
To be alone at fall of night, 
The woodland things around him taught 
Their secrets in the evening light, 
Whispering some wisdom to his thought 
Known to the pines and eagles both.

Was it the birds who early told 
The dreaming boy that he would win 
A poets crown instead of gold? 
That he would fight a nations sin? — 
On eagle wings of song would gain 
A place that few might enter in, 
And keep his life without a stain 
Through many years, yet not grow old?

And he shall be what few men are, 
Said all the pine-trees, whispering low; 
His thought shall find an unseen star; 
He shall our treasured legends know: 
His words will give the way-worn rest 
Like this cool shade our branches throw; 
He, lifted like our loftiest crest, 
Shall watch his country near and far.


FRIENDSHIP
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How slender is the cord that binds 
In friendship sympathizing minds 
In this cold world below, 
Yet, gently touched, unworn t will last 
Until lifes earthly day is passed, 
And still will stronger grow.

But our cold breath will sometimes make 
The strongest friendship sever, break, 
When gales could have no power. 
Tis not the storms of pelting rain 
That casts the mildew on the grain, 
But misty clouds that lower.

The massive iron rent in two, 
Still may be joined as strong as new, 
Yes, just the very same; 
But friendship shattered, never more 
Can be the same as twas before, 
Altho it bear the name.

When one leafs withered on the flower, 
Is lost to us its primal power, 
However balmy sweet. 
We value not the faded rose, 
No joy to us it eer bestows, 
But cast it at our feet.

Yet, did each blossom, fresh and fair, 
Remain in all its fragrance there, 
No power but death could sever. 
The more the storm that flower should wring, 
The closer to it should we cling, 
Nor leave it friendless, never.


THE GLOUCESTER MOTHER
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WHEN Autumn winds are high 
They wake and trouble me, 
With thoughts of people lost 
A-coming on the coast, 
And all the ships at sea.

How dark, how dark and cold, 
And fearful in the waves, 
Are tired folk who lie not still 
And quiet in their graves: — 
In moving waters deep, 
That will not let men sleep 
As they may sleep on any hill; 
May sleep ashore till time is old, 
And all the earth is frosty cold. — 
Under the flowers a thousand springs 
They sleep and dream of many things.

God bless them all who die at sea! 
If they must sleep in restless waves, 
God make them dream they are ashore, 
With grass above their graves.


IN A CHRISTMAS LETTER.
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We are so close together 
Though you are far away, 
God bless my darling and keep her safe, 
I whisper when I pray; 
Dear friend, we are each others now, 
And it is Christmas day.

The sun will shine in your face and mine, 
And the wind will bring me word, 
And you and I will know all day 
That our hearts are strangely stirred — 
Just now I almost saw your face, 
And when you spoke I heard.

On Christmas Day, in the morning, 
My dear, I thought of you, 
And I said, I have no better gift 
Than a friend so dear and true; 
A love that is mine to the end of time, 
And will last my whole life through.


IN A HURRY.
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O. silly little Calla! why, 
You had enough to do; 
Who ever thought of blossoms yet 
From such a child as you? 
Grow tall and strong all winter long — 
Thats what you should have done; 
How came you to forget your leaves, 
Besides that little one?

I think so small a bud as hers 
Never before was seen; 
I thought it was her second leaf, 
That little twist of green. 
And yesterday I moved her out, 
To give her sun and room, 
And found shed made the best of things, 
And really meant to bloom.

The busy thing! The leaf she has 
Can hardly stand alone; 
But I suppose she could not rest 
Until her best was shown. 
I wonder if some other plants 
Will tell their secrets too, — 
Your grown up sister s so discreet, 
And not at all like you.

The cross old cactus gorgeous is, — 
That cloud is silver lined. — 
And over all his thorny stalks 
The smilax threads have twined. 
The slender tall abutilon 
Is gay with golden bells; 
The perfume from the violets 
Of hidden blooming tells;

Geraniums, the friends of years, 
Good-tempered, green old pair; 
The lemon and the orange-tree 
Have long been standing there. 
Among the leaves of salvia 
The blossoms flame and fall; 
But little Lily is the dear 
And darling of them all.


A LOST DOLL.
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The sunflowers hang their heavy heads 
And wish the sun would shine; 
The clouds are gray, the wind is cold. 
Where is that doll of mine? 
The dark is coming fast, said she. 
Im in a dreadful fright. 
I dont know where I left my doll, 
And shell be out all night.

Twice up and down the garden-walks 
I looked; but shes not there. 
Oh! yes, Ive hunted in the hay; 
Ive hunted everywhere. 
I must have left her out of doors; 
But she is not in sight. 
No dolly in the summer-house, 
And shell be out all night.

The dew will wet her through and through 
And spoil her dear best dress; 
And she will wonder where I am 
And be in such distress! 
The dogs may find her in the grass, 
And bark or even bite; 
And all the bugs will frighten her 
That fly about at night.

Ive not been down into the woods 
Or by the brook to-day. 
Im sure I had her in my arms 
When I came out to play, 
Just after dinner; then, I know, 
I watched Tom make his kite. 
Will anybody steal my doll 
If she stays out all night?

I wonder where Papa has gone? 
Why, here he comes; and see! 
Hes bringing something in his hand. 
Thats Dolly, certainly! 
And so you found her in the chaise, 
And brought her home all right? 
Ill take her to the baby-house. 
Im glad shes home to-night.


MISSING
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You walked beside me, quick and free; 
With lingering touch you grasped my hand; 
Your eyes looked laughingly in mine; 
And now – I can not understand.

I long for you, I mourn for you, 
Through all the dark and lonely hours. 
Heavy the weight the pallmen lift, 
And cover silently with flowers.


A NIGHT IN JUNE
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THE starlight from one clear, bright star, 
The moonlight, faint and white 
From the little moon, low in the sky, 
Shone in my face on the hill, where I 
Have thought of you to-night.

There was just the last of the sunset left, 
Pale-yellow in the west, 
And a sleepy bobolink flew by, 
And dropped into its nest; 
And the field was full of daisies, 
That nodded, and waved, and bowed; 
The wind was so little it could not play 
At once with all the crowd, 
And the daisies bowed to the star and moon, 
And I called you once aloud.

The nearest daisies looked at me 
Because they heard me call; 
And they told each other what I had said, 
Though they did not hear it all. 
And I stood there wishing for you, 
All alone on the hill; 
While far below were the fields asleep, 
And above, the sky so still.

In the twilight the daisies were busy, 
And they nodded and looked around 
At each other, and bowed to begin a dance; 
But their feet never moved from the ground. 
Oh, the little wind blew, and I watched them 
Till I felt like a daisy, too; 
And more kept blooming, it seemed to me; 
And they knew I thought of you.

The star went higher, and the moon grew bright, 
And the sunset was almost lost, 
And the trees below looked black as the night, 
But the daisies were white like frost; 
And the mountains so far, and so blue by day, 
Looked dark against the west, 
So grave and still in their solemn gloom, 
And the world was all at rest. 
But the daisies nodded and looked at me, 
And still they bowed and played; 
Like children in church, they were merry still, 
And why should they be afraid?

I looked up at the hills and down at the fields 
All dim with shadows, dear; 
Then looked at the sky, and I hid my face, 
For its light grew strangely clear. 
The flowers were so white that they dazzled me, 
And the wind blew against my face; 
And the stars seemed nearer than lights below, 
While I stood in that lonely place.


THE OLD DOLL.
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Why, my poor, forsaken dolly! Where is your little mistress? 
Do I not hear her singing somewhere about the house? 
But your gown is so old-fashioned, your curls are very dusty, 
And your nose — can it be possible! — what, eaten by a mouse?

It was so little while ago that, dressed in finest fashion, 
You had your chair in the parlor; you drove out every day; 
You counted friends by the dozens; you gave such charming parties; 
I wonder why you sit alone in the garret, thrown away.

How very sad it must have been to find the world you lived in 
Change and grow older every day, while you were just the same. 
I think I know the story. Did they talk more with each other 
And go to walk without the dolls? Ah! you were not to blame.

Tell me, you poor, old dolly, if she never once seemed sorry 
That things had changed so utterly, as the days rushed on so fast? 
Perhaps she wished the playhouse friends were still her best and dearest, 
And every one as good and true as you in days long past.

What happy times those must have been, for Kitty loved you dearly; 
What solemn secrets you must know, if you could only tell; 
How she would smile to hear them now, that tall, reserved young lady, 
Who told you everything she knew and cared for you so well.

Ah! Its really very hard, and I pity you, poor old Rosa — 
Once the best of all her treasures, and now sitting here alone; 
But the children grow up, dolly, and the days and nights do hurry, 
Till they leave behind old pleasures and are men and women grown.


ON NEW YEARS EVE IN THE MORNING
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On New Years Eve in the morning,
My dear, I thought of you, 
And I said, I have no better gift 
Than a friend so dear and true; 
A love that is mine to the end of time, 
And will last my whole life through.


ONLY A DOLL!
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Polly, my dolly! why dont you grow? 
Are you a dwarf, my Polly? 
Im taller and taller every day; 
How high the grass is! — do you see that? 
The flowers are growing like weeds, they say; 
The kitten is growing into a cat! 
Why dont you grow, my dolly ?

Here is a mark upon the wall. 
Look for yourself, my Polly! 
I made it a year ago, I think. 
Ive measured you very often, dear, 
But, though youve plenty to eat and drink, 
You havent grown a bit for a year. 
Why dont you grow, my dolly?

Are you never going to try to talk? 
Youre such a silent Polly! 
Are you never going to say a word? 
It isnt hard; and oh! dont you see 
The parrot is only a little bird, 
But he can chatter so easily. 
Youre quite a dunce, my dolly!

Lets go and play by the baby-house; 
You are my dearest Polly! 
There are other things that do not grow; 
Kittens cant talk, and why should you? 
You are the prettiest doll I know; 
You are a darling — that is true! 
Just as you are, my dolly!


ON STAR ISLAND
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High on the lichened ledges, like 
A lonely sea-fowl on its perch, 
Blown by the cold sea winds, it stands, 
Old Gosports quaint, forsaken church.

No sign is left of all the town 
Except a few forgotten graves; 
But to and fro the white sails go 
Slowly across the glittering waves.

And summer idlers stray about 
With curious questions of the lost 
And vanished village, and its men, 
Whose boats by these same waves were tossed.

I wonder if the old church dreams 
About its parish, and the days 
The fisher people came to hear 
The preaching and the songs of praise!

Rough-handed, browned by sun and wind, 
Heedless of fashion or of creed, 
They listened to the parsons words — 
Their pilot heavenward indeed.

Their eyes on week-days sought the church, 
Their surest landmark, and the guide 
That led them in from far at sea, 
Until they anchored safe beside

The harbor-wall that braved the storm 
With its resistless strength of stone. 
Those busy fishers all are gone — 
The church is standing here alone.

But still I hear their voices strange, 
And still I see the people go 
Over the ledges to their homes: 
The bent old womens footsteps slow;

The faithful parson stop to give 
Some timely word to one astray; 
The little children hurrying on 
Together, chattering of their play.

I know the blue sea covered some, 
And others in the rocky ground 
Found narrow lodgings for their bones — 
God grant their rest is sweet and sound!

I saw the worn rope idle hang 
Beside me in the belfry brown. 
I gave the bell a solemn toll — 
I rang the knell for Gosport town.


PERSEVERANCE.

[image: img84.jpg]

.

Dear Polly, these are joyful days! 
Your feet can choose their own sweet ways; 
You have no care of anything. 
Free as a swallow on the wing, 
You hunt the hay-field over 
To find a four-leaved clover.

But this I tell you, Polly dear, 
One thing in life you need not fear: 
Bad luck, Im certain, never haunts 
A child who works for what she wants, 
And hunts a hay-field over 
To find a four-leaved clover!

The little leaf is not so wise 
As it may seem in foolish eyes; 
But then, dear Polly, dont you see, 
Since you were willing carefully 
To hunt the hay-field over, 
You found your four-leaved clover!

Your patience may have long to wait, 
Whether in little things or great, 
But all good luck, you soon will learn, 
Must come to those who nobly earn. 
Who hunts the hay-field over 
Will find the four-leaved clover.


SHELTERED.
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It was a cloudy, dismal day, and I was all alone, 
For early in the morning John Earl and Nathan Stone 
Came riding up the lane to say — I saw they both looked pale — 
That Anderson the murderer had broken out of jail.

They only stopped a minute, to tell my man that he 
Must go to the four corners, where all the folks would be; 
They were going to hunt the country, for he only had been gone 
An hour or so when they missed him, that morning just at dawn.

John never finished his breakfast; he saddled the old white mare. 
She seemed to know there was trouble, and galloped as free and fair 
And even a gait as she ever struck when she was a five-year-old: 
The knowingest beast we ever had, and worth her weight in gold.

He turned in the saddle and called to me — I watched him from the door. 
I shant be home to dinner, says he, but Ill be back by four. 
Id fasten the doors if I was you, and keep at home to-day; 
And a little chill come over me as I watched him ride away.

I went in and washed the dishes — I was sort of scary too. 
We had ranged to go away that day. I hadnt much to do, 
Though I always had some sewing work, and I got it and sat down; 
But the old clock tick-tacked loud at me, and I put away the gown.

I thought the story over: how Anderson had been 
A clever, steady fellow, so far s they knew, till then. 
Some said his wife had tried him, but he got to drinking hard, 
Till last he struck her with an axe and killed her in the yard.

The only thing I heard he said was, he was most to blame; 
But he fought the men that took him like a tiger. Twas a shame 
Hed got away; he ought to swing: a man that killed his wife 
And broke her skull in with an axe — he ought to lose his life!

Our house stood in a lonesome place, the woods were all around, 
But I could see for quite a ways across the open ground; 
I couldnt help, for the life o me, a-looking now and then 
All along the edge o the growth, and listening for the men.

I thought they would find Anderson: he couldnt run till night, 
For the farms were near together, and there must be a sight 
Of men out hunting for him; but when the clock struck three, 
A neighbors boy came up with word that John had sent to me.

He would be home by five oclock. Theyd scour the woods till dark; 
Some of the men would be off all night, but he and Andrew Clark 
Would keep watch round his house and ours — I should not stay alone. 
Poor John, he did the best he could, but what if he had known!

The boy could hardly stop to tell that the se-lecmen had said 
They would pay fifty dollars for the man alive or dead, 
And I felt another shiver go over me, for fear 
That John might get that money, though we were pinched that year.

I felt a little easier then, and went to work again: 
The sky was getting cloudier, twas coming on to rain. 
Before I knew, the clock struck six, and John had not come back; 
The rain began to spatter down, and all the sky was black.

I thought and thought, what shall I do if Im alone all night! 
I want so brave as I am now. I lit another light, 
And I stirred round and got supper, but I ate it all alone. 
The wind was blowing more and more — I hate to hear it moan.

I was cutting rags to braid a rug — I sat there by the fire; 
I wished Id kep the dog at home; the gale was rising higher; 
I own I had hard thoughts o John; I said he had no right 
To leave his wife in that lonesome place alone that dreadful night.

And then I thought of the murderer, afraid of God and man; 
I seemed to follow him all the time, whether he hid or ran; 
I saw him crawl on his hands and knees through the icy mud in the rain, 
And I wondered if he didnt wish he was back in his home again.

I fell asleep for an hour or two, and then I woke with a start; 
A feeling come across me that took and stopped my heart; 
I was fraid to look behind me; then I felt my heart begin; 
And I saw right at the window-pane two eyes a-looking in.

I couldnt look away from them — the face was white as clay. 
Those eyes, they make me shudder when I think of them to-day. 
I knew right off twas Anderson. I couldnt move nor speak; 
I thought Id slip down on the floor, I felt so light and weak.

O Lord, I thought, what shall I do! Some words begun to come, 
Like some one whispered to me: I set there, still and dumb: 
I was a stranger — took me in — in prison — visited me; 
And I says, O Lord, I couldnt; its a murderer, you see!

And those eyes they watched me all the time, in dreadful, still despair — 
Most like the room looked warm and safe; he watched me setting there; 
And what twas made me do it, I dont know to this day, 
But I opened the door and let him in — a murderer at bay.

He laid him right down on the floor, close up beside the fire. 
I never saw such a wretched sight: he was covered thick with mire; 
His clothes were torn to his very skin, and his hands were bleeding fast. 
I gave him something to tie em up, and all my fears were past.

I filled the fire-place up with wood to get the creature warm, 
And I fetched him a bowl o milk to drink — I couldnt do him harm; 
And pretty soon he says, real low, Do you know who I be? 
And I says, You lay there by the fire; I know you wont hurt me.

I had been fierce as any one before I saw him there, 
But I pitied him — a ruined man whose life had started fair. 
I some how or nother never felt that I was doing wrong, 
And I watched him laying there asleep almost the whole night long.

I thought once that I heard the men, and I was half afraid 
That they might come and find him there; and so I went and staid 
Close to the window, watching, and listening for a cry; 
And he slept there like a little child — forgot his misery.

I almost hoped John wouldnt come till he could get away; 
And I went to the door and harked awhile, and saw the dawn of day. 
Twas bad for him to have slept so long, but I couldnt make him go 
From the City of Refuge he had found; and he was glad, I know.

It was years and years ago, but still I never can forget 
How gray it looked that morning; the air was cold and wet; 
Only the wind would howl sometimes, or else the trees would creak — 
All night Id a given anything to hear somebody speak.

He heard me shut the door again, and started up so wild 
And haggard that I most broke down. I wasnt reconciled 
To have the poor thing run all day, chased like a wolf or bear; 
But I knew hed brought it on himself; his punishment was fair.

I gave him something more to eat; he couldnt touch it then. 
God pity you, poor soul! says I. May I not see again 
A face like his, as he stood in the door and looked which way to go! 
I watched him making toward the swamps, dead-lame and moving slow.

He had hardly spoken a word to me, but as he went away 
He thanked me, and gave me such a look! twill last to my dying day. 
May God have mercy on me, as you have had! says he; 
And I choked, and couldnt say a word, and he limped away from me.

John came home bright and early. Hed fell and hurt his head, 
And he stopped up to his fathers; but hed sent word, he said, 
And told the boy to fetch me there — my cousin, Johnny Black — 
But he went off with some other folks, who thought theyd found the track.

Oh yes, they did catch Anderson, early that afternoon, 
And carried him back to jail again, and tried and hung him soon. 
Justice is justice; but I say, although they served him right, 
Im glad I harbored the murderer that stormy April night.

Some said I might have locked him up, and got the town reward; 
But I couldnt have done it if Id starved, and I do hope the Lord 
Forgave it, if it was a sin; but I could never see 
Twas wrong to shelter a hunted man, trusting his life to me.

Sometimes I think — Im getting old — that when I come to die 
Out of the stormy night of life, sinful and tired, I 
Shall be let in; and Anderson will meet me if he can, 
For he repented, so they say, and died a Christian man.


THE SOUL OF THE SUNFLOWER.
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The warm sun kissed the earth 
To consecrate thy birth, 
And from his close embrace 
Thy radiant face 
Sprang into sight, 
A blossoming delight.

Through the long summer days 
Thy lovers burning rays 
Shone hot upon thy heart. 
Thy life was part 
Of his desire, 
Thou passion-flower of fire!

And, turning toward his love, 
Lifting thy head above 
The earth that nurtured thee, 
Thy majesty 
And stately mien 
Proclaims thee sun-crowned queen.

On earth, thy gorgeous bloom 
Bears record of thy tomb, 
And to transcendent light 
Thy soul takes flight 
Till thou art one, 
O sunflower, with the sun!


THE SPARROWS MOURNERS
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The grass was growing fresh and green 
In all the sheltered places; 
The winter storms and cold seemed done, 
The children frolicked in the sun, 
With shouts and happy faces.

Next morning made that day a dream; 
For fast the snow was flying. 
The grass will freeze, the children said. 
The little birds, we are afraid, 
With cold must all be dying.

But soon the sun came out again; 
Next day, before the gloaming, 
The grass looked greener than before, 
And close besides the garden-door 
A daffodil was blooming.

But, walking by the garden wall, 
I saw a little sparrow, 
Who, frightened by the snow and wind, 
Had frozen where he tried to find 
Warmth in a crevice narrow.

Poor little stranger! Tired and cold, 
With clothes he wore in summer, 
How hard to change a southern nest 
For wintry winds; no place to rest 
Or welcome a new-comer!

Some little birds sang overhead, 
So gay and merry-hearted. 
They flew up northward side by side, 
But did not seek the bird who died 
Or mourn their friend departed.

But, though his cronies did not grieve, 
The children felt much sorrow; 
Walked in procession one by one; 
They made his grave, and raised a stone 
Above it, on the morrow.


TWO MORNINGS
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In armor strong the fearless knight 
At daybreak rode away, 
And from her window in the tower 
The lady watched all day.

There stood that morning by the gate 
A little page, to see, 
And wished to be, in years to come, 
As grand a knight as he.

All day the idle echoes brought, 
Like noises in a dream, 
The roar of fighting from afar, 
The dashing of a stream;

And when the stars came, one by one, 
The lady could not sleep; 
She feared the shadows in the room, 
She heard the waters leap.

The daylight lingered ere it came, 
And hardly with surprise 
She heard the tale the servants brought, 
With terror in their eyes;

How at the close-barred castle gate 
At daybreak they had found 
The knights horse, which came drooping in, 
Weak with a mortal wound.

Oh, all forlorn and riderless, 
Stained with his masters blood, 
With human sorrow in his look, 
He hurt and trembling stood.

The lady did not speak. She came 
Beside the horse to stand; 
She kissed the bridle where the knight 
Had held it in his hand;

And all that day she longed and feared 
To hear the soldiers tread, 
When they came marching up the glen 
To bring the knight home dead.

She wished the women would not wail; 
She hoped that she might die; 
She longed to be the little page, 
Who hid himself to cry.


TWO MUSICIANS.

I.
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When one with skillful fingers swift as wind 
Swept to and fro along the glittering keys, 
I said: I wish I were away from these 
Clattering and noisy players! but resigned 
Myself to listen, and I tried to seize 
Upon some meaning in the tune I heard. 
But in my ears the harsh notes rang and whirred; 
It was as if I listened carelessly 
Among a crowd of people coarse and rude, 
Who talked in shrillest tones of grudge or feud, 
Though only seldom one could catch a word. 
Even their voices were a bore to me; 
I pictured their dull faces, till released 
From such companions, when the music ceased.

II.

But when the second player struck a note 
And fingered softly out a gentle air — 
It was like coming from that turmoil where 
I waited, to a light Venetian boat, 
Idly to glide among the shadows, there 
Where one may drift and dream; and suddenly 
One deep sweet voice sang such a song to me. 
I listened, and I followed far away — 
No music ever sent me so astray, 
I never could call back the tale it told, 
But all the world seemed lost, as when, one day, 
I laid me down upon a high cliffs crest, 
Warm with the sunshine, there alone to rest, 
While far below the great waves shoreward rolled.


VERSES FOR A LETTER.
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Did you send out a little white moth 
On an errand to-night? 
For one hovered and lingered about 
With a flutter so light:

A tired little moth, with his wings 
Like a flower that had blown 
All away on the breath of a wind 
That had kissed it and flown.

Did you tell him to hurry, and fly 
Through the shadows so fast, 
Because I would wait all alone 
Till the twilight was past?

For later the lamps would be lit, 
And I should go down 
To listen to laughter and talk 
Of the news of the town.

But my own time is just at the hour 
While the clouds fade away; — 
I could not help wishing for you, 
And my thoughts were astray.

And the little white moth fluttered in 
With the love you had sent; 
My heart in that minute could tell 
Just the words you had meant.

I knew we were so far apart, 
I was tired and sad; 
But the little moth brought me your love, 
And then I was glad.


WAITING
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I cant believe my wedding day was fifty years ago! 
This is the second day of March! The clock is ticking slow; 
The sun shines in across the room. Just see the folks go by! 
I cant remember half of them who nod so pleasantly.

The little English sparrows flit in the lilac bush outside; 
I like to watch the busy things. Theres one thats tried and tried 
To break a string the children tied around a branch one day; 
How hard he pulls it with his beak! Now he has flown away.

So it was fifty years ago! It doesnt seem so long. 
Ive felt my age more this last year, and yet Im pretty strong. 
I dont do much about the house, but still I know whats done; 
I know as well whats going on as Jane or any one.

Jane frets me dreadfully sometimes and yet shes always kind, 
She helps me when there is no need and has me on her mind; 
She neednt think Im past all use or that Im like to fall; 
Ive never missed my footing yet, though Im so old and all.

But things dont seem to take my mind that happen nowadays. 
I like the folks I used to know; I keep old-fashioned ways; 
I read the Psalms and Book of John and find them always new; 
And I can knit, but I cant sew same as I used to do.

The young folks think they understand just how to manage life; 
We old folks pity them; weve learnt its change and loss and strife. 
Life is a fight I tell you plain, it doesnt come to hand 
Just as you want to have it come or just as you have planned.

If youd foretold me how its been through all these fifty years 
I should have been discouraged and had no lack of fears, 
And wished I could lie down and die, but somehow Ive had strength 
Thats come to me with every day all through my whole lifes length.

I started fair my wedding day, for my dear man was kind 
And always pleasant spoken; we were mostly of a mind. 
Of course we had our fallings out but nothing that would last; 
It always was my fault, for I was young and spoke too fast.

And John, you see, was older by some ten years than I. 
At first I was afraid of him when we kept company. 
He was a sort of man on whom you felt you could depend, 
But very quiet in his ways. His mother was a Friend.

My hardest time was when he died. It seemed to me twas wrong 
The Lord should take him out of life and let me drag along 
As best I could, with little means and all my children small, 
Just when we seemed to see our way and get ahead at all.

But God knows best. If it had been my life had suited me; 
If I had had an easy time, and not known poverty, 
I should have been a flighty thing without a bit of sense. 
I turned my hand to everything — to knit or build a fence.

There werent the folks to call on then that I could get to-day, 
For help was scarce, the farms were few, and Id no means to pay. 
I went to work with all my might and tried my home to keep. 
But I can tell you many a night Ive cried myself to sleep.

I know the Lord has prospered me. Ive done the best I could, 
And Ive stood in my lot and place as anybody should. 
The farm-land some folks would have sold I held, because I knew 
Some day t would be good property, and all my hopes come true.

Ive parted with it piece by piece — you see the town has grown, 
Just as John always said it would. If other folks had known 
And had the foresight that he had! Instead of that they told 
How I should never get along unless the farm was sold.

My boys grew fast and soon took hold, and then my way was plain, 
For all the money they had cost they soon brought back again; 
And like a busy hive of bees we were from morn till night; 
We had our health, the Lord be thanked! and that made work seem light.

The children all have settled down in good homes of their own, 
Excepting Jane, and but for her I should be left alone; 
She had her chances too, but then shes not the marrying kind: 
I couldnt do without her now, Im glad she stayed behind.

Im glad Im mistress of my house; the children often say 
I must break up, that Jane and I were better off to stay 
With some of them, for Im so old and Janes not over strong; 
But I wont listen to their plans; Ive made my own too long.

My life seems like a book thats read and put up on the shelf; 
I used to be a hurrying round; I dont feel like myself; 
Sometimes Im tired of keeping still, I want to be at work; 
I see so many things to do and I dont like to shirk.

I used to have to toil and plan, and now I have to wait, 
And I suppose I mustnt fret, but in a future state 
I shall be sure to find my place and be some use again, 
For there we still shall serve the Lord — the Scripture says it plain.

So its my golden wedding day, though we have been apart 
For forty years, and yet John knows that he has kept my heart, 
And I know that he looks for me and waits for me to come; 
Ive tried to do the best I could — and here or there its home!


WAITING AT FOURSCORE.
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My life seems like a book thats read and put up on the shelf;
I used to be a hurrying round; I dont feel like myself;
Sometimes Im tired of keeping still. I want to be at work;
I see so many things to do and I dont like to shirk.

I used to have to toil and plan, and now I have to wait,
And I suppose I mustnt fret, but in a future state
I shall be sure to find my place and be some use again,
For there we still shall serve the Lord — the Scripture says it plain.

So its my golden wedding day, though we have been apart
For fifty years, and yet John knows that he has kept my heart,
And I know that he looks for me and waits for me to come;
Ive tried to do the best I could — and here or there its home.


A WILD ROSE
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A blushing wild pink rose. 
By tangled woods and ways, 
A passing sweet that goes 
With summer days.

From rosy dawn till night 
Wafted from east to west. 
Kissed by the morning light 
To evening rest.

Thy odors faint outlive 
Alike both joy and pain. 
Stealing the sweet they give 
To yield again.

Leaving a faint perfume 
Thy memory to fulfill. 
Forgotten in thy bloom, 
Remembered still.


YORK GARRISON: 1640

I
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The long hill slope, the rivers course, 
The high tide sleeping there — 
I see them all in sunshine soft; 
September days are fair.

The wild birds sing in Brixham woods, 
Far off the sea waves call; 
In Scotland garrison but one 
Keeps watch and ward for all.

One woman at her spinning stands 
There in the lookout high, 
Now glances at the woodlands edge, 
And now spins busily.

She bends to touch the whirling wheel, 
Or mend the thread that flies, 
Then wakes from sweet day-dreams of home 
And seeks with eager eyes

Her own and only little child, 
Lest she should stray too far 
From where the captain and his men 
Out in the clearing are.

There steadily the brave men work, 
Nor sigh for what they miss; 
A memory of English farms 
Would shame a wild like this.

II

All unafraid of Indian foes, 
Forgetting, every one, 
The stories told to frighten her, 
Is Polly Masterson.

There, by the brook, such lovely flowers 
Have bloomed to make her glad, 
Such scarlet splendors tall and gay 
Old England never had!

Her prim Dutch doll is in her arms, 
And Polly hums a tune 
To match the brook that leads her on 
This pleasant afternoon.

The mother, busy at her wheel, 
The father at his plough, 
Forget to keep her safe in sight, 
Nor dream of dangers now.

Yet suddenly a piercing call 
And all the work is done. 
Come in! come in! the watcher cries, 
Quick! to the garrison!

Only one word the farmers need; 
With beating hearts they climb 
The hill, and reach the open door 
And shut it just in time.

Out from the woods the Indians steal 
Like tigers lithe and strong. 
A merciless and awful cry 
Rings out and echoes long.

All safe, thank God! says Masterson, 
Now let the siege begin — 
Our walls are strong. Then wails his wife, 
Did you bring Polly in?

A sudden silence in the fort; 
A fearful hum without — 
And by the brook the scarlet flowers 
That tempted Polly out.

III

She hears the crackling of the boughs; 
Strange whispers come and go; 
Oh, Polly Masterson, run quick! 
Your little feet are slow!

Alas, she hears the savage cry. 
Where has her father gone? 
He cannot have forgotten her, 
His Polly Masterson.

She hurries by the scarlet flowers, 
She holds her dolly fast, 
She sees the crested, snake-like heads — 
The danger knows at last.

The father turns away his face, 
He prays to God aloud. 
The mother stands as still as stone 
To watch the savage crowd.

For just beyond, so short, so small, 
The breathless Polly tries 
To hurry to the fast-barred gate 
And Father! Father! cries!

Who can go out? The strong men look, 
But cannot speak; they know 
That certain death is his who dares 
To meet the foes below.

The Indians! oh the woods are full 
Of dreadful shapes of men! 
Across the open field can she 
Get safely home again?

They see her come, the little girl. 
Alas, she trips and falls! 
Oh anxious faces looking down 
From the stockaded walls!

They fear to see her captured now 
Before their very eyes — 
The awful march to Canada 
Brings fearful memories.

And no one fires a gun; they stand 
And watch the little child, 
They hear her voice so faint and shrill, 
They see her apron, piled

With posies, and her arm still holds 
The dolly safe and fast. 
There! there she is! The Indians see, 
They laugh as she runs past.

They must not murder Polly where 
An hour ago she played! 
Oh will they drag her to the North 
A wretched captive maid?

IV

What blessed mercy sudden shone 
And covered many a sin! 
The Indians shouted merrily 
And Polly safe went in.

No tomahawks were thrown at her 
And no one gave her chase; 
Perhaps it touched their savage hearts — 
That frightened little face!

The story seems for those dark times 
A gleam of sunshine bright; 
I hope they called the Indians friends 
And gave them food that night.

But one thing I am sure about 
(And then my storys done) 
That all the women and the men 
Hugged Polly Masterson!


The Non-Fiction
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Annie Adams Fields by John Singer Sargent, 1890 — Jewett never married, but she established a close friendship with writer Annie Adams Fields (1834–1915) and her husband, publisher James Thomas Fields. After Fields sudden death in 1881, Jewett and Annie Fields lived together for the rest of Jewetts life in what was then termed a Boston marriage. Some modern scholars have speculated that they were lovers.
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Jewett at work in her long-time South Berwick home


The Story of the Normans, Told Chiefly in Relation to Their Conquest of England (1887)
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First published by G. P. Putnams Sons in 1887, this non-fiction work is dedicated to the authors grandfather, Doctor William Perry, who died at the start of the year. Jewetts text was part of The Story of Nations series, which had been conceived by the London based publisher, Thomas Fisher Unwin, in the early 1880s. The project had been intended to produce a collection of popular histories that were easily accessible to the reader not versed in the discipline. Some of the other authors to participate in the series include the educator and co-founder of Radcliffe College, Arthur Gilman, who wrote The Story of Rome; Henry Bradley who authored The Goths; and the Anglican priest Sabine Baring-Gould, who produced Germany.

The book was initially fairly well-received by critics and the reviewer from The New Orleans Daily Picayune believed that even admirers of Jewetts previous work ...will be pleasantly surprised to find with what depth, comprehension and eloquence she has lent her pen to the romantic and thrilling career of the Normans. In some of the reviews it is implied that the history was written for young people, although it is not known whether this was Jewetts intention. Later reviews of the book have been far more critical of Jewetts uneasy blending of history and myth; and she has received fierce criticism from scholars that believe it expresses a belief in the racial superiority of the Normans. In one section of the book, Jewett asserts that England the Colonizer is derived from Norman culture and instead of viewing colonialism as a negative concept, she considers it the best of English national life.
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The original frontispiece
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I. THE MEN OF THE DRAGON SHIPS.
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Far as the breeze can bear, the billows foam,
Survey our empire and behold our home. — Byron.

THE GULF STREAM flows so near to the southern coast of Norway, and to the Orkneys and Western Islands, that their climate is much less severe than might be supposed. Yet no one can help wondering why they were formerly so much more populous than now, and why the people who came westward even so long ago as the great Aryan migration, did not persist in turning aside to the more fertile countries that lay farther southward. In spite of all their disadvantages, the Scandinavian peninsula, and the sterile islands of the northern seas, were inhabited by men and women whose enterprise and intelligence ranked them above their neighbors.

Now, with the modern ease of travel and transportation, these poorer countries can be supplied from other parts of the world. And though the summers of Norway are misty and dark and short, and it is difficult to raise even a little hay on the bits of meadow among the rocky mountain slopes, commerce can make up for all deficiencies. In early times there was no commerce except that carried on by the pirates — if we may dignify their undertakings by such a respectable name, — and it was hardly possible to make a living from the soil alone. The sand dunes of Denmark and the cliffs of Norway alike gave little encouragement to tillers of the ground, yet, in defiance of all our ideas of successful colonization, when the people of these countries left them, it was at first only to form new settlements in such places as Iceland, or the Faroë or Orkney islands and stormiest Hebrides. But it does not take us long to discover that the ancient Northmen were not farmers, but hunters and fishermen. It had grown more and more difficult to find food along the rivers and broad grassy wastes of inland Europe, and pushing westward they had at last reached the place where they could live beside waters that swarmed with fish and among hills that sheltered plenty of game.

Besides this they had been obliged not only to make the long journey by slow degrees, but to fight their way and to dispossess the people who were already established. There is very little known of these earlier dwellers in the east and north of Europe, except that they were short of stature and dark-skinned, that they were cave dwellers, and, in successive stages of development, used stone and bronze and iron tools and weapons. Many relics of their home-life and of their warfare have been discovered and preserved in museums, and there are evidences of the descent of a small proportion of modern Europeans from that remote ancestry. The Basques of the north of Spain speak a different language and wear a different look from any of the surrounding people, and even in Great Britain there are some survivors of an older race of humanity, which the fairer-haired Celts of Southern Europe and Teutons of Northern Europe have never been able in the great natural war of races to wholly exterminate and supplant. Many changes and minglings of the inhabitants of these countries, long establishment of certain tribes, and favorable or unfavorable conditions of existence have made the nations of Europe differ widely from each other at the present day, but they are believed to have come from a common stock, and certain words of the Sanscrit language can be found repeated not only in Persian and Indian speech to-day, but in English and Greek and Latin and German, and many dialects that have been formed from these.

The tribes that settled in the North grew in time to have many peculiarities of their own, and as their countries grew more and more populous, they needed more things that could not easily be had, and a fashion of plundering their neighbors began to prevail. Men were still more or less beasts of prey. Invaders must be kept out, and at last much of the industry of Scandinavia was connected with the carrying on of an almost universal fighting and marauding. Ships must be built, and there must be endless supplies of armor and weapons. Stones were easily collected for missiles or made fit for arrows and spear-heads, and metals were worked with great care. In Norway and Sweden were the best places to find all these, and if the Northmen planned to fight a great battle, they had to transport a huge quantity of stones, iron, and bronze. It is easy to see why one days battle was almost always decisive in ancient times, for supplies could not be quickly forwarded from point to point, and after the arrows were all shot and the conquered were chased off the field, they had no further means of offence except a hand-to-hand fight with those who had won the right to pick up the fallen spears at their leisure. So, too, an unexpected invasion was likely to prove successful; it was a work of time to get ready for a battle, and when the Northmen swooped down upon some shore town of Britain or Gaul, the unlucky citizens were at their mercy. And while the Northmen had fish and game and were mighty hunters, and their rocks and mines helped forward their warlike enterprises, so the forests supplied them with ship timber, and they gained renown as sailors wherever their fame extended.

There was a great difference, however, between the manner of life in Norway and that of England or France. The Norwegian stone, however useful for arrow-heads or axes, was not fit for building purposes. There is hardly any clay there, either, to make bricks with, so that wood has usually been the only material for houses. In the Southern countries there had always been rude castles in which the people could shelter themselves, but the Northmen could build no castles that a torch could not destroy. They trusted much more to their ships than to their houses, and some of their great captains disdained to live on shore at all.
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Top Right: IRON CHISEL FOUND IN AAMOT PARISH, OESTERDALEN. 
Left and bottom: IRON POINT OF A SPEAR WITH INLAID WORK OF SILVER, FOUND AT NESNE, IN NORDLAND.

There is something refreshing in the stories of old Norse life; of its simplicity and freedom and childish zest. An old writer says that they had a hankering after pomp and pageantry, and by means of this they came at last to doing things decently and in order, and to setting the fashions for the rest of Europe. There was considerable dignity in the manner of every-day life and housekeeping. Their houses were often very large, even two hundred feet long, with the flaring fires on a pavement in the middle of the floor, and the beds built next the walls on three sides, sometimes hidden by wide tapestries or foreign cloth that had been brought home in the viking ships. In front of the beds were benches where each man had his seat and footstool, with his armor and weapons hung high on the wall above. The master of the house had a high seat on the north side in the middle of a long bench; opposite was another bench for guests and strangers, while the women sat on the third side. The roof was high, there were a few windows in it, and those were covered by thin skins and let in but little light. The smoke escaped through openings in the carved, soot-blackened roof, and though in later times the rich mens houses were more like villages, because they made groups of smaller buildings for store-houses, for guest-rooms, or for workshops all around, still, the idea of this primitive great hall or living-room has not even yet been lost. The later copies of it in England and France that still remain are most interesting; but what a fine sight it must have been at night when the great fires blazed and the warriors sat on their benches in solemn order, and the skalds recited their long sagas, of the hosts own bravery or the valiant deeds of his ancestors! Hospitality was almost made chief among the virtues. There was a Norwegian woman named Geirrid who went from Heligoland to Iceland and settled there. She built her house directly across the public road, and used to sit in the doorway on a little bench and invite all travellers to come in and refresh themselves from a table that always stood ready, spread with food. She was not the only one, either, who gave herself up to such an exaggerated idea of the duties of a housekeeper.

When a distinguished company of guests was present, the pleasures of the evening were made more important. Listening to the sagas was the best entertainment that could be offered. These productions were of very ancient origin and entirely foreign to those countries where the Latin language prevailed. They had little or nothing to do with either chronology or general history; but were limited to the traditions of some heroic families, relating their deeds and adventures in a style that was always simple and sometimes poetic. These compositions, in verse or prose, were the fruit of a wild Northern genius. They were evolved without models, and disappeared at last without imitations; and it is most remarkable that in the island of Iceland, of which the name alone is sufficient hint of its frightful climate, and where the very name of poet has almost become a wonder, — in this very island the skalds (poets) have produced innumerable sagas and other compositions during a space of time which covers the twelfth, thirteenth, and fourteenth centuries. (Depping: Maritimes Voyages des Normands.)

The court poets or those attached to great families were most important persons, and were treated with great respect and honor. No doubt, they often fell into the dangers of either flattery or scandal, but they were noted for their simple truthfulness. We cannot help feeling such an atmosphere in those sagas that still exist, but the world has always been very indulgent towards poetry that captivates the imagination. Doubtless, nobody expected that a skald should always limit himself to the part of a literal narrator. They were the makers and keepers of legends and literature in their own peculiar form of history, and as to worldly position, ranked much higher than the later minstrels and troubadours or trouvères who wandered about France.

When we remember the scarcity and value of parchment even in the Christianized countries of the South, it is a great wonder that so many sagas were written down and preserved; while there must have been a vast number of others that existed only in tradition and in the memories of those who learned them in each generation.

If we try to get the story of the Northmen from the French or British chronicler, it is one long, dreary complaint of their barbarous customs and their heathen religion. In England the monks, shut up in their monasteries, could find nothing bad enough to say about the marauders who ravaged the shores of the country and did so much mischief. If we believe them, we shall mistake the Norwegians and their companions for wild beasts and heathen savages. We must read what was written in their own language, and then we shall have more respect for the vikings and sea-kings, always distinguishing between these two; for, while any peasant who wished could be a viking — a sea-robber — a sea-king was a king indeed, and must be connected with the royal race of the country. He received the title of king by right as soon as he took command of a ships crew, though he need not have any land or kingdom. Vikings were merely pirates; they might be peasants and vikings by turn, and won their name from the inlets, the viks or wicks, where they harbored their ships. A sea-king must be a viking, but naturally very few of the vikings were sea-kings.

When we turn from the monks records, written in Latin, to the accounts given of themselves by the Northmen, in their own languages, we are surprised enough to find how these ferocious pagans, these merciless men, who burnt the Southern churches and villages, and plundered and killed those of the inhabitants whom they did not drag away into slavery, — how these Northmen really surpassed their enemies in literature, as much as in military achievements. Their laws and government, their history and poetry and social customs, were better than those of the Anglo-Saxons and the Franks.

If we stop to think about this, we see that it would be impossible for a few hundred men to land from their great row-boats and subdue wide tracts of country unless they were superior in mental power, and gifted with astonishing quickness and bravery. The great leaders of armies are not those who can lift the heaviest weights or strike the hardest blow, but those who have the mind to plan and to organize and discipline and, above all, to persevere and be ready to take a dangerous risk. The countries to the southward were tamed and spiritless, and bound down by church influence and superstition until they had lost the energy and even the intellectual power of their ancestors five centuries back. The Roman Empire had helped to change the Englishmen and many of the Frenchmen of that time into a population of slaves and laborers, with no property in the soil, nothing to fight for but their own lives.

The viking had rights in his own country, and knew what it was to enjoy those rights; if he could win more land, he would know how to govern it, and he knew what he was fighting for and meant to win. If we wonder why all this energy was spent on the high seas, and in strange countries, there are two answers: first, that fighting was the natural employment of the men, and that no right could be held that could not be defended; but beside this, one form of their energy was showing itself at home in rude attempts at literature. It is surprising enough to find that both the quality and the quantity of the old sagas far surpass all that can be found of either Latin or English writing of that time in England. These sagas are all in the familiar tongue, so that everybody could understand them, and be amused or taught by them. They were not meant only for the monks and the people who lived in cloisters. The legends of their ancestors beauty or bravery belonged to every man alike, and that made the Norwegians one nation of men, working and sympathizing with each other — not a mere herd of individuals.

The more that we know of the Northmen, the more we are convinced how superior they were in their knowledge of the useful arts to the people whom they conquered. There is a legend that when Charlemagne, in the ninth century, saw some pirate ships cruising in the Mediterranean, along the shores of which they had at last found their way, he covered his face and burst into tears. He was not so much afraid of their cruelty and barbarism as of their civilization. Nobody knew better that none of the Christian countries under his rule had ships or men that could make such a daring voyage. He knew that they were skilful workers in wood and iron, and had learned to be rope-makers and weavers; that they could make casks for their supply of drinking-water, and understood how to prepare food for their long cruises. All their swords and spears and bow-strings had to be made and kept in good condition, and sheltered from the sea-spray.

It is interesting to remember that the Northmens fleets were not like a royal navy, though the king could claim the use of all the war-ships when he needed them for the countrys service. They were fitted out by anybody who chose, private adventurers and peasants, all along the rocky shores. They were not very grand affairs for the most part, but they were all seaworthy, and must have had a good deal of room for stowing all the things that were to be carried, beside the vikings themselves. Sometimes there were transport vessels to take the arms and the food and bring back the plunder. Perhaps most of the peasants boats were only thirty or forty feet long, but when we remember how many hundreds used to put to sea after the small crops were planted every summer, we cannot help knowing that there were a great many men who knew how to build strong ships in Norway, and how to fit them out sufficiently well, and man them and fight in them afterward. You never hear of any fleets being fitted out in the French and English harbors equalling these in numbers or efficiency.



[image: img94.png]

VIKING SHIP.

When we picture the famous sea-kings ships to ourselves, we do not wonder that the Northmen were so proud of them, or that the skalds were never tired of recounting their glories. There were two kinds of vessels: the last-ships, that carried cargoes; and the long-ships, or ships-of-war. Listen to the splendors of the Long Serpent, which was the largest ship ever built in Norway. A dragon-ship, to begin with, because all the long ships had a dragon for a figure-head, except the smallest of them, which were called cutters, and only carried ten or twenty rowers on a side. The Long Serpent had thirty-four rowers benches on a side, and she was a hundred and eleven feet long. Over the sides were hung the shining red and white shields of the vikings, the gilded dragons head towered high at the prow, and at the stern a gilded tail went curling off over the head of the steersman. Then, from the long body, the heavy oars swept forward and back through the water, the double thirty-four of them, and as it came down the fiord, the Long Serpent must have looked like some enormous centipede creeping out of its den on an awful errand, and heading out across the rough water toward its prey.

The crew used to sleep on the deck, and ship-tents were necessary for shelter. There was no deep hold or comfortable cabin, for the ships were built so that they could be easily hauled up on a sloping beach. They had sails, and these were often made of gay colors, or striped with red and blue and white cloths, and a great many years later than this we hear of a crusader waiting long for a fair wind at the Straits of the Dardanelles, so that he could set all his fine sails, and look splendid as he went by the foreign shores.

To-day in Bergen harbor, in Norway, you are likely to see at least one or two Norland ships that belong to the great fleet that bring down furs and dried fish every year from Hammerfest and Trondhjem and the North Cape. They do not carry the red and white shields, or rows of long oars, but they are built with high prow and stern, and spread a great square brown sail. You are tempted to think that a belated company of vikings has just come into port after a long cruise. These descendants of the long-ships and the last-ships look little like peaceful merchantmen, as they go floating solemnly along the calm waters of the Bergen-fiord.

The voyages were often disastrous in spite of much clever seamanship. They knew nothing of the mariners compass, and found their way chiefly by the aid of the stars — inconstant pilots enough on such foggy, stormy seas. They carried birds too, oftenest ravens, and used to let them loose and follow them toward the nearest land. The black raven was the vikings favorite symbol for their flags, and familiar enough it became in other harbors than their own. They were bold, hardy fellows, and held fast to a rude code of honor and rank of knighthood. To join the most renowned company of vikings in Harold Haarfagers time, it was necessary that the champion should lift a great stone that lay before the kings door, as first proof that he was worth initiating. We are gravely told that this stone could not be moved by the strength of twelve ordinary men.

They were obliged to take oath that they would not capture women and children, or seek refuge during a tempest, or stop to dress their wounds before a battle was over. Sometimes they were possessed by a strange madness, caused either by a frenzy of rivalry and the wild excitement of their rude sports or by intoxicating liquors or drugs, when they foamed at the mouth and danced wildly about, swallowing burning coals, uprooting the very rocks and trees, destroying their own property, and striking indiscriminately at friends and foes. This berserker rage seems to have been much applauded, and gained the possessed viking a noble distinction in the eyes of his companions. If a sea-king heard of a fair damsel anywhere along the neighboring coast, he simply took ship in that direction, fought for her, and carried her away in triumph with as many of her goods as he was lucky enough to seize beside. Their very gods were gods of war and destruction, though beside Thor, the thunderer, they worshipped Balder, the fair-faced, the god of gentle speech and purity, with Freyr, who rules over sunshine and growing things. Their hell was a place of cold and darkness, and their heaven was to be a place where fighting went on from sunrise until the time came to ride back to Valhalla and feast together in the great hall. Those who died of old age or sickness, instead of in battle, must go to hell. Odin, who was chief of all the gods, made man, and gave him a soul which should never perish, and Frigga, his wife, knew the fate of all men, but never told her secrets.



[image: img95.png]

VIKING.

The Northmen spread themselves at length over a great extent of country. We can only wonder why, after their energy and valor led them to found a thriving colony in Iceland and in Russia, to even venture among the icebergs and perilous dismal coasts of Greenland, and from thence downward to the pleasanter shores of New England, why they did not seize these possessions and keep the credit of discovering and settling America. What a change that would have made in the worlds history! Historians have been much perplexed at the fact of Leif Ericsons lack of interest in the fertile Vinland, New England now, which he visited in 986 and praised eloquently when he left it to its fate. Vinland waited hundreds of years after that for the hardy Icelanders kindred to come from old England to build their houses and spend the rest of their lives upon its good corn-land and among the shadows of its great pine-trees. There was room enough for all Greenland, and to spare, but we cannot help suspecting that the Northmen were not very good farmers, that they loved fighting too well, and would rather go a thousand miles across a stormy sea to plunder another man of his crops than to patiently raise their own corn and wool and make an honest living at home. So, instead of understanding what a good fortune it would be for their descendants, if they seized and held the great western continent that stretched westward from Vinland until it met another sea, they kept on with their eastward raids, and the valleys of the Elbe and the Rhine, of the Seine and Loire, made a famous hunting-ground for the dragon ships to seek. The rich seaports and trading towns, the strongly walled Roman cities, the venerated abbeys and cathedrals with their store of wealth and provisions, were all equally exposed to the fury of such attacks, and were soon stunned and desolated. What a horror must have fallen upon a defenceless harbor-side when a fleet of the Northmens ships was seen sweeping in from sea at daybreak! What a smoke of burning houses and shrieking of frightened people all day long; and as the twilight fell and the few survivors of the assault dared to creep out from their hiding-places to see the ruins of their homes, and the ships putting out to sea again loaded deep with their possessions! — we can hardly picture it to ourselves in these quiet days.

The people who lived in France were of another sort, but they often knew how to defend themselves as well as the Northmen knew how to attack. There are few early French records for us to read, for the literature of that early day was almost wholly destroyed in the religious houses and public buildings of France. Here and there a few pages of a poem or of a biography or chronicle have been kept, but from this very fact we can understand the miserable condition of the country.

In the year 810 the Danish Norsemen, under their king, Gottfried, overran Friesland, but the Emperor Charlemagne was too powerful for them and drove them back. After his death they were ready to try again, and because his huge kingdom had been divided under many rulers, who were all fighting among themselves, the Danes were more lucky, and after robbing Hamburg several times they ravaged the coasts and finally settled themselves as comfortably as possible at the mouth of the Loire in France. Soon they were not satisfied with going to and fro along the seaboard, and took their smaller craft and voyaged inland, swarming up the French rivers by hundreds, devastating the country everywhere they went.

In 845 they went up the Seine to Paris, and plundered Paris too, more than once; and forty years later, forty thousand of them, led by a man named Siegfried, went up from Rouen with seven hundred vessels and besieged the poor capital for ten months, until they were bought off at the enormous price of the whole province of Burgundy. See what power that was to put into the hands of the sea-kings crews! But no price was too dear, the people of Paris must have thought, to get rid of such an army in the heart of Gaul. They could make whatever terms they pleased by this time, and there is a tradition that a few years afterward some bands of Danish rovers, who perhaps had gone to take a look at Burgundy, pushed on farther and settled themselves in Switzerland.

From the settlements they had made in the province of Aquitania, they had long before this gone on to Spain, because the rich Spanish cities were too tempting to be resisted. They had forced their way all along the shore of the sea, and in at the gate of the Mediterranean; they wasted and made havoc as they went, in Spain, Africa, and the Balearic islands, and pushed their way up the Rhone to Valence. We can trace them in Italy, where they burned the cities of Pisa and Lucca, and even in Greece, where at last the pirate ships were turned about, and set their sails for home. Think of those clumsy little ships out on such a journey with their single masts and long oars! Think of the stories that must have been told from town to town after these strange, wild Northern foes had come and gone! They were like hawks that came swooping down out of the sky, and though Spain and Rome and Greece were well enough acquainted with wars, they must have felt when the Northmen came, as we should feel if some wild beast from the heart of the forest came biting and tearing its way through a city street at noontime.
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NORSE BUCKLE WITH BYZANTINE DECORATION.

The whole second half of the ninth century is taken up with the histories of these invasions. We must follow for a while the progress of events in Gaul, or France as we call it now, though it was made up then of a number of smaller kingdoms. The result of the great siege of Paris was only a settling of affairs with the Northmen for the time being; one part of the country was delivered from them at the expense of another. They could be bought off and bribed for a time, but there was never to be any such thing as their going back to their own country and letting France alone for good and all. But as they gained at length whole tracts of country, instead of the little wealth of a few men to take away in their ships as at first, they began to settle down in their new lands and to become conquerors and colonists instead of mere plunderers. Instead of continually ravaging and attacking the kingdoms, they slowly became the owners and occupiers of the conquered territory; they pushed their way from point to point. At first, as you have seen already, they trusted to their ships, and always left their wives and children at home in the North countries, but as time went on, they brought their families with them and made new homes, for which they would have to fight many a battle yet. It would be no wonder if the women had become possessed by a love for adventure too, and had insisted upon seeing the lands from which the rich booty was brought to them, and that they had been saying for a long time: Show us the places where the grapes grow and the fruit-trees bloom, where men build great houses and live in them splendidly. We are tired of seeing only the long larchen beams of their high roofs, and the purple and red and gold cloths, and the red wine and yellow wheat that you bring away. Why should we not go to live in that country, instead of your breaking it to pieces, and going there so many of you, every year, only to be slain as its enemies? We are tired of our sterile Norway and our great Danish deserts of sand, of our cold winds and wet weather, and our long winters that pass by so slowly while the fleets are gone. We would rather see Seville and Paris themselves, than only their gold and merchandise and the rafters of their churches that you bring home for ship timber. One of the old ballads of love and valor lingers yet that the women used to sing: Myklagard and the land of Spain lie wide away oer the lee. There was room enough in those far countries where the ships went — why then do they stay at home in Friesland and Norway and Denmark, crowded and hungry kingdoms that they were, of the wandering sea-kings?

As the years went on, the Northern lands themselves became more peaceful, and the voyages of the pirates came to an end. Though the Northmen still waged wars enough, they were Danes or Norwegians against England and France, one realm against another, instead of every man plundering for himself.

The kingdoms of France had been divided and weakened, and, while we find a great many fine examples of resistance, and some great victories over the Northmen, they were not pushed out and checked altogether. Instead, they gradually changed into Frenchmen themselves, different from other Frenchmen only in being more spirited, vigorous, and alert. They inspired every new growth of the religion, language, or manners, with their own splendid vitality. They were like plants that have grown in dry, thin soil, transplanted to a richer spot of ground, and sending out fresh shoots in the doubled moisture and sunshine. And presently we shall find the Northman becoming the Norman of history. As the Northman, almost the first thing we admire about him is his character, his glorious energy; as the Norman, we see that energy turned into better channels, and bringing a new element into the progress of civilization.

The Northmen had come in great numbers to settle in Gaul, but they were scattered about, and so it was easier to count themselves into the population, instead of keeping themselves separate. Some of these settlements were a good way inland, and everywhere they mixed their language with the French for a time, but finally dropped it almost altogether. In a very few years, comparatively speaking, they were not Danes or Norwegians at all; they had forgotten their old customs, and even their pagan gods of the Northern countries from which their ancestors had come. At last we come to a time when we begin to distinguish some of the chieftains and other brave men from the crowd of their companions. The old chronicles of Scandinavia and Denmark and Iceland cannot be relied upon like the histories of Greece or Rome. The student who tries to discover when this man was born, and that man died, from a saga, is apt to be disappointed. The more he studies these histories of the sea-kings and their countries, the more distinct picture he gets of a great crowd of men taking their little ships every year and leaving the rocky, barren coasts of their own country to go southward. As we have seen, France and England and Flanders and Spain were all richer and more fruitful, and they would go ashore, now at this harbor, now that, to steal all they could, even the very land they trod upon. Now and then we hear the name of some great man, a stronger and more daring sailor and fighter than the rest. There is a dismal story of a year of famine in France, when the north wind blew all through the weeks of a leafless spring, the roots of the vines were frozen, and the fruit blossoms chilled to the heart. The wild creatures of the forest, crazed with hunger, ventured into the farms and villages, and the monks fasted more than they thought best, and prayed the more heartily for succor in their poverty. But down from the North came Ragnar Lodbrok, the great Danish captain, with his stout-built vessels, ten times twelve dragons of the sea, and he and his men, in their shaggy fur garments, went crashing through the ice of the French rivers, to make an easy prey of the hungry Frenchmen — to conquer everywhere they went. And for one Ragnar Lodbrok, read fifty or a hundred; for, though there are many stories told about him, just as we think that we can picture him and his black-sailed ships in our minds, we are told that this is only a legend, and that there never was any Ragnar Lodbrok at all who was taken by his enemies and thrown into a horrible dungeon filled with vipers, to sing a gallant saga about his life and misdeeds. But if there were no hero of this name, we put together little by little from one hint and another legend a very good idea of those quarrelsome times, when to be great it was necessary to be a pirate, and to kill as many men and steal as much of their possession as one possibly could. These Northmen set as bad an example as any traveller since the world began. More than ninety times we can hear of them in France and Spain and the north of Germany, and always burning and ruining, not only the walled cities, but all the territory round about. Shipload after shipload left their bones on foreign soil; again and again companies of them were pushed out of France and England and defeated, but from generation to generation the quarrels went on, and we begin to wonder why the sea-coasts were not altogether deserted, until we remember that the spirit of those days was warlike, and that, while the people were plundered one year, they succeeded in proving themselves masters the next, and so life was filled with hope of military glory, and the tide of conquest swept now north, and now south.

From the fjords of Norway a splendid, hardy race of young men were pushing their boats to sea every year. Remember that their own country was a very hard one to live in with its long, dark winters, its rainy, short summers when the crops would not ripen, its rocky, mountainous surface, and its natural poverty. Even now if it were not for the fishing the Norwegian peasant people would find great trouble in gaining food enough. In early days, when the tilling of the ground was less understood, it must have been hard work tempting those yellow-haired, eager young adventurers to stay at home, when they could live on the sea in their rude, stanch little ships, as well as on land; when they were told great stories of the sunshiny, fruitful countries that lay to the south, where plenty of food and bright clothes and gold and silver might be bought in the market of war for the blows of their axes and the strength and courage of their right arms. No wonder that it seemed a waste of time to stay at home in Norway!

And as for the old men who had been to the fights and followed the sea-kings and brought home treasures, we are sure that they were always talking over their valiant deeds and successes, and urging their sons and grandsons to go to the South. The women wished their husbands and brothers to be as brave as the rest, while they cared a great deal for the rich booty which was brought back from such expeditions. What a hard thing it must have seemed to the boys who were sick or lame or deformed, but who had all the desire for glory that belonged to any of the vikings, and yet must stay at home with the women!

When we think of all this, of the barren country, and the crowd of people who lived in it, of the natural relish for a life of adventure, and the hope of splendid riches and fame, what wonder that in all these hundreds of years the Northmen followed their barbarous trade and went a-ravaging, and finally took great pieces of the Southern countries for their own and held them fast.

As we go on with this story of the Normans, you will watch these followers of the sea-kings keeping always some trace of their old habits and customs. Indeed you may know them yet. The Northmen were vikings, always restless and on the move, stealing and fighting their way as best they might, daring, adventurous. The Norman of the twelfth century was a crusader. A madness to go crusading against the Saracen possessed him, not alone for religions sake or for the holy city of Jerusalem, and so in all the ages since one excuse after another has set the same wild blood leaping and made the Northern blue eyes shine. Look where you may, you find Englishmen of the same stamp — Sir Walter Raleigh and Lord Nelson, Stanley and Dr. Livingstone and General Gordon, show the old sea-kings courage and recklessness. Snorro Sturlesons best saga has been followed by Draytons Battle of Agincourt and Tennysons Charge of the Light Brigade and Ballad of Sir Richard Grenville. I venture to say that there is not an English-speaking boy or girl who can hear that sea-kings ballad this very day in peaceful England or America without a great thrill of sympathy.

At Flores in the Azores Sir Richard Grenville lay,
And a pinnace, like a fluttered bird, came flying from far away:
Spanish ships of war at sea! We have sighted fifty-three. — 

Go and read that; the whole of the spirited story; but there is one thing I ask you to remember first in all this long story of the Normans: that however much it seems to you a long chapter of bloody wars and miseries and treacheries that get to be almost tiresome in their folly and brutality; however little profit it may seem sometimes to read about the Norman wars, yet everywhere you will catch a gleam of the glorious courage and steadfastness that have won not only the petty principalities and dukedoms of those early days, but the great English and American discoveries and inventions and noble advancement of all the centuries since.

On the island of Vigr, in the Folden-fiord, the peasants still show some rude hollows in the shore where the ships of Rolf-Ganger were drawn up in winter, and whence he launched them to sail away to the Hebrides and France — the beginning of as great changes as one mans voyage ever wrought.
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II. ROLF THE GANGER.
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Far had I wandered from this northern shore,
Far from the bare heights and the wintry seas,
Dreaming of these
No more. — A. F.

Toward the middle of the ninth century Harold Haarfager did great things in Norway. There had always been a great number of petty kings or jarls, who were sometimes at peace with each other, but oftener at war, and at last this Harold was strong enough to conquer all the rest and unite all the kingdoms under his own rule. It was by no means an easy piece of business, for twelve years went by before it was finished, and not only Norway itself, but the Orkneys, and Shetlands, and Hebrides, and Man were conquered too, and the lawless vikings were obliged to keep good order. The story was that the king had loved a fair maiden of the North, called Gyda, but when he asked her to marry him she had answered that she would not marry a jarl; let him make himself a king like Gorm of Denmark! At this proud answer Harold loved her more than ever, and vowed that he would never cut his hair until he had conquered all the jarls and could claim Gydas hand.
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A NORWEGIAN FIORD.

The flourishing shock of his yellow hair became renowned; we can almost see it ourselves waving prosperously through his long series of battles. When he was king at last he chose Jarl Rögnwald of Möre to cut the shining locks because he was the most valiant and best-beloved of all his tributaries.

Jarl Rögnwald had a family of sons who were noted men in their day. One was called Turf-Einar, because he went to the Orkney islands and discovered great deposits of peat of which he taught the forestless people to make use, so that they and their descendants were grateful and made him their chief hero. Another son was named Rolf, and he was lord of three small islands far up toward the North. He followed the respected profession of sea-robber, but though against foreign countries it was the one profession for a jarl to follow, King Harold was very stringent in his laws that no viking should attack any of his own neighbors or do any mischief along the coasts of Norway. These laws Rolf was not careful about keeping.

There was still another brother, who resented Haarfagers tyrannies so much that he gathered a fine heroic company of vikings and more peaceable citizens and went to Iceland and settled there. This company came in time to be renowned as the beginners of one of the most remarkable republics the world has ever known, with a unique government by its aristocracy, and a natural development of literature unsurpassed in any day. There, where there were no foreign customs to influence or pervert, the Norse nature and genius had their perfect flowering.

Rolf is said to have been so tall that he used to march afoot whenever he happened to be ashore, rather than ride the little Norwegian horses. He was nicknamed Gang-Roll (or Rolf), which means Rolf the Walker, or Ganger. There are two legends which give the reason why he came away from Norway — one that he killed his brother in an unfortunate quarrel, and fled away to England, whither he was directed by a vision or dream; that the English helped him to fit out his ships and to sail away again toward France.

The other story, which seems more likely, makes it appear that the king was very angry because Rolf plundered a Norwegian village when he was coming home short of food from a long cruise in the Baltic Sea. The peasants complained to Harold Haarfager, who happened to be near, and he called the great Council of Justice and banished his old favorite for life.

Whether these stories are true or not, at any rate Rolf came southward an outlaw, and presently we hear of him in the Hebrides off the coast of Scotland, where a company of Norwegians had settled after King Harolds conquests. These men were mostly of high birth and great ability, and welcomed the new-comer who had so lately been their enemy. We are not surprised when we find that they banded together as pirates and fitted out a famous expedition. Perhaps they did not find living in the Hebrides very luxurious, and thought it necessary to collect some merchandise and money, or some slaves to serve them, so they fell back upon their familiar customs.

Rolfs vessels and theirs made a formidable fleet, but although they agreed that there should not be any one chosen as captain, or admiral, as we should say nowadays, we do not hear much of any of the confederates except Rolf the Ganger, so we may be sure he was most powerful and took command whether anybody was willing or not.

They came round the coast of Scotland, and made first for Holland, but as all that part of the country had too often been devastated and had become very poor, the ships were soon put to sea again. And next we find them going up the River Seine in France, which was a broader river then than it is now, and the highway toward Paris and other cities, which always seemed to offer great temptations to the vikings. Charles the Simple was king of France by right, but the only likeness to his ancestor Charlemagne was in his name, and to that his subjects had added the Simple, or the Fool, by which we can tell that he was not a very independent or magnificent sort of monarch. The limits of the kingdom of France, at that time, had just been placed between the Loire and the Meuse, after many years of fighting between the territories, and Charles was still contesting his right to the crown. The wide empire of Charlemagne had not been divided at once into distinct smaller kingdoms, but the heirs had each taken what they could hold and fought for much else beside. Each pretended to be the lawful king and was ready to hold all he could win. So there was naturally little good-feeling between them, and not one could feel sure that his neighbor would even help him to fight against a common enemy. It was Every one for himself, and devil take the hindmost! to quote the old proverb, which seldom has so literal an application. King Charles the Simple, besides defending himself from his outside enemies, was also much troubled by a pretender to the crown, and was no doubt at his wits end to know how to manage the province of Neustria, lately so vexed by the foreign element within its borders. It might be easy work for the troop of Northmen that had followed Rolf. Besides the fact that they need not fear any alliance against them, and had only Charles the Simple for their enemy, one of his own enemies was quite likely to form a league with them against him.

The fleet from the Hebrides had come to anchor on its way up the Seine at a town called Jumièges, five leagues from Rouen. There was no army near by to offer any hindrance, and the work of pillaging the country was fairly begun without hindrance when the news of the incursion was told in Rouen. There the people were in despair, for it was useless to think of defending their broken walls; the city was already half ruined from such invasions. At any hour they might find themselves at the mercy of these new pirates. But in such dreadful dismay the archbishop, a man of great courage and good sense, whom we must honor heartily, took upon himself the perilous duty of going to the camp and trying to save the city by making a treaty. He had heard stories enough, we may be sure, of the cruel tortures of Christian priests by these Northern pagans, who still believed in the gods Thor and Odin and in Valhalla, and that the most fortunate thing, for a mans life in the next world, was that he should die in battle in this world. 

There was already a great difference in the hopes and plans of the Northmen: they listened to the archbishop instead of killing him at once, and Rolf and his companions treated him and his interpreter with some sort of courtesy. Perhaps the bravery of the good man won their hearts by its kinship to their daring; perhaps they were already planning to seize upon a part of France and to forsake the Hebrides altogether, and Rolf had a secret design of founding a kingdom for himself that should stand steadfast against enemies. When the good priest went back to Rouen, I think the people must have been surprised that he had kept his head upon his shoulders, and still more filled with wonder because he was able to tell them that he had made a truce, that he had guaranteed the assailants admission to the city, but that they had promised not to do any harm whatever. Who knows if there were not many voices that cried out that it was only delivering them to the cruel foe, with their wives and children and all that they had in the world. When the ships came up the river and were anchored before one of the city gates near the Church of St. Morin, and the tall chieftain and his comrades began to come ashore, what beating hearts, what careful peeping out of windows there must have been in Rouen that day!

But the chiefs had given their word of honor, and they kept it well; they walked all about the city, and examined all the ramparts, the wharves, and the supply of water, and gave every thing an unexpectedly kind approval. More than this, they said that Rouen should be their head-quarters and their citadel. This was not very welcome news, but a thousand times better than being sacked and ravaged and burnt, and when the ships had gone by up the river, I dare say that more than one voice spoke up for Rolf the Ganger, and gratefully said that he might not prove the worst of masters after all. Some of the citizens even joined the ranks of the sea-kings followers when they went on in quest of new adventure up the Seine.

Just where the river Eure joins the Seine, on the point between the two streams, the Norwegians built a great camp, and fortified it, and there they waited for the French army. For once King Charles was master of his whole kingdom, and he had made up his mind to resist this determined invasion. Pirates were bad enough, but pirates who were evidently bent upon greater mischief than usual could not be sent away too soon. It was not long before the French troops, under the command of a general called Regnauld, who bore the title of Duke of France, made their appearance opposite the encampment, on the right bank of the Eure.

The French counts had rallied bravely; they made a religious duty of it, for were not these Norwegians pagans? and pagans deserved to be killed, even if they had not come to steal from a Christian country.

There was one count who had been a pagan himself years before, but he had become converted, and was as famous a Christian as he had been sea-king. He had declared that he was tired of leading a life of wild adventure, and had made peace with France twenty years before this time; and the kingdom had given him the county of Chartres — so he must have been a powerful enemy. Naturally he was thought to be the best man to confer with his countrymen. There was a council of war in the French camp, and this Hasting (of whom you will hear again by and by) advised that they should confer with Rolf before they risked a battle with him. Perhaps the old sea-king judged his tall successor by his own experience, and thought he might like to be presented with a county too, as the price of being quiet and letting the frightened Seine cities alone. Some of the other lords of the army were very suspicious and angry about this proposal, but Hasting had his way, and went out with two attendants who could speak Danish.

The three envoys made their short journey to the river-side as quickly as possible, and presently they stood on the bank of the Eure. Across the river were the new fortifications, and some of the sea-kings men were busy with their armor on the other shore.

Gallant soldiers! cries the Count of Chartres; what is your chieftains name?

We have no lord over us, they shouted back again; we are all equal.

For what end have you come to France?

To drive out the people who are here, or make them our subjects, and to make ourselves a new country, says the Northman. Who are you? — How is it that you speak our own tongue?

You know the story of Hasting, answers the count, not without pride— Hasting, the great pirate, who scoured the seas with his crowd of ships, and did so much evil in this kingdom?

Aye, we have heard that, but Hasting has made a bad end to so good a beginning; to which the count had nothing to say; he was Lord of Chartres now, and liked that very well.

Will you submit to King Charles? he shouts again, and more men are gathering on the bank to listen. Will you give your faith and service, and take from him gifts and honor?

No, no! they answer; we will not submit to King Charles — go back, and tell him so, you messenger, and say that we claim the rule and dominion of what we win by our own strength and our swords.

But the Frenchmen called Hasting a traitor when he brought this answer back to camp, and told his associates not to try to force the pagan entrenchments. A traitor, indeed! That was too much for the old vikings patience. For all that, the accusation may have held a grain of truth. Nobody knows the whole of his story, but he may have felt the old fire and spirit of his youth when he saw the great encampment and heard the familiar tones of his countrymen. It may be wrong to suspect that he went to join them; but, at all events, Count Chartres left the French camp indignantly, and nobody knows where he went, either then or afterward, for he forsook his adopted country and left it to its fate. They found out that he had given good advice to those proud comrades of his, for when they attacked the enemy between the rivers they were cut to pieces; even the duke of France, their bold leader, was killed by a poor fisherman of Rouen who had followed the Northern army.

Now there was nothing to hinder Rolf, who begins to be formally acknowledged as the leader, from going up the Seine as fast or as slow as he pleased, and after a while the army laid siege to Paris, but this was unsuccessful. One of the chiefs was taken prisoner, and to release him they promised a years truce to King Charles, and after a while we find them back at Rouen again. They had been ravaging the country to the north of Paris, very likely in King Charless company, for there had been a new division of the kingdom, and the northern provinces no longer called him their sovereign. Poor Charles the Simple! he seems to have had a very hard time of it with his unruly subjects, and his fellow-knights and princes too, who took advantage of him whenever they could find a chance.

By this time we know enough of Rolf and his friends not to expect them to remain quiet very long at Rouen. Away they went to Bayeux, a rich city, and assaulted that and killed Berenger, the Count of Bayeux, and gained a great heap of booty. We learn a great deal of the manners and fashions of that early day when we find out that Berenger had a beautiful daughter, and when the treasure was divided she was considered as part of it and fell to Rolfs lot. He immediately married her with apparent satisfaction and a full performance of Scandinavian rites and ceremonies.

After this the Northmen went on to Evreux and to some other cities, and their dominion was added to, day by day. They began to feel a certain sort of respect and care for the poor provinces now that they belonged to themselves. And they ceased to be cruel to the unresisting people, and only taxed them with a certain yearly tribute. Besides this, they chose Rolf for their king, but this northern title was changed before long for the French one of duke. Rolf must have been very popular with his followers. We cannot help a certain liking for him ourselves or being pleased when we know that his new subjects liked him heartily. They had cursed him very often, to be sure, and feared his power when he was only a pirate, but they were glad enough when they gained so fearless and strong a man for their protector. Whatever he did seemed to be with a far-sightedness and better object than they had been used to in their rulers. He was a man of great gifts and uncommon power, and he laid his plans deeper and was not without a marked knowledge of the rude politics of that time — a good governor, which was beginning to be needed more in France than a good fighter even.

Fighting was still the way of gaining ones ends, and so there was still war, but it was better sustained and more orderly. These Northerners, masters now of a good piece of territory, linked themselves with some of the smaller scattered settlements of Danes at the mouth of the river Loire, and went inland on a great expedition. They could not conquer Paris this time either, nor Dijon nor Chartres. The great walls of these cities and several others were not to be beaten down, but there is a long list of weaker towns that fell into their hands, and at last the French people could bear the sieges no longer, and not only the peasants but the nobles and priests clamored for deliverance. King Charles may have been justly called the Simple, but he showed very good sense now. We shall starve to death, the people were saying. Nobody dares to work in the field or the vineyard; there is not an acre of corn from Blois to Senlis. Churches are burnt and people are murdered; the Northmen do as they please. See, it is all the fault of a weak king!

King Charles roused himself to do a sensible thing; he may have planned it as a stroke of policy, and meant to avail himself of the Northmens strength to keep himself on his throne. He consulted his barons and bishops, and they agreed with him that he must form a league with their enemies, and so make sure of peace. As we read the story of those days, we are hardly sure that Rolf was the subject after this rather than the king. He did homage to King Charles, and he received the sovereignty over most of what was to be called the dukedom of Normandy. The league was little more than an obligation of mutual defence, and King Charles was lucky to call Rolf his friend and ally. The vigorous Norwegian was likely to keep his word better than the French dukes and barons, who broke such promises with perfect ease. Rolfs duty and his interest led him nearly in the same path, but he was evidently disposed to do what was right according to his way of seeing right and wrong. 

All this time he had been living with his wife Popa, the daughter of Count Berenger, who was slain at Bayeux. They had two children — William, and a daughter, Adela. According to the views of King Charles and the Christian church of that time, the marriage performed with Scandinavian rites was no marriage at all, though Rolf loved his wife devotedly and was training his son with great care, so that he might by and by take his place, and be no inferior, either, of the young French princes who were his contemporaries. As one historian says, the best had the best then, and this young William was being made a scholar as fast as possible.

For all this, when the kings messenger came to Rolf and made him an offer of Gisla, the kings daughter, for a wife, with the seigneury of all the lands between the river Epte and the border of Brittany, if he would only become a Christian and live in peace with the kingdom, Rolf listened with pleasure. He did not repeat now the words that Hasting heard on the bank of the Eure, We will obey no one! while with regard to the marriage he evidently felt free to contract a new one.

It was all a great step upward, and Rolfs clear eyes saw that. If he were not a Christian he could not be the equal of the lords of France. He was not a mere adventurer any longer, the leader of a band of pirates; other ambitions had come to him since he had been governor of his territory. The pagan fanaticism and superstition of his companions were more than half extinguished already; the old myths of the Northern gods had not flourished in this new soil. At last, after much discussion and bargaining about the land that should be given, Rolf gave his promise once for all, and now we may begin to call him fairly the Duke of Normandy and his people the Normans; the old days of the Northmen in France had come to an end. For a good many years the neighboring provinces called the new dukedom the pirates land and the Northmans land, but the great Norman race was in actual existence now, and from this beginning under Rolf, the tall Norwegian sea-king, has come one of the greatest forces and powers of the civilized world.

I must give you some account of the ceremonies at this establishment of the new duke, for it was a grand occasion, and the kings train of noblemen and gentlemen, and all the Norman officers and statesmen went out to do honor to that day. The place was in a village called St. Claire, on the river Epte, and the French pitched their tents on one bank of the river and the Normans on the other. Then, at the hour appointed, Rolf came over to meet the king, and did what would have astonished his father Rögnwald and his viking ancestors very much. He put his hand between the kings hands and said: From this time forward I am your vassal and man, and I give my oath that I will faithfully protect your life, your limbs, and your royal honor.

After this the king and his nobles formally gave Rolf the title of duke or count, and swore that they would protect him and his honor too, and all the lands named in the treaty. But there is an old story that, when Rolf was directed to kneel before King Charles and kiss his foot in token of submission, he was a rebellious subject at once. Perhaps he thought that some of his French rivals had revived this old Frankish custom on purpose to humble his pride, but he said nothing, only beckoned quietly to one of his followers to come and take his place. Out steps the man. I do not doubt that his eyes were dancing, and that his yellow beard hid a laughing mouth; he did not bend his knee at all, but caught the kings foot, and lifted it so high that the poor monarch fell over backward, and all the pirates gave a shout of laughter. They did not think much of Charles the Simple, those followers of Rolf the Ganger.

Afterward the marriage took place at Rouen, and the high barons of France went there with the bride, though it was not a very happy day for Gisla, whom Rolf never lived with or loved. He was a great many years older than she, and when she died he took Popa, the first wife back again — if, indeed, he had not considered her the true wife all the time. Then on that wedding-day he became a Christian too, though there must have been more change of words and manner than of Rolfs own thoughts. He received the archbishops lessons with great amiability, and gave part of his lands to the church before he divided the rest among his new-made nobles. They put a long white gown or habit on him, such as newly baptized persons wore, and he must have been an amusing sight to see, all those seven days that he kept it on, tall old seafarer that he was, but he preserved a famous dignity, and gave estates to seven churches in succession on each day of that solemn week. Then he put on his every-day clothes again, and gave his whole time to his political affairs and the dividing out of Normandy among the Norwegian chieftains who had come with him on that lucky last voyage.

It is said that Rolf himself was the founder of the system of landholding according to the custom of feudal times, and of a regular system of property rights, and customs of hiring and dividing the landed property, but there are no state papers or charters belonging to that early time, as there are in England, so nobody can be very sure. At any rate, he is said to have been the best ruler possible, and his province was a model for others, though it was the most modern in Gaul. He caused the dilapidated towns and cities to be rebuilt, and the churches were put into good repair and order. There are parts of some of the Rouen churches standing yet, that Rolf rebuilt.

There is a great temptation to linger and find out all we can of the times of this first Count of Normandy — so many later traits and customs date back to Rolfs reign; and all through this story of the Normans we shall find a likeness to the first leader, and trace his influence. His own descendants inherited many of his gifts of character — a readiness of thought and speech; clear, bright minds, and vigor of action. Even those who were given over to ways of vice and shame, had a cleverness and attractiveness that made their friends hold to them, in spite of their sins and treacheries. A great deal was thought of learning and scholarship among the nobles and gentle folk of that day, and Rolf had caught eagerly at all such advantages, even while he trusted most to his Northern traditions of strength and courage. If he had thought these were enough to win success, and had brought up his boy as a mere pirate and fighter, it would have made a great difference in the future of the Norman people and their rulers. The need of a good education was believed in, and held as a sort of family doctrine, as long as Rolfs race existed, but you will see in one after another of these Norman counts the nature of the sea-kings mixed with their later learning and accomplishments.

We cannot help being a little amused, however, when we find that young William, the grandson of old Rögnvald, loved his books so well that he begged his father to let him enter a monastery. The wise, good man Botho, who was his tutor, had taught him to be proud of his other grandfather, Count Berenger, who belonged to one of the most illustrious French families, and taught him also to follow the example of the good clergymen of Normandy, as well as the great conquerors and chieftains. By and by we shall see that he loved to do good, and to do works of mercy, though his people called him William Longsword, and followed him to the wars.

Normandy was wild enough when Rolf came to rule there, but before he died the country had changed very much for the better. He was very careful to protect the farmers, and such laws were made, and kept, too, that robbery was almost unknown throughout the little kingdom. The peasants could leave their oxen or their tools in the field now, and if by chance they were stolen, the duke himself was responsible for the loss. A pretty story is told of Rolf that has also been told of other wise rulers. He had gone out hunting one day, and after the sport, while he and his companions were resting and having a little feast as they sat on the grass, Rolf said he would prove the orderliness and trustiness of his people. So he took off the two gold bracelets which were a badge of his rank, and reached up and hung them on a tree close by, and there they were, safe and shining, a long time afterward, when he went to seek them. Perhaps this story is only a myth, though the tale is echoed in other countries — England, Ireland, and Lombardy, and others beside. At any rate, it gives an expression of the public safety and order, and the peoples gratitude to their good kings. Rolf brought to his new home some fine old Scandinavian customs, for his own people were knit together with close bonds in Norway. If a farmers own servants or helpers failed him for any reason, he could demand the help of his neighbors without paying them, and they all came and helped him gather his harvest. Besides, the law punished nothing so severely as the crime of damaging or stealing from a growing crop. The field was said to be under Gods lock, with heaven for its roof, though there might be only a hedge for its wall. If a man stole from another mans field, and took the ripe corn into his own barn, he paid for it with his life. This does not match very well with the sea-kings exploits abroad, but they were very strict rulers, and very honest among themselves at home. One familiar English word of ours — hurrah, — is said to date from Rolfs reign. Rou the Frenchmen called our Rolf; and there was a law that if a man was in danger himself, or caught his enemy doing any damage, he could raise the cry Ha Rou! and so invoke justice in Duke Rolfs name. At the sound of the cry, everybody was bound, on the instant, to give chase to the offender, and whoever failed to respond to the cry of Ha Rou! must pay a heavy fine to Rolf himself. This began the old English fashion of hue and cry, as well as our custom of shouting Hurrah! when we are pleased and excited.

We cannot help being surprised to see how quickly the Normans became Frenchmen in their ways of living and even speaking. There is hardly a trace of their Northern language except a few names of localities left in Normandy. Once settled in their new possessions, Rolf and all his followers seem to have been as eager for the welfare of Normandy as they were ready to devastate it before. They were proud not of being Norsemen but of being Normans. Otherwise their country could not have done what it did in the very next reign to Rolfs, nor could Rouen have become so much like a French city even in his own lifetime. This was work worthy of his power, to rule a people well, and lift them up toward better living and better things. His vigor and quickness made him able to seize upon the best traits and capabilities of his new countrymen, and enforce them as patterns and examples, with no tolerance of their faults. 

From the vikings ships which had brought Rolf and his confederates, all equal, from the Hebrides, it is a long step upward to the Norman landholders and quiet citizens with their powerful duke in his palace at Rouen. He had shared the lands of Normandy, as we have seen, with his companions, and there was a true aristocracy among them — a rule of the best, for that is what aristocracy really means. No doubt there was sin and harm enough under the new order of things, but we can see that there was a great advance in its first dukes reign, even if we cannot believe that all the fine stories are true that his chroniclers have told.

Rolf died in 927, and was a pious Christian according to his friends, and had a lingering respect for his heathen idols according to his enemies. He was an old man, and had been a brave man, and he is honored to this day for his justice and his courage in that stormy time when he lived. Some say that he was forty years a pirate before he came to Normandy, and looking back on these days of seafaring and robbery and violence must have made him all the more contented with his pleasant fields and their fruit-trees and waving grain; with his noble city of Rouen, and his gentle son William, who was the friend of the priests.

Rolf became very feeble in body and mind, and before his death he gave up the rule of the duchy to his son. He lingered for several years, but we hear nothing more of him except that when he lay dying he had terrible dreams of his old pirate days, and was troubled by visions of his slaughtered victims and the havoc made by the long-ships. We are glad to know that he waked from these sorrows long enough to give rich presents to the church and the poor, which comforted him greatly and eased his unhappy conscience. He was buried in his city of Rouen, in the cathedral, and there is his tomb still with a figure of him in stone — an old tired man with a furrowed brow; the strength of his fourscore years had become only labor and sorrow, but he looks like the Norseman that he was in spite of the ducal robes of French Normandy. There was need enough of bravery in the man who should fill his place. The wars still went on along the borders, and there must have been fear of new trouble in the duchy when this old chieftain Rolf had lain down to die, and his empty armor was hung high in the palace hall.
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III.


WILLIAM LONGSWORD.
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For old, unhappy, far-off things
And battles long ago. — Wordsworth.

Before we follow the fortunes of the new duke, young William Longsword, we must take a look at France and see what traditions and influences were going to affect our colony of Northmen from that side, and what relations they had with their neighbors. Perhaps the best way to make every thing clear is to go back to the reign of the Emperor Charlemagne, who inherited a great kingdom, and added to it by his wars and statesmanship until he was crowned at Rome, in the year 800, emperor not only of Germany and Gaul, but of the larger part of Italy and the northeastern part of Spain. Much of this territory had shared in the glories of the Roman Empire and had fallen with it. But Charlemagne was equal to restoring many lost advantages, being a man of great power and capacity, who found time, while his great campaigns were going on, to do a great deal for the schools of his country. He even founded a sort of normal school, where teachers were fitted for their work, and his daughters were busy in copying manuscripts; the emperor himself was fond of being read to when he was at his meals, and used to get up at midnight to watch the stars. Some of the interesting stories about him may not be true, but we can be sure that he was a great general and a masterly governor and lawgiver, and a good deal of a scholar. Like Rolf, he was one of the men who mark as well as make a great change in the worlds affairs, and in whose time civilization takes a long step forward. When we know that it took him between thirty and forty years to completely conquer the Saxons, who lived in the northern part of his country, and we read the story of the great battle of Roncesvalles in which the Basque people won; when we follow Charlemagne (the great Charles, as his people love to call him) on these campaigns which take up almost all his history, we cannot help seeing that his enemies fought against the new order of things that he represented. It was not only that they did not want Charlemagne for their king, but they did not wish to be Christians either, or to forsake their own religion and their own ideas for his.

When he died he was master of a great association of countries which for years yet could not come together except in name, because of their real unlikeness and jealousy of each other. Charlemagne had managed to rule them all, for his sons and officers, whom he had put in command of the various provinces, were all dictated to by him, and were not in the least independent of his oversight. His fame was widespread. Embassies came to him from distant Eastern countries, and no doubt he felt that he was establishing a great empire for his successors. Thirty years after he died the empire was divided into three parts, and thirty-four years later it was all broken up in the foolish reign of his own great-grandson, who was called Charles also, but instead of Charles the Great became known as Charles the Fat. From the fragments of the old empire were formed the kingdoms of France, of Italy, and of Germany, with the less important states of Lorraine, Burgundy, and Navarre. But although the great empire had fallen to pieces, each fragment kept something of the new spirit that had been forced into it by the famous emperor. For this reason there was no corner of his wide domain that did not for many years after his death stand in better relation to progress, and to the influence of religion, the most potent civilizer of men.

All this time the power of the nobles had been increasing, for, whereas, at first they had been only the officers of the king, and were appointed to or removed from their posts at the royal pleasure, they contrived at length to make their positions hereditary and to establish certain rights and privileges. This was the foundation of the feudal system, and such a growth was sure to strike deep root. Every officer could hope to become a ruler in a small way, and to endow his family with whatever gains and holdings he had managed to make his own. And as these feudal chiefs soon came to value their power, they were ready to fight, not only all together for their king or over-lord, but for themselves; and one petty landholder with his dependents would go out to fight his next neighbor, each hoping to make the other his tributary. France proper begins to make itself heard about in these days.

If you have read The Story of Rome, and The Rise and Fall of the Roman Empire, you can trace the still earlier changes in the old province of Gaul. The Franks had come westward, a bold association of German tribes, and in that fifth century when the Roman rule was overthrown, they swarmed over the frontiers and settled by hundreds and thousands in the conquered provinces. But, strange to say, as years went on they disappeared; not because they or their children went away again and left Gaul to itself, but because they adopted the ways and fashions of the country. They were still called Franks and a part of the country was called France even, but the two races were completely mixed together and the conquerors were as Gallic as the conquered. They even spoke the new language; it appears like an increase or strengthening of the Gallic race rather than a subjugation of it, and the coming of these Franks founded, not a new province of Germany, but the French nation.

The language was changed a good deal, for of course many Frankish or German words were added, as Roman (or Romance) words had been added before, to the old Gallic, and other things were changed too. In fact we are not a bit surprised when we find that the German kings, Charlemagnes own descendants, were looked upon as foreigners, and some of the French leaders, the feudal lords and princes, opposed themselves to their monarchs. They were brave men and ready to fight for what they wanted. Charles the Fat could not keep himself on his unsteady throne, and in Rolfs day France was continually at war, sometimes at home, and almost always with the neighboring provinces and kingdoms. Rolfs contemporary, Charles the Simple, lost his kingship in 922, when his nobles revolted and put another leader in his place, who was called Hugh the Great, Count of Paris. Charles the Simple was kept a prisoner until he died, by a Count of Vermandois, of whom he had claimed protection, and whose daughter William Longsword had married.

There was a great deal of treachery among the French nobles. Each was trying to make himself rich and great, and serving whatever cause could promise most gain. There was diplomacy enough, and talking and fighting enough, but very little loyalty and care for public welfare. In Normandy, a movement toward better things showed itself more and more plainly; instead of wrangling over the fragments of an old dismembered kingdom, Rolf had been carefully building a strong new one, and had been making and keeping laws instead of breaking laws, and trying to make goodness and right prevail, and theft and treachery impossible. We must not judge those days by our own, for many things were considered right then that are wrong now; but Rolf knew that order and bravery were good, and that learning was good, and so he kept his dukedom quiet, though he was ready enough to fight his enemies, and he sent his son William Longsword to school, and made him a good scholar as well as soldier. This was as good training as a young man could have in those stormy times.

Under Rolf, Normandy had held faithfully to the king, but under his sons rule we find a long chapter of changes, for William was constantly transferring his allegiance from king to duke. When he succeeded his father, Normandy and France were at war — that is, Rolf would not acknowledge any king but Charles, who was in prison, while the usurper, Rudolph of Burgundy, was on the French throne. It is very hard to keep track of the different parties and their leaders. Everybody constantly changed sides, and it is not very clear what glory there was in being a king, when the vassals were so powerful that they could rebel against their sovereign and make war on him as often as they pleased. Yet they were very decided about having a king, if only to show how much greater they were by contrast. Duke Hugh of Paris takes the most prominent place just at this time, and with his widespread dominions and personal power and high rank, we cannot help wondering that he did not put himself at the head of the kingdom. Instead of that he chose to remain a subject, while he controlled the kings actions and robbed him of his territory and kept him in personal bondage. He had no objection to transferring his strange loyalty from one king to another, but he would always have a king over him, though at three different times there was nothing except his own plans to hinder him from putting the crown of France upon his own head. He had a stronger guiding principle than some of his associates, and seems to have been a better man.

From Charles the Simple had come the lands of Normandy, and to him the first vow of allegiance had been made, and so both Rolf and William took his part and were enemies to his usurper and his foes. When William came into possession of his dukedom, one of his first acts was to do homage to his fathers over-lord, and he never did homage to Rudolph the usurper until Charles was dead, and even then waited three years; but Rudolph was evidently glad to be friends, and presented Longsword with a grant of the sea-coast in Brittany. The Norman duke was a formidable rival if any trouble should arise, and the Normans themselves were very independent in their opinions. One of Rolfs followers had long ago told a Frenchman that his chief, who had come to Neustria a king without a kingdom, now held his broad lands from the sun and from God. They kept strange faith with each other in those days. Each man had his own ambitious plans, and his leagues and friendships were only for the sake of bringing them about. This was not being very grateful, but Rolfs men knew that the Breton lands were the price of peace and alliance, and not a free gift for loves sake by any means.

As we try to puzzle out a distinct account of Williams reign, we find him sometimes the enemy of Rudolph and in league with Hugh of Paris, sometimes he was in alliance with Rudolph, though he would not call him king, and oftener he would have nothing to do with either. It is very dull reading, except as we trace the characters of the men themselves.

Most of the Normans had accepted Christianity many years before, in the time of Rolf, and had been christened, but a certain number had refused it and clung to the customs of their ancestors. These people had formed a separate neighborhood or colony near Bayeux, and after several generations, while they had outwardly conformed to the prevailing observances, they still remained Northmen at heart. They were remarkable among the other Normans for their great turbulence and for an almost incessant opposition to the dukes, and some of them kept the old pagan devices on their shields, and went into battle shouting the Northern war-cry of Thor aide! instead of the pious Dieu aide! or Dex aide! of Normandy.

Whatever relic of paganism may have clung to Rolf himself, it is pretty certain that his son, half Frenchman by birth, was almost wholly a Frenchman in feeling. We must remember that he was not the son of Gisla the kings sister, however, but of Popa of Bayeux. There was a brother or half-brother of hers called Bernard de Senlis, who in spite of his fathers murder and the unhappy beginning of their acquaintance with Rolf, seems to have become very friendly with the Norse chieftain.

The fortunes of war were so familiar in those days and kept so many men at fierce enmity with each other, that we are half surprised to come upon this sincere, kindly relationship in the story of the early Normans. Even Rolfs wifes foolish little nickname, Popa, under cover of which her own name has been forgotten, — this name of puppet or little doll, gives a hint of affectionateness and a sign of home-likeness which we should be very sorry to miss. As for Bernard de Senlis, he protected not only the rights of Rolfs children and grandchildren, but their very lives, and if it had not been for his standing between them and their enemies Rolfs successors would never have been dukes of Normandy.

With all his inherited power and his own personal bravery, William found himself in a very hard place. He kept steadfastly to his ideas of right and might, and one thinks that with his half French and half Northman nature he might have understood both of the parties that quickly began to oppose each other in Normandy. He ruled as a French prince, and he and his followers were very eager to hold their place in the general confederacy of France, and eager too that Normandy should be French in religion, manners, and customs. Yet they did not wish Normandy to be absorbed into France in any political sense. Although there were several men of Danish birth, Rolfs old companions, who took this view of things, and threw in their lot with the French party, like Botho, Williams old tutor, and Oslac, and Bernard the Dane, of whom we shall hear again, there was a great body of the Normans who rebelled and made much trouble.

Williams French speech and French friends were all this time making him distrusted and even disliked by a large portion of his own subjects. There still remained a strong Northern and pagan influence in the older parts of the Norman duchy; while in the new lands of Brittany some of the independent Danish settlements, being composed chiefly of the descendants of men who had forced their way into that country before Rolfs time, were less ready for French rule than even the Normans. Between these new allies and the disaffected Normans themselves a grand revolt was organized under the leadership of an independent Danish chief from one of the Breton provinces. The rebels demanded one concession after another, and frightened Duke William dreadfully; he even proposed to give up his duchy and to beg the protection of his French uncle, Bernard de Senlis. We are afraid that he had left his famous longsword at home on that campaign, until it appears that his old counsellor, Bernard the Dane, urged him to go back and meet the insurgents, and that a great victory was won and the revolt ended for that time. The account of Williams wonderful success is made to sound almost miraculous by the old chronicles.

The two Norman parties held separate territories and were divided geographically, and each party wished to keep to itself and not be linked with the other. The Christian duke who liked French speech and French government might keep Christian Rouen and Evreux where Frenchmen abounded, but the heathen Danes to the westward would rather be independent of a leader who had turned his face upon the traditions and beliefs of his ancestors. For the time being, these rebellious subjects must keep their grudges and bear their wrongs as best they might, for their opponents were the masters now, and William was free to aim at still greater influence in French affairs as his dominion increased.

Through his whole life he was swayed by religious impulses, and, as we have known, it was hard work at one time to keep him from being a monk. Yet he was not very lavish in his presents to the church, as a good monarch was expected to be in those days, and most of the abbeys and cathedrals which had suffered so cruelly in the days of the pirates were very poor still, and many were even left desolate. His government is described as just and vigorous, and as a general thing his subjects liked him and upheld his authority. He was very desirous all the time to bring his people within the bounds of Christian civilization and French law and order, yet he did not try to cast away entirely the inherited speech or ideas of his ancestors. Of course his treatment of the settlements to the westward and the Danish party in his dominion must have varied at different times in his reign. Yet, after he had made great efforts to identify himself with the French, he still found himself looked down upon by his contemporaries and called the Duke of the Pirates, and so in later years he concerned himself more with his fathers people, and even, so the tradition goes, gave a new Danish colony direct from Denmark leave to settle in Brittany. His young son Richard was put under the care, not of French priests, but his own old tutor, Botho the Dane, and the boy and his master were sent purposely to Bayeux, the very city which young Richards grandfather, Rolf, had helped to ravage. At Rouen the Northmans language was already almost forgotten, but the heir to the duchy was sent where he could hear it every day, though his good teacher had accepted French manners and the religion of Rome. William Longsword had become sure that there was no use in trying to be either wholly Danish or wholly French, the true plan for a Duke of Normandy was to be Dane and Frenchman at once. The balance seems to have swung toward the Danish party for a time after this, and after a troubled, bewildering reign to its very close, William died at the hands of his enemies, who had lured him away to hold a conference with Arnulf, of Flanders, at Picquigny, where he came to a mysterious and sudden death.

The next year, 943, was a marked one in France and began a new order of things. There was a birth and a death which changed the current of history. The Count of Vermandois, the same man who had kept the prison and helped in the murder of Charles the Simple, was murdered himself — or at least died in an unexplained and horrible way, as men were apt to do who were called tyrants and were regicides beside. His dominion was divided among his sons, except some parts of it that Hugh of Paris seized. This was the death, and the birth was of a son and heir to Hugh of Paris himself. His first wife was an Englishwoman, Eadhild, but she had died childless, to his great sorrow. This baby was the son of his wife Hadwisa, the daughter of King Henry of Germany, and he was called Hugh for his father; Hugh Capet, the future king. After this Hugh of Paris changed his plans and his policy. True enough, he had never consented to being a king himself, but it was quite another thing to hinder his son from reigning over France by and by. Here the Frenchman begins to contrast himself more plainly against the Frank, just as we have seen the Norman begin to separate himself from the Northman. Under Rolf Normandy had been steadily loyal to King Charles the Simple; under William it had wavered between the king and the duke; under Richard we shall see Normandy growing more French again.

Under William Longsword, now Frenchman, now Northman was coming to the front, and everybody was ready to fight without caring so very much what it was all about. But everywhere we find the striking figure of the young duke carrying his great sword, that came to be the symbol of order and peace. The golden hilt and long shining blade are familiar enough in the story of Williams life. Somehow we can hardly think of him without his great weapon. With it he could strike a mighty blow, and in spite of his uncommon strength, he is said to have been of a slender, graceful figure, with beautiful features and clear, bright color like a young girls. His charming, cheerful, spirited manners won friendship and liking. He had an eye for splendor, says one biographer; well spoken to all, William Longsword could quote a text to the priest, listen respectfully to the wise sayings of the old, talk merrily with his young friends about chess and tables, discuss the flight of the falcon and the fleetness of the hound. 

When he desired to be a monk, he was persuaded that his rank and duties would not permit such a sacrifice, and that he must act his part in the world rather than in the cloister, for Normandys sake, but in spite of his gay life and apparent fondness for the worlds delights and pleasures, when he died his followers found a sackcloth garment and scourge under his splendid clothes. And as he lay dead in Rouen the rough haircloth shirt was turned outward at the throat so that all the people could see. He had not the firmness and decision that a duke of Normandy needed; he was very affectionate and impulsive, but he was a miserly person, and had not the power of holding on and doing what ought to be done with all his might.
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IV. RICHARD THE FEARLESS.
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By many a warlike feat
Lopped the French lilies. — Drayton.

Around the city of Bayeux, were the head-quarters of the Northmen, and both Rolfs followers and the later colonists had kept that part of the duchy almost free from French influence. There Longswords little son Richard (whose mother was Espriota, the dukes first wife, whom he had married in Danish fashion), was sent to learn the Northmens language, and there he lived yet with his teachers and Count Bernard, when the news came of the murder of his father by Arnulf of Flanders, with whom William had gone to confer in good faith.

We can imagine for ourselves the looks of the little lad and his surroundings. He was fond even then of the chase, and it might be on some evening when he had come in with the huntsmen that he found a breathless messenger who had brought the news of Lonsgwords death. We can imagine the low roofed, stone-arched room with its thick pillars, and deep stone casings to the windows, where the wind came in and made the torches flare. At each end of the room would be a great fire, and the servants busy before one of them with the supper, and there on the flagstones, in a dark heap, is the stag, and perhaps some smaller game that the hunters have thrown down. There are no chimneys, and the fires leap up against the walls, and the smoke curls along the ceiling and finds its way out as best it can.

One end of the room is a step or two higher than the other, and here there is a long table spread with drinking-horns and bowls, and perhaps some beautiful silver cups, with figures of grapevines and fauns and satyrs carved on them, which the Norse pirates brought home long ago from Italy. The floor has been covered with rushes which the girls of the household scatter, and some of these girls wear old Norse ornaments of wrought silver, with bits of coral, that must have come from Italy too. The great stag-hounds are stretched out asleep after their days work, and the little Richard is tired too, and has thrown himself into a tall carved chair by the fire.

Suddenly there comes the sound of a horn, and everybody starts and listens. Was the household to be attacked and besieged? for friends were less likely visitors than enemies in those rough times.

The dogs bark and cannot be quieted, and again the horn sounds outside the gate, and somebody has gone to answer it, and those who listen hear the great hinges creak presently as the gate is opened and the sound of horses feet in the courtyard. The dogs have found that there is no danger and creep away lazily to go to sleep again, but when the men of the household come back to the great hall their faces are sadly changed. Something has happened.

Among them are two guests, two old counts whom everybody knows, and they walk gravely with bent heads toward the boy Richard, who stands by the smaller fire, in the place of honor, near his fathers chair. Has his father come back sooner than he expected? The boys heart must beat fast with hope for one minute, then he is frightened by the silence in the great hall. Nobody is singing or talking; there is a dreadful stillness; the very dogs are quiet and watching from their beds on the new-strewn rushes. The fires snap and crackle and throw long shadows about the room.

What are the two counts going to do — Bernard Harcourt and Rainulf Ferrières? They are kneeling before the little boy, who is ready to run away, he does not know why. Count Bernard has knelt before him, and says this, as he holds Richards small hand: Richard, Duke of Normandy, I am your liegeman and true vassal; and then the other count does and says the same, while Bernard stands by and covers his face with his hands and weeps.

Richard stands, wondering, as all the rest of the noblemen promise him their service and the loyalty of their castles and lands, and suddenly the truth comes to him. His dear father is dead, and he must be the duke now; he, a little stupid boy, must take the place of the handsome, smiling man with his shining sword and black horse and purple robe and the feather with its shining clasp in the high ducal cap that is as splendid as any crown. Richard must take the old counts for his playfellows, and learn to rule his province of Normandy; and what a long, sad, frightened night that must have been to the fatherless boy who must win for himself the good name of Richard the Fearless!

Next day they rode to Rouen, and there, when the nobles had come, the dead duke was buried with great ceremony, and all the people mourned for him and were ready to swear vengeance on his treacherous murderer. After the service was over Richard was led back from the cathedral to his palace, and his heavy black robes were taken off and a scarlet tunic put on; his long brown hair was curled, and he was made as fine as a little duke could be, though his eyes were red with crying, and he hated all the pomp and splendor that only made him the surer that his father was gone.

They brought him down to the great hall of the palace, and there he found all the barons who had come to his fathers burial, and the boy was told to pull off his cap to them and bow low in answer to their salutations. Then he slowly crossed the hall, and all the barons walked after him in a grand procession according to rank — first the Duke of Brittany and last the poorest of the knights, all going to the Church of Notre Dame, the great cathedral of Rouen, where the solemn funeral chants had been sung so short a time before.

There were all the priests and the Norman bishops, and the choir sang as Richard walked to his place near the altar where he had seen his father sit so many times. All the long services of the mass were performed, and then the boy-duke gave his promise, in the name of God and the people of Normandy, that he would be a good and true ruler, guard them from their foes, maintain truth, punish sin, and protect the Church. Two of the bishops put on him the great mantle of the Norman dukes, crimson velvet and trimmed with ermine; but it was so long that it lay in great folds on the ground. Then the archbishop crowned the little lad with a crown so wide and heavy that one of the barons had to hold it in its place. Last of all, they gave him his fathers sword, taller than he, but he reached for the hilt and held it fast as he was carried back to his throne, though Count Bernard offered to carry it. Then all the noblemen did homage, from Duke Alan of Brittany down, and Richard swore in Gods name to be the good lord of every one and to protect him from his foes. Perhaps some of the elder men who had followed Rolf the Ganger felt very tenderly toward this grandchild of their brave old leader, and the friends of kind-hearted Longsword meant to be loyal and very fatherly to his defenceless boy, upon whom so much honor, and anxiety too, had early fallen.

See what a change there was in Normandy since Rolf came, and what a growth in wealth and orderliness the dukedom had made. All the feudal or clannish spirit had had time to grow, and Normandy ranked as the first of the French duchies. Still it would be some time yet before the Danes and Norwegians of the north could cease to think of the Normans as their brothers and cousins, and begin to call them Frenchmen or Welskes, or any of the other names they called the people in France or Britain. It was sure to be a hard dukedom enough for the boy-duke to rule, and all his youth was spent in stormy, dangerous times.

His father had stood godfather — a very close tie — to the heir of the new king of France, who was called Louis, and he was also at peace with Count Hugh of Paris. Soon after Longswords death King Louis appeared in Rouen at the head of a body of troops, and demanded that he should be considered the guardian and keeper of young Richard during his minority. He surprised the counts who were in Rouen, and who were just then nearly defenceless. It would never do for them to resist Louis and his followers; they had no troops at hand; and they believed that the safest thing was to let Richard go, for a time at any rate. It was true that he was the kings vassal, and Normandy had always done homage to the kings of France. And with a trusty baron for protection the boy was sent away out of pleasant Normandy to the royal castle of Laon. The Rouen people were not very gracious to King Louis, and that made him angry. Indeed, the French kings dominion was none too large, and everybody knew that he would be glad to possess himself of the dukedom, or of part of it, and that he was not unfriendly to Arnulf, who had betrayed William Longsword. So the barons who were gathered at Rouen, and all the Rouen people, must have felt very anxious and very troubled about Richards safety when the French horsemen galloped away with him. From time to time news came that the boy was not being treated very well. At any rate he was not having the attention and care that belonged to a duke of Normandy. The dukedom was tempestuous enough at any time, with its Northman party, and its French party, and their jealousies and rivalries. But they were all loyal to the boy-duke who belonged to both, and who could speak the pirates language as well as that of the French court. If his life were brought to an untimely end what a falling apart there would be among those who were not unwilling now to be his subjects. No wonder that the old barons were so eager to get Richard home again, and so distrustful of the polite talk and professions of affection and interest on King Louiss part. Louis had two little sons of his own, and it would be very natural if he sometimes remembered that, if Richard were dead, one of his own boys might be Duke of Normandy instead — that is, if old Count Hugh of Paris did not stand in the way.

So away went Richard from his pleasant country of Normandy, with its apple and cherry orchards and its comfortable farms, from his Danes and his Normans, and the perplexed and jealous barons. A young nobleman, named Osmond de Centeville, was his guardian, and promised to take the best of care of his young charge, but when they reached the grim castle of Laon they found that King Louis promises were not likely to be kept. Gerberga, the French queen, was a brave woman, but eager to forward the fortunes of her own household, and nobody took much notice of the boy who was of so much consequence at home in his own castle of Rouen. We cannot help wondering why Richards life did not come to a sudden end like his fathers, but perhaps Osmonds good care and vigilance gave no chance for treachery to do its work.

After a while the boy-duke began to look very pale and ill, poor little fellow, and Osmond watched him tenderly, and soon the rest of the people in the castle had great hopes that he was going to die. The tradition says that he was not sick at all in reality, but made himself appear so by refusing to eat or sleep. At any rate he grew so pale and feeble that one night everybody was so sure that he could not live that they fell to rejoicing and had a great banquet. There was no need to stand guard any longer over the little chief of the pirates, and nobody takes much notice of Osmond even as he goes to and from the tower room with a long face.

Late in the evening he speaks of his war-horse which he has forgotten to feed and litter down, and goes to his stable in the courtyard with a huge bundle of straw. The castle servants see him, but let him pass as usual, and the banquet goes on, and the lights burn dim, and the night wanes before anybody finds out that there was a thin little lad, keeping very still, in the straw that Osmond carried, and that the two companions were riding for hours in the starlight toward the Norman borders. Hurrah! we can almost hear the black horses feet clatter and ring along the roads, and take a long breath of relief when we know that the fugitives get safe to Crecy castle within the Norman lines next morning. 

King Louis was very angry and sent a message that Richard must come back, but the barons refused, and before long there was a great battle. There could really be no such thing as peace between the Normans and the kingdom of France, and Louis had grown more and more anxious to rid the country of the hated pirates. Hugh the Great and he were enemies at heart and stood in each others way, but Louis made believe that he was friendly, and granted his formidable rival some new territory, and displayed his royal condescension in various ways. Each of these rulers was more than willing to increase his domain by appropriating Normandy, and when we remember the two parties in Normandy itself we cannot help thinking that Richards path was going to be a very rough one to follow. His fathers enemy, Arnulf of Flanders, was the enemy of Normandy still, and always in secret or open league with Louis. The province of Brittany was hard to control, and while William Longsword had favored the French party in his dominions he had put Richard under the care of the Northmen. Yet this had not been done in a way to give complete satisfaction, for the elder Danes clung to their old religion and cared nothing for the solemn rites of the Church, by means of which Richard had been invested with the dukedom. They were half insulted by such silly pageantry, yet it was not to the leaders of the old pirate element in the dukedom, but to the Christianized Danes, whose head-quarters were at Rouen, that the guardianship of the heir of Normandy had been given. He did not belong to the Christians, but to the Norsemen, yet not to the old pagan vikings either. It was a curious and perhaps a very wise thing to do, but the Danes little thought when Longsword promised solemnly to put his son under their charge, that he meant the Christian Danes like Bernard and Botho. There was one thing that all the Normans agreed upon, that they would not be the vassals and lieges of the king of France. They had promised it in their haste when the king had come and taken young Richard away to Laon, but now that they had time to consider, they saw what a mistake it had been to make Louis the boy-dukes guardian. They meant to take fast hold of Richard now that he had come back, and so the barons were summoned, and when Louis appeared again in Normandy, with the spirit and gallantry of a great captain, to claim the guardianship and to establish Christianity, as well as to avenge the murder of Longsword, if you please! — he found a huge army ready to meet him.

Nobody can understand how King Louis managed to keep such a splendid army as his in good condition through so many reverses. He had lost heavily from his lands and his revenues, and there were no laws, so far as we know, that compelled military service, but the ranks were always full, and the golden eagle of Charlemagne was borne before the king on the march, and the banner of that great emperor, his ancestor, fluttered above his pavilion when the army halted. As for the Danes (which means simply the Northern or Pirate party of Normandy), they were very unostentatious soldiers and fought on foot, going to meet the enemy with sword and shield. Some of them had different emblems on their shields now, instead of the old red and white stripes of the shields that used to be hung along the sides of the long-ships, and they carried curious weapons, even a sort of flail that did great execution.

We must pass quickly over the long account of a feigned alliance between Hugh of Paris and King Louis, their agreement to share Normandy between themselves, and then Hughs withdrawal, and Bernard of Senliss deep-laid plot against both the enemies of Normandy. It was just at this time that there was a great deal of enmity between Normandy and Brittany, and the Normans seem to be in a more rebellious and quarrelsome state than usual. If there was one thing that they clung to every one of them, and would not let go, it was this: that Normandy should not be divided, that it should be kept as Rolf had left it. Sooner than yield to the plots and attempted grasping and divisions of Hugh and Arnulf of Flanders, and Louis, they would send to the North for a fleet of dragon ships and conquer their country over again. They knew very well that however bland and persuasive their neighbors might become when they desired to have a truce, they always called them filthy Normans and pirates behind their backs, and were always hoping for a chance to push them off the soil of Normandy. There was no love lost between the dukedoms and the kingdom.
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After some time Louis was persuaded again that Normandy desired nothing so much as to call him her feudal lord and sovereign. Bernard de Senlis assured him, for the sake of peace, that they were no longer in doubt of their unhappiness in having a child for a ruler, that they were anxious to return to the old pledge of loyalty that Rolf gave to the successor of Charlemagne. He must be the over-lord again and must come and occupy his humble city of Rouen. They were tired of being harried, their land was desolated, and they would do any thing to be released from the sorrows and penalties of war. Much to our surprise, and very likely to his own astonishment too, we find King Louis presently going to Rouen, and being received there with all manner of civility and deference. Everybody hated him just as much as ever, and distrusted him, and no doubt Louis returned the compliment, but to outward view he was beloved and honored by his tributaries, and the Norman city seemed quiet and particularly servile to its new ruler and his bragging troops. Nobody understood exactly why they had won their ends with so little trouble, and everybody was on the watch for some amazing counterplot, and dared not trust either friend or foe. As for Louis, they had shamed and tormented him too much to make him a very affectionate sovereign now. To be sure he ruled over Normandy at last, but that brought him perplexity enough. In the city the most worthless of his followers was putting on the airs of a conqueror and aggravating the Norman subjects unbearably. The Frenchmen who had followed the golden eagle of Charlemagne so long without any reward but glory and a slender subsistence, began to clamor for their right to plunder the dukedom and to possess themselves of a reward which had been too long withheld already.

Hugh, of Paris, and King Louis had made a bold venture together for the conquest of Normandy, and apparently succeeded to their hearts content. Hugh had besieged Bayeux; and the country, between the two assailants, had suffered terribly. Bernard the Dane, or Bernard de Senlis either, knew no other way to reëstablish themselves than by keeping Louis in Rouen and cheating him by a show of complete submission. The Normans must have had great faith in the Danish Bernard when they submitted to make unconditional surrender to Louis. Could it be that he had been faithless to the boy-dukes rights, and allowed him to be contemptuously disinherited?

Now that the king was safely bestowed in Rouen, his new liegemen began to say very disagreeable things. Louis had made a great fool of himself at a banquet soon after he reached Rolfs tower in the Norman city. Bernard the Dane, had spread a famous feast for him and brought his own good red wine. Louis became very talkative, and announced openly that he was going to be master of the Normans at last, and would make them feel his bonds, and shame them well. But Bernard the Dane left his own seat at the table and placed himself next the king. Presently he began, in most ingenious ways, to taunt him with having left himself such a small share of the lands and wealth of the ancient province of Neustria. He showed him that Hugh of Paris had made the best of the bargain, and that he had given up a great deal more than there was any need of doing. Bernard described in glowing colors the splendid dominions he had sacrificed by letting his rival step in and take first choice. Louis had not chosen to take a seventh part of the whole dukedom, and Hugh of Paris was master of all Normandy beyond the Seine, a beautiful country watered by fine streams whose ports were fit for commerce and ready for defence. More than this; he had let ten thousand fighting men slip through his hands and become the allies of his worst enemy. And so Bernard and his colleagues plainly told Louis that he had made a great mistake. They would consent to receive him as their sovereign and guardian of the young duke, but Normandy must not be divided; to that they would never give their consent.

Louis listened, half dazed to these suggestions, and when he was well sobered he understood that he was attacked on every side. Hugh of Paris had declared that if Louis broke faith with him now he would make an end to their league, and Louis knew that he would be making a fierce enemy if he listened to the Normans; yet if he refused, they would turn against him.

On the other hand, if he permitted Hugh to keep his new territory, he was only strengthening a man who was his enemy at heart, and who sooner or later would show his antagonism. Louiss own soldiers were becoming very rebellious. They claimed over and over again that Rolf had had no real right to the Norman lands, but since he had divided them among his followers, all the more reason now that the conquerors, the French owners of Normandy, should be put into possession of what they had won back again at last. They demanded that the victors should enforce their right, and not only expressed a wish for Bernard the Danes broad lands, but for his handsome young wife. They would not allow that the Normans had any rights at all. When a rumor of such wicked plans began to be whispered through Rouen and the villages, it raised a great excitement. There would have been an insurrection at once, if shrewd old Bernard had not again insisted upon patience and submission. His wife even rebelled, and said that she would bury herself in a convent; and Espriota, young Richards mother, thriftily resolved to provide herself with a protector, and married Sperling, a rich miller of Vaudreuil.

Hugh of Paris was Bernards refuge in these troubles, and now we see what the old Dane had been planning all the time. Hugh had begun to believe that there was no use in trying to hold his new possessions of Normandy beyond the Seine, and that he had better return to his old cordial alliance with the Normans and uphold Rolf the Gangers dukedom. So the Danish party, Christians and pagans, and the Normans of the French party, and Hugh of Paris, all entered into a magnificent plot against Louis. The Normans might have been contented with expelling the intruders, and a renunciation of the rights Louis had usurped, but Hugh the Great was very anxious to capture Louis himself.

Besides Hugh of Paris and the Norman barons who upheld the cause of young Richard, there was a third very important ally in the great rebellion against King Louis of France. When Gorm a famous old king of Denmark had died some years before, the successor to his throne was Harold Blaatand or Bluetooth, a man of uncommonly fine character for those times — a man who kept his promises and was noted for his simplicity and good faith and loyalty to his word. Whatever reason may have brought Harold to Normandy at this time, there he was, the firm friend of the citizens of the Bayeux country, and we find him with his army at Cherbourg.

All Normandy was armed and ready for a grand fight with the French, though it appears that at first there was an attempt at a peaceful conference. This went on very well at first, the opposing armies being drawn up on either side of the river Dive, when who should appear but Herluin of Montreuil, the insolent traitor who was more than suspected of having caused the murder of William Longsword. Since then he had ruled in Rouen as Louiss deputy and stirred up more hatred against himself, but now he took a prominent place in the French ranks, and neither Normans nor Danes could keep their tempers any longer. So the peaceful conference was abruptly ended, and the fight began.

Every thing went against the French: many counts were killed; the golden eagle of Charlemagne and the silk hangings and banners of the kings tent had only been brought for the good of these Normans, who captured them. As for the king himself, he was taken prisoner; some say that he was led away from the battle-field and secreted by a loyal gentleman of that neighborhood, who hid him in a secluded bowery island in the river near by, and that the poor gentlemans house and goods were burnt and his wife and children seized, before he would tell anything of the defeated monarchs hiding-place. There is another story that Harold Blaatand and Louis met in hand-to-hand combat, and the Dane led away the Frank as the prize of his own bravery. The king escaped and was again captured and imprisoned in Rouen. No bragging now of what he would do with the Normans, or who should take their lands and their wives. Poor Louis was completely beaten, but there was still a high spirit in the man and in his brave wife Gerberga, who seems to have been his equal in courage and resource. After a while Louis only regained his freedom by giving up his castle of Laon to Hugh of Paris, and the successor of Charlemagne was reduced to the pitiful poverty of being king only of Compiegne. Yet he was still king, and nobody was more ready to give him the title than Hugh of Paris himself, though the diplomatic treacheries went on as usual.

Harold had made a triumphant progress through Normandy after the great fight was over, and all the people were very grateful to him, and it is said that he reëstablished the laws of Rolf, and confirmed the authority of the boy-duke. We cannot understand very well at this distance just why Harold should have been in Normandy at all with his army to make himself so useful, but there he was, and unless one story is only a repetition of the other, he came back again, twenty years after, in the same good-natured way, and fought for the Normans again.

Poor Louis certainly had a very hard time, and for a while his pride was utterly broken; but he was still young and hoped to retrieve his unlucky fortunes. Richard, the young duke, was only thirteen years old when Normandy broke faith with France. He had not yet earned his title of the Fearless, which has gone far toward making him one of the heroes of history, and was waiting to begin his real work and influence in the dukedom. Louis had sympathy enough of a profitless sort from his German and English neighbors. England sent an embassy to demand his release, and Hugh of Paris refused most ungraciously. Later, the king of the Germans or East Franks determined to invade Hughs territory, and would not even send a message or have any dealings with him first; and when he found that the German army was really assembling, the Count of Paris yielded. But, as we have already seen, Louis had to give up a great piece of his kingdom. As far as words went, he was king again. He had lost his authority while he was in prison, but it was renewed with proper solemnity, and Hugh was again faithful liegeman and homager of his former prisoner. The other princes of Europe, at least those who were neighbors, followed Hughs example — all except one, if we may believe the Norman historians. On the banks of the Epte, where Rolf had first done homage to the French king, the Norman duchy was now set free from any over-lordship, and made an independent country. The duke was still called duke, and not king, yet he was completely the monarch of Normandy, and need give no tribute nor obedience.

Before long, however, Richard, or his barons for him — wily Bernard the Dane, and Bernard de Senlis, and the rest — commended the lands and men of Normandy to the Count of Paris, benefactor and ally. The Norman historians do not say much about this, for they were not so proud of it as of their being made free from the rule of France. We are certain that the Norman soldiers followed Hugh in his campaigns, for long after this during the reign of Richard the Fearless there were some charters and state papers written which are still preserved, and which speak of Hugh of Paris as Richards over-lord.

There are so few relics of that time that we must note the coinage of the first Norman money in Richards reign. The chronicles follow the old fashion of the sagas in sounding the praises of one man — sometimes according to him all the deeds of his ancestors besides; but, unfortunately, they refer little to general history, and tell few things about the people. We find Normandy and England coming into closer relations in this reign, and the first mention of the English kings and of affairs across the Channel, lends a new interest to our story of the Normans. Indeed, to every Englishman and American the roots and beginnings of English history are less interesting in themselves than for their hints and explanations of later chapters and events.

Before we end this account of Duke Richards boyhood, we must take a look at one appealing fragment of it which has been passed by in the story of the wars and tumults and strife of parties. Once King Louis was offered his liberty on the condition that he would allow the Normans to take his son and heir Lothair as pledge of his return and good behavior. No doubt the French king and Queen Gerberga had a consciousness that they had not been very kind to Richard, and so feared actual retaliation. But Gerberga offered, not the heir to the throne, but her younger child Carloman, a puny, weak little boy, and he was taken as hostage instead, and soon died in Rouen. Miss Yonge has written a charming story called The Little Duke, in which she draws a touching picture of this sad little exile. It makes Queen Gerberga appear very hard and cruel, and it seems as if she must have been to let the poor child go among his enemies. We must remember, though, that these times were very hard, and one cannot help respecting the poor queen, who was very brave after all, and fought as gallantly as any one to keep her besieged and struggling kingdom out of the hands of its assailants. 

We must pass over the long list of petty wars between Louis and Hugh. Richards reign was stormy to begin with, but for some years before his death Normandy appears to have been tolerably quiet. Louis had seen his darkest times when Normandy shook herself free from French rule, and from that hour his fortunes bettered. There was one disagreement between Otto of Germany and Louis, aided by the king of Burgundy, against the two dukes, Hugh and Richard, and before Louis died he won back again the greater part of his possessions at Laon. Duke Hughs glories were somewhat eclipsed for a time, and he was excommunicated by the Archbishop of Rheims and took no notice of that, but by and by when the Pope of Rome himself put him under a ban, he came to terms. The Normans were his constant allies, but there is not much to learn about their own military enterprises. The enthusiastic Norman writers give a glowing account of the failure of the confederate kings to capture Rouen, but say less about their marauding tour through the duchies of Normandy and Hughs dominions. Rouen was a powerful city by this time, and a famous history belonged to her already. There are some fragments left still of the Rouen of that day, which is very surprising when we remember how battered and beleaguered the old town was through century after century.

Every thing was apparently prospering with the king of France when he suddenly died, only thirty-three years of age, in spite of his tempestuous reign and always changing career. He must have felt like a very old man, one would think, and somehow one imagines him and Gerberga, his wife, as old people in their Castle of Laon. Lothair was the next king, and Richard, who so lately was a child too, became the elder ruler of his time. Hugh of Paris died two years later, and the old enemy of Normandy, Arnulf of Flanders, soon followed him. The king of Germany, Otto, outlived all these, but Richard lived longer than he or his son.
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The duchy of France, Hughs dominion, passed to his young son, Hugh Capet, a boy of thirteen. When this Hugh grew up he did homage to Lothair, but Richard gave his loyalty to Hugh of Pariss son. The wars went on, and before many years went over Hugh Capet extinguished the succession of Charlemagnes heirs to the throne of France, and was crowned king himself, so beginning the reign of France proper; as powerful and renowned a kingdom as Europe saw through many generations. By throwing off the rule of German princes, and achieving independence of the former French dynasty, an order of things began that was not overthrown until our own day. Little by little the French crown annexed the dominions of all its vassals, even the duchy of Normandy, but that was not to be for many years yet. I hope we have succeeded in getting at least a hint of the history of France from the time it was the Gaul of the Roman empire; and the empire of Charlemagne, and later, of the fragments of that empire, each a province or kingdom under a ruler of its own, which were reunited in one confederation under one king of France. All this time Europe is under the religious rule of Rome, and in Richard the Fearlesss later years we find him the benefactor of the Church, living close by the Minster of Fécamp and buried in its shadow at last. There was a deep stone chest which was placed by Duke Richards order near one of the minster doors, where the rain might fall upon it that dropped from the holy roof above. For many years, on Saturday evenings, the chest was filled to the brim with wheat, a luxury in those days, and the poor came and filled their measures and held out their hands afterward for five shining pennies, while the lame and sick people were visited in their homes by the almoner of the great church. There was much talk about this hollowed block of stone, but when Richard died in 996 at the end of his fifty-five years reign, after a long, lingering illness, his last command was that he should be buried in the chest and lie there where the foot should tread, and the dew and the waters of heaven should fall. Beside this church of the Holy Trinity at Fécamp he built the abbey of St. Wandville, the Rouen cathedral, and the great church of the Benedictines at St. Ouen. New structures have risen upon the old foundations, but Richards name is still connected with the places of worship that he cared for.

Richard Sans-peur has long been our favorite hero, says Sir Francis Palgrave, who has written perhaps the fullest account of the Third Duke; we have admired the fine boy, nursed on his fathers knee whilst the three old Danish warriors knelt and rendered their fealty. During Richards youth, adolescence, and age our interest in his varied, active, energetic character has never flagged, and we go with him in court and camp till the day of his death.
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V. DUKE RICHARD THE GOOD.
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Then would he sing achievements high
And circumstance of chivalry. — Scott.

Richard the Fearless had several sons, and when he lay dying his nobles asked him to say who should be his successor. He who bears my name, whispered the old duke, and added a moment later: Let the others take the oaths of fealty, acknowledge Richard as their superior; and put their hands in his, and receive from him those lands which I will name to you.

So Richard the Good came to his dukedom, with a rich inheritance in every way from the father who had reigned so successfully, and his brothers Geoffry, Mauger, William, and Robert, accepted their portions of the dukedom, to which Richard added more lands of his own accord.

During this reign there were many changes, some very gradual and natural ones, for Normandy was growing more French and less Scandinavian all the time, and the relationship grew stronger and stronger between vigorous young Normandy and troubled, failing England. Later we shall see how our Normans gave a new impulse to England, but already there are signs and forebodings of what must come to pass in the days of Richard the Goods grandson, William the Conqueror.

We first hear now of many names which are great names in Normandy and England to this day. It seems as if there were never any region more peopled with men of known deeds, known names, known passions and known crimes, says Palgrave; and the Norman annals abound with historical titles rendered illustrious by the illusions of time and blazonry which imagination imparts. It is very strange how few records there are, among the state papers in France, of all this period. Every important public matter in England was carefully recorded long before this, but with all the proverbial love of going to law, and all the well-ordered priesthood, and good education of the upper classes, there are only a few scattered charters until Normandy is really merged in France. This almost corresponds to the absence, in the literary world, of papers relating to Shakespeare, which is such a puzzle to antiquarians. Here was a man well-known and beloved both in his native village and the world of London, a man who must have covered thousands of pages with writing, and written letters and signed his name times without number, and yet not one of his manuscripts and very few signatures can be found. Only the references to him in contemporary literature remain to give us any facts at all about the greatest of English writers. Of far less noteworthy men, of his time and before that, we can make up reasonably full biographies. And Normandy is known only through the records of other nations, and the traditions and reports of romancing chroniclers. There are no long lists of men and money, and no treasurer or general of Rolfs, or Longswords time has left us his accounts. Rolfs brother, who went to Iceland while Rolf came to Normandy, in the tyrannical reign of Harold Haarfager, established in that storm-bound little country a nation of scholars and record-makers. Perhaps it was easier to write there where the only enemies were ice and snow and darkness and the fury of the sea and wind.

Yet we can guess at a great deal about the condition of Normandy. There was so much going to and fro, such a lively commerce and transportation of goods, that we know the old Roman roads had been kept in good repair, and that many others must have been built as the population increased. The famous fairs which were held make us certain that there was a large business carried on, and besides the maintenance and constant use of a large army, in some years there was also a thrifty devotion to mercantile matters and agriculture. Foreign artisans and manufacturers were welcomed to the Norman provinces, and soon formed busy communities like the Flemish craftsmen, weavers and leather-makers, at Falaise. The Normans had an instinctive liking for pomp and splendor; so their tradesmen flourished, and their houses became more and more elegant, and must be carved and gilded like the dragon ships.

A merry, liberal duke was this Richard; fond of his court, and always ready to uphold Normandys honor and his own when there was any fighting to be done. He had a great regard for his nobles, and we begin to find a great deal said about gentlemen; the duke would have only gentlemen for his chosen followers, and the aristocrats make themselves felt more distinctly than before. The rule of the best is a hard thing to manage, it sinks already into a rule of the lucky, the pushing, or the favored in the Rouen court. The power and reign of chivalry begins to blossom now far and wide.

We begin to hear rumors too on the other side that there were wrong distinctions between man and man, and tyranny that grew hard to bear, and one Norman resents the truth that his neighbor is a better and richer man than he, and moreover has the right to make him a servant, and to make laws for him. The Norman citizens were equal in civil rights — that is to say, they were not taxed without their own consent, need pay no tolls, and might hunt and fish; all could do these things except the villeins [Farm laborers; countrymen.] and peasants, who really composed the mass of the native population, the descendants of those who lived in Normandy before Rolf came there. Even the higher clergy did not form part of the nobility and gentry at first, and in later years there was still a difference in rank and privileges between the priests of Norwegian and Danish race and the other ecclesiastics.

Before Richard the Good had been long on his throne there was a great revolt and uprising of the peasantry, who evidently did not think that their new duke deserved his surname at all. These people conceived the idea of destroying the inequality of races, so that Normandy should hold only one nation, as it already held one name. We cannot help being surprised at the careful political organization of the peasantry, and at finding that they established a regular parliament with two representatives from every district. In all the villages and hamlets, after the days work was over, they came together to talk over their wrongs or to listen to some speaker more eloquent than his fellows. They made a commune, which anticipates later events in the history of France in a surprising way. Freeman says that such a constitution could hardly have been extemporized by mere peasants, and believes that the disturbance was founded in a loyalty to the local customs and rights which were fast being trampled under foot, and that the rebels were only trying to defend their time-honored inheritance. The liberty which they were eager to grasp might have been a great good, scattered as it would have been over a great extent of country, instead of being won by separate cities. The ancient Norman constitutions of the Channel Islands, Jersey and Guernsey and the rest, antiquated as they seem, breathe to-day a spirit of freedom worthy of the air of England or Switzerland or Norway.

The peasants clamored for their right to be equal with their neighbors, and no doubt many a small landholder joined them, who did not wish to swear fealty to his over-lord. In the Roman de Rou, an old chronicle which keeps together many traditions about early Normandy that else might have been forgotten, we find one of these piteous harangues. Perhaps it is not authentic, but it gives the spirit of the times so well that it ought to have a place here:

The lords do nothing but evil; we cannot obtain either reason or justice from them; they have all, they take all, eat all, and make us live in poverty and suffering. Every day with us is a day of pain; we gain nought by our labors, there are so many dues and services. Why do we allow ourselves to be thus treated? Let us place ourselves beyond their power; we too are men, we have the same limbs, the same height, the same power of endurance, and we are a hundred to one. Let us swear to defend each other; let us be firmly knit together, and no man shall be lord over us; we shall be free from tolls and taxes, free to fell trees, to take game and fish, and do as we will in all things, in the wood, in the meadow, on the water!

At this time the larger portion of Normandy was what used to be called forest. That word meant something more than woodland; it belonged then to tracts of wild country, woodland and moorland and marshes, and these were the possession of the crown. The peasants had in the old days a right, or a custom at any rate, of behaving as if the forests were their own, but more and more they had been restricted, and the unaccustomed yoke galled them bitterly. Besides their being forbidden to hunt and fish in the forests, the water-ways were closed from them, taxes imposed, and their time and labor demanded on the dukes lands. There had been grants of these free tracts of country to the new nobility, and with the lands the new lords claimed also the service of the peasantry.

The people do not appear to have risen against the duke himself, so much as against their immediate oppressors, and it was one of these who was to be their punisher. You remember that Richard the Fearless mother, Espriota, married, in the troublous times of his boyhood, a rich countryman called Sperling. They had a son called Raoul of Ivry, who seems to have been high in power and favor with the second Richard, his half-brother, and who now entered upon his cruel task with evident liking. He had been brought up among the country-folk, although he stood at this time next to the duke in office.

He was very crafty, and sent spies all through Normandy to find out when the Assembly or Parliament was to be held, and then dispersed his troops according to the spies report, and seized upon all the deputies and these peasants who were giving oaths of allegiance to their new commanders. Whether from design or from anger and prejudice Raoul next treated his poor prisoners with terrible cruelty. He maimed them in every way, putting out their eyes, cutting off their hands or feet; he impaled them alive, and tortured them with melted lead. Those who lived through their sufferings were sent home to be paraded through the streets as a warning. So fear prevailed over even the love of liberty in their brave hearts, for the association of Norman peasants was broken up, and a sad resignation took the place, for hundreds of years, of the ardor and courage which had been lighted only to go out again so quickly.

There was another rebellion besides this, of which we have some account, and one man instead of a whole class was the offender. One of Richards brothers, or half-brothers, the son of an unknown mother, had received as his inheritance the county of Exmes, which held three very rich and thriving towns. These were Exmes, Argentan, and Falaise in which we have already learned that there was a colony of Flemings settled, skilful, industrious weavers and leather-makers and workers in cloth and metals. Falaise itself was already very old indeed, and there remain yet the ruins of an old Roman camp, claimed to belong to the time of Julius Cæsar, beside the earliest specimen of that square gray tower which is really of earlier date though always associated with Norman feudalism. The Falaise Fair, which was of such renown in the days of the first dukes, is supposed to be the survival of some pagan festival of vast antiquity. The name of Guibray, the suburb of Falaise which gave its name to the Fair, is said to be derived from the Gaulish word for mistletoe, and wherever we hear of mistletoe in ancient history it reminds us, not of merry-makings and Christmas holidays, but of the grim rites and customs of the Druids.

William, Duke Richards brother, does not seem to have been grateful for these rich possessions, and before long there is a complaint that he fails to respond to the royal summons, and that he will not render service or do homage in return for his holding. Raoul of Ivry promptly counselled the Duke to take arms against the offender.

It was not long before William found himself a prisoner in the old tower of Rolf at Rouen. He was treated with great severity, and only avoided being hanged by making his escape in most romantic fashion. A compassionate lady contrived to supply him with a rope, and he came down from his high tower-window to the ground hand over hand. Luckily he found none of his keepers waiting for him, and succeeded in getting out of the country. Raoul had been hunting his partisans, and now he had the pleasure of hunting William himself, by keeping spies on his track and forcing him from one danger to another until he was tired of his life, and boldly determined to go to his brother the Duke and beg for mercy. He was very fortunate, for Richard not only listened to him, and was not angry at being stopped on a day when he had gone out to amuse himself with hunting, but he pardoned the suppliant and pitied his trials and sufferings, and more than all, though he did not give back the forfeited county of Exmes, he did give him the county of Eu. We hear nothing of what Raoul thought of such a pleasant ending to the troubles after he had shown such zeal himself in pursuing and harassing the Dukes enemy.

We must take a quick look at the relations between Richard the Good and Hugh Capet, Hugh of Pariss successor, and Robert of France, Hugh Capets son, who was trying to uphold the fading dignities and power of the Carlovingian throne. Truly Charlemagnes glories were almost spent, and the new glories of the great house of the Capets were growing brighter and brighter. Our eyes already turn toward England and the part that the Norman dukes must soon play there, but there is something to say first about France.

Robert and Richard were great friends; they had many common interests, and were bound by solemn oaths and formal covenants of loyalty toward and protection of each other. Robert was a very honorable man; his relation to his father was a most curious one, for they seem to have been partners in royalty and to have reigned together over France. Richard the Fearless had done much to establish the throne of the Capets, and there was a firm bond between the second Richard and young Robert, to whom he did homage. There were several powerful chiefs and tributaries, but Richard the Good outranks them all, and takes his place without question as the first peer of France. The golden lilies of France are already in flower, and though history is almost silent through the later years of Hugh Capets life, there are signs of great activity within the kingdom and of growing prosperity. There is an old proverb: Happy is that nation which has no history! and whenever we come to a time that the historians pass over or describe in a few sentences, we take a long breath and imagine the people busy in their homes and fields and shops, blest in the freedom from war and disorder.

Robert of France was a famous wit and liked to play tricks upon his associates. He was a poet too, and wrote some beautiful Latin rhymes which are still sung in the churches. There is a good story about his being at Rome once at a solemn church festival. When he approached the altar he held a chalice in his hands with great reverence, and everybody could see that it held a roll of parchment.

There could be no doubt that the king meant to bestow a splendid gift upon the church, perhaps, a duchy or even his whole kingdom; but after the service was over, and the pope and cardinals, full of expectation, hurried to see what prize was put into their keeping, behold! only a copy of Roberts famous chant Cornelius Centurio! It was a sad disappointment indeed when they looked at this unexpected offering!

But Robert was more than a good comrade, he was a remarkably good king, as kings went; he kept order and was brave, decided, and careful. It was true that he had fallen heir to a prosperous and well-governed kingdom, but it takes constant effort and watchfulness and ready strength to keep a kingdom or any lesser responsibilities up to the right level. He had one great trial, for his wife Bertha, being his first cousin, should not have been his wife according to the laws of the Roman Church. For the first time there was a pope of Rome who was from beyond the Alps, a German; and Robert and he were on bad terms, which resulted in the excommunication of the king of France and the queen, and at one time they were put so completely under the ban that even their servants forsook them and the whole kingdom was thrown into confusion. The misery became so great that the poor queen presently had to be separated from her husband, and this was the more grievous as she had no children, and so Robert was obliged to put her away from him and marry again for the sake of having an heir to the throne. Berthas successor was very handsome, but very cross, and in later years King Robert used to say: There are plenty of chickens in the nest, but my old hen pecks at me!

In spite of the new queens bad temper there are a good many things to be said in her praise. She was much better educated than most women of her day, and she had a great admiration for Roberts poetry, and these things must have gone far to make up for her faults.

Duke Richards marriage was a very fortunate one. His sister Hawisa, of whom he was guardian, was asked in marriage by Duke Godfrey of Brittany, and this was a very welcome alliance, since it bound the two countries closer together than ever before, and made them forget the rivalries which had sometimes caused serious trouble. Especially this was true when a little later Richard himself married Godfreys sister Judith, who was distinguished for her wisdom. They had a most splendid wedding at the Abbey of St. Michaels Mount, and in course of time one of their daughters married the Count of Burgundy and one the Count of Flanders.

In spite of much immorality and irregularity in those days, there was enough that was proper and respectable in the alliances of the noble families, and we catch many a glimpse of faithful lovers and gallant love-making. It was often said that Normandys daughters did as much for the well-being of the country as her sons, and when we read the lists of grand marriages we can understand that the dukes daughters won as many provinces by their beauty as the sons did by their bravery in war.

It is hard to keep the fortunes of all these races and kingdoms clear in our minds. We cannot help thinking of England, and looking at all this early history of the Normans and their growth in relation to it. Then we must keep track of the Danes and Northmen, who have by no means outgrown their old traits and manners, though their cousins in Normandy have given up privateering and the long ships. The history of France makes a sort of background for Normandy and England both.

These marriages of which I have just told you greatly increased the magnificence and the power of the Norman duchy and widened the territory in every way. The Norman dukes could claim the right to interfere in the affairs of those states to which they were allied, and they improved their opportunities. But the most important of all the alliances has not been spoken of at all — the marriage of Richard the Fearless daughter Emma to Æthelred the Unready of England.

Æthelred himself was the black sheep of his illustrious family — a long line of noble men they were for the most part. In that age much of the character of a nations history depended upon its monarch, and it is almost impossible to tell the fortunes of a country except by giving the biographies of the reigning king. This Æthelred seems to have had energy enough, but he began many enterprises and never ended them, and wasted a great deal of strength on long, needless expeditions, and does not appear to have made effective resistance to the enemies who came knocking at the very gates of England. He had no tact and little bravery, and was given to putting his trust in unworthy and treacherous followers. Æthelred was the descendant of good King Ælfred and his noble successors, but his own kingdom was ready to fall to pieces before he reigned over it very long, and his reign of thirty-eight years came near to being the ruin of England. There were two or three men who helped him in the evil work, who were greater traitors at heart than Æthelred himself, and we can hardly understand why they were restored to favor after their treason and selfishness were discovered. As one historian says, if we could only have a few of the private letters, of which we have such abundance two or three centuries later, they would be the key to many difficulties.

The Danes were nibbling at the shores of England as rats would gnaw at a biscuit. They grew more and more troublesome. Over in Normandy, Richard the Good was treating these same Danes like friends, and allowing them to come into his harbors to trade with the Norman merchants. In the Côtentin country they found a people much like themselves, preserving many old traditions, and something of the northern speech. The Côtentin lands were poor and rocky, but the hills were crowded with castles, well armed and well fortified, and the men were brave soldiers and sailors, true descendants of the old vikings. They sought their fortunes on the sea too, and we can trace the names of these Côtentin barons and their followers through the army of William the Conqueror to other castles in the broad English lands that were won in less than a hundred years from Æthelreds time. Very likely some of these Côtentin Normans were in league with the northern Danes who made their head-quarters on the Norman shores, and went plundering across the Channel. Soon Æthelred grew very angry, which was to be expected, and he gathered his fleets at Portsmouth, and announced that he should bring Duke Richard back a captive in chains, and waste the whole offending country with fire, except the holy St. Michaels Mount.
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QUEEN EMMA OR ÆLFGIFU (FROM THE REGISTER OF HYDE ABBEY).

The fleet obeyed Æthelreds foolish orders, and went ashore at the mouth of the river Barfleur, only to find the Normans assembled from the whole surrounding country — not a trained army by any means, but an enraged peasantry, men and women alike, armed with shepherds crooks, and reaping-hooks and flails, and in that bloody battle of Sanglac, they completely routed the English. All the invaders who escaped crowded into six of their vessels and abandoned the rest, and hurried away as fast as they could go. This was a strong link in the chain that by and by would be long enough to hold England fast, and put her at the mercy of the Normans altogether. There was peace made before very long, though the Normans considered themselves to have been grievously insulted, and laughed at the English for being so well whipped. Perpetual peace, the contract unwisely promises, and the pope interfered between the combatants, to prevent the shedding of innocent blood. After the promises were formally made, Æthelred tried to make the alliance even closer. He had children already — one, the gallant Eadmund Ironside, who might have saved the tottering kingdom if he had only held the authority which was thrown away in his fathers hands. The name of Æthelreds first queen has been lost, but she was a noble lady, the daughter of Thored, an Ealdorman, and had been some time dead, so with great diplomacy King Æthelred the Unready, by the grace of God Basileus of Albion, King and Monarch of all the British Nations, of the Orkneys and the surrounding Islands, as he liked to sign himself, came wooing to Normandy. Emma, the dukes sister, married him and went to England.

Æthelred gave her a splendid wedding-present of wide domains in the counties of Devon and Hants, part of which held the cathedral cities of Winchester and Exeter, the pride and defence of Southern Britain. Queen Emma gave the governorship of Exeter to her chief adviser and officer, Hugh the Norman, and her new subjects called her the Gem of Normandy, and treated her with great deference. She had the beauty of her race and of Rolfs descendants, and her name was changed to Ælfgifu, because this sounded more familiar to the English ears. At least that is the explanation which has come down to us.

Things were in a very bad way in England — the Anglo-Saxon rule of that time was founded upon fraud and violence, and the heavy misfortunes which assailed the English made them fear worse troubles later on. The wisest among them tried to warn their countrymen, but the warnings were apparently of little use. The make-believe rejoicings at Queen Emmas coming were quickly over with, and soon we hear of her flight to Normandy. Many reasons were given for this ominous act. Some say that Æthelred disgusted her by his drunkenness and lawlessness, and others that Hugh the Norman was treacherous, and betrayed his trust to the Danes, and that the queen was a partner in the business. There is still another story, that Æthelred was guilty of a shocking massacre, and that Emma fled in the horror and confusion that it made. Yet later she returned to England as the queen of Cnut the Dane.

Now we must change from England to France altogether for a few pages, and see how steadily the power of the Normans was growing, and how widely it made itself felt. We must see Richard the Good as the ally of France in the warfare waged by King Robert against Burgundy, which was the most important event of Roberts reign. Old Hugh of Paris had carefully avoided any confusion between the rights of Burgundy and the rights of France when he established the foundation of his kingdom. He was a wise politician, and understood that it would not do to conflict with such a power as Burgundys, which held the Low Countries, Spain, and Portugal and Italy within its influence. Since his day Burgundy had been divided, but it was still distinguished for its great piety and the number of its religious institutions. Roberts uncle was Duke of Burgundy, and he was a very old man; so Robert himself had high hopes of becoming his successor. His chief rival was the representative of the Lombard kings in Italy — Otho William, who was son of Adalbert, a pirate who had wandered beyond the Alps, and Gerberga, the Count of Chalons daughter. After Adalbert died Gerberga married old Duke Henry of Burgundy, and prevailed upon him to declare her son as his successor. This was illegal, but Otho William was much admired and beloved, and the great part of the Burgundians upheld his right.

Behold, then, Richard the Good and his Norman soldiery marching away to the wars! Duke Henry was dead, and King Robert made haste to summon his ally. Thirty thousand men were mustered under the Norman banner, and the black raven of war went slowly inland. What an enterprise it was to transport such a body of men and horses across country! Supplies could not be hurried from point to point as readily as in after-times, and the country itself must necessarily be almost devastated as if a swarm of locusts had crept through it. Normandy was overflowing with a military population anxious for something to do, with a lingering love for piracy and plundering. They made a swift journey, and Richard and his men were at the gates of the city of Auxerre almost as soon as the venerable duke was in his grave.

There was a tremendous siege; Roberts rival had won the peoples hearts, and in the natural strongholds of the mountain slopes they defended themselves successfully. Besides this brave opposition of the Burgundians, the Normans were fought against in a more subtle way by strange phenomena in the heavens. A fiery dragon shot across the sky, and a thick fog and darkness overspread the face of the earth. Auxerre was shrouded in night, and the Norman archers could not see to shoot their arrows. Before long the leagued armies raised the siege of the border city and marched on farther into the country up among the bleak, rocky hills. Only one of the Burgundian nobles — Hugh, Count of Chalons and Bishop of Auxerre — was loyal to the cause of King Robert of France. Presently we shall see him again under very surprising circumstances for a count, not to speak of a bishop! The country was thoroughly ravaged, but some time passed before it was finally conquered. At last there was a compromise, and Roberts son was elected duke. His descendants gave France a vast amount of trouble in later years, and so Burgundy revenged herself and Otho Williams lost cause.

Richard of Normandy had kept his army well drilled in this long Burgundian campaign, but before his reign was over he had another war to fight with the Count of Dreux. The lands of Dreux were originally in the grant made to Rolf, but later they were held by a line of counts, whose last representative disappeared in Richard the Fearless reign. We find the country in Richards possession without any record of war, so it had probably fallen to the crown by right. There was a great Roman road through the territory like the Watling Street that ran from Dover to Chester through England, and this was well defended as the old Roman roads always were. Chartres was joined to Dreux by this road, and Chartres was not at peace with Normandy. So a new fort and a town sprung up on the banks of the river to keep Chartres in check: Tillières, or the Tileries, which we might call the ancestor of the famous Tuileries of modern Paris.

There were several fierce battles, and sometimes gaining and sometimes losing, the Normans found themselves presently in a hard place. We are rather startled to hear of the appearance of king Olaf of Norway and the king of the Swedes as Richards allies. The French people had not wholly outgrown their hatred — or fear and distrust either — of the pirates, and when the news came that bands of Northmen were landing in Brittany there was a wild excitement. Richard and the Chartres chieftain were making altogether too much of their quarrel, and King Robert, as preserver of the public peace, was obliged to interfere. After this episode everybody was more afraid of Normandy than ever, and Chartres was the gainer by the town of Dreux, with its forest and castle, that being the kings award. We cannot help wondering why Richard was persuaded to yield so easily, with all his Northmen eager enough to fight — but they disappear for the time being, and many stories were told of their treacherous warfare in Brittany; of the pitfalls covered with branches into which they tempted their mounted enemies on the battle-field of Dôl. All this seems to have been a little private diversion on their way to the Norman capital, where they were bidden for the business with Chartres.

Then there was a fight with the bishopric of Chalons, which interests us chiefly because Richards son and namesake first makes his appearance. Renaud, the son of Otho William, who had lost the dukedom of Burgundy, had married a Norman damsel belonging to the royal family of Rolf. This Renaud was defeated and captured by the Count-Bishop of Chalons, of whom we know something already. He was loyal to King Robert of France, you remember, in the war with Burgundy, and now he treated Renaud with terrible severity, and had broken his vows, moreover, by getting married.

King Robert gave the Normans permission to march through his dominions, and seems to have turned his back upon the Count-Bishop. There was a succession of sieges, and the army burned and destroyed on every side as it went through Burgundy, and finally made great havoc in one of the chief towns, called Mirmande in the chronicles, though no Mirmande can be heard of now in that part of the world, and perhaps the angry Normans determined to leave no trace of it for antiquarians and geographers to discover. The Count-Bishop flees for his life to Chalons, and when he was assailed there, he was so frightened that he put an old saddle on his back and came out of the city gates in that fashion to beg for mercy. The merry historian who describes this scene adds that he offered Richard a ride and that he rolled on the ground at the young dukes feet in complete humiliation. One might reasonably say that the count made a donkey of himself in good earnest, and that his counts helmet and his priestly, shaven crown did not go very well together.

The third Richard covered himself with glory in this campaign, however, and went back to Normandy triumphant, to give his old father great pleasure by his valor. But Richard the Good was very feeble now, and knew that he was going to die; so, like Richard the Fearless, he went to Fécamp to spend his last days.

When he had confessed to the bishops, he called for his faithful barons, and made his will. Richard was to be his successor, and his courage and honesty deserved it; but the old father appears to have had a presentiment that all would not go well, for he begged the barons to be loyal to the good youth. Robert, the second son, fell heir to the county of Exmes, upon the condition that he should be faithful to his brother. There was another son, Mauger, a bad fellow, who had no friends or reputation, even at that early day. He was a monk, and a very low-minded one; but later he appears, to our astonishment, as Archbishop of Rouen. No mention is made of his receiving any gift from his father; and soon Richard the Good died and was buried in the Fécamp Abbey. In after years the bones of Richard the Fearless were taken from the sarcophagus outside the abbey door, and father and son were laid in a new tomb near the high altar.

All this early history of Normandy is told mainly by two men, the saga-writers of their time — William of Jumiéges, who wrote in the lifetime of William the Conqueror, and Master Wace, of Caen, who was born on the island of Jersey, between thirty and forty years after the conquest of England. His Roman de Rou is most spirited and interesting, but, naturally, the earlier part of it is not always reliable. Both the chroniclers meant to tell the truth, but writing at a later date for the glory of Normandy, and in such a credulous age, we must forgive them their inaccuracies.

They have a great deal more to say about Richard the Good than about his two sons, Richard and Robert. Richard was acknowledged as duke by all the barons after his fathers death, and then went in state to Paris to do homage to King Robert. This we learn from the records of his contract of marriage with the kings daughter, Lady Adela, who was a baby in her cradle, and the copy of the settlements is preserved, or, at least, the account of the dowry which Richard promised. This was the seigneurie of the whole Côtentin country, and several other baronies and communes; Cherbourg and Bruot and Caen, and many cities and lands besides. Poor little Lady Adela! and poor young husband, too, for that matter; for this was quite a heartless affair of state, and neither of them was to be any happier for all their great possessions.

In the meantime Robert, the Dukes brother, was not in the least satisfied, and made an outcry because, though he was lord of the beautiful county of Exmes, the city of Falaise was withheld from him. There was a man from Brittany who urged him to resent his wrongs, and made trouble between the brothers; Ermenoldus he was called, the theosophist; and there is a great mystery about him which the old writers stop to wonder over. He was evidently a sort of magician, and those records that can be discovered give rise to a suspicion that he had strayed far eastward with some pirate fleet toward Asia, and had learned there to work wonders and to compass his ends by uncanny means.

There was a siege of Falaise, which Robert seized and tried to keep by main strength; but Richards army was too much for him, and at last he sued for peace. The brothers went back to Rouen apparently the best of friends; but there was a grand banquet in Rolfs old castle, and Richard was suddenly death-struck as he sat at the head of the feast, and was carried to his bed, where he quickly breathed his last. The funeral bell began to toll while the banquet still went on, and the barons made themselves merry in the old hall. 

There was great lamentation, for Richard was already much beloved, and nobody doubted that he had been poisoned. So Robert came to the throne of Normandy with a black stain upon his character, and during all the rest of his life that stain was not overlooked nor forgotten.

As for the baby-widow, she afterward became the wife of the Count of Flanders, Baldwin de Lisle, and she was the mother of Matilda, who was the wife of William the Conqueror.
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VI. ROBERT THE MAGNIFICENT.
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What exile from himself can flee? — Byron.

Before we begin the story of the next Duke of Normandy whose two surnames, the Devil, and the Magnificent, give us a broad hint of his character, we must take a look at the progress of affairs in the dukedom. There is one thing to be remembered in reading this history, or any other, that history is not merely the story of this monarch or that, however well he may represent the age in which he lived and signify its limitations and development.

In Normandy one cannot help seeing that a power has been at work bringing a new Northern element into the country, and that there has been a great growth in every way since Rolf came with his vikings and besieged the city of Jumièges. Now the dukedom that he formed is one of the foremost of its day, able to stand on equal ground with the royal kingdom and duchy of France, for Roberts homage is only the homage of equals and allies. Normandy is the peer of Burgundy and of Flanders, and every day increases in strength, in ambition, in scholarship and wealth. The influence and prestige of the dukedom are recognized everywhere, and soon the soldiers of Normandy are going to take hold of English affairs and master them with unequalled strength. Chivalry is in the bloom of its youth, and the merchants of Falaise, and Rouen, and their sister cities, are rich and luxurious. The women are skilled in needlework and are famous for their beauty and intelligence. Everywhere there are new castles and churches, and the land swarms with inhabitants who hardly find room enough, while the great army hardly draws away the overplus of men from the farms and workshops. There are whole districts like the Côtentin peninsula, that are nearly ready to pour out their population into some new country, like bees when they swarm in early summer, and neither the fashion of going on pilgrimage to the holy shrines, nor the spirit that leads to any warlike adventure, are equal to the need for a new conquest of territory, and a general emigration.

There are higher standards everywhere in law and morals and customs of home-life. The nobles are very proud and keep up a certain amount of state in their high stone castles. In the Côtentin alone the ruins of more than a hundred of these can yet be seen, and all over Normandy and Brittany are relics of that busy, prosperous time. The whole territory is like a young man who has reached his majority, and who feels a strength and health and ambition that make him restless, and make him believe himself capable of great things.
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NORMAN COSTUMES.

1. Herdsman. 2. Man of rank. 3. Pilgrim. 4, 5, 6, 7, 8. Warriors. 9. Man of rank. 10. Lady of rank.



From followers of the black ravens and worshippers of the god Thor, the Normans have become Christians and devout followers of the Church of Rome. They go on pilgrimage to distant shrines and build churches that the world may well wonder at to-day and try to copy. They have great houses for monks and nuns, and crowds of priests and scholars, and it would not be easy to find worshippers of the old faith unless among old people and in secluded neighborhoods. There is little left of the old Northmans fashions of life but his spirit is as vigorous as ever, and his courage, and recklessness, his love of a fight and hatred of cowardice, his beauty and shapeliness, are sent down from generation to generation, a surer inheritance than lands or money. We grow eager, ourselves, to see what will come of this leaven of daring and pride of strength. There is no such thing for Normandy now, as tranquillity.

Duke Roberts story is chiefly interesting to us because he was the father of William the Conqueror, and in most of the accounts of that time it is hard to find any thing except various versions of his course toward his more famous son. But in reality he was a very gifted and powerful man, and strange to say, the conquest of England was only the carrying out of a plan that was made by Duke Robert himself.

The two young sons of Emma and Æthelred were still in Normandy, and the Duke thought it was a great pity that they were neglected and apparently forgotten by their countrymen. He undertook to be their champion, and boldly demanded that King Cnut of England should consider their rights. He sent an embassy to England and bade Cnut give them their own, which probably meant the English crown. Cnut disdained the message, as might have been expected, and Duke Robert armed his men and fitted out a fleet, and all set sail for England to force the Dane to recognize the young princes. It sounds very well that the Normans should have been so eager to serve the Dukes cousins, but no doubt they were talking together already about the possibility of extending their dominions across the Channel. They were disappointed now, however, for they were beaten back and out of their course by very bad weather, and had to put in at the island of Jersey. From there they took a short excursion to Brittany, because Robert and his cousin Alan were not on good terms, Alan having refused to do homage to Normandy. There was a famous season of harrying and burning along the Breton coast, which may have reconciled the adventurers to their disappointment, but at any rate the conquest of England was put off for forty years. One wonders how Cnuts Queen Emma felt about the claims of her sons. It was a strange position for her to be put into. A Norman woman herself who had virtually forsaken her children, she could hardly blame her brother for his efforts to restore them to their English belongings, and yet she was bound to her new English interests, and must have different standards as Danish Cnuts wife from those of Saxon Æthelreds. There is an announcement in one of the Norman chronicles that Cnut sent a message to the effect that he would give the princes their rights at his death. This must have been for the sake of peace, but it is not very likely that any such thing ever happened.

A new acquaintance between the countries must have grown out of the banishment of some of the English nobles in the early part of Cnuts reign, and they no doubt strengthened the interest of the Normans, and made their desire to possess England greater than ever before. We shall be conscious of it more and more until the time of the Conquest comes. The Normans plotted and planned again and again, and their intrigues continually grew more dangerous to England. It is plain to see that they were always watching for a chance to try their strength, and were not unwilling to provoke a quarrel. Eadward, one of the English princes, was ready to claim his rights, but he had learned to be very fond of Normandy, and his half-heartedness served his adopted country well when he came at last to the English throne. For the present we lose sight of him, but not of Ælfred his brother, who ventured to England on an expedition which cost him his life, but that failure made the Norman desire for revenge burn hotter and deeper than before, though the ashes of disappointment covered it for a time.

Duke Roberts reign began with a grand flourish, as if he wished to bribe his subjects into forgetfulness of his brother Richards death. There were splendid feasts and presents of armor and fine clothes for his retainers, and he won his name of the Magnificent in the very face of those who whispered that he was a murderer. He was very generous, and seems to have given presents for the pleasure it gave himself rather than from any underhand motives of gaining popularity. We are gravely told that some of his beneficiaries died of joy, which strikes one as being somewhat exaggerated.

The old castle of Rolf at Rouen was forsaken for the castle of Falaise. No doubt there were unpleasant associations with Rolfs hall, where poor Richard had been seized with his mysterious mortal illness. Falaise, with its hunting-grounds and pleasant woods and waters and its fine situation, was Roberts favorite home forever after. There he brought his wife Estrith, Cnuts sister, who first had been the wife of Ulf the Danish king, and there he lived in a free companionship with his nobles and with great condescension towards his inferiors, with whom he was often associated in most familiar terms.

There were chances enough to show his valor. Once Baldwin the elder, of Flanders, was attacked by his son Baldwin de Lisle, who had put himself at the head of an army, and the poor Count was forced to flee to Falaise for shelter and safety. Any excuse for going to war seems to have been accepted in Normandy; the country was brimming over with people. There was almost more population than the land could support, and Robert led his men to Flanders with great alacrity, and settled the mutiny so entirely that there was no more trouble. Flanders was brought to a proper state of submission, as if in revenge for old scores. At last the noblemen who had upheld the insurrection all deserted the leader of it, and both they and young Baldwin besought Robert to make the terms of peace. After this, Flanders and Normandy were very friendly together, and before long they formed a most significant alliance of the royal houses.

In Roberts strolls about Falaise, perhaps in disguise, like another Haroun al Raschid, his beauty-loving eyes caught sight one day of a young girl who was standing bare-footed in a shallow brook, washing linen, and making herself merry with a group of busy young companions. This was Arlette, or Herleva, according as one gives her the Saxon or the Norman name; her father was a brewer and tanner, who had been attracted to Falaise from Germany by the reputation of its leather manufactures and good markets. The pastures and hunting-grounds made skins very cheap and abundant, but the trade of skinning of beasts was considered a most degrading one, and those who pursued it in ancient times were thought less of than those who followed almost any other occupation. If we were not sure of this, we might suspect the Norman nobles of casting undue shame and reproach upon this man Fulbert.

Duke Robert seems to have quite forgotten his lawful wife in his new love-making with Herleva. Even the tanner himself objected to the dukes notice of his daughter, but who could withstand the wishes of so great a man? Not Fulbert, who accepted the inevitable with a good grace, for later in the story he shows himself a faithful retainer and household official of his lord and master. Robert never seems to have recovered from his first devotion to the pretty creature who stood with slender, white feet in the brook, and turned so laughing a face toward him. They showed not long ago the very castle-window in Falaise from which he caught his first sight of the woman who was to rule his life. He did not marry her, though Estrith was sent away; but they had a son, who was named William, who himself added the titles of the Great and The Conqueror, but who never escaped hearing to his lifes end the shame and ignominy of his birth. We cannot doubt that it was as mean an act then as now to taunt a man with the disgrace he could not help; but of all the great men who were of illegitimate birth whom we know in the pages of history, this famous William is oftenest openly shamed by his title of the Bastard. He won much applause; he was the great man of his time, but from pique, or jealousy, or prejudice, perhaps from some faults that he might have helped, he was forever accused of the shame that was not his. The Bastard, — the Tanners Grandson; he was never allowed to forget, through any heroism or success in war, or furthering of Norman fortunes, that these titles belonged to him.

The pride of the Norman nobles was dreadfully assailed by Duke Roberts shameful alliance with Herleva. All his relations, who had more or less right to the ducal crown, were enraged beyond control. Estrith had no children, and this beggarly little fellow who was growing plump and rosy in the tanners house, was arch-enemy of all the proud lords and gentlemen. There was plenty of scandal and mockery in Falaise, and the news of Roberts base behavior was flying from village to village through Normandy and France. The common people of Falaise laughed in the faces of the barons and courtiers as they passed in the street, and one day an old burgher and neighbor of the tanner asked William de Talvas, the head of one of the most famous Norman families, to go in with him to see the Dukes son. The Lord of Alençon was very angry when he looked at the innocent baby-face. He saw, by some strange foreboding and prevision, the troubles that would fall upon his own head because of this vigorous young life, and, as he cursed the unconscious child again and again, his words only echoed the fear that was creeping through Normandy.

Robert was very bold in his defiance of public opinion, and before long the old tanner sheds his blouse like the cocoon of a caterpillar, and blooms out resplendent in the gay trappings of court chamberlain. Herleva was given the place as duchess which did not legally belong to her, and this hurt the pride of the ladies and gentlemen of the court and the country in a way that all Roberts munificence and generosity could not repay or cure. The age was licentious enough, but public opinion demanded a proper conformity to law and etiquette. All the aristocratic house of Rolfs descendants, the valor and scholarship and churchmanship of Normandy, were insulted at once. The trouble fermented more and more, until the Dukes uncle, the Archbishop of Rouen, called his nephew to account for such open sin and disgrace of his kindred, and finally excommunicated him and put all Normandy under a ban.

Somehow this outbreak was quieted down, and just then Robert was called upon, not only to settle the quarrel in Flanders above mentioned, but to uphold the rights of the French king. For his success in this enterprise he was granted the district of the Vexin, which lay between Normandy and France, and so the Norman duchy extended its borders to the very walls of Paris. Soon other questions of pressing importance rose up to divert public comment; it was no time to provoke the Dukes anger, and there was little notice taken of Herlevas aggravating presence in the ducal castle, or the untoward growth and flourishing of her son.

At length Duke Robert announced his intention of going on a pilgrimage to Jerusalem. He wished to show his piety and to gain as much credit as possible, so the long journey was to be made on foot. The Norman barons begged him not to think of such a thing, for in the excited condition of French and Norman affairs nothing could be more imprudent than to leave the dukedom masterless. By my faith! Robert answered stoutly, I do not mean to leave you without a lord. Here is my young son, who will grow and be a gallant man, by Gods help; I command you to take him for your lord, for I make him my heir and give him my whole duchy of Normandy.

There was a stormy scene in the council, and however we may scorn Roberts foolish, selfish present-giving and his vulgarity, we cannot help pitying him as he pleads with the knights and bishops for their recognition of his innocent boy. We pity the Dukes shame, while his natural feeling toward the child wars with his disgust. With all his eloquence, with all his authority, he entreats the scornful listeners until they yield. They have warned him against the danger of the time, and of what he must expect, not only if he goes on pilgrimage and leaves the dukedom to its undefended fate, but also if he further provokes those who are already his enemies, and who resent the presence of his illegitimate child. But he dares to put the base-born lad over the dukedom of Normandy as his own successor. He even goes to the king of France and persuades him to receive the unworthy namesake of Longsword as vassal and next duke, and to Alan of Brittany, who consents to be guardian. Then at last the unwilling barons do homage to the little lord — a bitter condescension and service it must have been!

After all the ceremonies were finished, Robert lost no time in starting on his pilgrimage. He sought the shrine of Jerusalem, many a weary mile away, over mountain and fen, past dangers of every sort. Nothing could be more characteristic than his performance of his penance or his pleasure journey — whichever he called it — for although he went on foot, he spent enormous sums in showering alms upon the people who came out to greet him. Heralds rode before him, and prepared his lodging and reception, and the great procession of horses and grooms and beasts of burden grew longer and longer as he went on his way. Once they blocked up the gateway of a town, and the keeper fell upon the pilgrim Duke, ignorantly, and gave him a good thrashing to make him hurry on with his idle crowd. Robert piously held back those of his followers who would have beaten the warder in return, and said that it was well for him to show himself a pattern of humility and patience, and such suffering was meant for the good of ones soul.
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ROBERT, DUKE OF NORMANDY, CARRIED IN A LITTER TO JERUSALEM.

(FROM AN OLD ILLUMINATED MANUSCRIPT.)



The Duke did a great many foolish things; for one, he had his horses shod with silver shoes, held on by only one nail, and gave orders that none of his servants should pick up the shoes when they were cast, but let them lie in the road.

At last the pilgrims reached Constantinople, and Robert made a great display of his wealth, not to speak of his insolent bad manners. The emperor, Michael, treated his rude guests with true Eastern courtesy, and behaved himself much more honorably than those who despised him and called him names. He even paid all the expenses of the Norman procession, but, no doubt, he was anxious not to give any excuse for displeasure or disturbance between the Northerners and his own citizens. When the visit was over, and Robert moved on toward Jerusalem, his already feeble health, broken by his bad life, grew more and more alarming, and at last he could not take even a very short journey on foot, and was carried in a litter by negroes. The Crusades were filling the roads with pilgrims and soldiers, and travellers of every sort. One day they met a Côtentin man, an old acquaintance of Roberts. The Duke said with grim merriment that he was borne like a corpse on a bier. My lord, asked the Crusader, who seems to have been sincerely shocked and doleful at the sight of the Dukes suffering; my lord, what shall I say for you when I reach home? That you saw me carried toward Paradise by four devils, said the Duke, readier at any time to joke about life than to face it seriously and to do his duty. He kept up the pretence of travelling unknown and in disguise, like a humbler pilgrim, but his lavishness alone betrayed the secret he would really have been sorry to keep. Outside the gates of Jerusalem there was always a great crowd of people who were not able to pay the entrance-fee demanded of every pilgrim; but Robert paid for himself and all the rest before he went in at the gate. The long journey was almost ended, for on the way home, at the city of Nicæa, the Duke was poisoned, and died, and was buried there in the cathedral with great solemnity and lamentation. He had collected a heap of relics of the saints, and these were brought safely home to Normandy by Tostin, his chamberlain, who seems to have served him faithfully all the way.
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VII. THE NORMANS IN ITALY.
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And therefore must make room
Where greater spirits come. — Marvell.

There is a famous old story about Hasting, the viking captain. Once he went adventuring along the shores of the Mediterranean, and when he came in sight of one of the Tuscan cities, he mistook it for Rome. Evidently he had enough learning to furnish him with generous ideas about the wealth of the Roman churches, but he had brought only a handful of men, and the city looked large and strong from his narrow ship. There was no use to think of such a thing as laying siege to the town; such a measure would do hardly more than tease and provoke it: so he planned a sharp stroke at its very heart.

Presently word was carried from the harbor side, by a long-faced and tearful sailor, to the pious priests of the chief church, that Hasting, a Northman, lay sick unto death aboard his ship, and was desirous to repent him of his sins and be baptized. This was promising better things of the vikings, and the good bishop visited Hasting readily, and ministered eagerly to his souls distress. Next day word came that the robber was dead, and his men brought him early to the church in his coffin, following him in a defenceless, miserable group. They gathered about the coffin, and the service began; the priests stood in order to chant and pray, their faces bowed low or lifted heavenward. Suddenly up goes the coffin-lid, out jumps Hasting, and his men clutch at the shining knives hidden under their cloaks. They strip the jewelled vestments from the priests backs; they shut the church doors and murder the poor men like sheep; they climb the high altar, and rob it of its decorations and sacred cups and candlesticks, and load themselves with wealth. The city has hardly time to see them dash by to the harbor side, to hear the news and give them angry chase, before the evil ships are standing out to sea again, and the pirates laugh and shout as they tug at the flashing oars. No more such crafty converts! the people cry, and lift their dead and dying priests sorrowfully from the blood-stained floor. This was the fashion of Italys early acquaintance with the Northmen, whose grandchildren were to conquer wide dominions in Apulia, in Sicily, and all that pleasant country between the inland seas of Italy and Greece.

It must have seemed almost as bad to the Romans to suffer invasion of this sort as it would to us to have a horde of furious Esquimaux come down to attack our coasts. We only need to remember the luxury of the Italian cities, to recall the great names of the day in literature and art, in order to contrast the civilization and appearance of the invader and the invaded. Yet war was a constant presence then, and every nation had its bitter enemies born of race prejudice and the resentment of conquest. To be a great soldier was to be great indeed, and by the time of the third of the Norman dukes the relation of the Northmen and Italians was much changed.

Yet there was not such a long time between the time of Hasting the pirate, and that of Tancred de Hauteville and Robert Guiscard. Normandy had taken her place as one of the formidable, respectable European powers. The most powerful of the fiefs of France, she was an enemy to be feared and honored, not despised. She was loyal to the See of Rome; very pious and charitable toward all religious establishments; no part of Southern Europe had been more diligent in building churches, in going on pilgrimage, in maintaining the honor of God and her own honor. Her knights prayed before they fought, and they were praised already in chronicle and song. The troubadours sung their noble deeds from hall to hall. The world looked on to see their bravery and valor, and when they grew restless and went a-roving and showed an increasing desire to extend their possessions and make themselves lords of new acres, the rest of the world looked on with envy and approval. Unless the Normans happened to come their way; that of course was quite a different thing.

We cannot help thinking that the readiness of the Englishman of to-day to form colonies and to adapt himself to every sort of climate and condition of foreign life, was anticipated and foreboded in those Norman settlements along the shores of the Mediterranean sea. Perhaps we should say again that the Northmen of a much earlier date were the true ancestors of all English colonists with their roving spirit and love of adventure, but the Normandy of the early part of the eleventh century was a type of the England of to-day. Its power was consolidated and the territory became too narrow for so much energy to be pent up in. The population increased enormously, and the familiar love of conquest and of seeking new fortunes was waked again. The bees send out new swarms when summer comes, and, like the bees, both Normans and Englishmen must have a leader and centralization of the general spirit, else there is scattering and waste of the common force.

We might go on with this homely illustration of the bees to explain the way in which smaller or larger groups of pilgrims, and adventurers of a less pious inclination, had wandered southward and eastward, toward the holy shrines of Jerusalem, or the rich harvest of Oriental wealth and luxury. Not much result came from these enterprises, though as early as 1026, we find the Duke of Naples allowing a company of Norman wanderers to settle at Aversa, and even helping them to build and fortify the town, and to hold it as a kind of out-post garrison against his enemies in Capua. They were understood to be ready for all sorts of enterprises, and the bitter flowers of strategy and revolt appeared to yield the sweetest honey that any country-side could offer. They loved a fight, and so they were often called in by the different Italian princes and proved themselves most formidable and trustworthy allies in case of sudden troubles. This is what an historian of that time says about them: 

The Normans are a cunning and revengeful people; eloquence and dissimulation appear to be their hereditary qualities. They can stoop to flatter; but unless they are curbed by the restraint of law they indulge the licentiousness of nature and passion, and in their eager search for wealth and dominion they despise whatever they possess and hope whatever they desire. Arms and horses, the luxury of dress, the exercises of hawking and hunting, are the delight of the Normans; but on pressing occasions they can endure with incredible patience the inclemency of every climate, and the toil and abstinence of a military life.

How we are reminded of the old vikings in this striking description! and how we see certain changes that have overlaid the original Norse and Danish nature. There are French traits now, like a not very thick veneering of more delicate and polished wood upon the sturdy oak.

Aversa was quickly made of great importance to that part of the world. The Norman colony did good missionary work, and Robert Guiscard, the chief Norman adventurer and founder of the kingdom of Naples, was leader and inspirer of great enterprises. In following the history of the time through many volumes, it is very disappointing to find such slight reference to this most interesting episode in the development of Norman civilization.

In one of the green valleys of the Côtentin, near a small stream that finds its way into the river Dove, there are still standing the crumbling walls of an ancient Norman castle. The neighboring fields still keep their old names of the Park, the Forest, and the Dove-Cot; and in this way, if in no other, the remembrance is preserved of an old feudal manor-house. Not long ago some huge oaks were clustered in groups about the estate, and there was a little church of very early date standing in the shade of a great cedar tree. Its roof had a warlike-looking rampart, and a shapely tower with double crosses lifted itself high against the sky.

In the early years of the eleventh century there lived in this quiet place an old Norman gentleman who was one of Duke Richard the Goods best soldiers. He had wandered far and wide in search of gain and glory. The Duke had given him command of ten armed men who formed his body-guard, and after a long service at court this elder Tancred returned to his tranquil ancestral home to spend the rest of his days. He was poor, and he had a very large family. His first wife, Muriel, had left several children, and their good step-mother treated them all with the same tenderness and wise helpfulness that she had shown to her own flock. The young de Hautevilles had received such education as gentlemen gave their children in those days, and, above every thing else, were expert in the use of arms and of horses and the pleasures of the chase. They trained their falcons, and grew up brave and strong. There were twelve sons, all trained to arms. Three of the elder family were named William, Drogo, and Humphrey, and the sixth, their half-brother, was Robert, who early won for himself the surname of Guiscard, or the Wise. Tall fellows they were, these sons of the Chevalier de Hauteville. One of the old French historians tells us that they had an air of dignity, and even in their youth great things were expected of them; it was easy to prophesy their brilliant future.

While they were still hardly more than boys, Serlon, their eldest brother, who had already gone to court, killed one of Duke Roberts gentlemen who had offered him some insult, and was banished to England where he spent some time in the dreariness of exile, longing more and more to get back to Normandy. This brought great sorrow to the household in the Côtentin valley; it was most likely that a great deal depended upon Serlons success, and the eager boys at home were looking to him for their own advancement. However, the disappointment was not very long-lived, for at the time when Henry of France was likely to lose his throne through the intrigues of his brother and his mother, Constance of Provence, and came to the Duke of Normandy for aid, Serlon came home again without being asked, and fought like a tiger at the siege of Tillières. You remember that this siege lasted a long time, and it gives us a good idea of the warfare of that age to discover that every day there came out of the city gate an awesome knight who challenged the conqueror to single combat. The son of brave old Tancred was not frightened by even the sight of those unlucky warriors who lay dead under the challengers blows, and one morning Serlon went to the gate at daybreak and called the knight out to fight with him. 

The terrible enemy did not wait; he presently appeared in glistening armor and mounted upon a fiery steed. He asked Serlon who he was, and as if he knew by instinct that he had met his match at last, counselled the champion of Normandy to run away, and not try to fight with him.

Nobody had recognized the banished man, who carefully kept the visor of his helmet down over his face, and when the fight was over and the enemys head was off and borne at the head of his victorious lance, he marched silently along the ranks of the Norman knights, who were filled with pride and glory, but for all their cheering he was still close-helmeted. Duke Robert heard the news of this famous deed, and determined that such a valiant knight must not hide himself or escape, so he sent a messenger to command the stranger to make himself known. When he found that Serlon himself had been the hero, he ran to meet him, and embraced him and held him to his heart, and still more, gave back to him all the lands and treasures which had come to him by his marriage and which had been confiscated when he was sent into exile. All these glories of their elder brother made the other sons more eager now than ever to show their prowess, but there was slight chance in Normandy, for the war lasted but little longer. But when Robert had put the French king on his throne again, he determined, as we have seen already, to go on a pilgrimage. There was not much prospect of winning great fame at home while young William the heir was so unpopular and Alan of Brittany was his careful guardian. The de Hautevilles were impatient at the prospect of years of petty squabbles and treacherous intrigues; they longed for a broader field for their energies. There was no such thing as staying at home and training the falcons; their hungry young brothers and sisters were pushing their way already, and the ancient patrimony was growing less and less. So William and Drogo and Humphrey went away to seek their fortunes like fairy-book princes, and hearing vague rumors of Rainulfs invitation to his countrymen, and of his being made count of the new possessions in Aversa, they turned their faces towards Italy. We cannot help lingering a moment to fancy them as they ride away from the door of their old home — the three brave young men together. The old father looks after them wistfully, but his eyes are afire, and he lives his own youth over again and wishes with all his heart that he were going too. The little sisters cry, and the younger brothers long for the day when their turn will come to go adventuring. The tame falcons flutter and peck at their hoods, there where they stand on their perches with fettered claws; the grass runs in long waves on the green hill-sides and dazzles the eyes that look after the sons as they ride towards the south; and the mother gives a little cry and goes back into the dark hall and weeps there until she climbs the turret stairs to see if she cannot catch one more look at the straight backs and proud heads of the young knights, or even one little glint of their horses trappings as they ride away among the orchard leaves. 

They would have to fight their way as best they could, and when they reached Apulia at last they still found work enough for their swords. South of Rome were the territories of the independent counts of Naples and the republic of Amalfi. South of these the Greek possessions of Lombardy, which had its own governor and was the last remnant of the Eastern empire.

The beautiful island of Sicily had been in the hands of the Moslems and belonged to the African kingdom of Tunis. In 1038 the governor of Lombardy believed he saw the chance that he had long been waiting for, to add Sicily to his own dominions. The Arabs were fighting among themselves and were split up already into several weak and irreconcilable factions, and he begged the Normans to go and help his own army to conquer them. After a while Sicily was conquered, but the Normans were not given their share of the glory of the victories; on the contrary, the Lombard governor was too avaricious and ungrateful for his own good, and there was a grand quarrel when the spoils were divided. Two years afterwards the indignant Normans came marching back to attack Apulia, and defeated the Greeks at Cannæ so thoroughly that they were only left in possession of a few towns.

This was in 1043, and we cannot help feeling a great satisfaction at finding William de Hauteville president of the new republic of Apulia. Had not the three brothers shown their bravery and ability? Perhaps they had only remembered their old fathers wise talk, and profited by his advice, and warning lest they should spend their strength by being great in little things instead of aiming at nobler pieces of work. All the high hopes which filled their hearts as they rode away from Normandy must have come true. They were already the leaders in Apulia, and had been foremost in the organization of an aristocratic republic. Twelve counts were elected by popular suffrage, and lived at their capital of Melfi, and settled their affairs in military council. And William, as I have said, was president.

Presently from East and West envious eyes began to look at this powerful young state. Europe knew well enough what had come from giving these Normans foothold in Gaul not so very long ago, and the Pope and the emperors of the West and East formed a league to chase the builders of this new Normandy out of their settlements. The two emperors, however, were obliged to hurry back to defend their own strongholds, and Leo the Tenth was left to fight his neighbors alone, with the aid of some German soldiers, a mere handful, whom Henry the Third had left. The Normans proposed fair terms to his Holiness, but he ventured to fight the battle of Civitella, and was overpowered and beaten, and taken prisoner himself. Then the shrewd Normans said how grieved they had been to fight against the Father of the Church, and implored him, captive as he was, to receive Apulia as a fief of the Holy See. This seems very puzzling, until we stop to think that the Normans would gain an established position among the Italian powers, and this amounted to an alliance with the power of the papal interests. 

William de Hauteville died, and the office of president, or first count, passed to his next brother, Drogo, and after him to Humphrey. One day, while Drogo was count, a troop of pilgrims appeared in Amalfi, with their wallets and staves. This was no uncommon sight, but at the head of the dusty company marched a young man somewhere near twenty-five years of age, and of remarkable beauty. The high spirit, the proud nobility in his face, the tone of his voice even, showed him to be an uncommon man; his fresh color and the thickness of his blond hair gave nobody a chance to think that he had come from any of the Southern countries. Suddenly Drogo recognized one of his step-brothers, whom he had left at home a slender boy — this was Robert, already called Guiscard. He had gathered a respectable little troop of followers — five knights and thirty men-at-arms made his escort, — and they had been forced to put on some sort of disguise for their journey, because the court of Rome, jealous of the growing power of the Normans in Italy, did every thing to hinder their project, and refused permission to cross their territories to those who were coming from the North to join the new colony. Humbert de Hauteville was with Robert — indeed the whole family, except Serlon, went to Italy sooner or later after the old knight Tancred died; even the mother and sisters.

Robert arrived in time for the battle of Civitella, and distinguished himself amazingly. Indeed he was the inspirer and leader of the Norman successes in the South, and to him rather than to either of his elder brothers belongs the glory of the new Normandy.

His frank, pleasant manners won friends and followers without number, who loved him dearly, and rallied to his standard. He was well furnished with that wiliness and diplomacy which were needed to cope with Southern enemies, and his wild ambition led him on and on without much check from feelings of pity, or even justice. Like many other Normans, he was cruel, and his acts were those of a man who sees his goal ahead, and marches straight toward it. While William the Conqueror was getting ready to wear the crown of England, Robert Guiscard was laying his plans for the kingdom of the two Sicilies.

After a while Drogo was assassinated, and then Humphrey was put in his place, but he and Robert were always on bad terms with each other apparently. Roberts faults were the faults of his time, and yet his restlessness and ambition seem to have given his brother great disquietude; perhaps Humphrey feared him as a rival, but at any rate he seems to have kept him almost a prisoner of state. The Guiscard gained the votes of the people before long, when the count died and left only some young children, and in 1054 he was made Count of Apulia and general of the republic. We need not be surprised to find his title much lengthened a little later; he demanded the ducal title itself from Pope Nicholas, and styles himself by the grace of God and St. Peter, Duke of Apulia, Calabria, and hereafter of Sicily. The medical and philosophical schools of Salerno, long renowned in Italy, added lustre to his kingdom, and the trade of Amalfi, the earliest of the Italian commercial cities, extending to Africa, Arabia, India, with affiliated colonies in Constantinople, Antioch, Jerusalem, and Alexandria, enriched his ample domain. Excelling in the art of navigation, Amalfi is said to have discovered the compass. Under her Norman dukes, she held the position of the queen of Italian commerce, until the rise of the more famous cities of Pisa, Genoa, and Venice.[3]

[3] A. H. Johnson: The Normans in Europe.

Roger de Hauteville, the youngest brother of all, who was much like Robert in every way, was the conqueror of Sicily, and the expedition was piously called a crusade against the unbelievers. It was thirty years before the rich island was added to the jurisdiction of Rome, from which the Mussulmans had taken it. Roger was given the title of count, but his dominion was on a feudal basis instead of being a republic. This success induced Robert to make a campaign against the Eastern empire, and the invasions continued as long as he lived. They were not very successful in themselves, but they were influential in bringing about great changes. The first crusade was an outcome of these plans of Roberts, and all the altered relations of the East and West for years afterward.

We must go far ahead of the slow pace of our story of the Normans in Normandy and England to give this brief sketch of the Southern dukedoms. The story of the de Hautevilles is only another example of Norman daring and enterprise. The spirit of adventure, of conquest, of government, of chivalry, and personal ambition shines in every page of it, and as time goes on we watch with joy a partial fading out of the worse characteristics of cruelty and avarice and trickery, of vanity and jealous revenge. Progress in good government, says Mr. Green in his preface to A Short History of England, is the result of social developments. The more we all think about that, the better for us and for our country. No doubt the traditions of Hasting the Northman and his barbarous piracies had hardly died out before the later Normans came, first in scattered groups, and then in legions, to settle in Italy. One cannot help feeling that they did much to make amends for the bad deeds of their ancestors. The south of Italy and the Sicilian kingdom of Roger were under a wiser and more tolerant rule than any government of their day, and Greeks, Normans, and Italians lived together in harmony and peace that was elsewhere unknown. The people were industrious, and all sorts of trades flourished, especially the silk manufacture. Perhaps the soft air and easy, luxurious fashion of life quieted the Norman restlessness a little. Who can tell?

Yet we get a hint of a better explanation of the prosperity of the two Sicilies in this passage from an old chronicle about King Roger: He was a lover of justice and most severe avenger of crime. He abhorred lying; did every thing by rule, and never promised what he did not mean to perform. He never persecuted his private enemies, and in war endeavored on all occasions to gain his point without shedding of blood. Justice and peace were universally observed throughout his dominions. 

A more detailed account of the reigns of the De Hautevilles will be found in the Story of Sicily, but before this brief review of their conquests is ended, it is only fair to notice the existing monuments of Norman rule. The remains of Norman architecture, dating back to their time, may still be seen in Palermo and other cities, and give them a romantic interest. There are ruins of monasteries and convents almost without number, and many churches still exist, though sometimes more or less defaced by modern additions and ignorant restoration. The Normans raised the standard of Western forms of architecture here as they did elsewhere, and their simpler buildings make an interesting contrast with Eastern types left by the Saracens. Outside the large cities almost every little town has at least some fragments of Norman masonry, and in Aderno — to note only one instance of the sort — there is a fine Norman castle in excellent preservation, which is used as a prison now. At Troina, a dreary mountain fortress, there is a belfry and part of the wall of a cathedral that Roger I. built in 1078. It was in Troina that he and his wife bravely established their court fifteen years earlier, and withstood a four months siege from the Saracens. Galfridus, an old chronicler, tells sadly that the young rulers only had one cloak between them, and grew very hungry and miserable; but Eremburga, the wife, was uncomplaining and patient. At last the count was so distressed by the sight of her pallor and evident suffering, that he rallied his men and made a desperate charge upon his foes, and was happily victorious. Galfridus says of that day: The single hand of Roger, with Gods help, did such execution that the corpses of the enemy lay around him on every side like the branches of trees in a thick forest when strewn by a tempest. Once afterward, when Roger was away fighting in Calabria, Eremburga was formally left in command, and used to make the round with the sentinels on the walls every night.

We must look in Palermo for the noblest monuments of Norman days, and beside the churches and palaces, for the tombs of the kings and archbishops in San Rosario Cathedral. There lies Roger himself, mighty Duke and firstKing of Sicily. Mr. Symonds says[4]: Very sombre and stately are these porphyry resting-places of princes born in the purple, assembled here from lands so distant, from the craggy heights of Hohenstauffen, from the green orchards of Côtentin, from the dry hills of Aragon. They sleep and the centuries pass by. Rude hands break open the granite lids of their sepulchres to find tresses of yellow hair, and fragments of imperial mantles embroidered with the hawks and stags the royal hunter loved. The church in which they lie changes with the change of taste in architecture and the manners of successive ages. But the huge stone arks remain unmoved, guarding their freight of mouldering dust beneath gloomy canopies of stone, that tempers the sunlight as it streams from the chapel windows.

[4] Studies in Southern Italy.

And again at Venosa, the little town where the poet Horace was born, and where William de Hauteville with his brothers Drogo, Humphrey, and Robert Guiscard are buried, we cannot do better than quote the same charming writer:

No chapter of history more resembles a romance than that which records the sudden rise and brief splendor of the house of Hauteville. In one generation the sons of Tancred de Hauteville passed from the condition of squires in the Norman vale of Côtentin to Kinghood in the richest island of the Southern Sea. The Norse adventurers became sultans of an Oriental capital. The sea-robbers assumed, together with the sceptre, the culture of an Arabian court ... lived to mate their daughters with princes and to sway the politics of Europe with gold.... What they wrought, whether wisely or not, for the ultimate advantage of Italy, endures to this day, while the work of so many emperors, republics, and princes, has passed and shifted like the scenes in a pantomime. Through them the Greeks, the Lombards, and the Moors were extinguished in the South. The Papacy was checked in its attempt to found a province of St. Peter below the Tiber. The republics of Naples, Caëta, Amalfi, which might have rivalled perchance with Milan, Genoa, and Florence, were subdued to a masters hand. In short, to the Norman, Italy owed that kingdom of the two Sicilies, which formed one third of her political balance; and which proved the cause of all her most serious revolutions.

Much has been lost of the detailed history of the Norman-Italian states, and lost especially to English literature. If the development of Southern Italy had gone steadily forward to this time, with the eagerness and gathering force that might have been expected from that vigorous impulse of the eleventh century, no doubt there would have been a permanent factor in history rather than a limited episode. The danger of the climate, to those born and reared in Northern or Western Europe, was undoubtedly in the way of any long-continued progress. To-day the Norman buildings look strangely different from their surroundings, and are almost the only evidence of the once brilliant and prosperous government of the Normans in the South. One enthusiastic historian, who wrote before the glories of the de Hautevilles had faded, would have us believe that there was more security in the thickets of Sicily than in the cities of other kingdoms.
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VIII. THE YOUTH OF WILLIAM THE CONQUEROR.
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One equal temper of heroic hearts
Made weak by time and fate, but strong in will
To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield.
— Tennyson.

There was one man, famous in history, who more than any other Norman seemed to personify his race, to be the type of the Norman progressiveness, firmness, and daring. He was not only remarkable among his countrymen, but we are forced to call him one of the great men and great rulers of the world. Nobody has been more masterful, to use a good old Saxon word, and therefore he came to be master of a powerful, venturesome race of people and gathered wealth and widespread territory. Every thing would have slipped through his fingers before he was grown to manhood if his grasp had not been like steel and his quickness and bravery equal to every test. He was born to be resisted, says one writer;[5] to excite mens jealousy and to awaken their life-long animosity, only to rise triumphant above them all, and to show to mankind the work that one man can do — one man of fixed principles and resolute will, who marks out a certain goal for himself, and will not be deterred, but marches steadily towards it with firm and ruthless step. He was a man to be feared and respected, but never to be loved; chosen, it would seem, by Providence ... to upset our foregone conclusions, and while opposing and crushing popular heroes and national sympathies, to teach us that in the progress of nations there is something required beyond popularity, something beyond mere purity and beauty of character — namely, the mind to conceive and the force of will to carry out great schemes and to reorganize the failing institutions and political life of states. Born a bastard, with no title to his dukedom but the will of his father; left a minor with few friends and many enemies, with rival competition at home and a jealous over-lord only too glad to see the power of his proud vassal humbled, he gradually fights his way, gains his dukedom, and overcomes competition at an age when most of us are still under tutors and governors; extends his dominions far beyond the limits transmitted to him by his forefathers, and then leaves his native soil to seek other conquests, to win another kingdom, over which again he has no claim but the stammering will of a weak king and his own irresistible energy, and what is still more strange, securing the moral support of the world in his aggression, and winning for himself the position of an aggrieved person recovering his just and undoubted rights. Truly the Normans could have no better representative of their extraordinary power.

[5] Johnson: The Normans in Europe.

William was only seven years old or a little more when his father left him to go on pilgrimage. No condition could have appeared more pitiable and desperate than his — even in his childhood we become conscious of the dislike his character inspired. Often just and true to his agreements, sometimes unexpectedly lenient, nothing in his nature made him a winner and holder of friendship, though he was a leader of men and a controller of them, and an inspirer of faithful loyalty besides the service rendered him for fears sake. His was the rule of force indeed, but there is one thing to be particularly noted — that in a licentious, immoral age he grew up pure and self-controlled. That he did not do some bad things must not make us call him good, for a good man is one who does do good things. But his strict fashion of life kept his head clearer and his hands stronger, and made him wide-awake when other men were stupid, and so again and again he was able to seize an advantage and possess himself of the key to success.

While his father lived, the barons paid the young heir unwilling respect, and there was a grim acquiescence in what could not be helped. Alan of Brittany was faithful to his trust, and always able to check any dissensions and plots against his ward. The old animosity between him and Robert was quite forgotten, apparently; but at last Alan was poisoned. Roberts death was the signal for a general uprising of the nobles, and Williams life was in peril for a dozen years. He never did homage to the king of France, but for a long time nobody did homage to him either; the barons disdained any such allegiance, and sometimes appear to have forgotten their young duke altogether in their bitter quarrels, and murders of men of their own rank. We trace William de Talvas, still the bastards fierce enemy, through many plots and quarrels; — it appears as if he were determined that his curse should come true, and made it the purpose of his life. The houses of Montgomery and Beaumont were linked with him in anarchy and treachery; it was the Montgomeries deadly mischief to which the faithful Alan fell victim. William himself escaped assassination by a chance, and several of his young followers were not so fortunate. They were all in the strong castle of Vaudreuil, a place familiar to the descendants of Longsword, since it was the home of Sperling, the rich miller, whom Espriota married. The history of the fortress had been a history of crime, but Duke Robert was ready to risk the bad name for which it was famous, and trust his boy to its shelter. There had never been a blacker deed done within those walls than when William was only twelve years old, and one of his playmates, who slept in his chamber, was stabbed as he lay asleep. No doubt the Montgomery who struck the cruel blow thought that he had killed the young duke, and went away well satisfied; but William was rescued, and carried away and hidden in a peasants cottage, while the butchery of his friends and attendants still went on. The whole country swarmed with his enemies. The population of the Côtentin, always more Scandinavian than French, welcomed the possibility of independence, and the worst side of feudalism began to assert itself boldly. Man against man, high rank against low rank, farmer against soldier, — the bloody quarrels increased more and more, and devastated like some horrible epidemic.
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A NORMAN PLOUGHMAN.

There were causes enough for trouble in the state of feudalism itself to account for most of the uproar and disorder, let alone the claim of the unwelcome young heir to the dukedom. It is very interesting to see how, in public sentiment, there was always an undertone of resentment to the feudal system, and of loyalty to the idea, at least, of hereditary monarchy. Even Hugh the Great, of France, was governed by it in his indifference to his good chances for seizing the crown years before this time; and though the great empire of Charlemagne had long since tottered to its fall and dismemberment, there was still much respect for the stability and order of an ideal monarchical government.

The French people had already endured some terrible trials, but it was not because of war and trouble alone that they hated their rulers, for these sometimes leave better things behind them; war and trouble are often the only way to peace and quietness. They feared the very nature of feudalism and its political power. It seemed to hold them fast, and make them slaves and prisoners with its tangled network and clogging weights. The feudal lords were petty sovereigns and minor despots, who had certain bonds and allegiances among themselves and with each other, but they were, at the same time, absolute masters of their own domain, and their subjects, whether few or many, were under direct control and surveillance. Under the great absolute monarchies, the very extent of the population and of the country would give a greater security and less disturbance of the middle and lower classes, for a large army could be drafted, and still there would be a certain lack of responsibility for a large percentage of the subjects. Under the feudal system there were no such chances; the lords were always at war, and kept a painfully strict account of their resources. Every field and every family must play a part in the enterprises of their master, and a continual racking and robbing went on. Even if the lord of a domain had no personal quarrel to settle, he was likely to be called upon by his upholder and ally to take part with him against another. In the government of a senate or an ecclesiastical council, the common people were governed less capriciously; their favor was often sought, even in those days, by the different factions who had ends to gain, and were willing to grant favors in return; but the feudal lords were quite independent, and could do as they pleased without asking anybodys advice or consent.

This concerns the relation of the serfs to their lords, but among the lords themselves affairs were quite different. From the intricate formalities of obligation and dependence, from the necessity for each feudal despots vigilant watchfulness and careful preparation and self-control and quick-sighted decision, arose a most active, well-developed class of nobles. While the master of a feudal castle (or robber-stronghold, whichever we choose to call it) was absent on his forays, or more determined wars, his wife took his place, and ruled her dependents and her household with ability. The Norman women of the higher classes were already famous far and wide through Europe, and, since we are dealing with the fortunes of Normandy, we like to picture them in their castle-halls in all their dignity and authority, and to imagine their spirited faces, and the beauty which is always a power, and which some of them had learned already to make a power for good.

No matter how much we deplore the condition of Normandy and the lower classes of society, and sympathize with the wistfulness and enforced patience of the peasantry; no matter how perplexed we are at the slowness of development in certain directions, we are attracted and delighted by other aspects. We turn our heads quickly at the sound of martial music. The very blood thrills and leaps along our veins as we watch the Norman knights ride by along the dusty Roman roads. The spears shine in the sunlight, the horses prance, the robber-castles clench their teeth and look down from the hills as if they were grim stone monsters lying in wait for prey. The apple-trees are in blossom, and the children scramble out of the horses way; the flower of chivalry is out parading, and in clanking armor, with flaunting banners and crosses on their shields, the knights ride by to the defence of Jerusalem. Knighthood was in its early prime, and in this gay, romantic fashion, with tender songs to the ladies they loved and gallantly defended, with a prayer to the Virgin Mary, their patroness, because they reverenced the honor and purity of womanhood, they fought through many a fierce fight, with the bitter, steadfast courage of brave men whose heart is in their cause. It was an easy step from their defiance of the foes of Normandy to the defence of the Church of God. Religion itself was the suggester and promoter of chivalry, and the Normans forgot their lesser quarrels and petty grievances when the mother church held up her wrongs and sufferings to their sympathy. It was to Christianity that the mediæval times owed knighthood, and, while historians complain of the lawlessness of the age, the crimes and violence, the social confusion and vulgarity, still the poetry and austerity and real beauty of the knightly traditions shine out all the brighter. Men had got hold of some new suggestions; the best of them were examples of something better than the world had ever known. As we glance over the list of rules to which a knight was obliged to subscribe, we cannot help rejoicing at the new ideal of christian manhood.
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ARMING A KNIGHT.

Rolf the Ganger had been proud rather than ashamed of his brutal ferocity and selfishness. This new standard demands as good soldiery as ever; in fact, a greater daring and utter absence of fear, but it recognizes the rights of other people, and the single-heartedness and tenderness of moral strength. It is a very high ideal.

A little later than the time of William the Conquerors youth, there were formal ceremonies at the making of a knight, and these united so surprisingly the poets imaginary knighthood and the customs of military life and obligations of religious life, that we cannot wonder at their influence. 

The young man was first stripped of his clothes and put into a bath, to wash all former contaminations from body and soul — a typical second baptism, done by his own free will and desire. Afterward, he was clothed first in a white tunic, to symbolize his purity; next in a red robe, a sign of the blood he must be ready to shed in defending the cause of Christ; and over these garments was put a tight black gown, to represent the mystery of death which must be solved at last by him, and every man.

Then the black-robed candidate was left alone to fast and pray for twenty-four hours, and when evening came, they led him to the church to pray all night long, either by himself, or with a priest and his own knightly sponsors for companions. Next day he made confession; then the priest gave him the sacrament, and afterward he went to hear mass and a sermon about his new life and a knights duties. When this was over, a sword was hung around his neck and he went to the altar, where the priest took off the sword, blessed it, and put it on again. Then the candidate went to kneel before the lord who was to arm him, and was questioned strictly about his reasons for becoming a knight, and was warned that he must not desire to be rich or to take his ease, or to gain honor from knighthood without doing it honor; at last the young man solemnly promised to do his duty, and his over-lord to whom he did homage granted his request to be made a knight.

After this the knights and ladies dressed him in his new garments, and the spurs came first of all the armor, then the haubert or coat of mail; next the cuirass, the armlets, and gauntlets, and, last of all, the sword. Now he was ready for the accolade; the over-lord rose and went to him and gave him three blows with the flat of the sword on his shoulder or neck, and sometimes a blow with the hand on his breast, and said: In the name of God, of St. Michael and St. George, I make thee knight. Be valiant and fearless and loyal.

Then his horse was led in, and a helmet was put on the new knights head, and he mounted quickly and flourished his lance and sword, and went out of the church to show himself to the people gathered outside, and there was a great cheering, and prancing of horses, and so the outward ceremony was over, and he was a dubbed knight, as the old phrase has it — adopted knight would mean the same thing to-day; he belonged to the great Christian brotherhood of chivalry. We have seen how large a part religion played in the rites and ceremonies, but we can get even a closer look at the spirit of knighthood if we read some of the oaths that were taken by these young men, who were the guardians and scholars of whatever makes for peace, even while they chose the ways of war and did such eager, devoted work with their swords. M. Guizot, from whose History of France I have taken the greater part of this description, goes on to give twenty-six articles to which the knights swore, not that these made a single ritual, but were gathered from the accounts of different epochs. They are so interesting, as showing the steady growth and development of better ideas and purposes, that I copy them here. Indeed we can hardly understand the later Norman history, and the crusades particularly, unless we make the knights as clear to ourselves as we tried to make the vikings.

We must thank the clergymen of the tenth and eleventh centuries for this new thought about the duties and relationships of humanity, — men like Abelard and St. Anselm, and the best of their contemporaries. It is most interesting to see how the church availed herself of the feudal bonds and sympathies of men, and their warlike sentiment and organization, to develop a better and more peaceful service of God. Truthfulness and justice and purity were taught by the churchs influence, and licentiousness and brutality faded out as the new order of things gained strength and brightness. Later the pendulum swung backward, and the church used all the terrors of tyranny, fire, and sword, to further her ends and emphasize her authority, instead of the authority of Gods truth and the peace of heavenly living. The church became a name and cover for the ambitions of men.

Whatever the pretences and mockeries and rivalries and thefts of authority may be on the part of unworthy churchmen, we hardly need to remind ourselves that in every age the true church exists, and that true saints are living their holy, helpful lives, however shadowed and concealed. Even if the harvest of grain in any year is called a total loss, and the country never suffered so much before from dearth, there is always enough wheat or corn to plant the next spring, and the fewer handfuls the more precious it is sure to seem. In this eleventh century, a century which in many ways was so disorderly and cruel, we are always conscious of the presence of the blameless knights who went boldly to the fight; the priests and monks of God who hid themselves and prayed in cell and cloister. It was feudal knighthood and Christianity together, says Guizot, which produced the two great and glorious events of that time — the Norman conquest of England, and the Crusades.

These were the knights promises and oaths as Guizot repeats them, and we shall get no harm from reading them carefully and trying to keep them ourselves, even though all our battles are of another sort and much duller fights against temptations. It must be said that our enemies often come riding down upon us in as fine a way and break a lance with us in as magnificent a fashion as in the days of the old tournaments. But our contests are apt to be more like the ancient encounters with cruel treachery of wild beasts in desert places, than like those at the gay jousts, with all the shining knights and ladies looking on to admire and praise.

The candidates swore: First, to fear, reverence, and serve God religiously, to fight for the faith with all their might, and to die a thousand deaths rather than renounce Christianity;

To serve their sovereign prince faithfully, and to fight for him and fatherland right valiantly;

To uphold the rights of the weaker, such as widows, orphans, and damsels, in fair quarrel, exposing themselves on that account according as need might be, provided it were not against their own honor or against their king or lawful princes.

That they would not injure any one maliciously, or take what was anothers, but would rather do battle with those who did so.

That greed, pay, gain, or profit should never constrain them to do any deed, but only glory and virtue.

That they would fight for the good and advantage of the common weal.

That they would be bound by and obey the orders of their generals and captains, who had a right to command them.

That they would guard the honor, rank, and order of their comrades, and that they would, neither by arrogance nor by force, commit any trespass against any one of them.

That they would never fight in companies against one, and that they would eschew all tricks and artifices.

That they would wear but one sword, unless they had to fight against two or more enemies.

That in tourney or other sportive contests, they would never use the point of their swords.

That being taken prisoner in a tourney, they would be bound on their faith and honor to perform in every point the conditions of capture, besides being bound to give up to the victors their arms and horses, if it seemed good to take them, being also disabled from fighting in war or elsewhere without their victors leave.

That they would keep faith inviolably with all the world, and especially with their comrades, upholding their honor and advantage wholly in their absence.

That they would love and honor one another, and aid and succor one another whenever occasion offered.

That having made vow or promise to go on any quest or adventure, they would never put off their arms save for the nights rest.

That in pursuit of their quest or adventure, they would not shun bad and perilous passes, nor turn aside from the straight road for fear of encountering powerful knights, or monsters, or wild beasts, or other hindrance, such as the body and courage of a single man might tackle.

That they would never take wage or pay from any foreign prince.

That in command of troops or men-at-arms, they would live in the utmost possible order and discipline, and especially in their own country, where they would never suffer any harm or violence to be done.

That if they were bound to escort dame or damsel, they would serve, protect, and save her from all danger and insult, or die in the attempt.

That they would never offer violence to any dame or damsel, though they had won her by deeds of arms.

That being challenged to equal combat, they would not refuse without wound, sickness, or other reasonable hindrance.

That, having undertaken to carry out any enterprise, they would devote to it night and day, unless they were called away for the service of their king and country. 

That, if they made a vow to acquire any honor, they would not draw back without having attained it or its equivalent.

That they would be faithful keepers of their word and pledged faith, and that, having become prisoners in fair warfare, they would pay to the uttermost the promised ransom, or return to prison at the day and hour agreed upon, on pain of being proclaimed infamous and perjured.

That, on returning to the court of their sovereign, they would render a true account of their adventures, even though they had sometimes been worsted, to the king and the registrar of the order, on pain of being deprived of the order of knighthood.

That, above all things, they would be faithful, courteous, and humble, and would never be wanting to their word for any harm or loss that might accrue to them.

It would not do to take these holy principles, or the pageant of knight-errantry, for a picture of Normandy in general. We can only remind ourselves with satisfaction that this leaven was working in the mass of turbulent, vindictive society. The priests worked very hard to keep their hold upon their people, and the authority of the church proved equal to many a subtle weakness of faith and quick strain of disloyalty. We should find it difficult to match the amazing control of the state by the church in any other country, — even in the most superstitiously devout epochs. When the priesthood could not make the Normans promise to keep the peace altogether, they still obtained an astonishing concession and truce. There was no fighting from Wednesday evening at sunset until Monday morning at sunrise. During these five nights and four days no fighting, burning, robbing, or plundering could go on, though for the three days and two nights left of the week any violence and crime were not only pardonable, but allowed. In this Truce of God, not only the days of Christs Last Supper, Passion, and Resurrection were to remain undesecrated, but longer periods of time, such as from the first day of Advent until the Epiphany, and other holy seasons. If the laws of the Truce were broken, there were heavy penalties: thirty years hard penance in exile for the contrite offender, and he must make reparation for all the evil he had committed, and repay his debt for all the spoil. If he died unrepentant, he was denied Christian burial and all the offices of the church, and his body was given to wild beasts and the fowls of the air.

To be sure, the more ungodly portion of the citizens fought against such strict regulations, and called those knights whom the priests armed, cits without spirit, and even harder names, but for twelve years the Truce was kept. The free days for murder and theft were evidently made the most of, and from what we can discover, it appears as if the Normans used the Truce days for plotting rather than for praying. Yet it was plain that the world was getting ready for great things, and that great emergencies were beginning to make themselves evident. New ideas were on the wing, and in spite of the despotism of the church, sometimes by very reason of it, we can see that men were breaking their intellectual fetters and becoming freer and wiser. A new order of things was coming in; there was that certain development of Christian ideas, which reconciles the student of history in every age to the constant pain and perplexity of watching misdirected energies and hindering blunders and follies.

It often happens that popular emotions, however deep and general, remain barren, just as in the vegetable world many sprouts come to the surface of the ground, and then die without growing any more or bearing any fruit. It is not sufficient for the bringing about of great events and practical results, that popular aspirations should be merely manifested; it is necessary further that some great soul, some powerful will, should make itself the organ and agent of the public sentiment, and bring it to fecundity, by becoming its type — its personification.[6]

[6] Guizot.
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CONFERRING KNIGHTHOOD ON THE FIELD OF BATTLE.

In the middle of this eleventh century, the time of William the Conquerors youth, the opposing elements of Christian knighthood, and the fighting spirit of the viking blood, were each to find a champion in the same leader. The young dukes early years were a hard training, and from his loveless babyhood to his unwept death, he had the bitter sorrows that belong to the life of a cruel man and much-feared tyrant. It may seem to be a strange claim to make for William the Conqueror — that he represented Christian knighthood — but we must remember that fighting was almost the first duty of man in those days, and that this greatest of the Norman dukes, with all his brutality and apparent heartlessness and selfishness, believed in his church, and kept many of her laws which most of his comrades broke as a matter of course. We cannot remind ourselves too often that he was a man of pure life in a most unbridled and immoral age, if we judge by our present standards of either purity or immorality. There is always a temptation in reading or writing about people who lived in earlier times, to rank them according to our own laws of morality and etiquette, but the first thing to be done is to get a clear idea of the time in question. The hero of Charlemagnes time or the Conquerors may prove any thing but a hero in our eyes, but we must take him in relation to his own surroundings. The great laws of truth and justice and kindness remain, while the years come and go; the promises of God endure, but while there is, as one may say, a common law of heavenly ordering, there are also the various statute laws that vary with time and place, and these forever change as men change, and the light of civilization burns brighter and clearer.

In William the Conquerors lifetime, every landed gentleman fortified his house against his neighbors, and even made a secure and loathsome prison in his cellar for their frequent accommodation. This seems inhospitable, to say the least, and gives a tinge of falseness to such tender admonitions as prevailed in regard to charity and treatment of wayfarers. Yet every rich man was ambitious to go down to fame as a benefactor of the church; all over Normandy and Brittany there was a new growth of religious houses, and those of an earlier date, which had lain in ruins since the Northmens time, were rebuilt with pious care. There appears to have been a new awakening of religious interest in the year 1000, which lasted late into the century. There was a surprising fear and anticipation of the end of the world, which led to a vast number of penitential deeds of devotion, and it was the same during the two or three years after 1030, at the close of the life of King Robert of France.

Normandy and all the neighboring countries were scourged by even worse plagues than the feudal wars. The drought was terrible, and the famine which followed desolated the land everywhere. The trees and fields were scorched and shrivelled, and the poor peasants fought with the wild beasts for dead bodies that had fallen by the roadside and in the forests. Sometimes men killed their comrades for very hunger, like wolves. There was no commerce which could supply the failure of one countrys crops with the overflow of anothers at the other side of the world, but at last the rain fell in France, and the misery was ended. A thousand votive offerings were made for very thankfulness, for again the people had expected the end of the world, and it had seemed most probable that such an arid earth should be near its final burning and desolation.

In the towns, under ordinary circumstances, there was a style of living that was almost luxurious. The Normans were skilful architects, and not only their minsters and monasteries, but their houses too, were fit for such proud inhabitants, and rich with hangings and comfortable furnishings. The women were more famous than ever for needlework, some of it most skilful in design, and the great tapestries are yet in existence that were hung, partly for warmths sake, about the stone walls of the castles. Sometimes the noble ladies who sat at home while their lords went out to the wars, worked great pictures on these tapestries of various events of family history, and these family records of battles and gallant bravery by land and sea are most interesting now for their costume and color, beside their corroboration of historical traditions.

We have drifted away, in this chapter, from William the Conqueror himself, but I believe that we know more about the Normandy which he was to govern, and can better understand his ambitions, his difficulties, and his successes. A country of priests and soldiers, of beautiful women and gallant men; a social atmosphere already alive with light, gayety, and brightness, but swayed with pride and superstition, with worldliness and austerity; loyal to Rome, greedy for new territory, the feudal lords imperious masters of complaining yet valiant serfs; racked everywhere by civil feuds and petty wars and instinctive jealousies of French and foreign blood — this was Normandy. The Englishmen come and go and learn good manners and the customs of chivalry, England herself is growing rich and stupid, for Harthacnut had introduced a damaging custom of eating four great meals a day, and his subjects had followed the fashion, though that king himself had died of it and of his other habit of drinking all night long with merry companions. 
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IX. ACROSS THE CHANNEL.
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 —One decree
Spake laws to them, and said that, by the soul
Only, the nations should be great and free. — Wordsworth.

It is time to take a closer look at England and at the shameful degradations of Æthelreds time. The inroads of the Danes read like the early history of Normandy, and we must take a step backward in the condition of civilization when we cross to the other side of the Channel. There had been great changes since Ælfreds wise and prosperous reign, or even since the time of Æthelreds predecessor, Eadgar, who was rowed in his royal-barge at Chester by eight of his vassal kings — Kenneth of Scots, Malcolm of Cumberland, Maccus of the Isles, and five Welsh monarchs. The lord of Britain was gracious enough to do the steering for so noble a company of oarsmen, and it was considered the proudest day that ever had shone upon an English king.

We must remind ourselves of the successive waves of humanity which had overspread England in past ages, leaving traces of each like less evident geologic strata. From the stone and bronze age people, through the Celts with their Pictish and Scottish remnant, through the Roman invasion, and the Saxon, more powerful and enduring than any from our point of view, we may trace a kinship to our Normans across the water. But the English descendants of Celts, Danes, Angles, Saxons, and Jutes needed to feel a new influence and refreshing of their better instincts by way of Normandy.

Perhaps each one of the later rulers of Britain thought he had fallen upon as hard and stormy times and had as much responsibility as anybody who ever wielded a sceptre, but in the reign of the second Æthelred, there are much greater dramas being played, and we feel, directly we get a hint of it, as children do who have been loitering among petty side-shows on their way to a great play. Here come the Danes again, the kings of Denmark and the whole population of Norway one would think, to read the records, and this time they attack England with such force and determination that within less than forty years a Danish king is master of Britain.

If Æthelred had been a better man this might never have happened, but among all the Saxon kings he seems to have been the worst — thoroughly bad, weak, cowardly, and cruel. He was sure to do things he had better have left alone, and to neglect his plain duty. Other kings had fallen on as hard, perplexing times as he, but they had been strong enough to keep some sort of control of themselves at any rate. Dunstan the archbishop warned the people, when Æthelred was crowned, that they had no idea of the trouble that was coming, and through the whole reign things went from bad to worse. Dreadful things happened which we can hardly blame the silly king for — like a plague among cattle, and the burning of London in 982; and a few years afterward there was a terrible invasion of the Norwegians, and we have seen that aid and comfort were ready for them over in Bayeux and the pirate cities of Normandy.

Now we first hear of the Danegelt, great sums of money, always doubling and increasing, that were paid the Northmen as bribes to go away and leave England in peace. The paying of this Danegelt became a greater load than the nation could carry, for the pirates liked nothing better than to gather a great fleet of ships every few months and come to anchor off the coast, sending a messenger to make the highwaymans favorite request, your money or your life! One of the first sums boldly demanded of Æthelreds aldermen was ten thousand pounds. We can see how rapidly the wealth of England had increased, for in Ælfreds time the fine for killing a king was a hundred and twenty shillings, and this was considered a great sum of money; the penalty for taking a peasants life was only five shillings, which makes us understand, without any doubt, the scarceness and value of money. Here are some extracts from the English chronicle, which had been kept since Bedes time and for many years after this, which will show how miserably every thing was going on: 

1001. The army [the Danes of course] went over the land and did as was their wont. Slew and burned ... it was sad in every way for they never ceased from their evil.

1002. In this year the king and his witan resolved, that tribute would be paid and peace made with them, on condition that they should cease from their evil. This they accepted and were paid, £24,000.

1006. At midwinter the Winchester folk might see an insolent and fearless army as they went by their gate to the sea, and fetched them food and treasure over fifty miles from the sea. Then was there so great awe of the army that no one could think or devise how they should be driven from the country. Every shire in Wessex had they cruelly marked with burning and with harrying. The king began then with his witan earnestly to consider what might seem most advisable to them all, so that the country might be protected ere it were at last undone. This time the tribute was £36,000, and another time the ships put to sea with a Danegelt of £48,000.

England grew more and more miserable and shamefully unable to defend herself, the captains of her fleet were incapable or treacherous, and at last, when some of the ships had been wrecked and there had been some sad disasters at sea, the chronicle has a more despairing tone than ever. It was as if all counsel had come to an end, the writer says, and the king and aldermen and all the high witan went home, and let the toil of all the nation lightly perish. 

Æthelred the Unready won for himself, in his reign of thirty-eight years, the hearty contempt and distrust of all his people. There is a temptation to blame him for the misery of England, and to attribute it all to his faults and to the low aims and standards of his character, to his worthless ambitions. But, in a general way, the great men, or notorious men of history, who stand out before a dim and half-forgotten background, are only typical of their time and representative of it. One very good man, or bad man, cannot be absolutely a single specimen of his kind; there must be others who rank with him, and who have been his upholders and influencers. So while the story of any nation is in its early chapters, and seems to be merely an account of one ruler or statesman after another, we must not forget that each symbolized his day and generation, — a brave leader of a brave race, or a dull or placid or serene representative of a secure, inactive age.

Although there was blundering enough and treachery in Æthelreds reign, there was a splendid exception in the victories and steadfastness of the city of London, which was unsuccessfully attacked again and again by the Danes. The heathen, as the English called their enemies, were lucky in their two leaders, the king of Norway, and the king of Denmark. Olaf, the first-named, was converted after a while, and going from the islands of Orkney to England, he was baptized there, and the English bishops were very kind to him, and Æthelred gave him some presents, and made him promise that he would not come plundering to England any more. We are quite surprised to hear that the promise was kept. Swegen the Dane promised too, but he appeared again after a while, and Æthelred thought he would improve upon the fashion of paying Danegelt by ordering a general massacre of all the Danes instead. Afterward somebody tried to excuse such a piece of barbarianism by saying that the Danes had plotted against the king, but even if they had, Æthelred showed a wretched spirit. It was a time of peace, but he sent secret messengers all through the country, and as the English were only too glad to carry out such orders, there was a terrible slaughter of men, women, and children.

Next year Swegen came back to avenge the wrong, all the more readily because his own sister and her husband and son were among the murdered, and the poor woman had made a prophecy, as she fell, dying, that misery and vengeance should fall upon the English for their sins. For a long time afterward the Danes were very fierce and kept England in fear and disorder. Once they laid siege to Canterbury, and when it had fallen into their hands they demanded Danegelt from the Archbishop, a very good old man. He had a heart full of pity for his poor people already so abominably taxed and oppressed in every way, and was brave enough to squarely refuse, so the Danes slew him with horrible torture; one might tell many such stories of the cruelty and boldness of the invaders. Æthelred was perfectly helpless or else cowardly and indifferent, and presently Swegen, who had gone back to the North returned with a great fleet and a swarm of followers, and not long afterward he conquered every sort of opposition, even that of the brave Londoners, and was proclaimed king of England. Here was a change indeed! the silly Saxon king and his wife and children fled across the sea to Normandy, and Swegen sat upon the throne. He began to reign in splendid state; he had the handsomest ships afloat, all decked out with figures of men and birds and beasts wrought in silver and amber and gold, and fine decorations of every sort. No doubt he had made fine plans and meant to do great deeds, but he died suddenly within a very short time, and the people believed he was frightened to death by a vision.

Æthelred was in Normandy at the court of Richard the Fearless. You remember that Richards sister Emma went over to England to marry the unready king. Æthelred had one older son, Eadmund Ironside, beside the two boys who were Emmas children, and the hearts of the English turned to their old king, and at last they sent for him to come back, in spite of his faults. He made many fine promises, and seems to have done a great deal better most of the time during the last two years that he lived. Perhaps he had taken some good lessons from the Norman court. But Cnut, Swegens son, came back to England, just before he died, as fearless as a hawk, and led his men from one victory to another, and Æthelred faded out of life to everybodys relief. When he was dead at last, the witan chose Cnut for king in his stead, but the Londoners, who were rich and strong, and who hated the Danes bitterly — the Londoners would have none of the pirates to reign over them, and elected young Eadmund Ironside, a valiant soldier and loyal-hearted fellow who feared nothing and was ready to dare every thing. The two young kings were well matched and fought six great battles, in most of which Ironside gained the advantage, but at last the Danes beat him back — and though everybody was ready for a seventh battle, the witan showed their wisdom for once and forbade any more fighting, and somehow managed to proclaim peace. The young kings treated each other most generously, and called each other brother, and were very cordial and good-natured. They agreed to divide the kingdom, so that Eadmund Ironside had all England south of the Thames — East Anglia and Essex and London. Cnut took all the northern country and owned Eadmund for his over-lord, but within the year Cnut reigned alone. Eadmund died suddenly — some say that he was murdered, and some that he had worn himself out with his tremendous activity and anxiety. It is a great temptation to follow out the story of such a man, and especially because he lived in such an important time, but we must hurry now to the point where Norman and English history can be told together, and only stop to explain such things as will make us able to understand and take sides in the alliance of the two vigorous, growing nations.
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KING CNUT.

(From the Register of Hyde Abbey.)

Cnuts life, too, is endlessly interesting. He began by behaving like a pirate, and the latter part of his reign was a great reform and a very comfortable time for England, so scarred and spoiled by war. In the beginning there was a great question about the kingship. In those days it was a matter of great importance that the king should be able to rule and able to fight, and the best and most powerful member of the royal family was the proper one to choose. The English for a long time had elected their kings, and Cnut, though he held half the country, was very careful not to seize the rest by force. We watch with great interest his wielding of rude politics before the witan; he called them into council and laid his claim before them.

Eadmund Ironside had left two little sons, but nobody thought of their being his successors. Indeed Cnut showed a great fear of the royal family, and took care that his rivals should be disposed of; he knew that the witan and everybody else were tired of the everlasting war and bloodshed. He was fierce and downright in his demands, and in the end the heirs of Ironside were all passed over — the Athelings or princes were all set aside, and Cnut the Dane was king of England.

Ironsides brother, Eadwy, of whom the best things are said, was outlawed, and died within a few months under very suspicious circumstances. The two little boys, Ironsides sons, were sent out of the country to Cnuts half-brother, the king of Sweden, with orders that they should be put out of the way. The king felt such pity for the innocent children, that he sent them away to Hungary instead of having them murdered. The Hungarian king, Stephen, was a saint and a hero, and he was very kind to the poor exiles, and brought them up carefully. One died young, but we shall hear again about the other.

Cnut did a very surprising thing next. He sent for Queen Emma to come back again from the Norman court to marry him. She must have been a good deal older than he, but she was still a beautiful woman, and marked with the famous Norman dignity and grace. Cnut promised that if they should ever have a son born, he should be the next king of England. Emmas two elder sons, Ælfred and Eadward, were left in Normandy, and there they grew up quite apart from their mother, and thinking much more of their Norman descent and belonging than of their English heritage.

Cnut now appears in the light of a model sovereign for those days. He had renounced all his pagan ideas, and been christened and received into the Church. We might expect that he would have pushed his own countrymen forward and all the Danish interests, but it was quite the other way. At the beginning of his reign he had executed several powerful English nobles whose influence and antagonism he had reason to fear; but now he favored the English in a marked way, and even ordered his ships and all the pirates and fighting men back to the North. It seems very strange, now, that a king of England ever reigned over Sweden and Denmark, and Norway beside, but it seems as if Cnut were prouder of being king of England than of all his other powers and dignities. He was not only very gracious and friendly with his English subjects at home, but he sent them abroad to be bishops, and displeased the Danish parishes by such arrangements.

We all know the story of the rising tide, and Cnuts reproof to his courtiers on the sea-shore. As we read about him we are reminded a little of Rolf the Ganger, and his growth from pirate fashions to a more gentle and decent humanity. The two men were not so very unlike after all, but I must confess that I think with a good deal of sympathy of Cnuts decision to go on a pilgrimage to Rome. It was expecting a good deal of the young sea-rover that he should stay quietly at home to rule his kingdom. The spirit of adventure stirred in his veins, and we may be sure that he enjoyed his long and perilous overland journey to Italy. He made the road safer for his countrymen who might also have a pious desire to worship at the famous foreign shrines. He complained to the emperor and the priests at Rome about the robber-chiefs who pounced down upon travellers from their castles in the Alps, and they promised to keep better order. The merchants and pilgrims were often laden with rich offerings for the churches, besides goods which they wished to sell, and the robbers kept watch for them. Their ruined fortresses are still perched along the Alpine passes, and one cannot help hoping that Cnut had some exciting disputes with his enemies, and a taste of useful fighting and proper discipline among the bold marauders.

He wrote a famous letter about his pilgrimage, directed to the archbishops, and bishops, the great men, and all the people. He tells whom he saw in Rome — the Pope, and the German Emperor, and other great lords of the earth; and says, with pride, that every one has treated him handsomely, and what fine presents he has had given him to carry home. He had come to Rome for the good of his people, and for the salvation of his own soul, he tells them seriously; and one thing he did for England was to complain of the heavy taxes the church had put upon it, and the Pope promised that such injustice should not happen any more. There is something very touching in the way that he says he had made a great many good resolves about his future life, and that he is not ashamed to own that he has done wrong over and over again, but he means, by Gods help, to amend entirely. He vows to Heaven that he will govern his life rightly, and rule his kingdom honestly and piously, and that neither rich nor poor shall be oppressed or hardshipped. There never was a better letter, altogether, and Cnut kept his promises so well that the old Anglo-Saxon chronicle, which aches with stories of war and trouble, grows quite dull now in the later years of his reign. There was nothing to tell any more, the monks thought who kept the record; but we know, for that very reason, that the English farms flourished, and the wheat fields waved in the summer wind, the towns grew rich, and the merchants prosperous; and when the English-Northman king died, it was a sad day for England. Cnut was only forty years old, but that was a long time for a king to live. His son, Harold Harefoot, reigned in his stead, and many of the old troubles of the country sprang up at once, as if they had only been asleep for a little while, and were by no means out-grown or ended.

Harold Harefoot was not in the least pious, and behaved himself with most unreasonable folly, and fortunately died at the close of four years of insult and unworthiness. Then Harthacnut, the younger brother, was made king, and he promptly demanded a Danegelt, the most hateful of taxes, and did a great many things which only reopened the breach between Dane and Englishman, though it had seemed to be smoothed over somewhat in his fathers time. Harold had done one brutal thing that towered above all the rest. The two princes who had been living in Normandy thought there might be some chance of their gaining a right to the throne, and the younger one, Ælfred, had come over to England with his knights and gentlemen. Harold seized them and was most cruel; he first blinded his half-brother and then had him put to death. This made a great noise in Normandy, and there is one good thing to be said about Harthacnut, that he was bitterly angry with his brother, and also with Earl Godwine, a famous nobleman, who was the most powerful man in England next the king. He was Cnuts favorite and chief adviser, but Harthacnut suspected that he had a hand in Ælfreds murder. Nobody has ever been quite clear about the matter. Godwine and all his lords swore that he was innocent, and gave the king a magnificent ship with all sorts of splendors belonging to it, besides nearly a hundred men in full armor, and gold bracelets to make them as grand as could be. So the king accepted Godwines oath in view of such a polite attention, but he asked Eadward to leave the Norman court and come over to live with him. Eadward came, and in two years he was king of England, Harthacnut having died a wretched drunken death.

So again there was a descendant of Ælfred the Great and the house of Cerdic on the throne. Eadward was the last of the line, and in his day began the most exciting and important chapter of English history — the Norman Conquest.

We have come quickly along the line of Danish kings, and now it is time to stop and take a more careful look at the state of manners and customs in England, and make ourselves sure what the English people of that time were like, how they lived in their houses, and what changes had come to the country in general. There were certain hindrances to civilization, and lacks of a fitting progress and true growth. Let us see what these things were, and how the greater refinement of the Normans, their superior gifts and graces, must come into play a little later. There was some deep meaning in the fusion of the two peoples, and more than one reason why they could form a greater nation together than either Normans or Englishmen could alone.

First, the dwellers on English soil had shown a tendency, not yet entirely outgrown, to fall back into a too great indulgence in luxurious living. When the storm and strain of conquest, of colonization, had spent itself, the Englishmen of Eadwards and Cnuts time betook themselves to feasting and lawlessness, of the sort that must undermine the vigor of any people. The fat of the land tempted them in many ways, and they sank under such habits as quickly as they had risen under the necessities that war makes for sacrifices and temperance. They were suffering, too, from their insularity; they were taken up with their own affairs, and had kept apart from the progress of the rest of Europe. There was a new wave and impulse of scholarship, which had not yet reached them. It was ebb-tide in England in more ways than one; and time for those Normans to appear who, to use the words of one of their historians, borrow every thing and make it their own, and their presence is chiefly felt in increased activity and more rapid development of institutions, literature, and art. Thus ... they perfect, they organize every thing, and everywhere appear to be the master spirits of their age.

The English people had become so impatient of the misrule of Cnuts sons, that the remembrance of Cnuts glories was set aside for the time being, and no more Danish kings were desired. All folk chose Eadward to king, says the chronicle, and evidently the hearts of the people were turned, full of hope and affection, to the exiled son of Æthelred and Emma, who had been since his childhood at the Norman court. His murdered brother Ælfred had been canonized by the romantic sympathy of his English friends; he was remembered now as a saintly young martyr to English patriotism, and the disreputable reign of Cnuts sons had made the virtues of the ancient race of English kings very bright by comparison. The new king must be of English blood and a link with past prosperity. The son of Eadmund Ironside was an exile also in the distant court of Hungary, but Eadward, a gentle, pious man, was near at hand, and there were a thousand voices ready to shout for him even while Harthacnut lay unburied in the royal robes and trappings.

There was an opposition on the part of the Danes, who were naturally disinclined to any such change, and when the formal election and consecration of the new king took place, some months after this popular vote, all Earl Godwines power and influence were brought to bear before certain important votes could be won. Indeed, at first Eadward himself was apparently hard to persuade to accept his high office. He seems to have been much more inclined to a religious life than to statesmanship, but between much pushing from behind in Normandy and the eager entreaties of his English friends, he was forced to make his way again across the Channel. There are interesting accounts, which may or may not be true, of his conversations with Godwine; but the stronger man prevailed. The very promise he made to uphold the new kings rights might make Eadward feel assured and hopeful of some stability and quietness in his reign. England was far behind Normandy in social or scholarly progress; to reign over Englishmen did not appear the most rewarding or alluring career to the fastidious, delicate, cloister-man. The rough-heartiness and red-cheeked faces of his subjects must have contrasted poorly with his Norman belongings, so much more refined and thoughtful, not to say adroit and dissembling. England was still divided into four parts, as Cnut had left it. His scheme of the four great earldoms had proved a bad one enough, for it had only made the nation weaker, and kept up continual rivalries and jealousies between the lords of Northumbria, Mercia, East Anglia, and Wessex. The northern territory was chiefly Danish in its traditions, and though there was a nominal subjection to the king, Northumbria was almost wholly independent of any over-rule. In Mercia, Lady Godiva and Earl Leofric were spending their lives and their great wealth, chiefly in furthering all sorts of religious houses and good works of the churches.

The greatest earl of all was Godwine of Wessex, the true leader of the English and a most brave and loyal man. Cnut had trusted him, and while there were enough jealous eyes to look at his kingly prosperity, and malicious tongues ready to whisper about his knowledge of young Ælfreds murder, or his favor and unrighteous advancement of his own family to places of power, Godwine still held the confidence of a great faction among the English people. His son Harold was earl of East Anglia, and they were lawful governors, between them, of the whole southern part of the kingdom. It was mainly through Godwines influence that Eadward was crowned king, and we may look to the same cause for his marriage with the earls daughter Edith, but the line of English princes, of whom Godwine hoped to be ancestor, never appeared, for the king was childless, and soon made an enemy of his father-in-law. Some people say that Godwine did not treat his royal son with much respect having once put him on the throne. Eadward too never was able to forget the suspicion about Ælfreds murder, so the breach between him and the great earl was widened year by year. Eadward was not the sturdy English monarch for whom his people had hoped; he was Norman at heart, as a man might well be who had learned to speak in the foreign tongue, and had made the friendships of his boyhood and manhood in the dukes court and cloisters. Priestcraft was dearer to him than statecraft, and his name of The Confessor showed what almost saintly renown he had won from those who were his friends and upholders.

It did not suit very well that one Norman gentleman after another came to London to fill some high official position. Eadward appeared to wish to surround himself wholly with Normans, and the whole aspect of the English court was changed little by little. The king proved his own weakness in every way — he was as like Æthelred the Unready as a good man could be like a bad one.

Godwine grew more and more angry, and his determination to show that England could do without the crowds of interlopers who were having every thing their own way worked him disaster for a time. There was a party of the kings friends journeying homeward to Normandy, who stopped overnight in the city of Dover and demanded its hospitality in insolent fashion. The Dover men would not be treated like slaves, and a fight followed in which the Frenchmen were either killed or driven out of the town. Eadward of course sided with his friends, and was very indignant; he sent orders to Earl Godwine, who was governor of the region, to punish the offenders, but Godwine refused squarely unless the men should have been fairly tried and given a chance to speak for themselves. This ended in a serious quarrel, and the king gained a victory without any battle either, for there was a sudden shifting of public feeling in Eadwards favor — Godwines own men forsook him and were loyal to the crown, and the great earl was banished for conscience sake, he and all his family, for the king even sent away his own wife, though he kept all her lands and treasures, which was not so saint-like and unworldly as one might have expected. One of Godwines sons had proved himself a very base and treacherous man, and the earl had shielded him; this was one reason why his defence of English liberty was so overlooked by his countrymen, but the Normans had a great triumph over this defeat, and praised the pious king and told long stories of his austere life, his prayers, and holy life. After he was canonized these stories were lengthened still more, but while he was yet without a halo some of his contemporaries charge him with laziness and incapacity. He certainly was lacking in kingly qualities, but he gained the respect and love of many of his subjects, and was no doubt as good as so weak a man could be. After his death Englishmen praised him the more because they liked William the Conqueror the less, and as for the Normans they liked anybody better than Harold, who had been a much more formidable opponent in his claim to the English crown. Mr. Freeman says:  —— —— —— The duties of secular government ... were ... always something which went against the grain. His natural place was not on the throne of England, but at the head of a Norman abbey.... For his virtues were those of a monk; all the real man came out in his zeal for collecting relics, in his visions, in his religious exercises, in his gifts to churches and monasteries, in his desire to mark his reign as its chief result, by the foundation of his great abbey of Saint Peter at Westminster. In a prince of the manly piety of Ælfred things of this sort form only a part, a pleasing and harmonious part, of the general character. In Eadward they formed the whole man.

The chronicler who writes most flatteringly of him acknowledges that he sometimes had shocking fits of bad temper, but that he was never betrayed into unbecoming language. On some occasions he was hardly held back by Godwine or Harold from civil war and massacre; though he was conscientious within the limit of his intelligence, and had the art of giving a gracious refusal and the habit of affability and good manners. William of Malmesbury, the chronicler, tells us that he kept his royal dignity, but that he took no pleasure in wearing his robes of state, even though they were worked for him by his affectionate queen. Like his father, he was ever under the dominion of favorites, and this was quickly enough discovered and played upon by Norman ecclesiastics and Norman and Breton gentlemen in search of adventure and aggrandizement. It makes a great difference whether we read the story of this time in English or in French records. Often the stories are directly opposite to each other, and only the most careful steps along the path keep one from wandering off one way or the other into unjust partisanship. Especially is this true of Godwine, the confessors great contemporary. He seems, at any rate, to have been a man much ahead of his time in knowledge of affairs and foresight of the probable effects from the causes of his own day. His brother earls were jealous of him; the Church complained of his lack of generosity; even his acknowledged eloquence was listened to incredulously; and his good government of his own provinces, praised though it was, did not gain him steady power. His good government made him, perhaps more than any thing else, the foremost Englishman of his time, and presently we shall see how deep a feeling there was for him in England, and how much confidence and affection were shown in his welcome back from exile, though he had been allowed to go away with such sullen disapproval. Godwines wife, Gytha, was a Danish woman, which was probably a closer link with that faction in the northern earldom than can be clearly understood at this late day. Lord Lyttons novel, called Harold, makes this famous household seem to live before our eyes, and the brief recital of its fortunes and conditions here cannot be more than a hint of the real romance and picturesqueness of the story.

The absence of Godwine in Flanders — a whole years absence — had taught his countrymen what it was to be without him. They were sadly annoyed and troubled by the kings continued appointment of Normans to every place of high honor that fell vacant. Bishoprics and waste lands alike were pounced upon by the hangers-on at court, and castles were lifting their ugly walls within sight of each other almost, here and there in the quiet English fields. Even in London itself the great White Tower was already setting its strong foundations; a citadel for the town, a fort to keep the borderers and Danes at bay were necessary enough to a country, but England was being turned into another Normandy and Brittany, with these new houses that were built for war, as if every mans neighbor were his enemy. The square high towers were no fit places for men to live in who tilled the soil and tended their flocks and herds. There were too many dark dungeons provided among the foundation stones beside, and the English farmers whispered together about their new townsfolk and petty lords, and feared the evil days that were to come.

The ruined Roman houses and strange tall stones of the Druid temples were alike thrown down and used to build these new castles. Men who had strayed as far as the Norman coasts had stories enough to tell; what landmarks of oppression these same castles were in their own country, and how the young Duke William had levelled many of them to the ground in quarrelsome Normandy. There was no English word for this awesome new word — castles! The free and open halls of the English thanes were a strange contrast to the new order of dwelling-places. Robert of Jumièges had been made Archbishop of Canterbury, and a host of his countrymen surrounded the king more and more closely and threatened to deprive the English of their just rights. It was this monk Robert who had beat into the kings head that his brother Ælfred had come to his death through Earl Godwine.

It is very easy to tell the story of the Normans from the English side. Let us cross the Channel again to Rouen and see what effect the condition of English affairs was having upon the young duke. It would not be strange if his imagination were busy with some idea of enlarging his horizon by a look at his neighbors. Eadward had no heir, they had talked together oftentimes, perhaps, about the possibility of making one noble great kingdom by the joining of England and Normandy. Every day more stories reached his ears of the wealth and fruitfulness of the Confessors kingdom.
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X. THE BATTLE OF VAL-ÈS-DUNES.
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Who stood with head erect and shining eyes,
As if the beacon of some promised land
Caught his strong vision, and entranced it there. — A. F.

The Vikings grandchildren had by no means lost their love for journeying by land or sea. As in old Norway one may still find bits of coral and rudely shaped precious stones set in the quaintly wrought silver ornaments made by the peasants, so in Normandy there are pieces of Spanish leather and treasures from the east and from the south, relics of the plundering of a later generation. Roger de Toesny, one of Williams fiercest enemies, does not become well-known to us until we trace out something of his history as a wanderer before he came to join Talvas in a well-planned rebellion.

In Duke Richard the Goods time there was a restless spirit of adventure stirring in Norman hearts, and the foundations were laid of the Southern kingdoms which made such a change in Europe. A Norman invasion of Spain came to nothing in comparison with those more important settlements, but in 1018 Roger de Toesny carried the Norman arms into the Spanish peninsula. A long time before this Richard the Fearless had persuaded a large company of his Scandinavian subjects to wander that way, being pagan to the hearts-core and hopelessly inharmonious. Roger followed them on a grand crusade against the infidel Saracen, and also hoped to gain a kingdom for himself. He was of the noblest blood in Normandy, of Rolf the Gangers own family, and well upheld the warlike honor of his house in his daring fights with the infidel. Almost unbelievable stories are told of his cannibal-like savagery with his captives, but the very same stories are told of another man, so we will not stop to moralize upon Rogers wickedness. He married the Spanish countess of Barcelona, who did homage to the king of France, and every thing looked prosperous at one time for his dominion, but it never really took root after all, and de Toesny went back again to Normandy, and blazed out instantly with tremendous wrath at the pretentions of William the Bastard. He could not believe that the proud Norman barons and knights would ever submit to such a degradation. De Talvas was only too glad to greet so sympathetic an ally, and the opposition to the young duke took a more formidable shape than ever before.

All through Williams earliest years the feudal lords spent most of their strength in quarrelling with each other, but de Toesnys appearance gave the signal for a league against the ruler whom they despised. William was no longer a child, and rumors of his premature sagacity, and his uncommon strength and quickness in war, were flying about from town to town and warned his enemies that they had no time to lose if they meant to crush him down. He was a noble-looking lad and had shown a natural preference for a soldiers life; at fifteen he had demanded to be made a knight of the old Norman tradition in which lurked a memory of Scandinavian ceremonies. None save Duke William could bend Duke Williams bow, and while these glowing accounts of him were written from a later standpoint, and his story might easily be read backward, as a fulfilment of prophecy, we can be sure, at least, that his power asserted itself in a marked way, and that he soon gained importance and mustered a respectable company of followers as the beginning of a brilliant and almost irresistible court and army. Even King Henry of France was jealous of his vassals rising fame and popularity, and felt obliged to pay William a deference that his years did not merit. All through the first twelve years men felt that the boy Williams life was in danger, and that, whatever respect Henry paid him, was likely to be changed to open animosity and disdain the moment that there was a good excuse. We have a glimpse now and then of the lonely lad at his sport in the forest about Falaise and Valognes, where he set apart preserves for hunting. We follow him from Alan of Brittanys wardship, to the guardian he chose himself, who held the place of tutor with that of captain-general of the Norman army, but, guardian or no guardian, he pushed forward single-handed, and mastered others, beside himself, in a way that the world never will cease to wonder at. 

Roger de Toesny refused allegiance to begin with, and with loud expressions of his scorn of the Bastard, began to lay waste his neighbors lands as if they, too, had been Saracens and merited any sort of punishment. We first hear the name of De Beaumont, famous enough ever since, in an account of a battle which some of Rogers outraged victims waged against him. Grantmesnil, too, is a name that we shall know very well by and by, when William has gone over to England with his Norman lords. Normandy never got over its excitement and apparent astonishment at Williams presence and claims; but even in his boyhood he was the leader of a party. So lively and spirited was he, that it seemed to all a marvel, says one of the old chroniclers, with enthusiasm. When he began to take deep interest in his affairs, the news of revolts and disorderliness in the country moved him to violent fits of irritation, but he soon learned to hide these instinctively, and the chronicle goes on to say that he had welling up in his childs heart all the vigor of a man to teach the Normans to forbear from all acts of irregularity. In this outbreak against de Toesny he found an irresistible temptation to assert his mastery, and boy as he was, he really made himself felt; De Toesny was killed in the fierce little battle, and his death gave a temporary relief from such uprisings; but William comes more and more to the front, and all Normandy takes sides either for or against him. This was no insignificant pretender, but one to be feared; his guardians and faithful men who had held to him for good or bad reasons, were mostly put out of the way by their enemies, and there was nobody at last who could lead the Bastards men to battle better than he could himself.

Henry of France had been biding his time, and now Guy of Burgundy, the son of Williams cousin, whom he had welcomed kindly at his feudal court, puts in a claim to the dukedom of Normandy. He helped forward a conspiracy, and one night, while William was living in his favorite castle at Valognes, the jester came knocking with his bauble, and crying at the chamber door, begging him to fly for his life: They are already armed; they are getting ready; to delay is death! cried poor Golet the fool; and his master leaped out of bed, seized his clothes, and ran to the stables for his horse. Presently he was galloping away toward Falaise for dear life, and to this day the road he took is called the Dukes road. This was in 1044, and William was nineteen years old. He was not slow to understand that the rebels had again risen, and that the conspiracy was more than a conspiracy; it was a determined insurrection. All the night long, as he rode across the country in the bright moonlight, he was thinking about his plans, no doubt, and great energies and determinations were suddenly waked in his heart. This was more than a dislike of himself and the tan-yard inheritance; it was the old rivalry of the Frenchmen and Northmen. The old question of supremacy and race prejudice was to be fought over once more and for the last time with any sort of distinctness. This was not the petty animosity of one baron or another; it was almost the whole nobility of Normandy against their duke. 

There was one episode of the dukes journey which is worth telling: He had ridden for dear life, and had forded many a stream, and one, more dangerous, tide inlet where the rivers Oune and Vire flowed out to sea; and when he got safe across, he went into the Church of St. Clement, in the Bayeux district, to kneel down and say his prayers.

As the sun rose, he came close to the church and castle of Rye, and the Lord of Rye was standing at the castle gate in the clear morning air. William spurred his horse, and was for hurrying by, but this faithful vassal, whose name was Hubert, knew him, and stopped him, and begged to be told the reason of such a headlong journey. The Lord of Rye was very hospitable, and the tired duke dismounted, and was made welcome in the house; and presently a fresh horse was brought out for him, and the three brave sons of the loyal house were mounted also to ride by his side to Falaise. This hospitality was not forgotten. Later, in England, their grateful guest set them in high places, and favored them in princely fashion. Guy, of Burgundy had been brought up with William as a friend and kinsman, and had been treated with great generosity. He was master of some great estates, and one of these was a powerful border fortress between Normandy and France. His friends were many, and he found listeners enough to his propositions. Born of the princely houses of Burgundy and Normandy, he claimed the duchy as his inherited right; and while so many in court and camp were ashamed of their lawful leader, and ready to deny his authority, came Guys opportunity. 

William was cautious, and not without experience. When he was only a baby he had caught at the straw on which he lay, and would not let go his hold, and this sign of his future power and persistence had been proved a true one. The quarrelsome, lawless lords felt that their days of liberty for themselves, and oppression of everybody else, would soon be over if they did not strike quickly. They dreaded so strong and stern a master, and rallied to the standard of the Bastards rival, Guy of Burgundy.

There were some of the first nobles of the Côtentin who forsook their young duke for this rival who was hardly Norman at all, as they usually decided such points. His Norman descent was on the spindle side rather than the sword, to use the old distinction, and his mothers ancestors would not have prevented him in other days from being called almost a Frenchman. There is a tradition that Guy promised to divide the lands of Normandy with his allies, keeping only the old French grant to Rolf for himself, and this must have been the cause of the treason of the descendants of Rolfs and William Longswords loyal colonists. It would amaze us to see the change in the life and surroundings of the feudal lords even in the years of Williams minority. The leader of the barons in the revolt was the Viscount of Coutances, the son of that chief who had defeated Æthelred of England and his host nearly half a century before. He lived in a castle on the river Oune, near which he afterward built his great St. Saviours Abbey. This was the central point of the insurrection, and from his tower Neal of St. Saviour could take a wide survey of his beautiful Côtentin country with its plough-land and pastures and forests, the great minster of Lessay, and the cliffs and marshes; the sturdy castles of his feudal lords scattered far and wide. There came to Saint Saviours also Randolf of Bayeux, and Hamon of Thorigny and of Creuilly, and Grimbald of Plessis, and each of them made his fortress ready for a siege, and swore to defend Guy of Burgundy and to use every art of war and even treachery to subdue and disgrace William. I say even treachery, but that was the first resort of these insurgents rather than the last. They had laid the deep plot to seize and murder him at Valognes, and Grimbald was to have struck the blow.

King Henry of France was another enemy at heart. It is difficult at first to understand his course toward his young neighbor. He never had fairly acknowledged him, and William on his part had never put his hands into the kings and announced with the loyal homage of his ancestors that he was Henrys man. While Normandy was masterless in Williams youth, there was a good chance, never likely to come again in one mans lifetime, for the king to assert his authority and to seize at least part of the Norman territory. The discontent with the base-born heir to the dukedom might not have been enough by itself to warrant such usurpation, but then, while the feudal lords were in such turmoil and so taken up with, for the most part, merely neighborhood quarrels; while they had so little national and such fierce sectional feeling, would have been the time for an outsider to enrich himself at their expense. It was not yet time for Normandy to be provoked into a closer unification by any outside danger. The French and Scandinavian factions were still distinct and suspicious of each other, but it was already too late when King Henry at last, without note or warning, poured his soldiers across the Norman boundary and invaded the Evreçin; too late indeed in view of what followed, and in spite of the temporary blazing up of new jealousies and the revival of old grievances and hatreds. Henry won a victory and triumph for the time being; he demanded the famous border castle of Tillières and insisted that it should be destroyed, and though the brave commander held out for some time even against Williams orders, he finally surrendered. Henry placed a strong garrison there at once, and after getting an apparently strong hold on Normandy there followed a time of peace. The king seemed to be satisfied, but no doubt the young dukes mind was busy enough with a forced survey of his enemies, already declared or still masked by hypocrisy, and of his own possible and probable resources. A readiness to do the things that must be done was making a true man of Duke William even in his boyhood. For many years he had seen revolt and violence grow more easy and more frequent in his dukedom; the noise of quarrels and fighting grew louder and louder. In his first great battle at Val-ès-dunes the rule of the Côtentin lords and Guy of Burgundy, or the rule of William the Bastard, struggled for the mastery. 

It was a great battle in importance rather than in numbers. William called to his loyal provinces for help, and the knights came riding to court from the romance-side of Normandy, while from the Bessin and the Côtentin the rebels came down to meet them. It seems strange that, when William represents to us the ideal descendant of the Northmen, the Scandinavian element in his dukedom was the first to oppose him. For once King Henry stood by his vassal, and when William asked for help in that most critical time, it was not withheld. Henry had not been ashamed to take part with the Norman traitors in past times, and now that there was a chance of breaking the ducal government in pieces and adding a great district to France, we are more than ever puzzled to know why he did not make the most of the occasion. Perhaps he felt that the rule of the dukes was better than the rule of the mutinous barons of the Côtentin, and likely, on the whole, to prove less dangerous. So when William claimed protection, it was readily granted, and the king came to his aid at the head of a body of troops, and helped to win the victory.

We hear nothing of the Norman archers yet in the chroniclers story of the fight. They were famous enough afterward, but this battle was between mounted knights, a true battle of chivalry. The place was near the river Orne, and the long slopes of the low hills stretched far and wide, covered with soft turf, like the English downs across the Channel, lying pleasantly toward the sun. Master Wace writes the story of the day in the Roman de Rou, and sketches the battle-field with vivid touches of his pen. Mr. Freeman says, in a note beneath his own description, that he went over the ground with Mr. Green, his fellow-historian, for company, and Master Waces book in hand for guide. In the Roman de Rou there is a hint that not only the peasantry, but the poorer gentlemen as well, were secretly on Williams side, that the prejudice and distrust toward the feudal lords was very great, and that there was more confidence in a sovereign than in the irksome tyranny of less powerful lords.

The barons of Saxon Bayeux and Danish Coutances were matched against the loyal burghers of Falaise, Romanized Rouen, and the men of the bishops cities of Liseux and Evreux. King Henry stopped at the little village of Valmeray to hear mass, as he came up from the south with his followers, and presently the duke joined them in the great plain beyond. The rebels are there too; the horses will not stand in place together, they have caught the spirit of the encounter, and the bright bosses of the shields; the lances, tied with gay ribbons, glitter and shine, as the long line of knights bends and lifts and wavers like some fluttering gay decoration, — some many-colored huge silken splendor all along the green grass. The birds fly over swiftly, and return as quickly, puzzled by the strange appearance of their country-side. Their nests in the grass are trampled under foot — the world is alive with men in armor, who laugh loudly and swear roundly, and are there for something strange, to kill each other if they can, rather than live, for the sake of Normandy. Far away the green fields stretch into the haze, the cottages look like toys, and the sheep and cattle feed without fear in the pastures. Church towers rise gray and straight-walled into the blue sky. It is a great day for Normandy, and her best knights and gentlemen finger their sword-hilts, or buckle their saddle-girths, and wait impatiently for the battle to begin on that day of Val-ès-dunes.

Among the Côtentin lords was Ralph of Tesson, lord of the forest of Cinquelais and the castle of Harcourt-Thury. Behind him rode a hundred and twenty knights, well armed and gallant, who would follow him to the death. He had sworn on the holy relics of the saints at Bayeux to smite William wherever he met him, yet he had no ground for complaint against him. His heart fell when he saw his rightful lord face to face. A tanners grandson, indeed, and a man whose father and mother had done him wrong; all that was true, yet this young Duke William was good to look upon, and as brave a gentleman as any son of Rolfs, or the fearless Richards. Ralph Tesson (the Badger they called him), a man both shrewd and powerful, stood apart, and would not rank himself and his men with either faction, and his knights crowded round him, to remind him that he had done homage once to William, and would fight against his natural lord. The Côtentin lords were dismayed and angry, they promised him great rewards, but nothing touched him, and he stood silent, a little way from the armies. The young duke and the king noticed him, and the six-score-and-six brave knights in his troop, all with their lances raised and trimmed with their ladies silk tokens. William said that they would come to his aid; neither Tesson nor his men had any grudge against him.

Suddenly Tesson put spurs to his horse, and came dashing across the open field, and all the lords and gentlemen held their breath as they watched him. Thury! Thury! he shouted as he came, and Thury! Thury! the cry echoed back again from the distance. He rode straight to the duke; there was a murmur from the Côtentin men; he struck the duke gently with his glove. It was but a playful mockery of his vow to the saints at Bayeux; he had struck William, but he and his knights were Williams men again; the young duke said, Thanks to thee! and the fight began, all the hotter for the anger of the deserted barons and their desire for revenge. The day had begun with a bad omen for their success. Dexaide! the old Norman war-cry, rang out, and those who had followed the lilies of France cried Montjoie Saint Denis! as they fought.

Nowadays, a soldier is a soldier, and men who choose other professions can keep to them, unless in their countrys extremity of danger, but in that day every man must go to the wars, if there were need of him, and be surgeon or lawyer, and soldier too; yes, even the priests and bishops put on their swords and went out to fight. It would be interesting to know more names on the roll-call that day at Val-ès-dunes, but we can almost hear the shouts to the patron saints, and the clash of the armor. King Henry fought like a brave man, and the storm of the battle raged fiercest round him. The knights broke their lances, and fought sword to sword. There was no play of army tactics and manœuvring, but a hand-to-hand fight, with the sheer strength of horse and man. Once King Henry was overthrown by the thrust of a Côtentin lance, and sprang up quickly to show himself to his men. Again he was in the thickest of the encounter, and was met by one of the three great rebel chiefs and thrown upon the ground, but this Lord of Thorigny was struck, in his turn, by a loyal French knight, and presently his lamenting followers carried him away dead on his shield like any Spartan of old. And the king honored his valor and commanded that he should be buried with splendid ceremonies in a church not far from the battlefield. Long afterward the Norman men and women loved to sing and to tell stories about the young Duke Williams bravery and noble deeds of arms in that first great fight that made him duke from one end of Normandy to the other. He slew with his own hand the noblest and most daring warrior of Bayeux. Master Wace, the chronicler, tells us how William drove the sharp steel straight through his hardy foe, and how the body fell beneath his stroke and its soul departed. Wace was a Bayeux man himself, and though he was a loyal songster and true to his great duke, he cannot help a sigh of pride and sorrow over Hardrez fate.

Neal of St. Saviour fought steadily and cheered his men eagerly as the hour went on, but Randolf of Bayeux felt his courage begin to fail him. Hamon was dead. Their great ally, Hardrez, had been the flower of his own knights, and he was lying dead of a cruel sword-thrust there in plain sight. He lost sight of Neal, perhaps, for he was suddenly afraid of betrayal, and grieved that he had ever put his helmet on. There is a touching bit of description in the Roman de Rou just now. The battle pleased him no more, is told in the quaint short lines. He thought how sad it was to be a captive, and sadder still to be slain. He gave way feebly at every charge; he wandered to and fro aimlessly, a thing to be stumbled over, we fancy him, now in the front of the fight, now in the rear; at last he dropped his lance and shield. He stretched forth his neck and rode for his life, says Master Wace, quite ashamed of his countryman. But we can see the poor knights head drooping low, and his good, tired horse — the better man of the two — mustering all his broken strength to carry his master beyond the reach of danger. All the cowards rode after him pell-mell, but brave Saint Saviour fought to the last and held the field until his right arm failed and he could not strike again. The French pressed him hard, the Norman men looked few and spent, and the mighty lord of the Côtentin knew that all hope was lost. There on the rising ground of Saint Lawrence the last blow was struck.

Away went the rebels in groups of three or four — away for dear life every one of them, riding this way and that, trying to get out of reach of their enemies and into some sort of shelter. The duke chased them like a hound on the track of hares on, on toward Bayeux, past the great Abbey of Fontenay and the Allemagne quarries, until they reached the river Orne with its deep current. Men and horses floundered in the water there, and many hot wounds tinged it with a crimson stain. They were drowned, poor knights, and poor, brave horses too. They went struggling and drifting down stream; the banks were strewn with the dead; and the mill-wheels of Borbillon, a little farther down, were stopped in their slow turning by the strange wreck and floating worthless fragments of those lords and gentlemen who had lost the battle of the Val-ès-dunes.

And William was the conqueror of Normandy. Guy of Burgundy was a traitor to his friends, and won a heritage of shame for his flight from the field. We hear nothing of him while the fight went on, only that he ran away. It appears that he must have been one of the first to start for a place of safety, because they blame him so much; there is nothing said about all the rebels running away together a little later. That was the fortune of war and inevitable; not personal cowardice, they might tell us. Guy of Burgundy was the man who had led the three Côtentin lords out by fair promises and taunts about their bastard duke, and he should have been brave and full of prowess, since he undertook to be the rival of so brave a man. He did not go toward the banks of the fateful river, but in quite another direction to his own castle of Brionne, and a troop of his vassals escaped with him and defended themselves there for a long time, until William fairly starved them out like rats in a hole. They held their own bravely, too, and no man was put to death when they surrendered, while Guy was even allowed to come back to court. Master Wace stoutly maintains that they should have been hung, and says long afterward that some of those high in favor at court were the traitors of the great rebellion.

Strange to say, nobody was put to death. Mr. Freeman says of this something that gives us such a clear look at Williams character that I must copy it entire. In those days, both in Normandy and elsewhere, the legal execution of a state criminal was an event that seldom happened. Mens lives were recklessly wasted in the endless warfare of the times, and there were men, as we have seen, who did not shrink from private murder, even in its basest forms. But the formal hanging or beheading of a noble prisoner, so common in later times, was, in the eleventh century, a most unusual sight. And, strange as it may sound, there was a sense in which William the Conqueror was not a man of blood. He would sacrifice any number of lives to his boundless ambition; he did not scruple to condemn his enemies to cruel personal mutilations; he would keep men for years as a mere measure of security, in the horrible prison-houses of those days; but the extinction of human life in cold blood was something from which he shrank.

At the time of the first great victory, the historian goes on to say, William was of an age when men are commonly disposed to be generous, and the worst points of his character had not begun to show themselves. Later in life, when he had broken the rule, or perhaps we must call it only his prejudice and superstition, we find that the star of his glory is already going down, pale and spent, into the mists of shame and disappointment.

None of the traitors of the Val-ès-dunes were treated harshly, according to the standard of the times. The barons paid fines and gave mortgages, and a great many of them were obliged to tear down their robber castles, which they had built without permission from the duke. This is the reason that there are so few ruins in Normandy of the towers of that date. The Master of St. Saviours was obliged to take himself off to Brittany, but there was evidently no confiscation of his great estates, for we find him back again at court the very next year, high in the dukes favor and holding an honorable position. He lived forty-four years after this, an uncommon lifetime for a Norman knight, and followed the Conqueror to England, but he got no reward in lands and honor, as so many of his comrades did. Guy of Burgundy stayed at court a little while, and then went back to his native province and devoted himself to making plots against his brother, Count William. Grimbald de Plessis fared the worst of all the conspirators; he was taken to Rouen and put into prison weighted down with chains, and given the poorest of lodgings. He confessed that he had tried to murder William that night at Valognes, when the court jester gave warning, and said that a knight called Salle had been his confederate. Salle denied the charge stoutly and challenged De Plessis to fight a judicial combat, but before the day came the scheming, unlucky baron from the Saxon lands was found dead in his dungeon. The fetters had ground their way into his very bones, and he was buried in his chains, for a warning, while his estates were seized and part of them given to the church of Bayeux.

Now, at last, the Norman priests and knights knew that they had a master. For some time it was surprisingly quiet in Normandy, and the country was unexpectedly prosperous. The great duchy stood in a higher rank among her sister kingdoms than ever before, and though there was another revolt and serious attacks from envious neighbors, yet the Saxons of the Bessin and the Danes of the Côtentin were overthrown, and Normandy was more unitedly Norman-French than ever. There had been a long struggle that had lasted from Richard the Fearless boyhood until now, but it was ended at last, to all intents and purposes. Even now there is a difference between the two parts of Normandy, though so many years have passed; but the day was not far off after this battle of Val-ès-dunes when the young conqueror could muster a great army and cross the channel into England. The Count of Rouen, says Freeman, had overcome Saxons and Danes within his own dominions, and he was about to weld them into his most trusty weapons, wherewith to overcome Saxons and Danes beyond the sea.

Perhaps nothing will show the barbarous cruelty of these times or Williams fierce temper better than the story of Alençon and its punishment. William Talvas, the young dukes old enemy, formed a rebellious league with Geoffry of Anjou, and they undertook to hold Alençon against the Normans. When William came within sight of the city, he discovered that they had sufficient self-confidence to mock at him and insult him. They even spread raw skins over the edge of the city walls, and beat them vigorously, yelling that there was plenty of work for the tanner, and giving even plainer hints at what they thought of his mothers ancestry.

William was naturally put into a great rage, and set himself and his army down before the walls his enemies thought so invincible. He swore by the splendor of God that he would treat them as a man lops a tree with an axe, and, sure enough, when the siege was over, and Alençon was at the Conquerors mercy, he demanded thirty-two captives of war, and nose, hands, and feet were chopped off, and presently thrown back over the walls into the town.
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XI. THE ABBEY OF BEC.
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He heard across the howling seas,
Chime convent bells on wintry nights.
— Matthew Arnold.

The only way of escaping from the obligations of feudalism and constant warfare was by forsaking the follies of the world altogether for the shelter of a convent, and there devoting ones time and thought to holy things. A monastic life often came to be only an excuse for devotion to art or to letters, or served merely to cover the distaste for military pursuits. It was not alone ecclesiasticism and a love for holy living and thoughts of heaven that inspired rigid seclusion and monkish scorn of worldliness. Not only popular superstition or recognition of true spiritual life and growth of the Church made up the Churchs power, but the presence of so much secular thought and wisdom in the fold. Men of letters, of science, and philosophy made it often more than a match for the militant element of society, the soldiery of Normandy, and the great captains, who could only prove their valor by the strength of their strategy and their swords. William was quick to recognize the vast strength of the clergy and the well-protected force of cloistered public opinion. A soldier and worldly man himself, he arrayed himself on the side of severe self-repression and knightly chastity and purity of life, and kept the laws of the convent in high honor; while he mixed boldly with the rude warfare of his age. He did not think himself less saintly because he was guilty of secret crimes against his rivals. A skilful use of what an old writer calls the powder of succession belonged as much to his military glory as any piece of field-tactics and strategy. He was anxious to stand well in the Popes estimation, and the ban and malediction of the Church was something by all means to be avoided. The story of his marriage shows his bold, adventurous character and determination in a marked way, and his persistence in gaining his ends and winning the approval of his superior, in spite of obstacles that would have daunted a weaker man. To gain a point to which the Church objected he must show himself stronger than the Church.
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DOORWAY OF CATHEDRAL, CHARTRES.

So there were two great forces at work in Normandy: this military spirit, the love of excitement, of activity, and adventure; and this strong religious feeling, which often made the other its willing servant, and was sometimes by far the most powerful of the two. Whether superstition or true, devout acceptance and unfolding of the ideas of the Christian religion moved the Normans and their contemporaries to most active service of the Church, we will not stop to discuss. The presence of the best scholars and saints in any age is a leaven and inspiration of that age, and men cannot help being more or less influenced by the dwelling among them of Christs true disciples and ministers. That there was a large amount of credulity, of superstitious rites and observances, we cannot doubt, neither can we question that these exercised an amazing control over ignorant minds. Standing so near to a pagan ancestry, the people of large, and, relatively speaking, remote districts of Normandy, were no doubt confused by lingering vestiges of the older forms of belief. As yet, religion, in spite of the creeds of knighthood, showed itself more plainly in stone and mortar, in vestments, and fasts, and penances, and munificent endowments, than in simple truth and godliness of life. A Norman nobleman, in the time of the Conqueror, or earlier, thought that his estate would lack its chief ornament if he did not plant a company of monks in some corner of it. It was the proper thing for a rich man to found a monastery or religious house of some sort or other, and this was a most blessed thing for the scholars of their time. The profession of letters was already becoming dignified and respectable, and the students of the Venerable Bede, and other noble teachers from both north and south, had already scattered good seeds through the states of Europe. It was in this time that many great schools were founded, and in the more peaceful years of the early reign of the Conqueror, religion and learning found time to strike a deeper root in Normandy than ever before. There was more wealth for them to be nourished with, the farms were productive, and the great centres of industry and manufacture, like Falaise, were thriving famously. It was almost as respectable to be a monk as to be a soldier. There is something very beautiful in these earlier brotherhoods — a purer fashion of thought and of life, a simplicity of devotion to the higher duties of existence. But we can watch here, as in the later movements in England and Italy, a gradual change from poverty and holiness of life, to a love of riches and a satisfaction with corrupt ceremonies and petty authority. The snare of worldliness finds its victims always, and the temptation was easy then, as it is easy now, to forget the things that belong to the spirit. We have seen so much of the sword and shield in this short history that we turn gladly away for a little space to understand what influences were coming from the great abbeys of Bec and Saint Evreuil, and to make what acquaintance we can with the men who dwelt there, and held for their weapons only their mass-books and their principles of education and of holy living. Lanfranc we must surely know, for he was called the right-hand man of the Conqueror; and now let us go back a little way and take a quick survey of the founding of the Abbey of Bec, and trace its history, for that will help us to understand the monastic life, and the wave of monasticism that left so plain a mark upon the headlands and valleys of Normandy. Both in England and Norman France, you can find the same red-roofed villages clustered about high square church towers, with windows in the gray stone walls that look like dim fret-work or lace-work. The oldest houses are low and small, but the oldest minsters and parish churches are very noble buildings.

The first entrance into one of the old cathedrals is an event in ones life never to be forgotten. It grows more beautiful the longer one thinks of it; that first impression of height and space, of silence and meditation; the walls are stored with echoes of prayers and chanting voices; the windows are like faded gardens, with their sober tints and gleams of brighter color. The saints are pictured on them awkwardly enough, but the glory of heaven beams through the old glass upon the worn tombstones in the floor; the very dust in the rays of sunlight that strike across the wide, solemn spaces, seems sacred dust, and of long continuance. We shut out this busy world when we go into the cathedral door, and look about us as if this were a waiting-room from whence one might easily find conveyance to the next world. There is a feeling of nearness to heaven as we walk up the great aisle of what our ancestors called, reverently enough, Gods house. One is suddenly reminded of many unseen things that the world outside gives but little chance to think about. We are on the journey heavenward indeed. There where many centuries have worn away the trace of worldliness and the touch of builders tools, so that the building itself seems almost to have grown by its own life and strength, you think about the builders and planners of such dignity and splendor more than any thing, after all. Who were the men that dared to lift the roof and plant the tall pillars, and why did they, in those poor, primitive times, give all they had to make this one place so rich and high. The bells ring a lazy, sweet chime for answer, and if you catch a glimpse of some brown old books in the sacristy, and even spell out the quaint records, you are hardly satisfied. We can only call them splendid monuments of the spirit of the time (almost uncivilized, according to our standard) when nevertheless there was a profound sentiment of worship and reverence.
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CANTERBURY CATHEDRAL.

Besides this, we are reminded that the lords of church and state were able, if it pleased them, to command the entire service of their vassals. All the liberties and aids and perquisites that belonged to rank ceased where the lowest rank ended, at the peasant. He was at anybodys command and mercy who chanced to be his master; he had but precious few rights and claims of his own. When Christ taught his disciples that whosoever would be chief among them must become as a servant, he suggested a truth and order of relationship most astonishing and contrary to all precedent. He that would be chief among Hebrews or Normans, chief, alas, even in our own day, is still misled by the old idea that the greatest is the master of many men. Worldly power and heavenly service are always apt to be mistaken for each other.

In an age when every man claimed the right of private war against every other man, unless he were lord or vassal, we naturally look for ferocity, and understand that the line between private war and simple robbery and murder was not very clearly kept. Those who were comparatively unable to defend themselves were the chief sufferers, and of course many peace-loving men were obliged to take on the appearance of fighters, and be ready for constant warfare in all its shapes. There was only the one alternative — first to the universal dissension of a nationality of armed men, and later to the more orderly and purposeful system of knighthood, — simply to retreat from the world altogether and lead a strictly religious life. The famous order of the Benedictine monks was built up in Normandy with surprising devotion. A natural love and respect for learning, which had long been smouldering half-neglected, now burst into a quick blaze in the hearts of many of the descendants of the old Norse skalds and Sagamen. While the Augustinian order of monks is chiefly famous for building great cathedrals, and the mendicant friars have left many a noble hospital as their monuments, so the Benedictines turned their energies toward the forming of great schools. The time has passed when the Protestant world belittled itself by contemptuously calling the monks lazy, sensual, and idle, and by seeing no good in these ancient communities. Learning of every sort, and the arts, as well, would have been long delayed in their development, if it had not been for such quiet retreats, where those men and women who chose could turn their thoughts toward better employments than the secular world encouraged or even allowed. The Benedictines were the most careful fosterers of scholarship; their brethren of monastic fame owed them a great deal in every way.

There was a noble knight named Herluin, who lived in the time of Duke Robert the Devil, and who was for thirty-seven years a knight-at-arms. He was a descendant of one of Rolfs companions, his lineage was of the very best, and his estates made part of the original grant of Charles the Simple. Herluin was vassal to Count Gilbert of Brionne, and had proved himself a brave and loyal knight, both to his overlord and the duke. He was high in favor, and unusually tender-hearted and just to those in trouble. We cannot help wishing that it had seemed possible to such a man that he should stay in the world and leaven society by his example, but to a thoughtful and gentle soul like Herluin the cloister offered great temptations. There was still great turbulence even among ecclesiastics — the worst of them bore arms and lived the life of heathen Danes.... The faith of Herluin nearly failed him when he saw the disorder of one famous monastery, but he was comforted by accidentally beholding the devotions of one godly brother, who spent the whole night in secret prayer. He was thus convinced that the salt of the earth had not as yet wholly lost its savor.[7]

[7]Freeman.

Our pious knight forsook the world, and with a few companions devoted himself to building a small monastery on his own estate at Burneville, near Brionne. The church was consecrated, and its founder received benediction from his bishop, who ordained him a priest and made him abbot of the little community. Herluin was very diligent in learning to read, and achieved this mighty task without neglecting any of the work which he imposed upon himself day by day. Soon he grew famous in all that part of Normandy for his sanctity and great wisdom in explaining the Bible. But it was discovered that the site of his flourishing young establishment was not well chosen; an abbey must possess supplies of wood and water, and so the colony was removed to the valley of a small stream that flows into the Lisle, near the town of Brionne. In the old speech of the Normans this brook was called a beck; we have the word yet in verse and provincial speech; and it gave a name to the most famous and longest remembered perhaps of all the Norman monasteries. Mr. Freeman says: The hills are still thickly wooded; the beck still flows through rich meadows and under trees planted by the waterside, by the walls of what was once the renowned monastery to which it gave its name. But of the days of Herluin no trace remains besides these imperishable works of nature. A tall tower, of rich and fanciful design, one of the latest works of mediæval skill, still attracts the traveller from a distance; but of the mighty minster itself, all traces, save a few small fragments, have perished.... The truest memorial of that illustrious abbey is now to be found in the parish church of the neighboring village. In that lowly shelter is still preserved the effigy with which after-times had marked the resting-place of the founder. Such are all the relics which now remain of the house which once owned Lanfranc and Anselm as its inmates.

In this valley it was that Herluin finally fixed his infant settlement, devoting to it his own small possession.

By loving this world, he said, when he pleaded for his poor peasants in Gilbert of Brionnes court— By loving this world and by obeying man I have hitherto much neglected God and myself. I have been altogether intent on training my body, and I have gained no education for my soul. If I have ever deserved well of thee, let me pass what remains of life in a monastery. Let me keep thy affection and with me give to God what I had of thee.

Herluin was not left alone in his enterprise; one companion after another joined him, and presently there was a busy company of monks at Bec. They subjected themselves to all sorts of self-denials and privations, working hard at building their new home, at ditching, gardening, or wood-cutting, and chanting their prayers with entire devotion. Herluin allowed himself one scanty meal a day, and went about his work poorly dressed, but serving God in most humble fashion. This was the story of many small religious houses and their founders, but we cannot help tracing the beginning of the abbey of Bec with particular interest for the sake of Lanfranc, who has kept its memory alive and made it famous in Norman and English history.

The story of this friar of Bec, who came to be archbishop of Canterbury, and whose influence and power were only second, a few years later, to William the Conquerors own, reads like a romance, as indeed does many another story of that romantic age. He was born at Pavia, the City of the Hundred Towers, in Lombardy, and belonged to an illustrious family. He was discovered in early boyhood to be an uncommon scholar, and even in his university course he became well known by his brilliant talents and fine gift of oratory. He was looked upon as almost invincible in debate while he was still a school-boy, and when he left college it was supposed that he would give the benefit of his attainments and growth to his native city. For a little while he did stay there, and began his career, but he appears to have been made restless by a love of change and adventure, and a desire to see the world, and next we find him going northward with a company of admiring scholars, as if on pilgrimage, but in the wrong direction! The enthusiastic little procession crossed the St. Bernard pass into France and for some reason went to Avranches, where Lanfranc taught a school and quickly became celebrated. In spite of the more common profession or trade of fighting, there was never a time when learning or the profession of letters was more honored, and the Normans yielded to none of their contemporaries in the respect they had for scholars.

Lanfranc became dissatisfied with the honor and glory of his success at Avranches; and presently, in quest of something more deep and satisfying — more in accordance with the craving of his spiritual nature, left his flourishing school and again started northward. The country was very wild and unsafe for a solitary wayfarer; and presently, so the tradition runs, he was attacked by a band of robbers, beaten, and left tied to a tree without food or money or any prospect of immediate release. The long hours of the night wore away and he grew more and more desperate; at last he bethought himself of spiritual aid as a last resort, and tried to repeat the service of the church. Alas! he could not remember the prayers and hymns, and in his despair he vowed a pious vow to God that he would devote himself to a holy life if his present sufferings might be ended. In good season some charcoal burners played the welcome part of deliverers and Lanfranc, yet aching with the pinch of his fetters and their galling knots, begged to know of some holy house near by, and was directed to Herluins hermitage and the humble brotherhood of Bec. 

The little colony of holy men was all astir that day. Soldiers and sober gentlemen were tilling the soil and patiently furthering their rural tasks. Herluin himself, the former knight-at-arms, was clad in simple monkish garb, and playing the part of master-mason in the building of a new oven. Out from the neighboring thicket comes a strange figure, pale yet from his uncomforted vigil, and prays to be numbered with those who give their lives to the service of God. This is surely a Lombard! says Herluin, wonderstruck and filled with sympathy; and when he discovers the new brothers name and eager devotion, he kneels before him in love and reverence. It was a great day for the abbey of Bec.

Such learning and ability to teach as Lanfrancs could not be hidden; indeed the church believed in using a mans great gifts, and each member was bound to give of his bounty in her service. The brothers who could till the ground and hew timber and build ovens kept at their tasks, and all the while Lanfranc, the theologian and teacher, the man of letters, gathered a company of scholars from far and wide. Bec became a famous centre of learning, and even from Italy and Greece young men journeyed to his school, and, as years went by, he was venerated more and more. His quick understanding and cleverness saved him many a disaster, and we recognize in him a charming inheritance of wit and good humor. He had the individuality and characteristics of his Italian ancestry, while he was that rare man in any social circle of his age, or even a later age, — a true man of the world. A Norman of the Normans in his adopted home, he was yet able to see Normandy, not as the world itself, but only a factor in it, and to put it and its ambitions and possessions in their true relation to wider issues. There was no such churchman-statesman as Lanfranc in the young duchy, and his fame and glory were felt more and more. William the duke himself might well set his wits at work to conquer this formidable opponent of his marriage, and win him over to his following, and the first attack was not by conciliatory measures. Lanfranc received a formidable order to quit the country and leave his abbey of Bec on penalty of worse punishment.

The future archbishop of English Canterbury meekly obeyed his temporal lord, and set out through the forest with a pitiful straggling escort affectingly futile in its appearance. He himself was mounted on the worst old stumbling horse in the despoiled abbey stables, and presently they meet the duke out hunting in most gallant array with a lordly following of knights and gentlemen. It looks surprisingly as if shrewd Lanfranc had arranged the scene beforehand. Along he comes on his feeble steed, limping slowly on the forest path; he, the greatest prior and book-man of Normandy, turned out of the house and home that his own learning had made famous through Christendom. Under Lanfranc, says the chronicler, the Normans first fathomed the art of letters, for under the six dukes of Normandy scarce any one among the Normans applied himself to liberal studies, nor was there any learning found till God, the provider of all things, brought Lanfranc to Normandy. All this, no doubt, flashed through Williams mind, and the prior of Becs Italian good-humor proved itself the best of weapons. Give me a better horse, he cried, and you shall see me go away faster. The duke laughed in spite of himself, and Lanfranc won a chance of pleading his cause. Before they parted they were sworn friends, and the priors knowledge of civil law and of theology and of human nature (not least by any means of his famous gifts) were for once and all at the dukes service. He supported the cause of the unlawful marriage, and even won a dispensation from the Pope, long desired and almost hopeless, in Williams favor.

But the abbey of Bec was a great power for good in its time, and carried a wonderful influence for many years. In the general scarcity of books in those days before printing, the best way of learning was to listen to what each great scholar had to say, and the students went about from school to school, and lingered longest at places like Bec, where the best was to be found. The men here were not only the patrons of learning and the guarders of their own copies of the ancient classics, but they taught the children of the neighborhood, and sheltered the rich and poor, the old people and the travellers, who wandered to their gates. They copied missals, they cast bells for churches, they were the best of farmers, of musicians, of artists. While Lanfranc waged his great battle with Berengarius about the doctrine of the Eucharist, and came out a victorious champion for the church, and won Williams cause with the Pope with most skilful pleading of the value of Norman loyalty to the See of Rome, his humbler brethren tended their bees and ploughed straight furrows and taught the country children their letters. Such a centre of learning and of useful industry as Bec was the best flower of civilization. Lanfranc himself was true to his vow of humility. We catch some delightful glimpses of his simple life, and one in particular of his being met on a journey by some reverential pilgrims to his school. He was carefully carrying a cat behind him on the saddle, comfortably restrained from using her claws, and Lanfranc explained that he had sometimes been grievously annoyed by mice at his destination, and had provided this practical ally. One can almost see the twinkle in the good mans eyes, and the faces of the surprised scholars who had been looking forward with awe and dread to their first encounter with so renowned a man.
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XII. MATILDA OF FLANDERS.
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It had been easy fighting in some plain,
Where victory might hang in equal choice;
But all resistance against her is vain.
— Marvell.

We have occasionally had a glimpse of Flanders and its leading men in the course of our Norman story; but now the two dukedoms were to be linked together by a closer tie than either neighborhood, or a brotherhood, or antagonism in military affairs. While Normandy had been gaining new territory and making itself more and more feared by the power of its armies, and had been growing richer and richer with its farms and the various industries of the towns, Flanders was always keeping pace, if not leading, in worldly prosperity.

Flanders had gained the dignity and opulence of a kingdom. Her people were busy, strong, intelligent craftsmen and artists, and while her bell-towers lifted themselves high in the air, and made their chimes heard far and wide across the level country, the weavers looms and the womens clever fingers were sending tapestries to the walls of the Vatican, and frost-like laces to the ladies of Spain. 

The heavy ships of Flanders went and came with the richest of freights from her crowded ports; her picture-painters were at work, her gardens were green, and her noblemens houses were filled with whatever a luxurious life could demand or invent. As the country became overcrowded, many of the inhabitants crossed over to Scotland, and gained a foothold, sometimes by the sword, and oftener by the plough and spade and weavers shuttle. The Douglases and the Leslies, Robert Bruce and all the families of Flemings, took root then, and, whether by art or trade, established a right to be called Scotsmen, and to march in the front rank when the story is told of many a brave day in Scottish history.

The Count of Flanders was nominally vassal of both Rome and France, but he was practically his own man. Baldwin de Lisle, of the Conquerors time, was too great a man to need anybodys help, or to be bought or sold at will by an over-lord. He stood well as the representative of his countrys wealth and dignity. A firm alliance with such a neighbor was naturally coveted by such a far-seeing man as the young duke; and besides any political reasons, there was a closer reason still, in the love that had sprung up in his heart for Matilda, the counts daughter. In 1049, he had been already making suit for her hand, for it was in that year when the Council of Rheims forbade the banns, on some plea of relationship that was within the limit set by the Church. Williams whole existence was a fight for his life, for his dukedom, for his kingdom of England, and he was not wanting in courage in this long siege of church and state, when the woman he truly loved was the desired prize. If history can be trusted, she was a prize worth winning; if William had not loved her, he would not have schemed and persisted for years in trying to win her in spite of countless hindrances which might well have ended his quest if he had been guided only by political reasons for the alliance.

His nobles had eagerly urged him to marry. Perhaps they would have turned their eyes toward England first if there had been a royal princess of Eadwards house, but failing this, Flanders was the best prize. The Norman dukedom must not be left without an heir, and this time there must be no question of the honesty of the heirs claim and right to succession. Normandy had seen enough division and dissension, and angry partisanship during the dukes own youth, and now that he had reached the age of twenty-four, and had made himself master of his possessions, and could take his stand among his royal neighbors, everybody clamored for his marriage, and for a Lady of Normandy. He was a pure man in that time of folly and licentiousness. He was already recognized as a great man, and even the daughter of Baldwin of Flanders might be proud to marry him.

Matilda was near the dukes own age, but she had already been married to a Flemish official, and had two children. She was a beautiful, graceful woman, and it is impossible to believe some well-known old stories of Williams rude courtship of her, since her father evidently was ready to favor the marriage, and she seems to have been a most loyal and devoted wife to her husband, and to have been ready enough to marry him hastily at the end of a most troublesome courtship. The great Council of Rheims had forbidden their marriage, as we have already seen, and the pious Pope Leo had struck blows right and left among high offenders of the Churchs laws; a whole troop of princes were excommunicated or put under heavy penances, and the Churchs own officials were dealt justly with according to their sins. When most of these lesser contemporaries were properly sentenced, a decree followed, which touched two more illustrious men: the Count of Flanders was forbidden to give his daughter to the Norman duke for a wife, and William, in his turn, was forbidden to take her. For four long years the lovers — if we may believe them to be lovers — were kept apart on the Popes plea of consanguinity. There is no evidence remaining that this was just, yet there truly may have been some relationship. It is much easier to believe it, at any rate, than that the counts wife Adelas former child-marriage to Williams uncle could have been put forward as any sort of objection.

We must leave for another chapter the affairs of Normandy and Williams own deeds during the four years, and go forward with this story of his marriage to a later time, when in the course of Italian affairs, a chance was given to bring the long courtship to a happy end. Strangely enough this came by means of the De Hautevilles and that Norman colony whose fortunes we have already briefly traced. In the conflict with Pope Leo, when he was forced to yield to the Normans power and to recognize them as a loyal state, William either won a consent to his wedding or else dared to brave the Popes disapproval. While Leo was still in subjection the eager duke hurried to his city of Eu, near the Flemish border, and met there Count Baldwin and his daughter. There was no time spent in splendid processions and triumphal pageants of the Flemish craftsmen; some minor priest gave the blessing, and as the duke and his hardly-won wife came back to the Norman capital there was a great cheering and rejoicing all the way; and the journey was made as stately and pompous as heart could wish. There was a magnificent welcome at Rolfs old city of Rouen; it was many years since there had been a noble lady, a true duchess, on the ducal throne of Normandy.

But the spirit of ecclesiasticism held its head too high in the pirates land to brook such disregard of its canons, even on the part of its chief ruler. There was an uncle of Williams, named Mauger, who was primate of the Norman church. He is called on every hand a very bad man — at any rate, his faults were just the opposite of Williams, and of a sensual and worldly stamp. He was not a fit man for the leader of the clergy, in Williams opinion. Yet Mauger was zealous in doing at least some of the duties of his office — he did not flinch from rebuking his nephew! All the stories of his life are of the worst sort, unless we give him the credit of trying to do right in this case, but we can too easily remember the hatred that he and all his family bore toward the bastard duke in his boyhood, and suspect at least that jealousy may have taken the place of scorn and despising. One learns to fear making point-blank decisions about the character of a man so long dead, even of one whom everybody blamed like Mauger. His biographers may have been his personal enemies, and later writers have ignorantly perpetuated an unjust hue and cry.

Perhaps Lanfranc may be trusted better, for he too blamed the duke for breaking a holy law, — Lanfranc the merry, wise Italian, who loved his fellow-men, and who was a teacher by choice and by gift of God. All Normandy was laid under a ban at this time for the wrong its master had done. Lanfranc rebuked the assumed sinner bravely, and Williams fierce stern temper blazed out against him, and ordered a vicious revenge of the insult to him and to his wife. The just William, who kept Normandy in such good order, who stood like a bulwark of hewn stone between his country and her enemies, was the same William who could toss severed hands and feet over the Alençon wall, and give orders to burn the grain stacks and household goods of the abbey of Bec. We have seen how the duke and the abbot met, and how they became friends again, and Lanfranc made peace with Pope Leo and won him the loyalty of Normandy in return. Very likely Lanfranc was glad to explain the truth and to be relieved from upholding such a flimsy structure as the churchs honor demanded. At any rate, William gladly paid his Peters pence and set about building his great abbey of St. Etienne, in Caen, for a penance, and made Lanfranc its prelate, and Matilda built her abbey of the Holy Trinity, while in four of the chief towns of Normandy hospitals were built for the old and sick people of the duchy. We shall see more of these churches presently, but there they still stand, facing each other across the high-peaked roofs of Caen; high and stately churches, the womans tower and the mans showing characteristics of boldness and of ornament that mark the builders fancy and carry us in imagination quickly back across the eight hundred years since they were planned and founded. Anselm, Maurilius, and Lanfranc, these were the teachers and householders of the great churches, and one must have a new respect for the young duke and duchess who could gather and hold three such scholars and saintly men to be leaders of the church in Normandy.

There were four sons and three daughters born to William and Matilda, and there is no hint of any difference or trouble between the duke and his wife until they were unable to agree about the misconduct of their eldest son. Matildas influence for good may often be traced or guessed at in her husbands history, and there are pathetic certainties of her resignation and gentleness when she was often cruelly hurt and tried by the course of events.

Later research has done away with the old idea of her working the famous Bayeux tapestry with the ladies of her court to celebrate the Conquerors great deeds; but he needed no tribute of needle-work, nor she either, to make them remembered. They have both left pictures of themselves done in fadeless colors and living text of lettering that will stand while English words are spoken, and Norman trees bloom in the spring, and Norman rivers run to the sea, and the towers of Caen spring boldly toward the sky.

We cannot be too thankful that so much of these historic churches has been left untouched. When it is considered that at five separate times the very fiends of destruction and iconoclasm seem to have been let loose in Normandy, it is a great surprise that there should be so many old buildings still in existence. From the early depredations of the Northmen themselves, down to the religious wars of the sixteenth century and the French revolution of the eighteenth, there have been other and almost worse destroying agencies than even the wars themselves. Besides the natural decay of masonry and timber, there was the very pride and growing wealth of the rich monastic orders and the large towns, who liked nothing better than to pull down their barns to build greater and often less interesting ones. The most prosperous cities naturally build the best churches, as they themselves increase, and naturally replace them oftenest, and so retain fewest that are of much historical interest in the end. The most popular weapon in the tenth and eleventh centuries was fire; and the first thing that Norman assailants were likely to do, was to throw burning torches over the walls into the besieged towns. Again and again they were burnt — houses, churches, and all.

The Normans were constantly improving, however, in their fashions of building, and had made a great advance upon the Roman architecture which they had found when they came to Neustria. Their work has a distinct character of its own, and perhaps their very ignorance of the more ornate and less effective work which had begun to prevail in Italy, gave them freedom to work out their own simple ideas. Instead of busying themselves with petty ornamentation and tawdry imagery, they trusted for effect to the principles of height and size. Their churches are more beautiful than any in the world; their very plainness and severity gives them a beautiful dignity, and their slender pillars and high arches make one think of nothing so much as the tall pine forests of the North. What the Normans did with the idea of the Roman arch, they did too in many other ways. They had a gift of good taste that was most exceptional in that time, and especially in that part of Europe; and whatever had been the power and efficiency of the last impulse of civilization from the South, this impulse from the North did a noble work in its turn. Normandy herself, in the days of William and Matilda, was fully alive and pervaded with dreams of growth and expansion.
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CRYPT OF MOUNT ST. MICHEL.

Nobody can tell how early the idea of the conquest of England began to be a favorite Norman dream. In those days there was always a possibility of some day owning ones neighbors land, and with weak Eadward on the throne of England, only too ready to listen to the suggestions and demands of his Norman barons and favorite counsellors, it must have seemed always an easier, not to say more possible, thing to take one step farther. There was an excellent antechamber across the Channel for the crowded court and fields of Normandy, and William and Eadward were old friends and companions. In 1051, when Normandy was at peace, and England was at any rate quiet and sullen, submissive to rule, but lying fast, bound like a rebellious slave that has been sold to a new master, William and a fine company of lords and gentlemen went a-visiting.

All those lords and gentlemen kept their eyes very wide open, and took good notice of what they saw.

It was not a common thing by any means, for a great duke to go pleasuring. He was apt to be too busy at home; but Williams affairs were in good order, and his cousin of England was a feeble man and more than half a Norman; besides, he had no heir, and in course of time the English throne would lack a proper king. The idea of such a holiday might have pleased the anxious suitor of Matilda of Flanders, too, and have beguiled the hard time of waiting. Nobody stopped to remember that English law gave no right of succession to mere inheritance or descent. Ralph the Timid was Æthelreds grandson; but who would think of making him king instead of such a man as William? The poor banished prince at the Hungarian court, half a world away, was not so much as missed or wished for. Godwine was banished, Harold was in Ireland; besides, it must be urged that there was something fine in the notion of adding such a state as Normandy to England. England was not robbed, but magnificently endowed by such a proposal.

Eadward was amiably glad to see this brave Duke of the Normans. There was much to talk over together of the past; the present had its questions, too, and it was good to have such a strong arm to lean upon; what could have been more natural than that the future also should have its veil drawn aside, not too rashly or irreverently? When Eadward had been gathered to his fellow saints, pioneered by visions that did not fade, and panoplied by authentic relics — nay, when the man of prayers and cloistered quietness was kindly taken away from the discordant painfulness of an earthly kingdom, what more easy than to dream of this warlike William in his place; William, a man of war and soldiery, for whom the government of two great kingdoms in one, would only harden and employ the tense muscles and heavy brain; would only provide his own rightful business? And, while Eadward thought of this plan, William was Norman, too, and with the careful diplomacy of his race, he joined the daring and outspokenness of old Rolf the Ganger; he came back with his lords and gentlemen to Normandy, weighed down with presents — every man of them who had not stayed behind for better gains sake. He came back to Normandy the acknowledged successor to the English crown. Heaven send dampness now and bleak winds, and let poor Eadwards sufferings be short! There was work for a man to do in ruling England, and Eadward could not do it. The Englishmen were stupid and dull; they ate too much and drank too much; they clung with both hands to their old notions of state-craft and government. It was the old story of the hare and the tortoise, but the hare was fleet of foot and would win. 

Win? Yes, this race and that race; and yet the tortoise was going to be somehow made over new, and keep a steady course in the right path, and learn speed, and get to be better than the old tortoise as the years went on and on.

Eadward had no right to will away the kingship of England; but this must have been the time of the promise that the Normans claimed, and that their chroniclers have recorded. All Normandy believed in this promise, and were ready to fight for it in after years. It is most likely that Eadward was only too glad, at this date, to make a private arrangement with the duke. He was on the worst of terms just then with Godwine and his family, and consequently with the displeased English party, who were their ardent upholders. Indeed, a great many of these men were in Ireland with Harold, having turned their backs upon a king and court that were growing more friendly to Normandy and disloyal to England day by day.

The very next year after Williams triumphal visit the Confessor was obliged to change his course in the still stormier sea of English politics. The Normans had shown their policy too soon, and there was a widespread disapproval, and an outcry for Godwines return from exile. Baldwin of Flanders, and King Henry of France, had already been petitioning for his pardon, and suddenly Godwine himself came sailing up the Thames, and London eagerly put itself under his control. Then Eadward the Confessor consented to a reconciliation, there being no apparent alternative, and a troop of disappointed and displaced foreigners went back to Normandy. Robert of Jumièges, was among them. The Anglo-Saxon chronicle tells us gravely, that at Walton-on-the-Naze, they were lighted on a crazy ship, and the archbishop betook himself at once over the sea, leaving behind him his pall and all his christendom here in the land even as God willed it, because he had taken upon him that worship as God willed it not. The plea for taking away his place was because he had done more than any to cause strife between Godwine and the king; and Godwines power was again the strongest in England.

The great earl lived only a few months longer, and when he died his son Harold took his place. Already the eyes of many Englishmen were ready to see in him their future king. Already he stands out a bold figure, with a heart that was true to England, and though the hopes that centred in him were broken centuries ago, we cannot help catching something of the hope and spirit of the time. We are almost ready to forget that this brave leader, the champion of that elder English people, was doomed to fall before the on-rushing of a new element of manhood, a tributary stream that came to swell the mighty channel of the English race and history. William the Norman was busy at home, meanwhile. The old hostility between Normandy and Flanders, which dated from the time of William Longswords murder, was now at a certain end, by reason of the dukes marriage. Matilda, the noble Flemish lady, the descendant of good King Ælfred of England, had brought peace and friendliness as not the least of her dowry, and all fear of any immediate antagonism from that quarter was at an end.

By the alliance with the kings of France, the Norman dukes had been greatly helped to gain their present eminence, and to the Norman dukes the French kings, in their turn, owed their stability upon their own thrones; they had fought for each other and stood by each other again and again. Now, there was a rift between them that grew wider and wider — a rift that came from jealousy and fear of the Normans wealth and enormous growth in strength. They were masters of the Breton country, and had close ties of relationship, moreover, with not only Brittany, but with Flanders and the smaller county of Ponthieu, which lay between them and the Flemings. Normandy stretched her huge bulk and strength between France and the sea; she commanded the French rivers, the French borders; she was too much to be feared; if ever her pride were to be brought down, and the old vassalage insisted upon, it could not be too soon. Henry forgot all that he owed to the Normans protection, and provoked them by incessant hostilities — secret and open treacheries, — and the fox waged war upon the lion, until a spirit of enmity was roused that hardly slept again for five hundred years.

There were other princes ready enough to satisfy their fear and jealousy. The lands of the conspirators stretched from Burgundy to the Pyrenees. Burgundy, Blois, Ponthieu, Aquitaine, and Poictiers all joined in the chase for this William the Bastard, the chief of the hated pirates. All the old gibes and taunts, and contemptuous animosity were revived; now was the time to put an end to the Normans outrageous greed of power and insolence of possession, and the great allied army divided itself in two parts, and marched away to Normandy.

King Henrys brother, Odo, turned his forces toward Rouen, and the king himself took a more southerly direction, by the way of Lisieux to the sea. They meant, at any rate, to pen the duke into his old Danish region of the Côtentin and Bessin districts; all his eastern lands, the grant from Charles the Simple, with the rest, were to be seized upon and taken back by their original owners.

Things had changed since the battle of Val-ès-dunes. There was no division now among the Norman lords, and as the word to arm against France was passed from one feudal chieftain to another, there was a great mustering of horse and foot. So the king had made up his mind to punish them, and to behave as if he had a right to take back the gift that was unwillingly wrung from Charles the Simple. Normandy is our own, not Henrys, was the angry answer; and Ralph of Tesson, and the soldiers of Falaise, the Lord of Mortain, the men of Bessin, and the barons of the Côtentin were ready to take the field, and stand shoulder to shoulder. There had been a change indeed, in Normandy; and from one end of it to the other there was a cry of shame and treachery upon Henry, the faithless ally and overlord. They had learned to know William as a man not against their interests but with them, and for them and the glory of Normandy; and they had not so soon forgotten the day of Val-ès-dunes and their bitter mistake.

The kings force had come into the country by the frontier city of Aumale, and had been doing every sort of damage that human ingenuity could invent between conqueror and vanquished. It was complained by those who escaped that the French were worse than Saracens. Old people, women, and children were abused or quickly butchered; men were taken prisoners; churches and houses were burnt or pulled to pieces. There was a town called Mortemer which had the ill-luck to be chosen for the French head-quarters, because it was then a good place for getting supplies and lodging, though now there is nothing left of it but the remains of an ancient tower and a few dwellings and gardens. Here the feasting and revelry went on as if Normandy were already fallen. All day there were raids in the neighboring country, and bringing in of captives, and plunder; and Williams spies came to Mortemer, and went home to tell the duke the whole story of the hateful scene. There was a huge army collected there fearless of surprise; this was the place to strike a blow, and the duke and his captains made a rapid march by night so that they reached Mortemer before daylight.

There was no weapon more cherished by the pirates grandchildren than a blazing fire-brand, and the army stole through the town while their enemies still slept, stupid with eating and drinking, or weary from the previous days harrying. They waked to find their houses in flames, the roofs crackling, a horrid glare of light, a bewilderment of smoke and shouts; the Normans ready to kill, to burn, to pen them back by sturdy guards at the streets ends. There was a courageous resistance to this onslaught, but from early morning until the day was well spent the fight went on, and most of the invaders were cut to pieces. The dead men lay thick in the streets, and scattered everywhere about the adjacent fields. Only those were spared who were worth sparing for the sake of their ransom. Many a Norman soldier, down to the meanest serving-man in the ranks, carried off his French prisoner; many a one carried off his two or three goodly steeds with their rich harness. In all Normandy there was not a prison that was not full of Frenchmen.[8] All this was done with scarcely any loss to the Normans, at least so we are told, and the news came to William that same evening, and made him thank God with great rejoicing. It would seem as if only a God of battles could be a very near and welcome sovereign to this soldier-lord of Normandy.

[8] Freeman.

The victor had still another foe to meet. The kings command was still to be vanquished, and perhaps it might be done with even less bloodshed. The night had fallen, and he chose Ralph of Toesny, son of that Roger who sought the Spanish kingdom, the enemy of his own ill-championed childhood, to go as messenger to the kings tent. The two chieftains cannot have been encamped very far apart, for it was still dark when Ralph rode fast on his errand. He crept close to where the king lay in the darkness, and in the glimmer of dawn he gave a doleful shout: Wake, wake, you Frenchmen! You sleep too long; go and bury your friends who lie dead at Mortemer; then he stole away again unseen, while the startled king and his followers whispered together of such a terrible omen. Ill news travels apace; they were not long in doubt; a panic seized the whole host. Not for Rouen now, or the Norman cities, but for Paris the king marched as fast as he could go; and nobody gave him chase, so that before long he and his counts were safe at home again with the thought of their folly for company. Craft is not so fine a grace as courage; but craft served the Normans many a good turn; and this was not the least glorious of Williams victories, though no blood was spilt, though the king was driven away and no sword lifted to punish him. The Normans loved a bit of fun; we can imagine how well they liked to tell the story of spoiling half an army with hardly a scratch for themselves, and making the other half take to its heels at the sound of Ralph de Toesnys gloomy voice in the night. There were frequent hostilities after this along the borders, but no more leagues of the French counts; there was a castle of Breteuil built to stand guard against the kings castle of Tillières, and William Fitz-Osbern was made commander of it; there was an expedition of the Count of Maine, aided by Geoffrey Martel and a somewhat unwilling Breton prince, against the southern castle of Ambrières. But when William hastened to its relief the besiegers took to flight, except the Lord of Maine, who was captured and put into prison until he was willing to acknowledge himself the dukes vassal; and after this there were three years of peace in Normandy.

It had grown to be a most orderly country. Williams famous curfew bell was proved to be an efficient police force. Every households fire was out at eight oclock in winter, and sunset in summer, and its lights extinguished; every man was in his own dwelling-place then under dire penalty; he was a strict governor, but in the main a just one — this son of the lawless Robert. He upheld the rights of the poor landholders and widows, and while he was feared he was respected. It was now that he gave so much thought to the rights of the Church, or the following out of his own dislike, in the dismissal of his Uncle Mauger, the primate of the duchy.

There is still another battle to be recorded in this chapter, — one which for real importance is classed with the two famous days of Val-ès-dunes and Hastings, — the battle fought at Varaville, against the French king and his Angevine ally, who took it into their silly heads to go a-plundering on the dukes domain.

Bayeux and Caen were to be sacked, and all the surrounding country; besides this, the allies were going to march to the sea to show the Bastard that he could not lock them up in their inland country and shake the key in their faces. William watched them as a cat watches a mouse and lets the poor thing play and feast itself in fancied security. He had the patience to let the invaders rob and burn, and spoil the crops; to let them live in his towns, and the French king himself hold a temporary court in a fine new abbey of the Bessin, until everybody thought he was afraid of this mouse, and that all the Normans were cowards; then the quick, fierce paw struck out, and the blow fell. It is a piteous story of war, that battle of Varaville!

There was a ford where the French, laden with their weight of spoils, meant to cross the river Dive into the district of Auge. On the Varaville side the land is marshy; across the river, and at no great distance, there is a range of hills which lie between the bank of the Dive and the rich country of Lisieux. The French had meant to go to Lisieux when they started out on their other enterprise. But William had waited for this moment; part of the army under the kings command had crossed over, and were even beginning to climb the hills. The rear-guard with the great baggage trains were on the other bank, when there was a deplorable surprise. William, with a body of trained troops, had come out from Falaise; he had recruited his army with all the peasants of the district; armed with every rude weapon that could be gathered in such haste, they were only too ready to fall upon the French mercilessly.
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A NORMAN ARCHER.

The tide was flowing in with disastrous haste, and the Frenchmen had not counted upon this awful foe. Their army was cut in two; the king looked down in misery from the height he had thoughtlessly gained. Now we hear almost for the first time of that deadly shower of Norman arrows, famous enough since in history. Down they came with their sharp talons; the poor French were huddling together at the rivers brink; there was no shelter; the bowmen shot at them; the peasants beat them with flails and scythes; into the rushing water they went, and floated away writhing. There was not a man left alive in troop after troop, and there were men enough of the Normans who knew the puzzling, marshy ground to chase and capture those other troopers who tried to run away. Alas for the lilies of France! how they were trailed in the mire of that riverside at Varaville! It was a massacre rather than a battle, and Henrys spirit was humbled. Heavy-hearted, he never held spear or shield again, says the chronicle. There were no more expeditions against Normandy in his time; he sued for a truce, and paid as the price for it, the castle of Tillières, and so that stronghold came back to its rightful lords again. Within two years he died, being an old man, and we can well believe a disappointed one. Geoffrey Martel died too, that year, the most troublesome of the Bastards great neighbors. This was 1060; and it was in that year that Harold of England first came over to Normandy — an unlucky visit enough, as time proved. His object was partly to take a look at the political state of Gaul; but if he meant to sound the hearts of the dukes neighbors in regard to him, as some people have thought, he could not have chosen a more unlucky time. If he meant to speak for support in case William proved to be Englands enemy in days to come, he was too late; those who would have been most ready to listen were beyond the reach of human intrigues, and their deaths had the effect of favoring Williams supremacy, not disputing it.

There is no record of the great earls meeting the Norman duke at all on this first journey. If we had a better account of it, we might solve many vexed questions. Some scholars think that it was during this visit that Harold was inveigled into taking oath to uphold Williams claim to the English crown, but the records nearly all belong to the religious character of the expedition. Harold followed King Cnuts example in going on a pilgrimage to Rome, and brought back various treasures for his abbey of Waltham, the most favored religious house of his earldom. He has suffered much misrepresentation, no doubt, at the hands of the monkish writers, for he neglected their claims in proportion as he favored their secular brethren, for whom the abbey was designed. A monk retired from the world for the benefit of his own soul, but a priest gave his life in teaching and preaching to his fellow-men. We are told that Harold had no prejudice against even a married priest, and this was rank heresy and ecclesiastical treason in the minds of many cloistered brethren. 
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XIII. HAROLD THE ENGLISHMAN.
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The languid pulse of England starts
And bounds beneath your words of power. — Whittier.

Just here we might well stop to consider the true causes and effects of war. Seen in the largest way possible, from this side of life, certain forces of development are enabled to assert themselves only by outgrowing, outnumbering, outfighting their opposers. War is the conflict between ideas that are going to live and ideas that have passed their maturity and are going to die. Men possess themselves of a new truth, a clearer perception of the affairs of humanity; progress itself is made possible with its larger share of freedom for the individual or for nations only by a relentless overthrowing of outgrown opinions. It is only by new combinations of races, new assertions of the old unconquerable forces, that the spiritual kingdom gains or rather shows its power. When men claim that humanity can only move round in a circle, that the world has lost many things, that the experience of humanity is like the succession of the seasons, and that there is reproduction but not progression, it is well to take a closer look, to see how by combination, by stimulus of example, and power of spiritual forces and Gods great purposes, this whole world is nearer every year to the highest level any fortunate part of it has ever gained. Wars may appear to delay, but in due time they surely raise whole nations of men to higher levels, whether by preparing for new growths or by mixing the new and old. Generals of battalions and unreckoned camp-followers alike are effects of some great change, not causes of it. And no war was ever fought that was not an evidence that one element in it had outgrown the other and was bound to get itself manifested and better understood. The first effect of war is incidental and temporary; the secondary effect makes a link in the grand chain of the spiritual education and development of the world.

We grow confused in trying to find our way through the intricate tangle of stories about the relation of Harold and William to each other, with their promises and oaths and understanding of each others position in regard to the throne of England. Of course, William knew that Harold had a hope of succeeding the Confessor. There was nobody so fit for it in some respects as he — nobody who knew and loved England any better, or was more important to her welfare. He had fought for her; he was his fathers son, and the eyes of many southern Englishmen would turn toward him if the question of the succession were publicly put in the Witanagemôt. He might have defamers and enviers, but the Earl of the West Saxons was the foremost man in England. He had a right to expect recognition from his countrymen. The kingship was not hereditary, and Eadward had no heirs if it had been. Eadward trusted him; perhaps he had let fall a hint that he meant to recommend his wise earl as successor, even though it were a repetition of another promise made to William when Harold was a banished man and the house of Godwine serving its term of disgrace and exile.

It appears that Eadward had undergone an intermediate season of distrusting either of these two prominent candidates for succession. But the memory of Eadward Ironside was fondly cherished in England, and his son, Eadward the Outlaw, the lawful heir of the crown, was summoned back to his inheritance from Hungary. There was great rejoicing, and the Athelings wife and his three beautiful children, a son and two daughters, were for a time great favorites and kindled an instant loyalty all too soon to fade. Alas! that Eadward should have returned from his long banishment to sicken and die in London just as life held out such fair promises; and again the Confessors mind was troubled by the doubtful future of his kingdom.

On the other hand, if we trust to the Norman records now, — not always unconfirmed by the early English historians, — we must take into account many objections to, as well as admissions of, Harolds claim. Eadwards inclination seems often to swerve toward his Norman cousin, who alone seemed able to govern England properly or to hold her jealous forces well in hand. The great English earls were in fact nearly the same as kings of their provinces. There was much opposition and lack of agreement between them; there was a good deal of animosity along the borders in certain sections, and a deep race prejudice between the Danes of Northumberland and the men of the south. The Danes from oversea were scheming to regain the realm that had belonged to their own great ruler Cnut, and so there was a prospect of civil war or foreign invasion which needed a strong hand. Harolds desire to make himself king was not in accordance with the English customs. He was not of the royal house; he was only one of the English earls, and held on certain grounds no better right to pre-eminence than they. Leofric and Siward would have looked upon him as an undeserving interloper, who had no right to rule over them. The grandsons of Leofric, who ruled half England, says one historian, would scarcely submit to the dominion of an equal.... No individual who was not of an ancient royal house had ever been able to maintain himself upon an Anglo-Saxon throne.

Before we yield too much to our natural sentiment over the story of this unfortunate last of the Saxon kings, it is well to remember the bad and hindering result to England if Harold had conquered instead of fallen on the battle-field of Hastings. The weakness of England was in her lack of unity and her existing system of local government.
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GUY, COUNT OF PONTHIEU. BAYEUX TAPESTRY.

There are two or three plausible stories about Harolds purpose in going to Normandy. It is sometimes impossible in tracing this portion of history through both English and Norman chronicles to find even the same incidents mentioned. Each historian has such a different proof and end in view, and it is only by the closest study, and a good deal of guesswork beside, that a reasonable account of Harolds second visit, and the effects of it, can be made out. We may listen for a moment to the story of his being sent by Eadward to announce that the English crown was to be given to the Norman duke by Eadwards own recommendation to the council, or we may puzzle our way through an improbable tale that Godwines son, Wolfnoth, and grandson, Hakon, were still held by William as hostages between Eadward and Godwine, though Godwines family had long since been formally reinstated and re-endowed. Harold is supposed to have gone over to demand their release, though Eadward mournfully warned him of danger and treachery.

The most probable explanation is that Harold was bound on a pleasure excursion with some of his family either to Flanders or some part of his own country, and was shipwrecked and cast ashore on the coast of Ponthieu. All accounts agree about this, though they differ so much about the port he meant to make and his secret purpose.

In those days wrecking was a sadly common practice, and the more illustrious a rescued man might be, the larger ransom was demanded. When we reflect that much of the brutal and lawless custom of wrecking survived almost if not quite to our own time in England, we cannot expect much from the leniency of the Count of Ponthieus subjects, or indeed much clemency from that petty sovereign himself. Harold was thrown into prison and suffered many things there before the Duke of Normandy could receive his message and come to his relief.

We might imagine for ourselves now a fine historical picture of William the Conqueror seated in his palace at Rouen, busy with affairs of church and state. He has grown stouter, and his face shows marks of thought and care which were not all there when he went to England. His hair is worn thin by his helmet, and the frank, courteous look of his youth has given place to sternness and insistance, though his smile is ready to be summoned when occasion demands. He is a man who could still be mild with the gentle, and pleasantry was a weapon and tool if it were not an unconscious habit. Greater in state and less in soul, says one historian, who writes of him from an English standpoint at this hour in his career. A Norman gentleman lived delicately in those days; he was a worthy successor of a Roman gentleman in the luxurious days of the empire, but not yet enfeebled and belittled by ease and extravagance — though we do listen with amusement to a rumor that the elegant successors of Rolf the Ganger were very dependent upon warm baths, and a good sousing with cold water was a much dreaded punishment and penance. The reign of the valet had become better assured than the reign (in England) of the offspring of Woden and the house of Cerdic.

But we forget to watch the great Duke of the Normans as he sits in his royal chamber and listens to a messenger from the prisoned Earl of the West Saxons. It is a moment of tremendous significance, for by the assistance of winds and waves Harold has fallen into his power. He must tread carefully now and use his best cleverness of strategy and treacherous artifice. How the bystanders must have watched his face, and listened with eager expectation for his answer. The messenger pleads Harolds grievous condition; hints of famine, torture, and death itself have been known to escape this brutal Count of Ponthieu who keeps the great Englishman in his dungeon as if he were a robber. Perhaps he only wishes to gain a greater ransom, perhaps he acts in traitorous defiance of his Lord of Normandys known friendship for England.

William replies at last with stern courtesy. He is deeply grieved, we can hear him say, for the earls misfortune, but he can only deal in the matter as prince with prince. It is true that Guy of Ponthieu is his vassal and man, but Guy is governor of his coast, and makes his own laws. It will cost great treasure to ransom this noble captive, but the matter must be carefully arranged, for Guy is hot-tempered and might easily be provoked into sending Harolds head to Rouen without his body. Yet half the Norman duchy shall be spent if need be for such a cause as the English earls release.

Fitz-Osbern, the dukes seneschal and Malet de Graville, and the noble attendants of the palace murmur a pleased assent as the half-satisfied messenger is kindly dismissed. They detect an intrigue worthy of the best Norman ability, and know by Williams face that he has unexpectedly gained a welcome control over events.

The liberation of Harold was effected after much manœuvring, necessary or feigned, and when he appeared before William it was as a grateful man who was in debt not only for his release from danger and discomfort, but for a great sum of money and a tract of valuable landed property.
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MOUNT ST. MICHEL.

It is impossible not to suspect that Guy of Ponthieu and William were in league with each other, and when the ransom was paid, the wrecker-count became very amiable, and even insisted upon riding with a gay company of knights to the place where the Norman duke came with a splendid retinue to meet his distinguished guest. William laid aside the cumbrous forms of court etiquette and hurried to the gates of the Chateau dEu to help Harold to dismount, and greeted him with cordial affection, as friend with friend. Harold may well have been dazzled by his reception at the most powerful court in that part of the world. To have a welcome that befitted a king may well have pleased him into at least a temporary acknowledgment of his entertainers majestic power and rights. No doubt, during that unlucky visit it seemed dignity enough to be paraded everywhere as the great dukes chosen companion and honored friend and guest. At any rate, Harolds visit seems to have given occupation to the court, and we catch many interesting glimpses of the stately Norman life, as well as the humble, almost brutal, condition of the lower classes, awed into quietness and acquiescence by the sternness and exactness of Williams rule. It must be acknowledged that if the laws were severe they prevented much disorder that had smouldered in other times in the lower strata of society; men had less power and opportunity to harm each other or to enfeeble the state.
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OLD HOUSES, DÔL.

No greater piece of good luck could have befallen the duke than to win the post of Harolds benefactor, and he played the part gallantly. Not only the duke but the duchess treated their guest with uncommon courtesy, and he was admitted to the closest intimacy with the household. If Harold had been wise he would have gone back to England as fast as sails could carry him, but instead of that he lingered on, equally ready to applaud the Norman exploits in camp and court, and to show his entertainers what English valor could achieve. He went with the duke on some petty expedition against the rebellious Britons, but it is hard to make out a straight story of that enterprise. But there is a characteristic story of Harolds strength in the form of a tradition that when the Norman army was crossing the deep river Coesnon, which pours into the sea under the wall of Mount St. Michel, some of the troops were being swept away by the waves, when Harold rescued them, taking them with great ease, at arms length, out of the water.

There is a sober announcement in one of the old chronicles, that the lands of Brittany were included in Charles the Simples grant to Rolf, because Rolf had so devastated Normandy that there was little there to live upon. At the time of Williams expedition, Brittany itself was evidently taking its turn at such vigorous shearing and pruning of the life of its fertile hills and valleys. The Bretons liked nothing so well as warfare, and when they did not unite against a foreign enemy, they spent their time in plundering and slaughtering one another. Count Conan, the present aggressor, was the son of Alan of Brittany, Williams guardian. Some of the Bretons were loyal to the Norman authority, and Dôl, an ancient city renowned for its ill luck, and Dinan were successively vacated by the rebels. Dinan was besieged by fire, a favorite weapon in the hands of the Normans; but later we find that both the cities remained Breton, and the Norman allies go back to their own country. There is a hint somewhere of the appearance of an army from Anjou, to take the Bretons part, but the Norman chroniclers ignore it as far as they can.

It is impossible to fix the date of this campaign; indeed there may have been more than one expedition against Brittany. Still more difficult is it to learn any thing that is undisputed about the famous oath that Harold gave to William, and was afterward so completely punished for breaking. Yet, while we do not know exactly what the oath was, Harolds most steadfast upholders have never been able to deny that there was an oath, and there is no contradiction, on the English side, of the whole affair. His best friends have been silent about it. The most familiar account is this, if we listen to the Norman stories: Harold entered into an engagement to marry one of Williams daughters, who must have been very young at the time of the visit or visits to Normandy, and some writers claim that the whole cause of the quarrel lay in his refusal to keep his promise. There is a list beside of what appears to us unlikely concessions on the part of the English earl. Harold did homage to the duke, and formally became his man, and even promised to acknowledge his claim to the throne of England at the death of the Confessor. More than this, he promised to look after Williams interest in England, and to put him at once into possession of the Castle of Dover, with the right of establishing a Norman garrison there. William, in return, agreed to hold his new vassal in highest honor, giving him by and by even the half of his prospective kingdom. When this surprising oath was taken, Harold was entrapped into swearing upon the holiest relic of Norman saints which had been concealed in a chest for the express purpose. With the superstitious awe that men of his time felt toward such emblems, this not very respectable act on Williams part is made to reflect darkly upon Harold. Master Wace says that his hand trembled and his flesh quivered when he touched the chest, though he did not know what was in it, and how much more distressed he was when he found by what an awful vow he had unwittingly bound his soul.

So Harold returned to England the dukes vassal and future son-in-law, according to the chronicles, but who can help being suspicious, after knowing how Harold was indebted to the duke and bound with cunningly contrived chains until he found himself a prisoner? William of Poitiers, a chronicler who wrote in the Conquerors day, says that Harold was a man to whom imprisonment was more odious than shipwreck. It would be no wonder if he had made use of a piece of strategy, and was willing to make any sort of promise simply to gain his liberty.

The plot of the relic-business put a different face upon the whole matter, and yet, even if Harold was dazzled for the time being by Williams power and splendor, one must doubt whether he would have given up all his ambition of reigning in England. He was already too great a man at home to play the subject and flatterer with much sincerity, even though his master were the high and mighty Duke of the Normans, and he had come from a ruder country to the fascination and elegance of the Norman court. Whatever the oath may have been that Harold gave at Bayeux, it is certain that he broke it afterward, and that his enemies made his failure not only an affair of state, but of church, and waged a bitter war that brought him to his sad end.

Now, the Norman knights might well look to it that their armor was strong and the Norman soldiers provide themselves with arrows and well-seasoned bows. It was likely that Harolds promise was no secret, and that some echo of it reached from one end of the dukedom to the other. There were great enterprises on foot, and at night in the firelight there was eager discussion of possible campaigns, for though the great Duke William, their soldier of soldiers, had bent the strength of his resistless force upon a new kingdom across the Channel and had won himself such a valuable ally, it was not likely that England would be ready to fall into his hand like a ripe apple from the bough. There was sure to be fighting, but there was something worth fighting for; the petty sorties against the provincial neighbors of Normandy were hardly worth the notice of her army. Men like the dukes soldiers were fit for something better than such police duty. Besides, a deep provocation had not been forgiven by those gentlemen who were hustled out of England by Godwine and his party, and many an old score would now stand a chance of repayment.

Not many months were passed before the news came from London that the holy king Eadward was soon to leave this world for a better. He was already renowned as a worker of miracles and a seer of visions, and the story was whispered reverently that he had given his ring to a beggar who appeared before him to ask alms in the middle of a crowd assembled at the dedication of a church. The beggar disappeared, but that very night some English pilgrims on their way to Jerusalem are shelterless and in danger near the holy city. Suddenly a company of shining acolytes approach through the wilderness, carrying two tapers before an old man, as if he were out on some errand of the church. He stops to ask the wondering pilgrims whence they come and whither they are going, and guides them to a city and a comfortable lodging, and next morning tells them that he is Saint John the Evangelist. More than this, he gives them the Confessors ring, with a message to carry back to England. Within six months Eadward will be admitted to paradise as a reward for his pure and pious life. The message is carried to the king by miraculous agency that same night, and ever since he prays and fasts more than ever, and is hurrying the builders of his great Westminster, so that he may see that holy monument of his piety dedicated to the service of God before he dies.

The Norman lords and gentlemen who listened to this tale must have crossed themselves, one fancies, and craved a blessing on the saintly king, but the next minute we fancy also that they gave one another a glance that betokened a lively expectation of what might follow the news of Eadwards translation.

Twice in the year, at Easter and Christmas, the English king wore his crown in the great Witanagemôt and held court among his noblemen. In this year the midwinter Gemôt was held at the kings court at Westminster, instead of at Gloucester, to hallow the Church of St. Peter, the new shrine to which so much more of the Confessors thought had gone than to the ruling of his kingdom.

But in the triumphant days to which he had long looked forward, his strength failed faster and faster, and his queen, Edith, the daughter of Godwine, had to take his place at the ceremonies. The histories of that day are filled with accounts of the grand building that Eadwards piety had reared. He had given a tenth part of all his income to it for many years, and with a proud remembrance of the Norman churches with which he was familiar in his early days, had made Westminster a noble rival of them and the finest church in England. The new year was hardly begun, the Witan had not scattered to their homes, before Eadward the Confessor was carried to his tomb — the last of the sons of Woden. He had reigned for three and twenty years, and was already a worn old man.

Now, in the falling autumn, while the winds
Of winter blew across his scanty days
He gathered up lifes embers — —

But as he lay dying in the royal palace at Westminster everybody was less anxious about the king, than about the countrys uncertain future. Harold had been a sort of under-king for several years, and had taken upon himself many of the practical duties of government. He had done great deeds against the Welsh, and was a better general and war-man than Eadward had ever been. Nobody had any hope of the Confessors recovery, and any hour might find the nation kingless. The Athelings young son was a feeble, incompetent person, and wholly a foreigner; only the most romantic and senseless citizen could dream of making him Lord of England in such a time as that. There were a thousand rumors afloat; every man had his theory and his prejudice, and at last there must have been a general feeling of relief when the news was told that the saint-king was dead in his palace and had named Harold as his successor. The people clung eagerly to such a nomination; now that Eadward was dead he was saint indeed, and there was a funeral and a coronation that same day in the minster on the Isle of Thorney; his last word to the people was made law.

No more whispering that Harold was the Duke of the Normans man, and might betray England again into the hands of those greedy favorites whom the holy king had cherished in his bosom like serpents. No more fears of Harolds jealous enemies among the earls; there was a short-sighted joy that the great step of the succession had been made and settled fast in the consent of the Witan, who still lingered; to be dispersed, when these famous days were at an end, by another king of England than he who had called them together.
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FUNERAL OF EADWARD THE CONFESSOR. (FROM THE BAYEUX TAPESTRY.)

The king had prophesied in his last hours; he had seen visions and dreamed dreams; he had said that great sorrows were to fall upon England for her sins, and that her earls and bishops and abbots were but ministers of the fiend in the eye of God; that within a year and a day the whole land would be harried from one end to another with fire and slaughter. Yet, almost with the same breath, he recommends his Norman friends, those whom in his simplicity he spoke of as men who had left their native land for love of him, to Harolds care, and does not seem to suspect their remotest agency in the future harrying. True enough some of the Norman officers were loyal to him and to England. This death-bed scene is sad and solemn. Norman Robert the Staller was there, and Stigand, the illegal archbishop; Harold, the hope of England, and his sister, the queen, who mourns now and is very tender to her royal husband, who has given her a sorry lot with his cold-heartedness toward her and the dismal exile and estrangement he has made her suffer. He loves her and trusts her now in this last day of life, and her womans heart forgets the days that were dark between them. He even commends her to Harolds care, and directs that she must not lose the honors which have been hers as queen.

There is a tradition that when Eadward lay dying he said that he was passing from the land of the dead to the land of the living, and the chronicle adds: Saint Peter, his friend, opened to him the gates of Paradise, and Saint John, his own dear one, led him before the Divine Majesty. The walls that Eadward built are replaced by others; there is not much of his abbey left now but some of the foundation and an archway or two. But his tomb stands in a sacred spot, and the prayers and hymns he loved so devoutly are said and sung yet in his own Westminster, the burying-place of many another king since the Confessors time.
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XIV. NEWS FROM ENGLAND.
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Great men have reaching hands. — Shakespeare.

So Harold was crowned king of England. Our business is chiefly with what the Normans thought about that event, and while London is divided between praises of the old king and hopes of the new one, and there are fears of what may follow from Earl Tostigs enmity; while the Witan are dispersing to their homes, and the exciting news travels faster than they do the length and breadth of the country, we must leave it all and imagine ourselves in Normandy.

Duke William was at his park of Quevilly, near Rouen, and was on his way to the chase. He had been bending his bow — the famous bow that was too strong for other mens hands — and just as he gave it to the page who waited to carry it after him, a man-at-arms came straight to his side; they went apart together to speak secretly, while the bystanders watched them curiously and whispered that the eager messenger was an Englishman.

Eadward the king is dead, the duke was told, but that not unexpected news was only half the message. Earl Harold is raised to the kingdom.

There came an angry look into the dukes eyes, and the herald left him. William forgot his plans for the hunt; he strode by his retainers; he tied and untied his mantle absent-mindedly, and presently went down to the bank of the Seine again and crossed over in a boat to his castle hall. He entered silently, and nobody dared ask what misfortune had befallen him. His companions followed him and found him sitting on a bench, moving restlessly to and fro. Then he became quieter; he leaned his head against the great stone pillar and covered his face with his mantle. Long before, in the old Norse halls, where all the vikings lived together, if a man were sick or sorry or wished for any reason to be undisturbed, he sat on his own bench and covered his head with his cloak; there was no room where he could be alone; and after the old custom, in these later days, the knights of Williams court left him to his thoughts. Then William Fitz-Osbern, the bold-hearted, came into the quiet hall humming a tune. The awe-struck people who were clustered there asked him what was the matter; then the duke looked up.

It is in vain for you to try to hide the news, said the Seneschal. It is blazing through the streets of Rouen. The Confessor is dead, and Harold holds the English kingdom.

The duke answered gravely that he sorrowed both for the death of Eadward and for the faithlessness of Harold. 
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STIGAND, ARCHBISHOP OF CANTERBURY.

Arise and be doing, urges Fitz-Osbern. There is no need for mourning. Cross the sea and snatch the kingdom out of the usurpers hand, and in this way stern thought and dire purpose were thrown into the dukes holiday. The messenger had brought a lighted torch in his hand that was equal to kindling great plans that winter day in Normandy. 

William and all his men, from the least soldier to the greatest, knew that if they wished for England the only way to get it was to fight for it. There had never been such a proof of their mettle as this would be. The Normans who went to Italy had no such opponents as Harold and the rest of the Englishmen fighting on their own ground for their homes and their honor; but Norman courage shone brightest in these days. This is one of the places where we must least of all follow the dukes personal fortunes too closely, or forget that the best of the Normans were looking eagerly forward to the possession of new territory. Many of their cleverest men, too, were more than ready to punish the English for ejecting them from comfortable positions under Godwines rule, and were anxious to reinstate themselves securely. There was no such perilous journey before the army as the followers of the Hautevilles had known, while their amazing stories of gain and glory incited the Normans at home to win themselves new fortunes. It is a proof that civilization and the arts of diplomacy were advancing, when we listen (and the adventurers listened too) while excuse after excuse was tendered for the great expedition. The news of Harolds accession was simply a welcome signal for action, but the heir of Rolf the Ganger was a politician, an astute wielder of public opinion, and his state-craft was now directed toward giving his desire to conquer England and reign over it a proper aspect in the eyes of other nations.

The right of heritage was fast displacing everywhere the peoples right to choose their kings. The feudal system was close and strong in its links, but while Harold had broken his oath of homage to William, that alone was not sufficient crime. Such obligations were not always unbreakable, and were too much a matter of formality and temporary expediency to warrant such an appeal to the common law of nations as William meant to make. As nearly as we can get at the truth of the matter, the chief argument against Harold the Usurper was on religious grounds — on Williams real or assumed promise of the succession from Eadward, and Harolds vow upon the holy relics of the saints at Rouen. This at least was most criminal blasphemy. The Normans gloried in their own allegiance to the church. Their duke was blameless in private life and a sworn defender and upholder of the faith, and by this means a most formidable ally was easily won, in the character of Lanfranc the great archbishop.

Lanfranc and William governed Normandy hand in hand. In tracing the history of this time the priest seems as familiar with secular affairs, with the course of the state and the army and foreign relations, as the duke was diligent in attending ecclesiastical synods and church services. It was a time of great rivalry and uncertainty for the papal crown; there was a pope and an anti-pope just then who were violent antagonists, but Archdeacon Hildebrand was already the guide and authority of the Holy See. Later he became the Pope famous in history as Gregory VII. We are startled to find that the expedition against England was made to take the shape of a crusade, even though England was building her own churches, and sending pilgrims to the Holy Land, and pouring wealth most generously into the churchs coffers. Priests and prelates were subject to the law like other men, that was the trouble; and a land where the king and his Witan gave and took away the staff of the bishop was a land which, in the eyes of Rome, was more dangerous than a land of Jews or Saracens. It was a policy worthy of William to send to the threshold of the apostles to crave their blessing on his intended work of reducing the rebellious land, and it was a policy worthy of one greater than William himself, to make even William, for once in his life, the instrument of purposes yet more daring, yet more far-sighted, than his own. On the steps of the papal chair, and there alone, had William and Lanfranc to cope with an intellect loftier and more subtle than even theirs.[9]

[9] Freeman: The Norman Conquest.

William sent an embassy to Harold probably very soon after the receipt of the news of his coronation. The full account of both the demand and its reply have been forgotten, but it is certain that whatever the dukes commands were they were promptly disobeyed, and certain too that this was the result that William expected and even desired. He could add another grievance to his list of Harolds wrongdoings, and now, beside the original disloyalty, William could complain that his vassal had formally refused to keep his formal promise and obligation. Then he called a council of Norman nobles at Lillebonne and laid his plans before them.
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NORMANDY (IN 1066).



It was a famous company of counsellors and made up of the dukes oldest friends. There were William Fitz-Osbern, and the dukes brother Odo of Bayeux, whose priesthood was no hindrance to his good soldiery; Richard of Evreux, the grandson of Richard the Fearless; Roger of Beaumont and the three heroes of Mortemer; Walter Giffard; Hugh de Montfort and William of Warren; the Count of Mortain and Roger Montgomery and Count Robert of Eu. All these names we know, and familiar as they were in Normandy, they were, most of them, to strike deeper root in their new domain of England. We do not find that they objected now to Williams plans, but urged only that they had no right to speak for the whole country, and that all the Norman barons ought to be called together to speak for themselves.

This was a return to the fashions of Rolfs day, when the adventurers boasted on the banks of the Seine that they had no king to rule over them, and were all equal; that they only asked for what they could win with their swords. We do not find any other record of a parliament in Normandy; perhaps nothing had ever happened of late which so closely concerned every armed man within the Norman borders. The feudal barons had a right to speak now for themselves and their dependants, and in the great ducal hall of the castle at Lillebonne William duke told them his story and called upon them for help. He had a great wish to revenge Harolds treatment of him by force of arms, and asked the noble company of barons what aid they would render; with how many men and how many ships and with what a sum of money they would follow him and uphold the weighty and difficult enterprise.

Now we find many of the barons almost unwilling; even doubtful of the possibility of conquering such a kingdom as England. After insisting that they had longed to go plundering across the Channel, and that the old love for fighting burned with as hot a fire as ever within their breasts, the chronicles say that this Norman parliament asked for time to talk things over in secret before the duke should have any answer. We are given a picture of them grouped around this and that pleader for or against the duke, and are told that they demurred, that they objected to crossing the sea to wage war, and that they feared the English. For a moment it appears as if the whole mind of the assembly were opposed to the undertaking. They even feared if they promised unusual supplies of men and treasure that William would forever keep them up to such a difficult standard of generosity. I must say that all this does not ring true or match at all with the Norman character of that time. It would not be strange if there were objectors among them, but it does not seem possible when they were so ready to go adventuring before and after this time; when they were after all separated by so short a time from Rolf the Gangers piracies, that many could have been so seriously daunted by the prospect of such limited seafaring as crossing the Channel. It appears like an ingenious method of magnifying the greatness and splendor of the Norman victory, and the valiant leadership of the duke and his most trusted aids. 

William Fitz-Osbern was chosen to plead with the barons, and persuade them to follow the dukes banner. He reminded them that they were Williams vassals, and that it would be unwise to disappoint him. William was a stern man and fearful as an enemy. If any among them loved their ease, and wished to avoid their lawful tribute of service, let them reflect that they were in the power of such a mighty lord and master. What was their money worth to them if the duke branded them as faithless cowards, and why did they wish to disgrace their names and take no part in this just and holy war against the usurper?

These were the arguments we can fancy brave Fitz-Osbern giving them one by one if indeed they hung back and were close-fisted or afraid. They commissioned him at last to speak for them at the next hearing, and when he boldly promised for each man double his regular fee and allotment — for the lord of twenty knights forty knights, and for himself, of his love and zeal, sixty ships armed and equipped and filled with fighting men, the barons shouted at first No, no! and the hall at Lillebonne echoed with the noise.

But it was all settled finally, and we are told that the duke himself talked with his barons one by one, and that at last they were as eager as he. The whole objection seems to have been made for fear that their doubled and extraordinary tribute should be made a precedent, but the duke promptly gave his word of honor that it should not be so, and their estates should not be permanently weighted beyond their ability. The scribes took down the record of the knights and soldiers that each baron had promised, and from this time there was a hum and stir of war-making in Normandy, and that spring there were more women than men in the fields tending the growing crops.

The duke set himself seriously to work. All the barons of his duchy and all their men were not enough to depend upon for the overthrowing of England. William must appeal to his neighbors for help, and in this he was aided by the Popes approval, and the blessing that was promised to those who would punish Harold and his countrymen, traitors to the Holy Church. The spoils of England were promised to all who would win a share in them, and adventurers flocked from east, north, and south to enroll themselves in the Norman ranks. Alan of Brittany was ready to command his forces in person and to come to Williams assistance, and so was Eustace of Boulogne, but the French nobles who gathered about their young King Philip, still under Baldwin of Flanderss guardianship, were by no means willing to help forward any thing that would make their Norman rivals any more powerful than they were already. From Flanders there were plenty of adventurers, and some high noblemen who needed little urging to join their fortunes to such an expedition, and William sent embassies to more distant countries still, with better or worse results. There is a tradition that even the Normans of Sicily came northward in great numbers.

The most important thing, next to carrying a sufficient force into England, was to leave the Norman borders secure from invasion. If they were repulsed in England and returned to find they had lost part of Normandy, that would be a sorry fate indeed, and the duke exerted himself in every way to leave his territory secure.

The most powerful alliance was that with the papal court at Rome. Here Lanfranc could serve his adopted country to good effect. Hildebrands power was making itself felt more and more, and it was he who most ardently desired and fostered the claim of the Church to a mastery of all the crowns of Christendom. The decree went forth, which declared Harold to be a usurper and William to be the lawful claimant of the English crown. It would even seem that it declared the English king and all his followers to be cut off from the communion of the faithful. William was sent forth as an avenger to chastise the wrong and perjury of his faithless vassal. But he was also sent forth as a missionary, to guide the erring English into the true path, to teach them due obedience to Christs vicar, and to secure a more punctual payment of the temporal dues of his apostle. The cause of the invasion was blessed, and precious gifts were sent as the visible exponents of the blessing. A costly ring was sent, containing a relic, holier, it may be, than any on which Harold had sworn — a hair of the prince of the apostles. And with the ring came a consecrated banner.[10] These were, after all, more formidable weapons than the Norman arrows. They inspired not only courage, but a sense of duty and of righteous service of God. Alas for poor humanity that lends itself so readily to wrongdoing, and even hopes to win heaven by making this earth a place of bloodshed and treachery. Now, William had something besides English lands and high places for knight and priest alike on conquered soil — he could give security and eminence in the world to come. Heaven itself had been promised by its chief representative on earth to those who would fight for the Duke of Normandy against England. Hildebrand had made a last appeal to the holy assembly of cardinals when he told the story of the profaned relics and Harolds broken oath, and had urged the willing fathers of the church to consider how pious and benevolent it would be to Christianize the barbarous and heathen Saxons. Nobody took pains to remember that the priesthood of England owned a third of the English lands, and ruled them with a rod of iron. So long as England would not bend the knee to Rome, what did all that matter?

[10] Freeman, The Norman Conquest.

One significant thing happened at this time. Who should make his appearance at the dukes court but Tostig, the son of Godwine, eager, no doubt, to plot against Harold, and to take a sufficient revenge for the banishment and defeat by means of which he was then an outcast. He did not linger long, for the busy duke sent him quickly away, not uncommissioned for the war that was almost ready to begin.

Harold also had set himself at work to gather his forces and to be in readiness for an attack which was sure to come. Another enemy was first in the field, for in the spring Tostig appeared in the Isle of Wight, the captain of a fleet of ships that were manned by Flemish and Norman men. He had received aid from William, and proceeded to wreak his vengeance upon the Kent and Sussex villages over which his father had once ruled. He does not appear to have gained any English allies, except at the seaport of Sandwich, where he probably hired some sailors; then he went northward from there with sixty ships and attacked the coast of Godwines earldom. He made great havoc in the shore towns, but Eadwine and Morkere of Northumberland hurried to meet him with their troops and drove him away, so that with only twelve ships left he went to Scotland, where Malcolm, the Scottish king received him with a hearty welcome, and entertained him politely the rest of the summer. They had lately been sworn enemies, but now that Tostig was fighting against England, Malcolm put aside all bygone prejudice.
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ENGLAND.

In the summer of that eventful year, Tostig first proposed to the king of Denmark that he should come to England and help him to recover his earldom. Swegen had the good sense to refuse, and then the outlaw went on to Norway to make further proposals to Harold Hardrada, who also listened incredulously, but when Tostig suggested that Harold should be king of England, and that he would only ask to be under-king of the northern territory, that he would do homage to Harold and serve him loyally, the great Norwegian chieftain consented to make ready for an expedition. He seems to have been much like Rolf the Ganger, and a true, valiant viking at heart. The old saga whence the story comes makes us forget the plottings and claims of Rome and the glories of Norman court life; the accounts of Harold Hardradas expedition are like a breath of cold wind from the Northern shores, and the sight of a shining dragon-ship stealing away between the high shores of a fiord, outward-bound for a bout of plundering. But the saga records also the fame and prowess of that other Harold, the son of Godwine, and magnifies the power of such an enemy.

Perhaps the English king trusted at first in the ability of the northern earls to take care of their own territory, and only tried to stand guard over the southern coast.

He gathered an army and kept it together all the latter part of the summer, a most unprecedented and difficult thing in those days; and with help from the local forces, or what we should call the militia, his soldiers kept guard along the shores of Sussex and Kent. We cannot estimate what a troublesome step forward in the art of warfare this was for Englishmen, who were used to quick forced marches and decisive battles, and a welcome dispersion after the cessation of whatever exciting cause or sudden summons had gathered them.

Harolds ships patrolled the Channel and the footsoldiers paced the downs, but food, always hard to obtain, became at last impossible, and in September the army broke ranks. Harold himself went back to London, whither the fleet was also sent, but on the way it met with disaster, and many of the ships were lost and many more began to leak and were reluctantly judged unseaworthy. The whole southern coast was left undefended; it was neither the kings fault nor the subjects fault. Both had done their best, — but the crops must be gathered then or not at all, and at any rate, the army was weakened by famine and a growing belief in the uncertainty of attack.

Alas for Harolds peace of mind! In those very days William the Normans host was clustering and gathering like bees just ready to swarm, on the coast of Normandy, and from the mouth of the Bergen fiord came Harold Hardrada with a great company, with a huge mass of treasure, such as had not for years and years floated away from a Northern haven. It seems as if he had determined to migrate, to crush the English usurper, and then to establish himself as Cnut had done in the richer southern kingdom. There must have been some knowledge in Norway of the state of things in England and Normandy, but this famous old adventurer was ready to fight whoever he met, and the Black Raven was flying at his masthead. Bad omens cast their shadows over this great expedition of the last of the sea-kings, but away he sailed to the Shetland Islands and left his wife and daughters there, while he gained new allies; and still farther south, Tostig came to meet him with a new army which he had gathered in Flanders. An Irish chieftain and a great lord from Iceland were there too, and down they all came upon the defenceless country that was marked as their prey, burning and destroying church and castle and humble homestead, daring the Englishmen to come out and fight and drive them away again. We have no time to trace their lawless campaign. The two northern earls summoned their vassals, but in a few days after the Northmen had landed they had taken, without much trouble it appears to us, the city of York, and news was hurriedly sent to the king of England.

What a grievous message! Harold, the son of Godwine, was ill, his southern coast was undefended, still he could not forget the message that William had sent to him late in the summer by a spy who had crossed to Normandy, that the Normans would soon come and teach him how many they were and what they could do. But a holy abbot consoled the king by telling him that Eadward the Confessor had shown himself in a vision and assured his successor of certain victory.

The prophecy was proved to be true; the king summoned his strength and his soldiers and marched to York. There King Harold was to set up his new kingdom; he had not the desire for revenge that filled Tostigs breast, and was anxious to prove himself a generous and wise ruler. As he came toward the walls which had been so easily won, the rival Harolds army comes in sight — first a great cloud of dust like a whirlwind, and next the shining spears prick through and glitter ominously. A little later Harold of England sends a message to his brother Tostig. He shall have again his kingdom of Northumberland if he will be loyal; and Tostig sends back a message in his turn to ask what shall be the portion of Harold Hardrada. Seven feet of English ground for his grave, says the other Harold, and the fight begins. 

Alas for the tall Northman, the winner of eighty castles from the Saracens, the scourge of Moslem and robber in Palestine; the ally of Sicily, of Russia, and the Greeks! Alas for the kingdom he had lightly lost in Norway! Alas for the wife and daughters who were watching all through those shortening September days in the Orkneys for the triumphant return of the fleet — for Harold the saga-man and sea-king, who built his hopes too high. He may be fierce with the old rage of the Berserkers, and lay sturdily about him with his heavy two-handed sword; he may mow down great swaths of Englishmen like grain, but the moment comes when an arrow flies with its sharp whistle straight at his throat, and he falls dead, and his best fighters fall in heaps above him; the flag of the Black Raven of Norway is taken. Tostig is dead, and Harold of England is winner of that great day at Stamford Bridge, the last great victory that he and his men would ever win, the last fight of England before the Conquest. Out of the crowd of ships that had come from the North only four and twenty sailed away again, and Harold made peace with the Orkney-men and the Icelanders and the rest. Since that day there has been peace between England and the countries of the Northern Seas. Harolds last victory was with the past, one might say, with the Northmen of another age and time, as if the last tie of his country were broken with the old warfare and earlier enemies. New relationships were established, the final struggle for mastery was decided. The battle of Stamford Bridge might have been called a deadly game at jousting, and the English knight receives the prize and rides home the victor of the tournament. Yet that very day of triumph saw the approach of a new foe — the Norman ships full of horses and men are ready to put out for the English shore. Harold must fight another battle and lose it, and a new order of things must begin in Britain. The Northmen and the Normans; it is a long step between the two, and yet Englands past and her future meet; the swordsmens arms that ache from one battle must try their strength again in another; but the Normans bring great gifts at the point of their arrows — without them England would have been mechanical, not artistic; brave, not chivalrous; the home of learning, not of thought.

Three days after the fight Harold sits at a splendid banquet among his friends, and a breathless messenger comes in fleet-footed with bad news. Muster your axemen and lances, Harold, King of the English; the Normans have come like a flight of locusts and are landing on the coast of Kent.
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XV. THE BATTLE OF HASTINGS.
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I see thy glory, like a shooting star,
Fall to the base earth from the firmament!
Thy sun sets weeping in the lowly west. — Shakespeare.

Early in the summer there was a sound of wood-chopping and a crash of falling trees in the forests of Normandy, and along her shores in the shipyards the noise of shipwrights mallets began, and the forging of bolts and chains. The hemp-fields enlarge their borders, and catch the eye quickly with their brilliant green leafage. There is no better trade now than that of the armorers, and many a Norman knight sees to it that the links of his chain-mail jerkin and helmet are strongly sewn, and that he is likely to be well defended by the clanking habit that he must buckle on. Horses and men are drilling in the castle yards, and every baron gathers his troop, and is stern in his orders and authority. The churches are crowded, the priests are urging the holy cause, and war is in everybodys mind. The cherry blossoms whiten and fall, the apple-trees are covered with rosy snow, mid-summer sees the young fruit greaten on the boughs, the sun rides high in the sky, and the soldiers mail weighs heavy; through the country-lanes go troops of footmen and horsemen. You can see the tips of their unstrung bows moving above the hedges, and their furled banners with heraldic device or pious seal. They are all going toward the sea, toward the mouth of the river Dive. The peasant women and children stand in their cottage doors and watch the straggling processions on their way. It is indeed a cause to aid with ones prayers, this war against the heathen English.

All summer long, armed men were collecting at Williams head-quarters from every part of Normandy, or wherever his summons had wakened a favorable response. If we can believe the chroniclers, the army was well paid and well fed and kept in good order. It became a question which army would hold its ground longest; Harolds, on the Sussex downs, or Williams, by the Dive. At last, news was brought that the Englishmen were disbanded, then the Frenchmen — as we begin to hear our Normans called, — the Frenchmen begin to make ready for their expedition. There may have been skirmishes by sea in the hot weather, but it was not until early autumn that William gave orders to embark. There are different stories about the magnitude of the force. The defeated party would have us believe that they were enormously overpowered, and so set the numbers very high; the conquerors, on the other hand, insist that they had not quantity so much as quality to serve them in the fight, and that it was not the size of their army but the valor of it that won the day. We are told that there were six hundred and ninety-six ships and fourteen thousand men; we are told also that there were more than three thousand ships and sixty thousand men, all told; and other accounts range between these two extremes.
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NORMAN VESSEL. (FROM BAYEUX TAPESTRY.)

For a month the Norman army waited at the mouth of the Dive for a south wind, but no south wind blew, while an adverse storm scattered them and strewed the shore with Norman bodies. At last, the duke took advantage of a westerly breeze and set sail for St. Valery, off the coast of Ponthieu, from whence he hoped to go more easily over to England. At the famous abbey of St. Valery he was saying his prayers and watching the weather-cocks for fifteen days, and he and his captains made generous offerings at the holy shrines. The monks came out at last in solemn procession bearing their sacred relics, and the Norman host knelt devoutly and did homage. At Caen, in June, the two great minsters had been dedicated, and William and Matilda had given their young daughter Cecily to the service of God, together with rich offerings of lands and money. In their own churches, therefore, and at many another Norman altar beside, prayer and praise never ceased in those days while Harold was marching to Stamford Bridge.

At last, on Wednesday, the twenty-seventh of September, the wind went round to the southward, and the great fleet sailed. The soldiers believed that their prayers had been answered, and that they were the favorites of heaven. They crowded on board the transport-ships, and were heedless of every thing save that they were not left behind, and had their armor and weapons ready for use. The trumpets were playing, their voices cried loud above the music that echoed back in eager strains from the shore. The horsemen shouted at their horses, and the open ships were plainer copies of the dragon-ships of old; they carried gayly dressed gentlemen, and shining gonfanons, and thickets of glittering spears. The shields were rich with heraldic blazoning, and the golden ship, Mora, that the Duchess Matilda had given to the duke, shone splendid on the gray water, as just at evening William himself set sail and turned the gilded figure of a boy blowing an ivory trumpet, like some herald of certain victory, toward the shore of Kent. The Popes sacred banner was given to the welcome breeze, and Williams own standard, figured with the three lions of Normandy, fluttered and spread itself wide. The colored sails looked gay, the soldiers sang and cheered, and away they went without a fear, these blessed Normans of the year 1066. On the Moras masthead blazed a great lantern when the darkness fell. It was a cloudy night.

In the early morning, the Mora being lighter-laden than the rest, found herself alone on the sea, out of sight of either land or ships, but presently the loitering forest of masts rose into view. At nine oclock William had landed at Pevensey on the Sussex shore. As he set foot for the second time on English soil, he tripped and fell, and the bystanders gave a woful groan at such a disastrous omen. By the splendor of God, cried the duke, in his favorite oath, I have taken seizin of my kingdom; see the earth of England in my two hands! at which ready turn of wit a soldier pulled a handful of thatch from a cottage roof and gave it to his master for a further token of proprietorship. This also was seizin of all that England herself embraced.

There was nobody to hinder the Normans from landing or going where they pleased. At Pevensey they stayed only one day for lack of supplies, and then set out eastward toward Hastings. In the Bayeux tapestry, perhaps the most reliable authority so far as it goes, there is an appealing bit of work that pictures a burning house with a woman and little child making their escape. The only places of safety, we are told elsewhere, were the churchyards and the churches. Williams piety could hardly let him destroy even an enemys sacred places of worship. 

The next few days were filled with uncertainty and excited expectancy. Clearly there was no army in the immediate neighborhood of Hastings; the Normans had that part of the world to themselves apparently, and hours and days went by leaving them undisturbed. Many a voice urged that they might march farther into the country, but their wary leader possessed his soul in patience, and at last came the news of the great battle in the north, of Harolds occupation of York, and the terrible disaster that had befallen the multitude of Harold Hardrada and Tostig, with their allies. Now, too, came a message to the duke from Norman Robert the Staller, who had stood by the Confessors death-bed, and who kept a warm heart for the country of his birth, though he had become a loyal Englishman in his later years. Twenty thousand men have been slain in the north, he sends word to William; the English were mad with pride and rejoicing. The Normans were not strong enough nor many enough to risk a battle; they would be like dogs among wolves, and would be worse than overthrown. But William was scornful of such advice — he had come to fight Harold, and he would meet him face to face — he would risk the battle if he had only a sixth part as many men as followed him, eager as himself for his rights.
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WILLIAM THE CONQUEROR. (BAYEUX TAPESTRY.)

Harold had bestirred his feasting and idle army, and held council of his captains at York. Normans and French and the men of Brittany had landed at Pevensey in numbers like the sand of the sea and the stars of heaven. If only the south wind had blown before, so that he might have met these invaders with his valiant army, too soon dispersed! To have beaten back William and then have marched north to Stamford Bridge, that, indeed, would have been a noble record. Now the Normans were burning and destroying unhindered in the south; what should be done? And every captain-baron of the English gave his word that he would call no man king but Harold the son of Godwine; and with little rest from the battle just fought, they made ready to march to London. They knew well enough what this new invasion meant; a prophetic dread filled their hearts, for it was not alone out of loyalty to Harold, but for love of England, that these men of different speech and instincts must be pushed off the soil to which they had no lawful claim.

The fame of the northern victory brought crowds of recruits to the two banners, the Dragon of Wessex and Harolds own standard, the Fighting Man, as they were carried south again. Nothing succeeds like success; if Harold could conquer the great Hardrada, it were surely not impossible to defeat the Norman duke. So the thanes and churchmen alike rallied to the Fighting Man. The earls of the north half promised to follow, but they never kept their word; perhaps complete independence might follow now their half-resented southern vassalage. At least they did not mean to fight the battles of Wessex until there was no chance for evasion. But while Harold waited at London, men flocked together from the west and south, and he spent some days in his royal house at Westminster, heavy-hearted and full of care in his great extremity. He was too good a general, he had seen too much of the Norman soldiery already to underrate their prowess in battle; he shook his head gloomily when his officers spoke with scorn of their foes. One day he went on a pilgrimage to his own abbey at Waltham, and the monks records say that, while he prayed there before the altar and confessed his sins and vowed his fealty to God, who reigns over all the kingdoms of the earth; while he lay face downward on the sacred pavement, the figure of Christ upon the cross bowed its head, as if to say again, It is finished. Thurkill, the sacristan, saw this miracle, and knew that all hope must be put aside, and that Harolds cause was already lost.

Next, the Norman duke sent a message to Westminster by a monk from the abbey of Fécamp, and there was parleying to and fro about Harolds and Williams rival claims to the English crown. It was only a formal challenging and a final provocation to the Englishmen to come and fight for their leader, there where the invaders had securely entrenched and established themselves. Come and drive us home if you dare, if you can! the Normans seemed to say tauntingly, and Harold saw that he must make haste lest the duke should be strengthened by reinforcements or have time to make himself harder to dislodge. Williams demand that he should come down from the throne had been put into insolent words, and the Kentish people were being pitifully distressed and brought to beggary by the host of foreigners. Yet Gyrth, the son of Godwine, begged his royal brother to stay in London; to let him go and fight the Normans; and the people begged Harold, at the last moment, to listen to such good counsel. But Harold refused; he could never play cowards part, or let a man who loved him fight a battle in his stead; and so when six days were spent he marched away to the fight where the two greatest generals the world held must match their strength one against the other, hand to hand. The King of England had a famous kingdom to lose, the Duke of Normandy had a famous kingdom to win.
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A NORMAN MINSTREL.

On the night before the fourteenth of October, the armies stood before each other near Hastings, on the field of Senlac, now called Battle. They made their camps hastily; for hosts of them the rude shelters were a last earthly dwelling-place and habitation of earthly hopes or fears. Through the Norman encampment went bands of priests, and the Normans prayed and confessed their sins. The Bishop of Coutances and Duke Williams half-brother Odo, Bishop of Bayeux, both these high officials of the Church were there to stay the hands of their parishioners, and uphold the devout fighters in this crusade. Odo made the soldiers promise that whoever survived the morrows battle would never again eat meat on Saturday; by such petty means he hoped to gain success at the hands of God who rules battles on a larger scope, and who, through the quarrels and jealousies of men, brings slowly near the day when justice shall be done on earth as it is in heaven. They sang hymns; the watch-fires flickered and faded; the gray morning dawned, and there in the dim light stood the English on a hillside that jutted like a promontory into the marshy plain. A woodland lay behind them, as if the very trees of the English soil had mustered with the men; in the thickest of the ranks was Harolds royal banner, the Fighting Man, and Harold himself stood close beside it with his brothers. The awful battle-axes, stained yet with the blood of those who died at Stamford Bridge, were in every mans hand, and every man was sheltered by his shield and kept silence. The Normans saw their foes stand waiting all together shoulder to shoulder, yet there was silence — an awful stillness in which to see so vast a host of men, and yet not hear them speak. The English had feasted that night, and sung their songs, and told the story of the northern fight. How their battle-axes looked gray and cold as the light dawned more and more! The Normans knew that they might feel the bitter edges and the cleaving steel of them ere the day was spent. 

Archers first, behind them the lancers, and behind all, the horsemen; so the Normans were placed, high-hearted and bold with their great errand. To gain is better than to keep; by night this England might be theirs in spite of the battle-axes. While the day was yet young, Taillefer, the minstrel, went riding boldly out from the ranks singing the song of Roland and Charlemagne at Roncesvalles, tossing his sword lightly and fast into the air and catching it deftly as he galloped to the English lines. There sat the duke on his horse that was a present from the king of Spain. His most holy relics were hung about his neck; as he glanced from Taillefer along his army front he could see the Côtentin men, led by Neal of Saint Saviour, and his thoughts may have gone back quickly to the battle of his early youth at Val-ès-dunes. What a mighty host had gathered at his summons! All his Norman enemies were his followers now; he had won great championship, and if this days fortune did not turn against him, the favor of the Holy Mother Church at Rome, the church of the apostles and martyrs, was won indeed; and no gift in Christendom would be more proudly honored than this kingdom of England made loyal to the papal crown. William the Bastard, the dishonored, insulted grandson of a Falaise tanner, — William, the Duke of proud Normandy, at the head of a host, knocking at the gates of England; nay, let us set the contrast wider yet, and show Rolf the Ganger, wet by salt spray on the deck of his dragon-ship, steering boldly southward, and William, Duke of the Normans, rich and great, a master of masters, and soon to be king of a wide and noble land, and winner of a great battle, if the saints whom he worshipped would fight upon his side.

Taillefer has killed his two men, and been killed in his turn; his song has ended, and his sword has dropped from his hand. The Normans cry Dex aide! Dex aide! Ha Rou! and rush boldly up the hill to Harolds palisades. The arrows flew in showers, but the English stand solid and hew at the horsemen and footmen from behind their shields. Every man, even the king, was on foot; they shouted Out! out! as the Normans came near; they cried God Almighty! and Holy Cross! and at this sound Harold must have sadly remembered how the crucifix had bowed its head as he lay prone before it. And the fight grew hotter and hotter, the Normans were beaten back, and returned again fiercely to the charge, down the hill, now up the hill over the palisades, like a pouring river of men, dealing stinging sword-thrusts — dropping in clumsy heaps of javelin-pricked and axe-smitten lifelessness; from swift, bright-eyed men becoming a bloody mass to stumble over, or feebly crying for mercy at the feet that trampled them; so the fight went on. Harold sent his captains to right and left, and William matched his captains against them valiantly. The Norman arrows were falling blunted and harmless from the English shields, and he told the archers to shoot higher and aim so that the arrows might fall from above into the Englishmens faces. There was no sound of guns or smoke of powder in that day, only a fearful wrangling and chopping, and a whir of arrow and lance and twang of bowstring. Yes, and a dolorous groaning as closer and closer the armies grappled with each other, hand to hand.

Hour after hour the day spent itself, and the fight would never be done. There was a cry that the duke was dead, and he pulled off his helmet and hurried along the lines to put new courage into his men. The arrows were dropping like a deadly rain, the axemen and lancers were twisted and twined together like melted rock that burns and writhes its way through widening crack and crevice. The hot flood of Normans in chain-mail and pointed helmets sweeps this way, and the English with their leathern caps and their sturdy shoulders mailed like their enemies, swinging their long-handled weapons, pour back again, and so the day draws near its end, while the races mix in symbolic fashion in the fight as they must mix in government, in blood, in brotherhood, and in ownership of England while England stands.

Harold has fallen, the gleaming banner of the Fighting Man, with its golden thread and jewelry, is stained with blood and mire. An arrow has gone deep into the kings eye and brain; he has fallen, and his foes strike needless blows at his poor body, lest so valiant a spirit cannot be quieted by simple death. The English have lost the fight, there is a cry that they are flying, and the Normans hear it and gather their courage once more; they rally and give chase. All at once there is a shout that thrills them through and through — a glorious moment when they discover that the day is won. William the Bastard is William the Conqueror, a sad word for many English ears in days to come; to us the sign of great gain that was and is Englands — of the further advance of a kingdom already noble and strong. The English are strongest, but the Normans are quickest. The battle has been given to Progress, and the Norman, not the Saxon, had the right to lead the way.
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SOLDIER IN CLOAK.

But the field of Senlac makes a sad and sorry sight as the light of the short October day is fading and the pale stars shine dimly through the chilly mist that gathers in from the sea. It is not like the bright Norman weather; the slow breeze carries a faint, heavy odor of fallen leaves, and the very birds give awesome cries as they fly over the battle-field. There are many of the victors who think of the spoils of England, but some better men remember that it is in truth a mighty thing to have conquered such a country. What will it mean in very truth that England is theirs? 

Later, William the Conqueror and his knights are resting and feasting and bragging of their deeds, there where Harolds standards were overthrown and the banner of the Three Lions of Normandy waves in the cool night wind. The living men look like butchers from the shambles, and the dead lie in heavy heaps; here and there a white face catches a ray of light and appeals for pity in its dumb loneliness. There are groans growing ever fainter, and cries for help now and then, from a soldier whose wits have come back to him, though he lay stunned and maimed among those who are forever silent. There go weeping men and women with litters — they cannot find the king, and they must lead the woman who loved him best of all the earth, Edith the Swan-throated, through this terrible harvest-field to discover his wounded body among the heaps of slain. He must be buried on the sea-shore, the Norman duke gives command to William Malet, and so guard forever the coast he tried to defend.

The heralds of victory set sail exultantly across the brown water of the Channel; the messengers of defeat go mourning to London and through the sorrowful English towns. Harold the son of Godwine, and his brother, Gyrth the Good — yes, and the flower of all Southern England; no man of Harolds own noble following lived to tell the story and to bewail this great defeat. There were some who lived to talk about it in after days; — and there was one good joy in saying that as the Normans pursued them after the day was lost, they hid in ambush in the fens and routed their pursuers with deadly, unexpected blows. But the country side looked on with dismay while William fought his way to London, not without much toil and opposition, but at last the humbled earldoms willingly or unwillingly received their new lord. Since Eadgar the underwitted Atheling was not fit for the throne, and the house of Godwine had fallen, William the Norman was made monarch of England, and there was a king-crowning in Westminster at Christmas-tide.
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XVI. WILLIAM THE CONQUEROR.
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Then in his house of wood with flaxen sails
She floats, a queen, across the fateful seas. — A. F.

Rather than follow in detail the twenty-one years of Williams English reign, we must content ourselves with a glance at the main features of it. We cannot too often remind ourselves of the resemblance between the life and growth of a nation and the life and growth of an individual; but while William the Conqueror is in so many ways typical of Normandy, and it is most interesting to follow his personal fortunes, there are many developments of Norman character in general which we must not overlook. William was about forty years old when the battle of Hastings was fought and won; Normandy, too, was in her best vigor and full development of strength. The years of decadence must soon begin for both; the time was not far distant when the story of Normandy ends, and it is only in the history of France and of England that the familiar Norman characteristics can be traced. Foremost in vitalizing force and power of centralization and individuality, while so much of Europe was unsettled and misdirected toward petty ends, this duchy of Rolf the Ganger seems, in later years, like a wild-flower that has scattered its seed to every wind, and plants for unceasing harvests, but must die itself in the first frost of outward assailment and inward weakness.

The march to London had been any thing but a triumphant progress, and the subjects of the new king were very sullen and vindictive. England was disheartened, her pride was humbled to the dust, and many of her leaders had fallen. In the dark winter weather there was sorrow and murmuring; the later law of the curfew bell, a most wise police regulation, made the whole country a prison.

A great deal of harrying had been thought necessary before the people were ready to come to William and ask him to accept the crown. William had a great gift for biding his time, and in the end the crown was proffered, not demanded. We learn that the folk thought better of their conqueror at last, that Cnut was remembered kindly, and the word went from mouth to mouth that England might do worse than take this famous Christian prince to rule over her. Harold had appealed to heaven when the fight began at Senlac, but heaven had given the victory to other hands. The northern earls had forsaken them, and at any rate the Norman devastations must be stopped. If William would do for England what he had done for his own duchy and make it feared for valor and respected for its prosperity like Normandy, who could ask more? So the duke called a formal council of his high noblemen and, after careful consideration, made known his acceptance! There was a strange scene at the coronation in Westminster. Norman horsemen guarded the neighboring streets, a great crowd of spectators filled the church, and when the question was put to this crowd, whether they would accept William for their king, there was an eager shout of Yea! yea! King William! Perhaps the Normans had never heard such a noisy outcry at a solemn service. Again the shout was heard, this time the same question had been repeated in the French tongue, and again the answer was Yea! yea!

The guards outside thought there was some treachery within, and feared that harm might come to their leader, so, by way of antidote or revenge, they set fire to the buildings near the minster walls. Out rushed the congregation to save their goods or, it might be, their lives, while the ceremony went on within, and the duke himself trembled with apprehension as he took the solemn oath of an English king, to do justice and mercy to all his people. There was a new crown to be put on, — what had become of the Confessors? — but at last the rite was finished and William, king of the English, with his priests and knights, came out to find a scene of ruin and disorder; it was all strangely typical — the makeshift splendors, the new order of church and state, the burning hatred and suspicions of that Christmas-tide. Peace on earth, good-will to men! alas, it was any thing but that in the later years of Williams reign. 

No doubt he built high hopes and made deep plans for good governance and Englands glory. He had tamed Normandy to his guiding as one tames a wild and fiery horse, and there seemed to be no reason why he could not tame England. In the beginning he attempted to prove himself lenient and kind, but such efforts failed; it was too plain that the Normans had captured England and meant to enjoy the spoils. The estates belonging to the dead thanes and ealdormen, who fought with Harold, were confiscated and divided among the Normans: this was the fortune of war, but it was a bitter grievance and injustice. O, for another Godwine! cried many a man and woman in those days. O, for another Godwine to swoop down upon these foreign vultures who are tearing at Englands heart! But even in the Confessors time there was little security for private property. We have even seen the Confessors own wife banished from his side without the rich dowry she had brought him, and Godwines estates had been seized and refunded again, as had many another mans in the reign of that pious king whom everybody was ready to canonize and deplore.

After the king had given orders to his army to stop plundering and burning, there was a good deal of irregular depredation for which he was hardly responsible. He was really king of a very small part of England. The army must not be disbanded, it must be kept together for possible defence, but the presence of such a body of rapacious men, who needed food and lodging, and who were not content unless they had some personal gain from the rich country they had helped to win, could not help being disastrous. Yet there is one certain thing — the duke meant to be master of his new possessions, and could use Englishmen to keep his Norman followers in check, while he could indulge his own countrymen in their love of power and aggrandizement at Englands expense. There are touching pictures of his royal progress through the country in the early part of his reign; the widows of thanes and the best of the churls would come out with their little children, to crave mercy and the restitution of even a small part of their old estates to save them from beggary. Poor women! it was upon them that the heaviest burden fell; the women of a war-stricken country suffer by far the most from change and loss; not the heroes who die in battle, or the heroes who live to tell the story of the fight, and who have been either victors or vanquished. Men are more reasonable; they have had the recompense of taking part in the struggle. If they have been in the wrong or in the right, great truths have come home to them as they stood sword in hand.

The Norman barons, who had followed their leader beyond the Channel, had been won by promises, and these promises must be kept. They were made rich with the conquered lands, and given authority, one would think, to their hearts content. They were made the kings magistrates and counsellors, and as years went by there was more and more resentment of all this on the part of the English. They hated their Norman lords; they hated the taxes which the king claimed. The strong point of the Saxon civilization was local self-government and self-dependence; but the weak point was the lack of unity and want of proper centralization and superintendence. William was wise in overcoming this; instead of giving feudalism its full sway and making his Norman barons petty monarchs with right of coinage and full authority over their own dominion, he claimed the homage and loyalty, the absolute allegiance of his subjects. But for his foresight in making such laws, England might have been such a kingdom as Charles the Simples or Hugh Capets, and hampered with feudal lords greater than their monarch in every thing but name.

In England, at last, every man held his land directly from the king and was responsible to him. The Witanagemôt was continued, but turned into a sort of feudal court in which the officials of the kingdom, the feudal lords, had places. The Witan became continually a smaller body of men, who were joined with those officers of the royal power higher than they. It must be remembered that the Conqueror did not make his claim to the throne because he had won his right by the sword. He always insisted that he was the lawful successor to Eadward, and the name of Harold the Usurper was omitted from the list of English kings. Following this belief or pretence he was always careful to respect the nationality of the country, and made himself as nearly as possible an Englishman. His plans for supplanting the weakness and insularity of many English institutions by certain Continental fashions, wrought a tremendous change, and put the undeveloped and self-centred kingdom that he had won, on a footing with other European powers. The very taxes which were wrung from the unwilling citizens, no doubt, forced them to wider enterprise and the expansion of their powers of resource. Much of Englands later growth has sprung from seed that was planted in these years — this early springtime of her prosperity, when Williams stern hands swept from field and forest the vestiges of earlier harvests, and cleared the garden grounds into leafless deserts, only to make them ready for future crops.

The very lowest classes were more fortunate under Williams rule than they had been in earlier times. Their rights and liberties were extended, and they could claim legal defence against the tyrannies of their masters. But the upper ranks of people were much more dissatisfied and unhappy. The spirit of the laws was changed; the language of the court was a foreign language; and the modified feudalism of the king put foreigners in all high places, who could hold the confiscated estates, and laugh at the former masters now made poor and resourceless. The folk-land had become Terra Regis; England was only a part of Normandy, and the king was often away, busier with the affairs of his duchy than of his kingdom. Yet, as had often happened before in this growing nations lifetime, a sure process of amalgamation was going on, and though the fire of discontent was burning hot, the gold that was Englands and the gold that was Normandys were being melted together and growing into a greater treasure than either had been alone. We can best understand the individuality and vital force of the Norman people by seeing the difference their coming to England has made in the English character. We cannot remind ourselves of this too often. The Norman of the Conquerors day was already a man of the world. The hindering conditions of English life were localism and lack of unity. We can see almost a tribal aspect in the jealousies of the earldoms, the lack of sympathy or brotherhood between the different quarters of the island. Williams earls were only set over single shires, and the growth of independence was rendered impossible; and his greatest benefaction to his new domain was a thoroughly organized system of law. As we linger over the accounts of his reign, harsh and cruel and unlovable as he appears, it is rather the cruelty of the surgeon than of a torturer or of a cut-throat. The presence of the Normans among the nations of the earth must have seemed particularly irritating and inflammatory, but we can understand, now that so many centuries have smoothed away the scars they left, that the stimulus of their energy and their hot ambition helped the rest of the world to take many steps forward.

While we account for the deeds of the fighting Normans, and their later effects, we must not forget their praying brethren who stood side by side with them, lording it over the English lands and reaching out willing hands for part of the spoils. We must thank them for their piety and their scholarship, and for the great churches they founded, even while we laugh at the greed and wordliness under their monkish cloaks. Lanfranc was made bishop of Canterbury, and wherever the Conquerors standard was planted, wherever he gained foothold, as the tide of his military rule ebbed and flowed, he planted churches and monasteries. Especially he watched over his high-towered Battle Abbey, which marked the spot where the banner of the Fighting Man was defeated and the banner of the Three Lions of Normandy was set up in its place.

Before we go further we must follow the king back to his duchy in the spring after that first winter in England. Three Englishmen were chosen to attend his royal highness, and although they might easily guess that there was something more than mere compliment in this flattering invitation, these northern earls, Eadwine, Morkere, and Waltheof (the Bears great-grandson), were not anxious to hurry forward the open quarrel which William himself was anxious to avoid. Nothing could have been more unsafe in the unsettled condition of England than to have left these unruly leaders to plot and connive during his absence; besides, it would be a good thing to show such rough islanders the splendours of the Norman court.

The Norman chroniclers are not often willing to admit that England was in any respect equal to their own duchy, but when they have to describe Williams triumphant return, they forget their prudence and give glowing accounts of the treasure of gold and silver that he brings with him, and even the magnificent embroideries, tapestries and hangings, and clerical vestments, — though they have so lately tried to impress upon their readers that heathen squalor of social life across the Channel which the Christian had sought to remedy. Church after church was richly endowed with these spoils, and the Conquerors own Church of St. Stephen at Caen fared best of all. Beside the English wealth we must not forget the goods of Harold Hardrada, which had been brought with such mistaken confidence for the plenishing of his desired kingdom. There is a tradition of a mighty ingot of gold won in his Eastern adventures, so great that twelve strong youths could scarcely carry it. Eadwine and Morkere of Northumberland must have looked at that with regretful eyes.

Whatever the English prejudice might have been, the Normans had every reason to be proud of their seventh duke. He had advanced their fortunes in most amazing fashion, and they were proud of him indeed on the day when he again set his foot on Norman ground. The time of year was Lent. Spring was not yet come, but it might have been a summer festival, if one judged by the way that the people crowded from the farthest boundaries of the country to the towns through which William was to pass. It was like the glorious holidays of the Roman Empire. The grateful peasants fought and pushed for a sight of their leader. The world is never slow to do honor to its great soldiers and conquerors. The duke met his wife at Rouen, and that was the best moment of all; Matilda had ruled Normandy wisely and ably during his five or six months absence, with old Roger de Beaumont for her chief counsellor.

The royal procession trailed its gorgeous length from church to church and from city to city about the duchy; the spoils of England seemed inexhaustible to the wondering spectators, and those who had made excuse to lag behind when their bows and lances were needed, were ready enough now to clutch their hands greedily in their empty pockets and follow their valiant countrymen. William himself was not slow in letting the value of his new domain be known; the more men the better in that England which might be a slippery prize to hold. He had many a secret conference with Lanfranc, who had been chief adviser and upholder of the invasion. The priest-statesman seems almost a greater man than the soldier-statesman; many a famous deed of that age was Lanfrancs suggestion, but nobody knew better than these two that the conquest of England was hardly more than begun, and long and deep their councils must have been when the noise of shouting in the streets had ended, and the stars were shining above Caen.

No city of Normandy seems more closely connected with those days than Caen. As one walks along its streets, beneath the high church towers and gabled roofs of the houses, it is easy to fancy that more famous elder generation of Normans alive again, to people Caen with knights and priests and minstrels of that earlier day. The Duchess Matilda might be alive yet and busy with her abbey church of Holy Trinity and her favorite household of nuns; the people shout her praises admiringly, and gaze at her lovingly as she passes through the street with her troop of attendants. Caen is prosperous and gay. Large, strong, full of draperies and all sorts of merchandise; rich citizens, noble dames, damsels, and fine churches, says Froissart years afterwards. Even this very year one is tempted to believe that one sees the same fields and gardens, the same houses, and hears the same bells that William the Conqueror saw and heard in that summer after he had become king of England.

And in Bayeux, too, great portions of the ancient city still remain. There where the Northmen made their chief habitation, or in Rouen or Falaise, we can almost make history come to life. Perhaps the great tapestry was begun that very summer in Bayeux; perhaps the company of English guests, some of those noble dames well-skilled in English work of crewel and canvas, were enticed by Bishop Odo into beginning that document in worsted which more than any thing else has preserved the true history of the Conquest of England. Odo meant to adorn his new church with it, and to preserve the account of his own part in the great battle and its preliminaries, with the story of Harolds oath and disloyalty, and Williams right to the crown. There is an Italian fashion of drawing in it — the figures are hardly like Englishmen or Normans in the way they stand or make gestures to each other in the rude pictures. Later history has associated the working of these more than fifteen hundred figures with Matilda and her maidens, as a tribute to the Conquerors valor, but there are many evidences to the contrary. The old idea that the duchess and her women worked at the tapestry, and said their prayers while the army had gone to England, seems improbable the more one studies the work itself. Yet tradition sometimes keeps the grain of truth in its accumulation of chaff. There is no early record of it, and its historical value was rediscovered only in 1724 by a French antiquary. The bright worsteds of it still keep their colors on the twenty-inches wide strip of linen, more than two hundred feet in length. Odo is said to have given it to his chapter at Bayeux, and it has suffered astonishingly little from the ravages of time.

But we must return to Norman affairs in England. Odo himself and William Fitz-Osbern had been made earls of the Counties Palatine of Kent and Hereford, and were put in command in Williams absence. The rapacity of these Norman gentlemen was more than their new subjects could bear. The bishop at least is pretty certain to have covered his own greedy injustice by a plea that he was following out the kings orders. Revolt after revolt troubled the peace of England. Harolds two sons were ready to make war from their vantage-ground in Ireland; the Danes and Scots were also conspiring against the new lord of the English. At last some of the Normans themselves were traitorous and troublesome, but William was fully equal to such minor emergencies as these. He went back to England late in 1067, after spending the summer and autumn in Normandy, and soon found himself busy enough in the snarl of revolt and disagreement. One trouble followed another as the winter wore away. The siege of Exeter was the most conspicuous event, but here too William was conqueror, and Southwestern England was forced to submit to his rule. At Easter-tide a stately embassy was sent to bring over the Duchess Matilda from Normandy, and when it returned she was hallowed as Queen by Ealdred the archbishop. Let us hope that, surrounded by her own kindred and people, she did not see the sorrowful English faces of those women who had lost husband and home together, and who had been bereft of all their treasures that strangers might be enriched.
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DEATH OF HAROLD. BAYEUX TAPESTRY.

There is a curious tradition that a little while after this, much woe was wrought because those other Norman ladies, whose lords had come over to England to fight and remained to plunder, refused to join them, because they were not fond of the sea, and thought that they were not likely to find better fare and lodging. Very likely the queens residence in her new possessions had a good effect, but some of the Norman men were obliged to return altogether, their wives having threatened to find new partners if they were left alone any longer. It may have been an excuse or a jest, because so many naturally desired to see their own country again.
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NORMAN LADY. COTTON MSS.

Both Saxons and Normans paid great deference to the instinctive opinions of women. When such serious matters as going to war were before them, a womans unreasoning prejudice or favor of the enterprise was often taken into account. They seem to have almost taken the place of the ancient auguries! However, it is not pleasant to feminine conceit to be told directly that great respect was also paid to the neighing of horses! 

Henry, the kings youngest son, was born not long after the queens arrival, and born too in Northern England the latest and hardest won at that time of the out-lying provinces. The very name that was given to the child shows a desire for some degree of identification with new interests. William and Matilda certainly had Englands welfare at heart, for Englands welfare was directly or indirectly their own, and this name was a sign of recognition of the hereditary alliance with Germany; with the reigning king and his more famous father. There is nothing more striking than the traditional slander and prejudice which history preserves from age to age. Seen by clearer light, many reported injustices are explained away. If there was in England then, anything like the present difficulty of influencing public opinion to quick foresight and new decisions, the Conqueror and Baldwin of Flanders daughter had any thing but an easy path to tread. Selfish they both may have been, and bigoted and even cruel, but they represented a better degree of social refinement and education and enlightenment. Progress was really what the English of that day bewailed and set their faces against, though they did not know it. William and Matilda had to insist upon the putting aside of worn-out opinions, and on coming to England had made the strange discovery that they must either take a long step backward or force their subjects forward. They were not conscious reformers; they were not infallibly wise missionaries of new truth, who tried actually to give these belated souls a wider outlook upon life, but let us stop to recognize the fact that no task is more thankless than his who is trying to go in advance of his time. Men have been burnt and hanged and disgraced and sneered at for no greater crime; in fact, there is nothing that average humanity so much resents as the power to look ahead and to warn others of pitfalls into which ignorant shortsightedness is likely to tumble. Nothing has been so resented and assailed as the thorough survey of England, and the record of its lands and resources in the Domesday Book. Yet nothing was so necessary for any sort of good government and steady oversight of the nations affairs. We only wonder now that it was not made sooner. The machinery of government was of necessity much ruder then. No doubt Williams tyranny swept its course to and fro like some Juggernaut car regardless of its victims, yet for England a unified and concentrated force of government was the one thing to be insisted upon; Harold and his rival earls might have been hindering, ineffectual rulers of the countrys divided strength and jealous partisanship.

Yet the future right direction and prosperity of England was poor consolation to the aching hearts of the women of that time, or the landless lords who had to stand by and see new masters of the soil take their places. What was won by Williams sword must be held by his sword, and the more sullen and rebellious the English grew, the more heavily they were taxed and the faster the land was rid of them. They were chased into the fens, and pursued with fire and bloodshed. England was made a great grave, says Dickens, and men and beasts lay dead together. The immediate result of the Conquerors rule was like fire and plough and harrow in a piece of new land.



[image: img162.png]

BATTLE AXES. BAYEUX TAPESTRY.

It was a sad and tiresome lifetime, that of the Conqueror; just or unjust toward his new subjects, they hated him bitterly; his far-sighted plans for the countrys growth and development gave as much displeasure as the smallest of his personal prejudices or selfish whims. Every mans hand was against him, and hardly an eye but flashed angrily at the sight of the king. Eadward the Confessor, pious ascetic, and relic-worshipper, had loved the chase as well as this warlike successor of his ever loved it, and had been very careful of his royal hunting-grounds, but nobody raised an outcry against his unsaintly love of slaughtering defenceless wild creatures, or thought him the less a meek and gentle soul, beloved by angels and taught by them in visions. But ever since, the Conquerors love of hunting has been an accusation against him as if he were the only man guilty of it, and his confiscation of the Hampshire lands to make new forest seemed the last stroke that could be borne. The peasants cottages were swept away and the land laid waste. Norman was master and Englishman was servant. The royal train of horses and dogs and merry huntsmen in gay apparel clattered through the wood, and from hiding-places under the fern men watched them and muttered curses upon their cruel heads. There were already sixty-eight royal forests in different parts of the kingdom before New Forest was begun. Everybody thought that England had never seen such dark days, but so everybody thought when the Angles and Saxons and Jutes came, and even so vigorous a pruning and digging at the roots as this made England grow the better.

Large tracts of the hunting-grounds had been unfit for human habitation, and it was better to leave them to the hares and deer. Wide regions of the country, too, were occupied by the lowest class of humanity, who lived almost in beastly fashion, without chance of enlightenment or uplifting. They were outlaws of the worst sort who could not be brought into decent order or relationship with respectable society, and it was better for these to be chased from their lairs and forced to accept the companionship of townsfolk. With these, however, there were many who suffered undeserved. Among the rank weeds of England there were plucked many blooming things and useful growths of simple, long-established home-life and domestic affection. When fire was leaping high at the city gates it is impossible not to regret its enmity against dear and noble structures of the past, even though it cleared the way for loftier minsters and fairer dwelling-places. In criticising and resenting such a reign as William the Normans over England, we must avoid a danger of not seeing the hand of God in it, and the evidences of an overruling Providence, which works in and through the works of men and sees the end of things from the beginning as men cannot. There may be overstatement in William of Malmesburys account of the bad condition of the country at the time of the Conquest, but the outlines of it cannot be far from right. In process of time, he says, the desire after literature and religion had decayed for several years before the arrival of the Normans. The clergy, contented with a very slight degree of learning, could scarcely stammer out the words of the sacraments, and a person who understood grammar was an object of wonder and astonishment. The nobility were given up to luxury and wantonness. The commonalty, left unprotected, became a prey to the most powerful, who amassed fortunes by either seizing on their property or selling their persons into foreign countries; although it be an innate quality of this people to be more inclined to revelling than to the accumulation of wealth. Drinking was a universal practice, in which they passed whole nights, as well as days. They consumed their whole substance in mean, despicable houses, unlike Normans and French, who, in noble and splendid mansions, lived with frugality. There cannot be a doubt, says Mr. Bruce in his interesting book about the Bayeux tapestry, that by the introduction of the refinements of life the condition of the people was improved, and that a check was given to the grosser sensualities of our nature. Certain it is that learning received a powerful stimulus by the Conquest. At the period of the Norman invasion a great intellectual movement had commenced in the schools on the Continent. Normandy had beyond most other parts profited by it. William brought with him to England some of the most distinguished ornaments of the school of his native duchy; the consequence of this was that England henceforward took a higher walk in literature than she had ever done before. One great step was the freeing of the lower classes; there was one rank of serfs, the churls, who were attached to the land, and were transferred with it, without any power of choosing their employer or taking any steps to improve their condition. Another large class, the thews, were the absolute property of their owners. Williams law that every slave who had lived unchallenged a year and a day in any city or walled town in the kingdom should be free forever, was, indeed, a door of hope to many, besides the actual good effects of town life, the natural rivalry and promotion of knowledge, the stimulus given to the cultivation and refinements of social life. He protected the early growth of a public sentiment, which was finally strong enough to venture to assert its rights and to claim recognition. He relentlessly overthrew the flourishing slave-trade of the town of Bristol and no doubt made many enemies by such an act.

Whatever may have been the kings better nature and earlier purposes in regard to his kingdom and duchy, as he grew older one finds his reputation growing steadily worse. He must have found the ruling of men a thankless task, and he apparently cared less and less to soften or control the harshness of his underrulers and officers. His domestic relations had always been a bright spot in his stern, hard life, but at length even his beloved wife Matilda no longer held him first, and grieved him by favoring their troublesome son Robert, who was her darling of all their children. Robert and his mother had been the nominal governors of Normandy when he was still a child and his father was away in England. They seem to have been in league ever afterward, for when Robert grew up he demanded Normandy outright, which made his father angry, and the instant refusal provoked Master Curt-hose to such an extent that he went about from court to court in Europe bewailing the injustice that had been shown him. He was very fond of music and dancing, and spent a great deal of money, which the queen appears to have been always ready to send him. He was gifted with a power of making people fond of him, though he was not good for very much else.

After a while William discovered that there was a secret messenger who carried forbidden supplies to the rebellious prince, and the messenger happily had time to betake himself to a convenient convent and put on the dress and give, let us hope, heart-felt vows of monkhood. This is what Orderic Vitalis reports of a meeting between the king and queen: Who in the world, sighs the king, can expect to find a faithful and devoted wife? The woman whom I loved in my soul, and to whom I entrusted my kingdom and my treasures, supports my enemies; she enriches them with my property; she secretly arms them against my honor — perhaps my life. And Matilda answered: Do not be surprised, I pray you, because I love my eldest born. Were Robert dead and seven feet below the sod, and my blood could raise him to life, it should surely flow. How can I take pleasure in luxury when my son is in want? Far from my heart be such hardness! Your power cannot deaden the love of a mothers heart. The king did not punish the queen, we are assured gravely; and Robert quarrelled with his brothers, and defied his father, and won his mothers sympathy and forbearance to the end. He found the king of France ready to uphold his cause by reason of the old jealousy of Williams power, and while he was ensconced in the castle of Gerberoi, and sallying out at his convenience to harry the country, William marched to attack him, and the father and son fought hand to hand without knowing each other until the king was thrown from his horse. Whereupon Robert professed great contrition, and some time afterward, the barons having interceded and Matilda having prayed and wept, William consented to a reconciliation, and even made his son his lieutenant over Normandy and Brittany.

In 1083 the queen died, and there was nobody to lift a voice against her prudence and rare virtue, or her simple piety. There was no better woman in any convent cell of Normandy, than the woman who had borne the heavy weight of the Norman crown, and who had finished the sorry task as best she could, of reigning over an alien, conquered people. The kings sorrow was piteous to behold, and not long afterward their second son, Richard, was killed in the New Forest, a place of misfortune to the royal household. Another trouble quickly followed, which not only hurt the kings feelings, but made him desperately angry.
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ODO, BISHOP OF BAYEUX.

William had been very kind to all his kinsfolk on his mothers side, and especially to his half-brother, Odo, the Bishop of Bayeux. He had loaded him with honors, and given him, long ago, vice-regal authority in England. Even this was not enough for such an aspiring ecclesiastic, and, under the pretence of gathering tax-money (no doubt insisting that it was to serve the miserliness and greed of the king), he carried on a flourishing system of plundering. After a while it was discovered that he had an ambition to make himself Pope of Rome, and was using his money for bribing cardinals and ingratiating himself with the Italian nobles. He bought himself a palace in Rome and furnished it magnificently, and began to fit out a fleet of treasure-ships at the Isle of Wight. One day when they were nearly ready to set sail, and the disloyal gentlemen who were also bound on this adventure were collected into a comfortable group on shore, who should appear among them but William himself. The king sternly related what must have been a familiar series of circumstances to his audience: Odos disloyalty when he had been entirely trusted, his oppression of England, his despoiling of the churches and the confiscation of their lands and treasures, lastly that he had even won away these knights to go to Rome with him; men who were sworn to repulse the enemies of the kingdom.

After Odos sins were related in detail, he was seized, but loudly lamented thereat, declaring that he was a clerk and a minister of the Most High, and that no bishop could be condemned without the judgment of the Pope. The people who stood by murmured anxiously, for nobody knew what might be going to happen to them also. Crafty William answered that he was seizing neither clerk, nor prelate, nor Bishop of Bayeux, only his Earl of Kent, his temporal lieutenant, who must account to him for such bad vice-regal administration, and for four years after that Odo was obliged to content himself with close imprisonment in the old tower of Rouen.

Those four years were in fact all that remained of the Conquerors earthly lifetime, and dreary years they were. In 1087 William returned to Normandy for the last time. The French king was making trouble; some say that the quarrel began between the younger members of the family, others that Philip demanded that William should do homage for England. Ordericus Vitalis, the most truthful of the Norman historians, declares that the dispute was about the proprietorship of the French districts of the Vexin.

The Conqueror was an old man now, older than his years; he had never quite recovered from his fall when Robert unhorsed him at the castle of Gerberoi; besides he had suffered from other illness, and had grown very stout, and the doctors at Rouen were taking him in charge. The king of France joked insolently about his illness, and at the end of July William started furiously on his last campaign, and no doubt took vast pleasure in burning the city of Mantes. When the fire was down he rode through the conquered town, his horse stepped among some smouldering firebrands and reared, throwing his clumsy rider suddenly forward against the high pommel of the saddle, a death-blow from which he was never to recover. He was carried back to Rouen a worse case for the doctors skill than ever, and presently fever set in, and torture followed torture for six long weeks. The burning fever, the midsummer heat, the flattery or neglect of his paid attendants; how they all reminded him and made him confess at last his new understanding and sorrow for the misery he had caused to many another human being! Yet we can but listen forgivingly as he says: At the time my father went of his own will into exile, leaving to me the Duchy of Normandy, I was a mere child of eight years, and from that day to this I have always borne the weight of arms.

The three sons, Rufus William, Robert Curt-hose, and Henry Beauclerc, were all eager to claim their inheritance, but the king sends for Anselm, the holy abbot, and puts them aside while he makes confession of his sins and bravely meets the prospect of speedy death. He gives directions concerning the affairs of England and Normandy, gives money and treasure to poor people and the churches; he even says that he wishes to rebuild the churches which were so lately burnt at Mantes. Then he summons his sons to his bedside and directs those barons and knights who were present to be seated, when, if we may believe Ordericus the Chronicler, the Conqueror made an eloquent address, reviewing his life and achievements and the career of many of his companions. The chronicle writers had a habit of putting extremely pious and proper long speeches into the mouths of dying kings, and as we read these remarks in particular we cannot help a suspicion that the old monk sat down in his cell some time afterward and quietly composed a systematic summary of what William would have said, or ought to have said if he could. Yet we may believe in the truth of many sentences. We do not care for what he expressed concerning Mauger or King Henry, the battle of Mortemer or Val-ès-dunes, but when he speaks of his loyalty to the Church and his friendship with Lanfranc, and Gerbert, and Anselm, of his having built seventeen monasteries and six nunneries, spiritual fortresses in which mortals learn to combat the demons and lusts of the flesh; when he tells his sons to attach themselves to men of worth and wisdom and to follow their advice, to follow justice in all things and spare no effort to avoid wickedness, to assist the poor, infirm, and honest, to curb and punish the proud and selfish, to prevent them from injuring their neighbors, devoutly to attend holy church, to prefer the worship of God to worldly wealth; — when he says these things we listen, and believe that he was truly sorry at last for the starving homeless Englishmen who owed him their death, for even the bitter resentment he showed for the slaughter of a thousand of his brave knights within the walls of Durham. He dares not give the ill-gotten kingdom of England to anybody save to God, but if it be Gods will he hopes that William Rufus may be his successor. Robert may rule Normandy. Henry may take five thousand pounds weight of silver from the treasury. It is true that he has no land to dwell in, but let him rest in patience and be willing that his brothers should precede him. By and by he will be heir of everything.

At last the king unwillingly gives permission for Odos release along with other prisoners of state. He prophesies that Odo will again disturb the peace and cause the death of thousands, and adds that the bishop does not conduct himself with that chastity and modesty which become a minister of God. For a last act of clemency he gives back to Baudri, the son of Nicolas, all his lands, because without permission he quitted my service and passed over into Spain. I now restore them to him for the love of God; I do not believe that there is a better knight under arms than he, but he is changeable and prodigal, and fond of roving into foreign countries.

On the morning of the eighth of September the great soul took its flight. The king was lying in restless, half-breathless sleep or stupor when the cathedral bells began to ring, and he opened his eyes and asked what time it was. They told him it was the hour of prime. Then he called upon God as far as his strength sufficed, and on our holy lady, the blessed Mary, and so departed while yet speaking, without any loss of his senses or change of speech.

At the time when the king departed this world, many of his servants were to be seen running up and down, some going in, others coming out, carrying off the rich hangings and the tapestry, and whatever they could lay their hands upon. A whole day passed before the corpse was laid upon its bier, for they who were wont before to fear him now left him lying alone. But when the news spread much people gathered together, and bishops and barons came in long procession. The body was well tended and carried to Caen as he had before commanded. There was no bishop in the province, nor abbot, nor noble prince, who did not go to the burying if he could, and there were besides many monks, priests, and clerks.

So writes Master Wace in his long rhyme of the Conquest; but the rhyme does not end as befits the Conquerors fame. The chanting monks had hardly set the body down within the church, at the end of its last journey, when there was a cry of fire without, and all the people ran away and left the church empty save for the few monks who stayed beside the bier. When the crowd returned the service went on again, but just as the grave was ready a vavasour named Ascelin, the son of Arthur, pushed his way among the bishops and barons, and mounted a stone to make himself the better heard— Listen to me, ye lords and clerks! he cries; ye shall not bury William in this spot. This church of St. Stephen is built on land that he seized from me and my house. By force he took it from me, and I claim judgment. I appeal to him by name that he do me right.

After he had said this he came down. Forthwith arose great clamor in the church, and there was such tumult that no one could hear the other speak. Some went, others came; and all marvelled that this great king, who had conquered so much and won so many cities and so many castles, could not call so much land his own as his body might be covered in after death.

We cannot do better than end with reading the Saxon chronicle, which is less likely to be flattering than the Norman records. 

Alas, how false and unresting is this earths weal! He that erst was a rich king, and lord of many lands; had then of all his lands but seven feet space; and he that was once clad with gold and gems, lay overspread with mold! If any one wish to know what manner of man he was, or what worship he had, or of how many lands he was the lord, then will we write of him as we have known him; for we looked on him and somewhile dwelt in his herd.

This King William that we speak about was a very wise man and very rich; more worshipped, and stronger than any of his foregangers were. He was mild to the good men that loved God, and beyond all metes stark to those who withsaid his will. On that same ground where God gave him that he should win England, he reared a noble minster and set monks there and well endowed it.

Eke he was very worshipful. Thrice he wore his king-helm (crown), every year as oft as he was in England. At Easter he wore it at Winchester; at Pentecost at Westminster; at midwinter at Gloucester, and then were with him all the rich men over all England: archbishops and diocesan bishops; abbots and earls; thanes and knights. Truly he was so stark a man and wroth that no man durst do any thing against his will. He had earls in his bonds who had done against his will. Bishops he set off their bishoprics, and abbots off their abbacies, and thanes in prison. And at last he did not spare his brother Odo; him he set in prison. Betwixt other things we must not forget the good peace that he made in this land, so that a man that was worth aught might travel over the kingdom unhurt with his bosom full of gold. And no man durst slay another man though he had suffered never so mickle evil from the other.

He ruled over England, and by his cunning he had so thoroughly surveyed it, that there was never a hide of land in England that he wist not both who had it and what its worth was, and he set it down in his writ. Wales was under his weald, and therein he wrought castles; and he wielded Manncynn withal. Scotland he subdued by his mickle strength. Normandy was his by kin — and over the earldom that is called Mans he ruled. And if he might have lived yet two years he had won Ireland, and without any armament.

Truly in his time men had mickle taxing and many hardships. He let castles be built, and poor men were sorely taxed. The king (we might in justice read oftener the kings officers)— The king was so very stark, and he took from his subjects many marks of gold and many hundred pounds of silver, and that he took of his people some by right and some by mickle unright, for little need. He was fallen into covetousness, and greediness he loved withal.

The king and the head men loved much, and over much, the getting in of gold and silver, and recked not how sinfully it was got so it but came to them....

He set many deer-friths and he made laws therewith, that whosoever should slay hart or hind, him man should blind. And as he kept to himself the slaying of the harts, so eke did he the boars. He loved the high deer as much as if he were their father. Eke he set as to the hares that they should go free. His rich men bemoaned, and his poor men murmured, but he recked not the hatred of them all, and they must follow the kings will if they would have lands or goods or his favor.

Wa-la-wa! that any man should be so moody, so to upheave himself and think himself above all other men! May God Almighty have mild-heartedness on his soul and give him forgiveness of his sins! These things we have written of him both good and evil, that men may choose the good after their goodness, and withal flee from evil, and go on the way that leadeth all to heavens kingdom.
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XVII. KINGDOM AND DUKEDOM.
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Yes, while on earth a thousand discords ring,
Mans senseless uproar mingling with his toil,
Still do thy quiet ministers move on. — Matthew Arnold.

William Rufus hurried away to claim the kingdom of England before his father died. Robert was at Abbeville, some say, with his singers and jesters, making merry over the prospect of getting the dukedom. Henry had put his five thousand pounds of silver into a strong box and gone his ways likewise. Normandy was in the confusion that always befell a country in those days while one master had put off his crown and the next had not put it on. There were masses being said in the Norman churches for the good of the Conquerors soul, and presently, as the autumn days flew by and grew shorter and shorter, news was received that the English had received William Rufus and made him king with great rejoicing. There was always much to hope from the accession of a new monarch; he was sure to make many promises, and nobody knew that he would not keep every one of them.

But neither in England nor Normandy did the outlook promise great security. Robert was made duke, and Robert had plenty of friends, whose love and favor were sure to last as long as his money held out. He had a better heart than his brothers, but he was not fit for a governor. Robert, my eldest-born, shall have Normandy and Maine, the Conqueror had told his barons on his death-bed. He shall serve the king of France for the same. There are many brave men in Normandy; I know none equal to them. They are noble and valiant knights, conquering in all lands whither they go. If they have a good captain, a company of them is made to be dreaded, but if they have not a lord whom they fear, and who governs them severely, the service they render will soon be but poor. The Normans are worth little without strict justice; they must be bent and bowed to their rulers will, and whoso holds them always under his foot and curbs them tightly, may get his business well done by them. Haughty are they and proud, boastful and arrogant; difficult to govern, and needing to be at all times kept under, so that Robert will have much to do and to provide in order to manage such a people.

The dying king may have smiled grimly at the thought that Roberts ambition knew not what it asked. The gay gentleman had given his father trouble enough, but the weight of Normandy should be his to carry. The red prince, William, had been a dutiful son, and he wished him joy of England. He was order-loving, and had a head for governing. Poor lads! the old father may have sighed more than once. It was all very well to be princes and knights and gay riders and courtiers, but the man who has a kingdom to govern must wend his ways alone, with much hindrance and little help.

The two courts bore little likeness to the Conquerors as time went on, and there was endless dissension among the knights. In England the Normans complained greatly of the division of the kingdom and the duchy. Odo, who had regained his earldom of Kent, was full of mischievous, treacherous plans, and had no trouble in persuading other men that they stood no chance of holding their lands or keeping their rights under Rufus; it would be much better to overthrow him and to do homage to Robert of Normandy in the old fashion. Robert was careless and easy, and William was strong and self-willed. Robert was ready to favor this party at once, and after a while William discovered what was going on, and found the rebels under Odo were fortifying their castles and winning troops of followers to their side — in fact, England was all ready for civil war. The king besieged Odo forthwith in the city of Rochester, and there was a terrible end to the revolt. Robert had been too lazy or too inefficient to keep his promise of coming to the aid of his allies, and disease broke out in the garrison and raged until Odo sent messengers to ask forgiveness, and to promise all manner of loyalty and penitence. The king was in a state of fury, and meant to hang the leaders of the insurrection and put the rest to death by the most ingenious tortures that could be invented. At last, however, his own barons and officers made piteous pleas for the lives of their friends and relatives, and in the end they were driven out and deprived of their English estates, and Odo was altogether banished from the country. No longer an earl, he went back much humbled to his bishopric of Bayeux, which Robert had been foolish enough to restore to him. But the intrigues went on. The Norman barons in England were separated from their hereditary possessions in Normandy, and William Rufus owed the safety of his crown to the upholding of the English. Presently he went over to Normandy, where things were getting worse and worse under Roberts rule, and announced his intention of seizing the silly dukes dominions. Robert had already sold the Côtentin to Henry for a part of the five thousand pounds in the strong box, and after a good deal of dissension, and a prospect of a long and bloody war, which the nobles on both sides did every thing they could to prevent, the brothers made up their quarrel. They signed an agreement that the one who outlived the other should inherit all the lands and wealth, and then they made a league to go and fight Henry Beauclerc, who was living peaceably enough on his honestly-got Côtentin possessions. They chased him out of the country to the French Vexin, where he spent a forlorn year or two; but he could afford to wait for his inheritance, as the Conqueror had told him long before.

William Rufus went back to England, and in the course of time there was a war with the Scotch, who were defeated again and again and finally made quiet. Then the Welsh rebelled in their turn and were much harder to subdue. Robert got the king of France to join forces with him soon afterward, and that war was only avoided by the payment to France by Rufus of an enormous sum of money.

All this time William Rufus was doing some good things for his kingdom and a great many more bad ones that there is not time to describe. After Lanfrancs death the king grew worse and worse; he was apparently without any religious principle, and there was always a quarrel between him and the priests about the church money, which both of them wanted. When bishops and abbots died the king would not appoint their successors, and took all the tithes for himself. His chief favorite was a low-born, crafty, wicked man named Ralph Flambard, and the two were well matched. William Rufus had little of the gift for business that made his father such a practical statesman and organizer, and, in fact, his boisterous, lawless, indecent manner of living shocked even the less orderly of his subjects. He had the lower and less respectable of the Norman qualities, and something of the rudeness of the worst of his more remote ancestry crops out in his conduct. Once when he was very ill and was afraid that he was going to die with all his sins on his head, he sent for Anselm, the holy prior, his fathers friend and counsellor, and appointed him to the archbishopric of Canterbury, which had been vacant ever since Lanfrancs death four years before. Rufus guilty conscience was quieted, and the people of England were deeply thankful for such a prelate, but before long the king and Anselm naturally did not find each other harmonious, and after a brave fight for what he believed to be the right, Anselm appealed to Rome and left England with orders never to return.

Robert was the same careless man that he had been in his youth; through war and peace, danger and security, he lived as if there were no to-morrow to provide for and no future to be dreaded. I have sketched the course of affairs as briefly as possible in both England and Normandy, as if the only men within their borders were these two incompetent brothers who so ill became the Conquerors kingly helm, as Master Wace loves to call the crown. But the church builders were still at work like ants busy with their grains of sand, towers were rising, knights were fighting and parading, ladies were ordering their households, the country men and women were tilling the green fields of both countries and gathering in their harvests year by year. There had been trouble now and then, as we have just seen, between the kingdom and the duchy, between both of them and their border foes, but almost ten years went by, and the children who had played with their toys and sighed over their horn books the summer that William the Conqueror died were now men and women grown. It would not seem like the old Normandy if the news of some new great enterprise did not run like wildfire through the towns and country lanes. The blood of the Northmen was kindled with the blood of all Christendom at the story of the Turks capture of the Holy Sepulchre and the blessed city of Jerusalem. The knights of Sicily were already on their journey by sea and shore; the mother church at Rome called to her children in every land to defend her holiest shrines against the insolence of the heathen.

Duke Robert was most zealous. To go on pilgrimage had been many a knights ambition, but this was the greatest pilgrimage of all. Robert, as usual, had no money, but to his joy he succeeded in making a bargain with his more thrifty English brother, and pledged Normandy to William Rufus for five years for the sum of something less than seven thousand pounds. Away he went with his lords and gentlemen; they wore white crosses on their right shoulders, and sang hymns as they marched along. Not only lords and gentlemen made up this huge procession of thousands and thousands, but men of every station — from the poor cottages and stately halls alike. If any better persuasion had been needed than the simple announcement that the Turks had taken Jerusalem, it had come by way of Peter the Hermits preaching. This had created a religious frenzy that the world had never known; from town to town the great preacher had gone with an inexhaustible living stream of persuasive eloquence always at his lips. Women wept and prayed and gave their jewels and rich garments, and men set their teeth and clenched their hands, armed themselves and followed him.

England did not listen at first, and William Rufus chuckled over his good bargain, and taxed his unwilling subjects more heavily than ever to get the money to pay his crusader brother. England would listen by and by, but in this first crusade she took little part, while the Normans and Frenchmen and all their neighbors spent three years of fearful suffering and hardship in the strange countries of the East; at last they won the Holy Sepulchre. The Turks were still fighting to win it back again; they were dangerous enemies, and the Christian host was dwindling fast. The cry was sent again through Europe for more soldiers of the Holy Cross.

Here we come face to face again with the old viking spirit: under all the fast-increasing luxury that threatened to sap and dull the life of Normandy, the love of adventure and fierce energy of character were only sleeping. The most sentimental and pleasure loving of Roberts knights could lightly throw off his ribbons and gay trappings, and buckle on his armor when the summons came. Quickly they marched and fiercely they fought in the holy wars, and so it came about that the Norman banners were planted at the gates of Jerusalem and Antioch, and new kingdoms were planted in the East. This is not the place to follow the Crusaders fortunes, or the part that the Norman Sicilians played in the great enterprise of the Middle Ages. At least it must make but an incident in my scheme of the Story of the Normans.



There is a familiar modern sound in the bewailings of our old chroniclers over their taxes. Resentment and pathos were blended then as they are now in such complaints, but though William Rufus was not the least of such extortionate offenders, he gave much of the money back in fine buildings; the famous Great Hall of Westminster was built in his day, and the stout wall that surrounded his fathers Tower of London, besides a noble bridge across the Thames.

When people expected unfailing generosity and gold thrown to the crowd oftener than in these days, it is difficult to see how the king could satisfy popular expectation without preliminary taxation. Yet the wails of the chroniclers go up like the chirp of the grasshopper. There was one mistaken scheme of benevolence in the endowment of charities, which have borne bitter fruit of pauperism ever since, for which taxation might well have been spared.

William Rufus died in the year 1100, in the New Forest. The peasants believed that it was enchanted and accursed, and that evil spirits flew about among the trees on dark and stormy nights. There was a superstition that it was a fated place to those who belonged to the Conquerors line. Another prince had been killed there, named Richard, too — the son of Duke Robert of Normandy.

The last year of the Red Kings reign had been peaceful. The Witan gathered to meet him at Westminster and Winchester and Gloucester, and he reigned unchallenged from Scotland to Maine, and there was truce with the French king at Paris. One August morning he went out to the chase after a jolly night at one of the royal hunting-lodges. The party scattered in different directions, and the king and Sir Walter Tyrrel, a famous sportsman, were seen riding away together, and their dogs after them. That night a poor forester, a lime-burner, was going through the forest with his clumsy cart, and stumbled over the kings body, which lay among the ferns with an arrow deep in the breast. He lifted it into the cart and carried it to Winchester, where it was buried next day with little sorrow. There were few bells tolled and few prayers said, for the priests owed little to any friendliness of William Rufus.

There were many stories told about his death. Tyrrel said that the arrow was shot by an unknown hand, and that he had run away for fear that people should accuse him of the murder, which they certainly did! Others said that Tyrrel shot at a stag and the arrow glanced aside from an oak, but nobody knows now, and in those days too many people were glad that the king was dead, to ask many questions or to try to punish any one.

Robert might have claimed the kingdom now because of the old agreement, but he was still in the East fighting for Jerusalem. Henry Beauclerc had been one of the huntsmen that fatal morning, so he hurried to Winchester and claimed the crown. He made more good promises than any of his predecessors, and the people liked him because he was English-born, and so they made another Norman king. Henry Beauclerc reigned over England thirty-five years, and won himself another name of the Lion of Justice. He did not treat his brother Robert justly, however he may have deserved his title in other ways; but he had a zoölogical garden and brought wild beasts from different quarters of the earth, and he fostered a famous love of learning, and put Ralph Flambard in the Tower as soon as he possibly could, and more than all, chose an excellent woman for his wife, Maud, the good daughter of the Scottish King Malcolm. He was an untruthful man, but a great man for all that, and made a better king than some that England had already endured. In many ways his reign was a gain to England. There was a distinct advance in national life, and while the English groaned under his tyranny they could not help seeing that he sought for quietness and order and was their best champion against the worse tyranny of the nobles. Mr. Freeman believes that the Saxon element was the permanent one in English history, and that the Norman conquest simply modified it somewhat and was a temporary influence brought to bear for its improvement. It is useless to argue the question with such odds of learning and thought as his against one, but the second invasion of Northmen by the roundabout way of Normandy, seems as marked a change as the succession of the Celts to the Britons, or the Saxons to the Danes. The Normans had so distinctly made a great gain in ideas and civilization, that they were as much foreigners as any Europeans could have been to the Anglo-Saxons of that eleventh century, and their coming had a permanent effect, besides a most compelling power. It seems to me that England would have disintegrated without them, not solidified, and a warring handful of petty states have been the result.

Yet undoubtedly through many centuries of history writing the English of the Conquerors day have been made to take too low a place in the scale of civilization. As a nation, they surely responded readily to the Norman stimulus, but the Normans had never found so good a chance to work out their own ideas of life and achievement as on English soil in the first hundred years after the Conquest. In many respects the Saxon race possesses greater and more reliable qualities than any other race; stability, perseverance, self-government, industry are all theirs. Yet the Normans excelled them in their genius for great enterprises and their love of fitness and elegance in social life and in the arts. Indeed we cannot do better than to repeat here what has been quoted once already. Without them England would have been mechanical, not artistic; brave, not chivalrous; the home of learning, not of thought.

It has also been the fashion to ignore the influence of five hundred years contact between Roman civilization and the Saxon inhabitants of Great Britain. Surely great influences have been brought to bear upon the Anglo-Saxon race. That the making of England was more significant to the world and more valuable than any manifestation of Norman ability, is in one way true, but let us never forget that much that has been best in English national life has come from the Norman elements of it rather than the Saxon. England the colonizer, England the country of intellectual and social progress, England the fosterer of ideas and chivalrous humanity, is Norman England, and the Saxon influence has oftener held her back in dogged satisfaction and stubbornness than urged her forward to higher levels. The power of holding back is necessary to the stability, of a kingdom, but not so necessary as the

Glory of going on and still to be — —

The conjunction of Norman and Saxon elements has made England the great nation that she is.

It is too easy as we draw near the end of this story of the Normans to wander into talk about the lessons of Norman history and to fall into endless generalizations. Let us look a little longer at Henry Beauclercs time while Robert, under the shadow of his name of duke, spends enough dreary blinded years in prison to give him space to remember again and again the misspent years of his youth and his freedom; while Henry plots and plans carefully for the continuance of his family upon the throne of England and Normandy, only to be disappointed at every turn. His son is coming from France with a gay company and is lost in the White Ship with all his lords and ladies, and the people who hear the news do not dare to tell the king, and at last send a weeping little lad into the royal presence to falter out the story of the shipwreck. What a touch of humanity is there! The king never smiled afterward, but he plotted on and went his kingly ways, the last of those great Norman kings who, with all their vices, their cruelty, and their lust, displayed great talents of organization and adaptation, guided England with a wise, if a strong, hand through the days of her youth, and by their instinctive, though selfish, love of order paved the way for the ultimate rise of a more stable, yet a freer government.

The last Norman Duke of Normandy was really that young Prince William, who was drowned in the White Ship off the port of Barfleur, whom Henry had invested with the duchy and to whom the nobility had just done homage. After his death, the son of Robert made claim to the succession, and the greater proportion of the Normans upheld his claim, and the king of France openly favored him, but he died of a wound received in battle, and again Henry, rid of this competitor, built an elaborate scheme upon the succession of his daughter Matilda, whom he married to Geoffrey Plantagenet, son of the Count of Anjou. But for all this, after the kings death, the law of succession was too unsettled to give his daughter an unquestioned claim. Hereditary title was not independent yet of election by the nobles, and Matildas claims were by many people set aside. There were wars and disorders too intricate and dreary to repeat. Stephen, Count of Boulogne, son of that Count Stephen of Blois who married the Conquerors daughter Adela, usurped the throne of England, and there was a miserable time of anarchy in both England and Normandy. And as the government passed away in this apparently profitless interregnum to the houses of Blois and of Anjou, so Normandy seems like Normandy no longer. Her vitality is turned into different channels, and it is in the history of England and of France and of the Low Countries that we must trace the further effect of Norman influence. 
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XVIII. CONCLUSION.
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I looked: aside the dust-cloud rolled, — 
The Waster seemed the Builder too;
Upspringing from the ruined Old I saw the New. — Whittier.

It will be clearly seen that there is great apparent disproportion between certain parts of this sketch of the rise and growth of the Norman people. I have not set aside the truth that Normandy was not reunited to France until 1204, and I do not forget that many years lie between that date and the time when I close my account of the famous duchy. But the story of the growth of the Normans gives one the key to any later part of their history, and I have contented myself with describing the characters of the first seven dukes and Eadward the Confessor, who were men typical of their time and representative of the various types of national character. Of the complex questions in civic and legal history I am not competent to speak, nor does it seem to me that they properly enter into such a book as this. With Mr. Freemans learned and exhaustive work at hand as a book of reference, the readers of this story of Normandy will find all their puzzles solved. 

But I hope that I have made others see the Normans as I have seen them, and grow as interested in their fortunes as I have been. They were the foremost people of their time, being most thoroughly alive and quickest to see where advances might be made in government, in architecture, in social life. They were gifted with sentiment and with good taste, together with fine physical strength and intellectual cleverness. In the first hundred years of the duchy they made perhaps as rapid progress in every way, and had as signal influence among their contemporaries, as any people of any age, — unless it is ourselves, the people of the young republic of the United States, who might be called the Normans of modern times. For with many of the gifts and many of the weaknesses (and dangers, too) of our viking ancestry, we have repeated the rapid increase of power which was a characteristic of our Norman kindred; we have conquered in many fights with the natural forces of the universe where they fought, humanity against humanity. Much of what marked the Northman and the Norman marks us still.

The secret of Normandys success was energetic self-development and apprehension of truth; the secret of Normandys failures was the secret of all failures — blindness to the inevitable effects of certain causes, and unwillingness to listen to her best and most far-seeing teachers. Carlyle said once to a friend: There has never been a nation yet that did any thing great that was not deeply religious. The things that are easy and near are chosen, instead of the things that make for righteousness. When luxury becomes not the means, but the end of life, humanitys best weapons grow rusty, and humanitys best intelligence is dulled and threatens to disappear. The church forgets her purpose and invites worshippers of the church instead of worshippers of God. The state is no longer an impersonated administrator of justice and order, but a reservoir from which to plunder and by which to serve private ends.

I am not able to speak of the influence of the Normans upon the later kingdom of France, the France of our day, as I confess the writer of such a book as this should have been, but there is one point which has been of great interest as the southward course of the Northmen has been eagerly followed.

It has been the common impression that there was a marked growth of refinement and courtliness, of dignified bearing and imaginative literature connected with the development of the French men and women of early times, to the gradual widening of which the modern world had been indebted for much of its best social attainment.

I think that a single glance at the France of the ninth and tenth centuries will do away with any belief in its having been the sole inspirer or benefactor. The Franks were products of German development, and were not at that time pre-eminent for social culture. They were a ruder people by far than the Italians or even the people of Spain, less developed spiritually, and wanting in the finer attributes of human instinct or perception. Great as they already were, no one can claim that quickness of tact or special intolerance of ill-breeding came from their direction. Dante speaks, a little later than this, of the guzzling Germans, and though we must make allowance for considerable race prejudice, there was truth, too, in his phrase. Not from the Franks, therefore, but from among the very rocks and chasms of the viking nature, sprang a growth of delicate refinement that made the yellow-haired jarls and the sea-kings daughters bring a true, poetical, and lovely spirit to Normandy, where they gave a soul to the body of art and letters that awaited them. Each nation had something to give to the other, it is true, but it was the Northern spirit that made the gifts of both available and fruitful to humanity.

It may rightly be suggested that the standard of behavior was low everywhere in the tenth century, according to our present standards, but it is true that there was a re-kindling of light in the North, which may be traced in its continued reflections through Norway to Normandy, and thence to France and England and the world. We have only to remind ourselves of the development of literature in Iceland and the building of governmental and social strength and dignified individuality, to see that the Northmen by no means owed every thing to the influence of French superiority and precedence. We have only to compare the tenth century with the eleventh, to see what an impulse had been given. The saga-lovers and the clear-eyed people of the North were gifted with a spark of grace peculiarly their own. 

There is a pretty story told by an English traveller in Norway, who met a young woman leading an old blind beggar through the street of a poor, plain village. She was descended from one of the noble families of ancient times; it was her pleasure and duty to serve the friendless old man. But the traveller insists that never, among the best people he has met, has he found such dignity and grace as this provincial woman wore, who knew nothing of courts or the worlds elegance. There was a natural nobility in her speech and manner which the courtliest might envy, and which might adorn the noblest palace and be its most charming decoration. It is easy to write these words with sympathy, and perhaps the travellers half-forgotten story has been embellished unconsciously with the memory in my mind of kindred experiences in that country of the North. Plainness and poverty make gentle blood seem more gracious still, and the green mountain-sides and fresh air of old Norway have not yet ceased to inspire simple, unperverted souls, from whose life a better and higher generation seems more than possible.

The impulses that make toward social development are intermittent. There is the succession of growing time and brooding time, of summer and winter, in the great ages of the world. If we look at the Normans as creatures of a famous spring where Europe made a bold and profitable advance in every way, I think that we shall not be far from right.

In telling their story in this imperfect way I have not been unmindful of the dark side of their character, but what they were is permanent, while what they were not was temporary. The gaps they left were to be filled up by other means — by the slow processes by which God in nature and humanity evolves the best that is possible for the present with something that forestalls the future. The stones that make part of a cathedral wall are shaped also with relation to the very dome.

Here, at the beginning of the Norman absorption into England, I shall end my story of the founding and growth of the Norman people. The mingling of their brighter, fiercer, more enthusiastic, and visionary nature with the stolid, dogged, prudent, and resolute Anglo-Saxons belongs more properly to the history of England. Indeed, the difficulty would lie in not knowing where to stop, for one may tell the two races apart even now, after centuries of association and affiliation. There are Saxon landholders, and farmers, and statesmen in England yet — unconquered, unpersuaded, and un-Normanized. But the effect on civilization of the welding of the two great natures cannot be told fairly in this or any other book — we are too close to it and we ourselves make too intimate a part of it to judge impartially. If we are of English descent we are pretty sure to be members of one party or the other. Saxon yet or Norman yet, and even the confusion of the two forces renders us not more able to judge of either, but less so. We must sometimes look at England as a later Normandy; and yet, none the less, as the great leader and personified power that she is and has been these many hundred years, drawing her strength from the best of the Northern races, and presenting the world with great men and women as typical of these races and as grandly endowed to stand for the representatives of their time in days to come, as the men and women of Greece were typical, and live yet in our literature and song. In the courts and stately halls of England, in the market-places, and among followers of the sea or of the drum, we have seen the best triumphs and glories of modern humanity, no less than the degradations, the treacheries, and the mistakes. In the great pageant of history we can see a nation rise, and greaten, and dwindle, and disappear like the varying lifetime of a single man, but the force of our mother England is not yet spent, though great changes threaten her, and the process of growth needs winter as well as summer. Her life is not the life of a harborless country, her fortunes are the fortunes of her generosity. But whether the Norman spirit leads her to be self-confident or headstrong and wilful, or the Saxon spirit holds her back into slowness and dulness, and lack of proper perception in emergencies or epochs of necessary change, still she follows the right direction and leads the way. It is the Norman graft upon the sturdy old Saxon tree that has borne best fruit among the nations — that has made the England of history, the England of great scholars and soldiers and sailors, the England of great men and women, of books and ships and gardens and pictures and songs! There is many a gray old English house standing among its trees and fields, that has sheltered and nurtured many a generation of loyal and tender and brave and gentle souls. We shall find there men and women who, in their cleverness and courtliness, their grace and true pride and beauty, make us understand the old Norman beauty and grace, and seem to make the days of chivalry alive again.

But we may go back farther still, and discover in the lonely mountain valleys and fiord-sides of Norway even a simpler, courtlier, and nobler dignity. In the country of the sagamen and the rough sea-kings, beside the steep-shored harbors of the viking dragon-ships, linger the constantly repeated types of an earlier ancestry, and the flower of the sagas blooms as fair as ever. Among the red roofs and gray walls of the Norman towns, or the faint, bright colors of its country landscapes, among the green hedgerows and golden wheat-fields of England, the same flowers grow in more luxuriant fashion, but old Norway and Denmark sent out the seed that has flourished in richer soil. To-day the Northman, the Norman, and the Englishman, and a young nation on this western shore of the Atlantic are all kindred who, possessing a rich inheritance, should own the closest of kindred ties.
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JUNE BEETLES (1872)
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ONE CAN NOT help wondering where they all come from. There are such armies of June Beetles, and your life is made so wretched by their whizzing past your ears and dropping upon your table, not to speak of the horrible fear of their entangling themselves in your hair. They bump indignantly against the windows which happen to be shut, and are such important and terrifying creatures by gas-light that you have a sense of great satisfaction next morning at finding them by dozens on the floor, entirely subdued, miserable and shabby-looking. I used to be more afraid of them than of lions and tigers; but, happily, one summer I began to make a collection of insects. I had very few specimens of the moth and butterfly family, but the crop of beetles was immense that year, and I finally gave my whole attention to the accumulation of those, and adorned my chamber-door with my monogram and other large and pleasing devices, formed by processions of them gracefully arranged. I entirely lost all fear, and used to catch them during the evening and keep them in my handkerchief until it was convenient to go and chloroform them, two or three dozen at a time, in a suitable pasteboard box.

But it was a long time before I learned anything about them, or found how much must be gone through with before they come in of a June evening to bustle about for a while. The lives of some insects seem like intricate pieces of fireworks. It takes so much time and trouble to arrange the packages of powder in just their right places, and to place the bits of stick and wire in their right positions, and one night somebody touches it with a match, and it goes off, fizz, snap! your eyes are dazzled for a minute or two, and that is the end of it. One can not help having a little sympathy for the beetles; they spend so much time getting ready to come in and fly around our heads, and knock their heads against the wall, and the more noisily and busily they do this the more eager we are to arm ourselves with newspapers and relentlessly slay them. The eggs are put into the ground by the female June Beetle about six inches deep, without any protection or food being left for them, and in about three months a little worm crawls out and commences eating any roots which it finds near. It appears to like one as well as another; but, for all that, the mother insect probably had some choice, and left them near the kind of vegetable best for them. If they are not particular themselves concerning the quality of their food, it is most essential that there should be a sufficient quantity, because they have enormous appetites, and for the next three years are to spend their time in eating. They make their way about underground in search of roots and vegetables with the most surprising facility, and at last grow to be disagreeable-looking big white worms or grubs with reddish-brown heads. When they have reached the perfection of this grub existence, we sometimes see them as long as an inch and a half, of a sort of yellowish white color, with a body made up of twelve sections or joints, on each side of which are nine breathing holes and three red feet. Their heads are rather larger round than the rest of the body, and they have no eyes; but there are two feelers in place of them, by which they direct their motions. This is the way they look, and there is nothing to be said about their manners and customs, except that they grow more and more greedy, and change their skins once a year.

At the end of the fourth year they begin to get ready to leave their underground existence, and there is still another long phase of the preparation. About the latter end of the autumn they bury themselves deeper and deeper in the earth, sometimes going down six feet below the surface, and there make queer little houses for themselves, the walls being made very hard and shiny inside by means of some glutinous substance. Then they grow shorter and thicker for some time, and finally burst their last skin, and take the form of a chrysalis. At first they are still pale yellow, but afterward grow red, and the outlines of the future insect are very plainly seen, and they continue to be this kind of creature for three months.

In the month of January they throw off this disguise, and show themselves completely-formed June Beetles or Dor-bugs, if you like that name better. But in spite of having lived all this time, and having had so much experience — though they have reached nearly their full size, if not quite — they are very weak and helpless, and nothing but babies after all. Their appetites have apparently gone with their old shapes, their color is brighter than when we see them, and their wing-cases and heads are not nearly so hard as they will be a little later, but very soft and delicate. People often notice them in newly-turned earth in the spring, and incorrectly imagine that they are the old ones of the former season which had buried themselves for the winter.

About the first of June, after they have been four years in the ground, they come up by thousands. The warm air has reached them and called them out from their groping lives to live on fresh green leaves instead of roots, and instead of being blind to see the bright lights and agreeable company made ready for their entertainment. In the daytime they hide from the sunshine as much as possible, in the grass and among the leaves of trees. Willow leaves are their favorite food, it is said. And now they live a few days or a week or two, and in the course of a few weeks there is hardly one to be seen and soft-winged moths come to take their places. One might imagine these the ghosts of their noisy predecessors.

June Beetles have been known to do great damage sometimes, spoiling whole fields of grass, and making havoc in the gardeners dominions. This is while they are in the grub state. A bird would not ask you for a greater delicacy for his lunch, and the first food they give their young is often one of these clumsy big worms. The rooks in England are particularly fond of the grubs of species having habits similar to ours. In fact, the people in the county of Norfolk once destroyed the rookeries because they made way with so much grain; but in proportion as they destroyed this plague they were tormented with a greater, for the youthful beetles multiplied so amazingly as not only to injure the vegetables, but the grass in the fields. One farm was so devastated that in the year 1751 the tenant could not pay his rent, and the landlord was not only content to lose his income, but also gave money for the support of the farmer and his family.

So we see that June Beetles are really dangerous creatures, and we ought to sympathize more tenderly with our young-lady friends who spend long seasons of dejection on the hall stairs because two or three energetic June Beetles have happened to come into the parlor to spend a social evening.


BIRDS NESTS (1873)

First published in The Tonic, June 1873
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IT GIVES ONE an uncomfortable feeling to have the revered traditions of ones youth interfered with. Were not these daintily made little dwellings always a favorite illustration of the wonders of instinct? But in an article in The Revue des Deux Mondes, which refers to a book by Mr. A. R. Wallace, the English naturalist, it appears that we have taken this thing for granted, without reasonable foundation. Mr. Wallace says birds do not build their nests by instinct any more than we do our houses, and claims that they use largely their faculty of imitativeness, and their reason, which enables them to take their surroundings into consideration; that birds do change for the better their processes of construction, under such influences as produce similar changes for the better in mens architectural ideas.

Instinct enables animals to perform, without instruction or previously acquired knowledge, acts which call for a logical train of thought in man. But when we try to test the facts usually urged as proving the power of instinct, they are by no means invariably conclusive. It is made certain that the songs of birds are not innate; so the writer tells us. The experiment has been tried of placing several young linnets in cages with different varieties of larks, and it was found that every one adopted completely the song of the music-master set over him. And the song of the bird being the result of its education, so it may be with nest building. It is said that a bird brought up in a cage does not construct the nest peculiar to its species; that it seems to have little skill, and sometimes no purpose of building any nest at all. This is one of the surest proofs that instead of being wholly guided by instinct, the bird, as was said in the beginning, builds its nest as we do our own dwellings.

The form and structure are more dependent than is usually supposed on external conditions. Each species takes the materials that come in their way in their search for their especial food. For instance, kingfishers use the little bones of the fish they eat; wrens living in thickets and hedges use the moss in which they hunt for insects; some large water birds merely build up hillocks of mud on the flats. It is asked why creatures like these, availing themselves of the circumstances around them for definite objects, are inferior to the Patagonians who make a rough shelter of leaves and branches, or to some Africans who dig holes in the ground. What advance has been made in the architecture of the Arabs tent? And sometimes the fashion of building remains unchanged, when the circumstances which called for it are done away with. The former generations of Malays built their houses on piles after the manner of the ancient lake-dwellers of Europe, and now that the population has increased, and the country is settled far into the interior on dry plains and hills, the people still prudently raise their dwellings high above the ground.

The common sparrow takes far less pains with his nest, when he can avail himself of a nook in a wall than when he has to build in the open air; and the orchard oriole builds his nest almost flat when he can fasten it to a stiff branch, but much deeper if he hangs it to a slender, swaying one, lest the eggs may be thrown out when the wind moves it.

The final and most convincing argument is, that M. Pouchet published in 1870 some curious observations on the progressive improvements of martins nests. He kept for forty years, in the museum at Rouen, some of these nests which he had taken from the walls of old buildings in that city. One day having obtained some new nests, he was astonished, on comparing them with the old ones, to perceive considerable difference. The new nests all had come from the new quarter of the town and were all on the same plan; but on investigating churches and other old buildings, as well as certain rocks inhabited by martins, he found many nests of the old pattern together with some of the more recent model. The descriptions given by old naturalists are only of the primitive type, which is a quarter hemisphere with a very small round orifice. On the contrary the new nests have a width greater than their depth. We see here an evident progress, for these are larger and more comfortable. The wider bed gives the young birds more liberty of movement than they had in the more contracted, deeper one; the wider opening gives them more air and a better chance for looking out and seeing the world around them. One well proved case of this kind is enough to show that the bird architecture is susceptible of progress; and this seems to force us to abandon the hypothesis of blind instinct. Then, too, the imperfections noticed in the nests of some species, and the awkward nest, not to say blunders of some birds, cannot be reconciled with the idea of instinct being infallible.

We do not find innate ideas or blind and irresistible tendencies. The bird learns to build his nest, each species having its own tradition, which can be changed according to external circumstances. As regards the origin of these constructive processes, it can readily be understood without supposing a special instinct, if we show that, after all, the processes are simpler than would appear at first thought. We should not exaggerate the grade of intelligence needed by a bird in order to build a nest, which appears simply marvelous because it is so small. We are charmed with the sight of this, but the rough mud wall of a peasants hut would appear to be fine handiwork in the eyes of a giant. It all depends upon perspective.

This is all very plausible, and certainly very interesting; but if we give up the idea of birds acting from instinct, we must no less deny it to many other animals who possess just as exquisite powers of adaptation. There are innumerable acts which closely simulate reason, and the line can hardly be drawn between the two. To us, the robins nests have all looked very much alike year after year, and even those sensible martins at Rouen may have changed their way of building from some other cause than that the writer suggests. They may have themselves changed in their own structure, instead of being dissatisfied with the houses their grandpapas built, and thought good enough for them; and the new architecture may have followed as a natural consequence. Our wise naturalists, with their acute observation and unwearied research, can, undoubtedly, see many wonderful capacities and adaptations in a creature which seems particularly stupid to you and me, and of which we are quite confident the creature itself is still more ignorant. So, until our own robins and swallows show a disposition analogous to our own for bay-widows and French roofs, and we have unmistakable proof before our own eyes, we will wait patiently.


DOCTORS AND PATIENTS (1873)
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IN THE FIRST place, doctors. And what I wish to say is that they are apt to be much abused.

One hears a great deal more in these days about the patients being abused, and I have not the slightest doubt that much of it is melancholy truth. Le Sage certainly thought so. Death, says he, has two wings; on one are painted war, plague, famine, fire, shipwreck, with all the miseries that present him at every instant with a new prey. On the other wing you behold a crowd of young physicians about to take their degree before him. Death, with a demon smile, dubs these doctors, having first made them swear never to alter in any way the established practice of physic.

It is hard to understand how men can deliberately attempt to carry such responsibilities, knowing as they inevitably must, from ill-success alone, their utter incapacity. There must be a wonderful self-satisfaction in the hearts of some of our fellow-creatures; and it is discouraging to see how many of them are contented with such low standards in life, showing perfect resignation to staying where they are, and indifference to the results upon others. Not only among doctors, can one see such perverted, narrow ideas, and disregard of the claims of the world, because of a business a man has undertaken. Who has not known quack clergymen who are, perhaps, the most deplorable class of all and, — but we might continue such meditations at great length, and our minds would soon be in such a state that we could not call this publication The Tonic any more; but The Depressant .

Besides these guilty members of the profession, there are some who are unsuccessful, because, however learned they may be, they are not practical; like some lawyers who are capital students, and yet can never make themselves successful pleaders or ready counsellors.

But the doctors of whom I thought in the beginning, are the good doctors, who study and think, and care for their patients as well as they can; the men who are willing to tell you what they cannot do, for it is only an impostor who promises you everything. These men are often blamed on unreasonable grounds, where the fault, the non-recovery, is wholly owing to the patient himself, or mis-management on the part of friends, not that I mean to say that the doctors are entirely wise or wholly bad; for the best man must make an occasional mistake, and the most unmistakable quack has his lucky hits and successes.

People seem to have a lurking conviction oftentimes, that a physician must have made some blunder, when his patient dies. Of course we must measure his ability, somewhat by this test of life or death, but not wholly, for does not the most renowned medical man lose a large proportion of his patients; those who are incurable and go to him as their last hope? We cannot change the fact that everyone of us must die sooner or later, in spite of the most acute perceptions and greatest learning of the individual, or undreamed of progress in the science of medicine.

It is very common, as I have said, that a doctor is found fault with deservedly, but it is no less common that he is found fault with undeservedly. I am sure that the cases where the mal-practice is the patients fault, are more numerous than where it is the doctors. First, how often the patient demands impossibilities when it is out of the power of man to prolong his life, for the disease is incurable.

There are many people who have inherited ill-health, or still suffer from the effect of some former illness; it is not owing to any defect in the doctors skill that he can never get well, and is merely made more comfortable for a time.

There are many cases where the disease is much involved and very difficult to understand, because the doctor does not see them as nature made them. Perhaps first, the man unsuccessfully tried to cure himself, and then went from one physician to another, not infrequently stopping longest at his door who promised most and knew least. If some man of real ability begins work on such a case as this, how does he know what is really the matter; what is constitutional and what may have resulted from unsuitable treatment. What could the best clock-maker in the world do, if you carried him a clock that had been worked over by dozens of people after it had been found mysteriously out of order. He looks it over and sees the works too much filed here, and badly balanced there, and would he not be likely to tell you that it will always go unevenly and unsteadily?

In many instances people only need time for recovery, where we cannot trust wholly in any remedy but rest. Who would think of keeping a tired man awake all night to give him stimulating medicine after his hard days work? Nothing can possibly take the place of the sleep he needs. So persons whose minds and bodies have been severely strained and taxed need a rest in proportion to the fatigue, yet they wonder that they do not get well before the first prescription has been half followed out, and then grow impatient. For one who needs absolute rest, five need rest merely from certain employments and interests that are wearing them out, and require change of scene and thought. I read a capital story years ago of one of Dr. Abernethys prescriptions. A gentleman came to consult him, who could neither sleep nor eat and who was very nervous and depressed. The doctor said he could recommend nothing, but there was a physician in a small town in the north of Scotland, who had been wonderfully successful in such cases, to whom he would give him a letter. So the invalid, after some persuasion, left his business and started for Scotland, travelling very leisurely as was directed, and the end was that when he got to the end of his journey there was neither any such doctor there, nor need of him if there had been. There are women who have done the same things over and over again for years, whose tiresome life of housekeeping begins to wear them out, and what medicine will cure them with one dose?

Some people will never get well until they cure themselves of worrying. Sometimes this comes from improper management of their religious nature; sometimes from useless thoughts of the past, and needless anticipations of the future. Often disappointment crushes a man and changes him for the rest of his life, mentally and physically.

There are persons whose disease originated in overwork, but it is no less true that it comes from a lack of work as well. Employment would have cured some of our friends who are really dying, and will cure many who imagine they are dying from some mysterious nervous disease, which the doctors fail to cure, and do not seem to appreciate. They are persons qui lécoutent vivre, as the French phrase has it; they watch themselves constantly, and the ailments of which another would be barely conscious, are to them sources of exquisite torture. If they would only find something else to do! The mind has so much control over the body if you only allow it a fair chance of taking the upper hand; but once give yourself up to watching for the time your head begins to be dizzy, and when the time comes your power of ignoring it has vanished; that slight feeling of dizziness is the controlling power of your existence. Expect to be better, not worse, and there is a great deal more chance for your doctor. For the doctor cannot make people happy and set their minds at rest, and it is often merely this that makes invalids of us. We may take all the medicine we please; where there is some family trouble, or business entanglement, we are wretched and hopeless and sad. Is it the doctors fault, then, that we grow no better day by day? If we can be happy and interested, and throw off the weight that holds us down, his part of the cure is very slight.

Can the doctor do much for us when, at the same time we carefully drink his medicine, we relentlessly follow the fashion of living that brought on the disease, and will still carry it on until we take leave altogether of the bad habit? 

After the prescriptions are given and the management of a sick person wisely directed, the good results are often hindered by the stupid ignorance, and wilful neglect of the directions, and of the simple physical laws of life. To many people advice is uselessly given, for as Horace Walpole said: It is no use trying to cure some men of their follies, until you can first cure them of being fools.

Look at the localities which people make choice of for their houses, and still how often one hears of the familys being so weak and delicate, and so sadly afflicted by the deaths which have followed each other in quick succession. Then there is a reflection, perhaps, upon the mysterious dispensations of Providence. Doubtless nobodys death has ever taken Providence by surprise, and no one has gone away from this world till he was done with it, and his place ready in the next; but, for all that, one cannot encourage houses being built in swamps. And think of mens unfathomable ignorance of the plain truths of ventilation!

And so people do just as they please with their minds and bodies, and when the inevitable results show themselves; when the minds show that they are growing useless, and things look different, and the sunshine seems to be going out of the world; when the bodies are worn out, then the doctor is considered capable of making up all the deficiencies. But his skill cannot counteract and supplement and fill out; or give us back the health and power we started with, and have lost, through neglect of ourselves. He cannot make us start out afresh and live right on again, as if we had been careful and sensible, and all these things had not been educating us for invalids. Perhaps we begin to be very ill some day and send for the doctor to cure our disease.

But when we are ill it is not invariably like a fish-hook which an unlucky boy can have the surgeon take out of his hand, which soon recovers from the wound. It is we who are ill, and the part that is weakest gives out first. Did you ever know a farmer to try to doctor a branch of one of his apple trees that is growing yellow? When the tree is strong the leaves keep green enough.

And besides all this, there is something else that makes your doctor appear noticeably inefficient, for he cannot cure old age. People are so often unjust and unappreciative in such questions as these, where the patient has either done nothing whatever for himself, when the cure is in his own hands, and where the cure, which the doctor might make, is hindered or made impossible.

And so, finally, take the best care of yourself you possibly can. If you are ill, send for the best doctor you know and can get. Do just as he tells you, for the best doctors are not too good, and you must lift at your end of the log. And above all do not show yourself such a patient as those suggested by this witty old English rhyme:

God and the doctor, men alike adore, 
When on the brink of danger, not before; 
The danger past, they are alike requited, 
God is forgotten and the doctor slighted.


PROTOPLASM AND HOUSE-CLEANING (1873)
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I AM ROUSED to make solemn reflections this morning on life and progress, to ask whether the advances we make, and the heights we attain, add sufficiently to our happiness and contentment. Do not discourage me in the outset by saying that mere satisfaction and pleasure are low aims, though Mr. Froude has an eloquent and convincing passage on this subject, in his Essay on the Book of Job.

But, after all, we do look somewhat for happiness, — we do measure the success or failure of mens lives, more or less by this standard. We will not yield wholly to the idea that a man, however great his spiritual and metaphysical achievements and capabilities, is to be envied, if he gives us no outward evidence of being victorious. For we anticipate a material success and a visible happiness.

I make no effort to be scientific. I shall not try to give an accurate definition of Protoplasm. Never mind whether it is a substance with definite physical and chemical properties of the highest importance, as regards our vital organization, or only a word representing a set of ideas, or a group of radically different substances, or one of the words, words, words! as Hamlet said to Polonius. I think you will not mind the non-settlement of this question, and I should not wish to blind you by leading you too suddenly from darkness to the blinding daylight. But I consider the second part of my subject a fine type of the height of progress to which we have attained, and I merely make the suggestion of Protoplasm by way of reminding you of the wide distance between the two points, of departure and attainment.

Spring cleaning is truly the reign of an idea to which every other interest and occupation must bow. What attention is paid to any demand of society on the day when the parlor carpets are to be shaken? It is reckoned almost useless to attempt writing the history of ones own age while one is sure to be influenced by some of its conflicting prejudices, and so incapacitated from seeing the whole ground. It is hard, even after centuries have gone by, to be impartial, and avoid the danger of being one-sided. And some of the best histories have been written by men who were foreigners to the country of which they wrote. And I claim to be heard with respect in this matter, for the spring cleaning of my house is over with, and I did not help.

Some one says that it is a grand triumph of mind over matter; surely it is heroic, this being willing to undergo, at stated periods, an operation which makes us uncomfortable. You may mention the martyrs of old, who were hanged and stoned and drowned; but that was only for once!

I was driving to-day, and met a cheerful company of gypsies. I had left the room where my favorite corner is, in a state of chaos that was wholly undesirable. My attention had been called to a stack of my books, and other possessions, waiting for me to carry them away to some less convenient place than my desk or chair, and I fled to the highways. Those lucky gypsies! They live in wagons without springs; they are unenviable in some other particulars; but their years go smoothly round, their housekeeping is uniform, and unbroken by any such catastrophes as are ever looming up before us. There was a woman seated upon a pile of hay and dirty looking bundles, and smoking a long clay pipe; there were two dear little dogs sound asleep at her feet, and a child leaned over the side of the wagon, dragging a forlorn shaker bonnet by its only string. The lord of the wagon-hold was taking gentle exercise by the side of the lazy horse, and some older children ran ahead to a farmhouse with a pail and a basket. That woman had no cellar and no closets; her carpet of green grass sprinkled with dandelions has not needed taking up.

Is there no chance that we are in a transition stage as regards the outward requisites of our home life? The love and interest we have for each other — the sentimental and moral part of it is in a much more hopeful state, but it cannot be possible that our housekeeping is perfected when twice a year such annoyances are inevitably ours. The idea of cleanliness reigns over us, but may we not be certain that sometime all these things will cease to be associated with discomfort? It is not the ideal setting ones house in order, to have ones possessions put away in inconvenient places where they cannot be found without a loss of time and temper. But each of us has some peculiar grievance of this kind, and it would lead us, if more were said, to meditate with interest upon the ancient pastoral life.

Follow any brook far enough and it leads you to the sea; and here I am thinking of the disadvantages of our position; the general disadvantages, not those of the present state of housekeeping alone. We so much more readily accept the good old things that were established by our predecessors, than the new. And who can help feeling we are somewhat defrauded, when he thinks of the greater advantages which will belong to the day of those who will live after us, for which our day is the starting point? For in all times and acts there is both a beginning and an ending; there is a completion, and the germ of something afterwards to be completed. We are seeing the protoplasms that are to develop more and more through the years to come. How do we know that we are not fighting as blindly and unreasonably against progress as our ancestors did? The world learns so slowly, and men are so unwilling to follow their leaders. The advances that are no longer new things to us, to which we have been familiar from our childhood, and which unless we stop to think seem always to have existed, were by no means made easily.

Look at the history of the practice of medicine. It seems to have met with the most benighted opposition to its most important improvements. There was poor Lady Mary Wortley Montague, who introduced small-pox innoculation into England from Turkey. Lord Wharncliffe says in his life of her: Lady Mary protested that during the four or five years succeeding her arrival at home, she seldom passed a day without regretting her patriotic undertaking. The clamors raised against the practice, and against her were beyond belief. The faculty all rose in arms to a man, foretelling failure and disastrous consequences; the clergy descanted from their pulpits on the impiety of taking events out of the hands of Providence. And the common people were taught to look upon her us an unnatural mother who had risked the lives of her own children. The doctors have even fought each other most bitterly; often refusing to believe in, and deriding the discoveries which afterwards come to be considered landmarks of the profession. Moliere who used to be called the terror of the Parisian apothecaries makes one of his dramatis personae say to another. Call in a doctor, and if you do not like his physic, Ill soon find you another who will condemn it.

We suffer, no doubt, in all connections from being in an age of transition; but after all, we have the consolation of being sure that we are better off than our ancestors were, and this comparison has served to flatter the pride and increase the consequence of the generations that have preceded us. It may be humiliating to acknowledge that we in our day are capable only of originating the merely protoplastic ideas, the first formations of the successes and improvements of the future.

But because all science and art, all culture, has not culminated in our ages; because we cannot do what we wish to do, is all we have attained and do know to pass for nothing? The Hospital is not finished, though it is long past its protoplastic stage, when it was only a suggestion in acknowledgment of the great need in our State. Who ignores what has been done for it so far? Who forgets what its presidents share of the work has been, or the trustees, the generosity of its donors, the interest shown in its welfare and success by rich and poor? When the hospital is finished and doing its grand service; when the only workmen within its walls are its doctors and nurses, who will not be glad; but is not the fact of its being in progress one that gives us satisfaction now?

So do not let us quarrel with the unalterable, and even if our most cherished work and plan should prove in the ages to come merely a first hint and foreshadowing, let us be glad of the light that is shining for us. The insufficiency; the need of something better; the awkwardness of the means we use to accomplish our ends; all these tower up grandly when contrasted with the machinery of life a hundred years ago. And so, letting alone the question whether our present position will seem by and by to have been high or low in the scale of ascent, we will remember that every step is necessary, everything is worth while, and be satisfied. 


OBITUARY OF THEODORE H. JEWETT (1879)
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DR. THEODORE HERMAN Jewett was born at South Berwick, Maine, on the 24th of March, 1815.

His ancestors were English, of Danish descent on one side and French on the other, and he was the second son of Capt. Theodore F. Jewett. His childhood was spent in Portsmouth, N. H., the family returning later to South Berwick, when his father gave up, early in life, his business of following the sea.

He was a delicate boy, caring less for the active sports than for reading, and he soon showed his preference for the life of a student. He was fitted for college at Berwick Academy, which, at that time, took very high rank, and entered Bowdoin College in 1830, at the age of fifteen. Professor Packard, who was his life-long friend, remembers him at that time as a handsome, red-cheeked boy, a most loveable young fellow, somewhat quiet and diffident, but very winning in his manner, and a very great favorite both with the faculty and his classmates. Early during his college course, he decided upon studying medicine, and, from that time until his death, he was always an eager, diligent, untiring student of the profession, which he loved with his whole heart, and to which he did as much honor as any man who ever followed it, if we believe such honor to be in having a rare and noble talent for his work, and a determination to cultivate and use this talent for the good of his fellow-men.

After his graduation, thinking himself too young to enter upon his medical course, he taught for a year or two at Limerick and at Derry, New Hampshire. He afterwards attended the medical lectures at Hanover and at Boston, studying for two years with Dr. William Perry, of Exeter, N. H., who was a most eminent physician and surgeon, and who pronounces him to have been a most admirable student, of wonderful powers of mind and singularly close habits of observation and study. Dr. Jewett was also, for some time, a student with Dr. WINSLOW LEWIS, of Boston, who also recognized his ability and took the greatest interest in him. He spent a year at the U.S. Marine Hospital in Chelsea, and was also for a time among the city charitable institutions of Boston. He took his degree at the Jefferson Medical College in Philadelphia, where he spent the winter of 1839.

After his graduation he had planned to go abroad for some time, to perfect himself in some specialty in the medical schools of Europe, and, on his return, to locate himself in one of our larger cities. But his health was at this time very delicate; he had had several alarming hæmorrhages from the lungs, and his brother had just died with consumption, which it was feared he also had inherited. His father, who was a man of considerable wealth, begged him so persistently not to leave home, that, to use Dr. Jewetts own words, he stayed in Berwick merely to please him, always hoping that after a time the opposition would be removed. And there his life was, for the most part, spent. It could not help being, at times, somewhat a lonely life, for he was shut out from the larger circle of professional friends, with its pleasures and advantages, to which he would have belonged in a city. Not that his ambition ever needed more stimulus than it found, or that he ever felt that his skill had been thrown away, where it was not appreciated. The people in the village and on the lonely farms seldom realized what a man he was, though they put their confidence in him so fully as their doctor and their friend. How much of their care and trouble he helped them carry, how kind and how trustworthy he was in every way, one can never tell. There never was a man in all that region more deeply loved, and no man ever died there at whose loss more tears were shed. He wrought many most wonderful cures, which at times came to the knowledge of men who could appreciate them, but his victories over disease were oftener unheralded and unrecorded, and he was content to have it so, since his wish was not so much to be called great as to be useful, and the service done, he was glad, and there was an end of it. He was always busy, either about his active professional work or in his study, where he kept up with the time in his reading, though he had often anticipated, in his own thought and experience, what was paraded as a brilliant new idea or a novel success.

Dr. John E. Tyler, late of the McLean Asylum for the Insane, who was one of his oldest and best friends, and who had known the famous medical men of his own country and Europe, said of Dr. Jewett, that he was the best physician of his acquaintance; that his knowledge of therapeutics, and his tact in doing the right thing at the right time and in the right way was marvelous.

One can only wish that the treasure of wisdom and experience which was his could have been left as an inheritance to some one who could go on with the exercise of its usefulness, but it is believed that such a legacy has been left in part, for he was pre-eminently a teacher; one could not talk with him for even a little while, without being the wiser for it. He was always willing and glad to impart his knowledge to his brother physicians, trying to learn himself and eager to help others whenever he could. In the course of his wide-spread practice as a consulting physician, he left the men whom he met always richer for the practical ideas and suggestions and excellent prescriptions of which his mind was always full. His enthusiasm for his profession was unfailing to the last day of his life. It was never a dull trade to him, and he ministered, as has been truly said, to the souls as well as to the bodies of his patients.

As a man, he won friends for himself everywhere; his genial, beautiful smile, and rare wit and humor, his unselfishness and kind-heartedness, made his presence seem like sunshine everywhere he went. There was something singularly attractive in his face. Even on a journey, or elsewhere, among entire strangers, he at once roused peoples interest, and everybody seemed to recognise the true-hearted gentleman and charming companion at first sight. And the longer one was with him, the more one knew his nobleness and purity of mind, his wonderful insight into human nature, his perfect integrity and hatred of deceit, his great learning in his profession, his accomplished scholarship in general literature, and his unerring common sense. He never was tired of living, and never grew old; his heart was always young, and the thought of him brings to mind these words of the wise old doctor, Sir Thomas Browne, and since there is something of us that will still live on, join both lives together and live in one but for the other, He who thus ordereth the purpose of this life will never be far from the next.

Whether one speaks of him as a gentleman, the hospitable, generous master of his own house, or the delightful guest, as the skillful, daring surgeon, or quick-sighted, ready, careful physician, as the faithful Christian, with his simplicity and loyalty and perfect trust, and his willing service to his best friend and Master, the Great Physician, it is hard to praise him enough; it is simply impossible to praise him too much.

Dr. Jewett held for some years the Professorship of Obstetrics and Diseases of Women and Children at the Medical School of Maine, and, during the war, he held the post of Surgeon of the Board of Enrollment for the first district of Maine, at Portland. He was one of the Consulting Surgeons of the Maine General Hospital at Portland, an honorary member of several medical societies, and member of the Maine Historical Society, beside holding many other positions of trust and honor. He took the warmest interest in the welfare of this Association, of which he was, at one time, President, and his address, delivered at its meeting in 1878, has excited the attention it deserves, and has been considered, by the best judges, one of the ablest essays on the practice of medicine ever written.

Dr. Jewett contributed occasionally to the medical magazines, and presented most learned and valuable papers before this and other medical associations. It is much to be regretted, both that he wrote so little and that he did not keep his published articles together, as no list can be made of them.

Dr. Jewett died suddenly at the Crawford House, White Mountains, on the 20th of September, 1878, from heart disease, the existence of which he carefully concealed from his family and friends, going bravely on with his work until a short time before his death, of which he showed no fear whatever. He dreaded an old age of enforced idleness, of failing health, and the gradual giving up of the duties of his profession, and it is a cause of gratitude to those who knew him best that he finished his work in this world and went away so quickly to a better one, since it was always his own wish and hope that it might be so.

He was married in 1842 to Miss Perry, of Exeter, New Hampshire, who survives him with three daughters.


THE PLEA OF INSANITY (1882)
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THERE IS SOMETHING exasperating to many persons in the promptness with which the plea of Guiteaus irresponsibility was brought forward. Such mania as this seems to be the fault and not the misfortune of the possessor — it is the effect upon character of constantly doing what is known to be wrong. People educate themselves up (or down) to this sort of insanity because they lose hold of themselves and yield to wrong impulses until they have lost all power of resistance, and are like vanes, that whirl about with the wind, and point first one way and then the other. The muscles of our minds grow weak from disuse and the lack of self control, and we must expect to be punished by outward force and blame, as well as by the calamity of conscious worthlessness. The excuse is often heard that an injury or annoyance to a friend, to ones self, to the world at large, could not be helped. I cannot do this thing or that, though I know that I ought; I have a superstitious fear of the other thing. How often one hears such words as these, and pities the persons who are allowing their whims, their selfishness or their nervous fantasies to make their laws of conduct. We are all gifted, to begin with, with the power of knowing the difference between right and wrong. It is only our own wickedness and carelessness that deprives us of it.

There is a deplorable number of worthless people, some of whom claim great sympathy on the score of being nervous invalids, who have only themselves to blame for their sad and provoking condition. It is common to see people who are ill and worn out with over-work — wounded soldiers in the battle of life — but it is far more common to see others who are the victims of their own weakness of mind, who have willfully grown more and more inefficient in body and soul, and are a drag and sorrow to themselves and to everybody else. No one ought to take any pride in being a discipline to his neighbors, even if it brings out the good traits of patience and charity! As for such insanity, there is seldom a case of it, or in fact of any insanity, for which the unhappy subject is not himself responsible. A drifting ship must come to harm, and, as old Thomas Fuller says: The house of correction is the fittest place for those who are lame through their own laziness. The sooner most cases of sham insanity are a disgrace instead of an excuse, the better. It would warn back many who are now far on the road towards such a condition. It is a crime against his neighbors when a man is not fulfilling his duties in life; every man should take good care of himself and make the most of himself that is possible, for the sake of society. We are too apt to pity people when we ought rather to reproach them. The theologians tell us that we are responsible for the state of our consciences, and we shudder to think it is true. We are to blame if any instinct has become blunted; if the quality of our characters and actions is not what it should be. The lack of a proper moral motive power is something that cannot be forgiven when one thinks of it soberly; for growing to be better men and women is the only purpose that is sure, in this world, of success. A man may be disappointed and baffled who wishes to be rich or wise or great in any other thing than goodness.

The distance between a life and a crime like Guiteaus — a life that is laughed at and avoided, and a crime that the nations of the earth have looked at with horror — and the selfishness and petty tyranny and silly imprudence and weakness that make one household miserable, is a wide distance: the likeness between a man who calls himself a nervous invalid and a man like Guiteau is not apparent at first thought. A human being whose mind and body are the prey of a diseased brain is the saddest and most cruel and mysterious sight in the world. But Guiteau and any man whose mind is lame through his own laziness in taking care of it, are no kindred cases to a man who is the victim of real mania.

Guiteau was a willful murderer, but the readiness with which the plea of irresponsibility was brought forward plainly shows how willing we are to accept the excuse in other cases of less magnitude, inside and outside the courts of law. The doctors may give us sedatives and tonics, but they cannot give us doses of common sense and self-control. The health of the mind, and the building up and care of character, are dependent upon ones self. Nothing can help us if we will not be helped. If a man himself is to blame for having arrived at the perhaps irresponsible state of mind in which he commits a crime, he certainly deserves the penalty as much for the long course of wrong doing as for the act itself. And to be praised, to be pitied, to be notorious, and to try to make oneself of consequence in any harmful way — to live for any unworthy ends like these — is certainly not right-mindedness; but a bad and useless life ought to be blamed and not excused. People are always saying I cannot when they mean I will not; they say that fate and circumstances — even their own natures have been against them, when they never have honestly tried to make the most and best of life.


AN AFTERNOON IN HOLLAND (1882)
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TO EXCHANGE THE uneven surface of the English Channel for the level fields of Belgium was a great pleasure. The transition would have made the Great Desert itself seem a paradise; but even the attractions of Antwerp, and the delights of its pictures, and of a Sunday in its cathedral and the cheerful streets that lead to it, failed to content us, we were in such a hurry to get to Holland.

A constitutional dislike to climbing hills may have been attracted by the reported flatness of Holland, and a love for the sea even extended to a desire to make a voyage on a canal. And a fierce partisanship for Lombardy poplars naturally urged me out of my own country toward the peaceful asylum of those persecuted monarchs of the plain, poplars, canals, and windmills.

It was a great surprise to find the representative Dutchman, of the long pipe and mug of comforting drink, with moon-like face and ponderous bulk, apparently wanting in Amsterdam. Either the Knickerbockers adopted home on the Hudson had favored his increase of size, or else the Hollanders of the present day are thinner and smaller than their ancestors. The universal right to the once monopolized trade with Japan may have led to the gradual impoverishment of society. Other glories which belonged to the older merchants of Holland have also been wrested from them. Both the land and the water highways of Amsterdam were busy, and crowded with rattling wheels or leisurely gliding boats, when I saw them; but one could not help thinking of the riches of the old days, and the industry of the present seemed to be less well rewarded than that of the past.

It has been said that the Dutch language is like and unlike every other. It has a curious individuality of its own, and is full of surprises. A word which looks so familiar that you use it without hesitation proves to have a sound which is foreign to any idea ever known to you; and another visible sign of speech, which has so may double os and js in its spelling that you pass by it in horror and dismay, sounds, when spoken, like the easy little words which are familiar to a child of five.

We had lingered in Amsterdam after the time set for leaving, in our never-to-be-relied-upon plan of travel, and, the day being fair, we had made up our minds to go to Broeck. We were told that the steamboat for Zaardam (which noted village proved to be not far out of our way) would leave at two oclock; so we took breakfast at our Bible Hotel, and were in no hurry about it, being assured that the place of departure was round the corner, and understanding, from the backward gesture of the porters thumb, that the steamboats city home was in the canal, which lay just under our own windows.

It had been a great amusement to us that the proprietors of our inn, seeming to recognize the discrepancy between the spiritual suggestions of its long-inherited name and the actual use of another kind of spirits that went on continually under its roof, had put a stained-glass window in the stairway, with an open copy of the Scriptures for its escutcheon. In distinct lettering on the page was the admonition of St. Paul to Timothy that he should drink no longer water, but a little wine. It was no unkind or unwise advice to the Timothys of Amsterdam in former years, for in that, like many another Dutch town, the water was not fit to drink.

We loitered a good while longer than was necessary over our late breakfast, and were a little startled, at last, when we found that there were only a few minutes left before the boat was to go, and taking our wraps and the umbrellas which are the modern pilgrims staves, we hurried out through the corridor and up the street. We turned the first corner toward the canal, but there was no craft in sight — this being one of the marine by-ways of Amsterdam — except some decrepit small boats and clumsy scows, or, as I heard a delayed and enraged stewardess on the Bergen steamer call them, mudhoppers.

We stopped before a kind-hearted-looking market woman, who told us in a few stumbling English words that our wharf was beyond the railway station, three quarters of a mile away. There was no carriage visible, and it was within five minutes of two oclock; we hurried along the street, keeping on after the bells had struck and chimed the hour with triumphant persistency, until we were not quite sure about our way. However, we came in sight of the Zaardam steamer at last, and waited fifteen or twenty minutes before she left the quay.

It really was delightful weather; the canal was so full of boats and small shipping that it seemed like a parade, and the sharp-bowed steamer moved quickly out toward the country, leaving a broad white track of foam, and sending off waves to right and left that made the little boats within their reach bob up and down distractedly. The deck was a good place to rest. There were not many people on board. We took pleasure in watching a dutiful little old woman in a plain brown dress, who sat knitting beside the engine house. She seemed to be a well-known person, for she looked up with a smile, and had an eager little talk with most of the other passengers, and even with the solemn stewardess, who carried two tumblers of beer on a plate to some voyagers who were smoking astern. She was a very grumpy stewardess, we thought. She looked as if she had used every argument to keep the men from wasting their money in beer, and now would have nothing further to say. She held the plate in her hands, and stood in the low companionway, with long wisps of her hair blowing in the wind.

Amsterdam had been a most delightful old city to stroll about in, but the suburbs of it pleased us even more. At last it was really Holland! And across the flat green fields and the dikes rose the sails of a vast company of windmills at Zaardam and Purmerend, and all the country side beyond and between. The air was thick with them, like a forest of great stumps and leafless branches. The mills near at hand were huge and round, with sails that Don Quixote would have fled from at first sight; but the farthest ones were like childrens playthings, and seemed to beckon to us and to belong to our holiday. When we came nearer them we were gratified to find that the lower stories were often used for dwellings. It was a pretty picture to see children playing about the door, with the sails twirling slowly overhead, as if to frighten away some predatory fowl of the air, a grewsome hawk that was in quest of young Dutchmen. The thatch with which the tall round mills were covered was very smooth and fine, almost like fur, and of an exquisite color. 

We turned presently into a narrower canal, and soon reached Zaardam. We did not have a good first impression of it. We had felt we were adventurers, and almost as if no American travelers before us had bethought themselves to make such good use of a summer afternoon. We had felt ourselves remote from the beaten track of tourists, although we had found in the guide-book directions for going to Broek by way of Zaardam. And yet it was such a quaint and pleasant corner of the world that we had all the satisfaction of being the first discoverers, until we were fairly landed on the little pier.

Then five men ran towards us in a great hurry. One claimed us for his own, and began to talk in fragments of English about Peter the Greats house, while his neighbors, in voluble Dutch, implored us to make arrangements to hire a vehicle of them, in which to drive to see all the rest of the world; and he translated their threats and entreaties, when he could desist for a moment from telling us something we could not understand about Peter the Great. Dutch numbers are impossible for an American to recognize by ear, and it was a great relief when one of the men pulled a crumpled paper from his pocket, and pointed to a printed tariff, from which we learned that for certain gulden we could be driven to Broek, and afterward to the tollhouse, whence we could cross the ferry to Amsterdam. We were really tired when the clamor ceased, and four men turned their attention to putting in the horse, while the fifth walked quietly before us to the shrine of Zaardam.

It was our first look at a Dutch village, except as we had hurried through a part of the country on the railway, a day or two before. We thought that Broek itself, the cleanest town in the world, could hardly be cleaner than this. The salt air blew across the sweet green fields, the casements were full of flowers, and the sunshine streamed in at the open doors. All the people looked comfortable, and nobody had seemed to take any notice of the excitement on the wharf. We followed our guide along the crooked thoroughfare; having suspicions that there might be treasures waiting to be discovered in the orderly small shops, and catching glimpses of the interior of the houses as we went by.

We were fully convinced that we had not been the first strangers to come to the town, when we reached the home of the Russian Peter, if we had failed to be before, for it was so carved upon and written upon with names of pilgrims that it was like a page of the worlds census. It was certainly well taken care of. The old house was warped and bent with age, but an outside shell and cover had been built over it, so that visitors could walk between the walls of the two houses. There had been not a few royal pilgrims, whose portraits and compliments, with their autographs appended, were hanging about the walls in frames, a grander way of leaving ones name, but much the same thing as carving it with a jack-knife, that all the world may see. It was easy to fancy the young Russian coming home at night tired from his ship-building, and sitting in the three-cornered chair which is still part of the houses furniture. His thoughts must often have been far enough away from Zaardam; but I wonder that he ever lived to return to his people, if he slept in the low-storied cupboard of a bed, guarded with close doors and built in the wall of the kitchen.

The house stood just at the edge of a field, quite apart from even the small activities of Zaardam. It seemed a pity to go to see it. It is the most tired-out little house I have ever seen. It can hardly hold itself up, yet there is no appearance of dustiness or decay. The people take good care of it, and prize it highly, as well they may, since it brings them so much money; but it appeared to me like some human being who had reached a very great age, and become an object of interest to curiosity hunters. There was a garden around the keepers lodge. Children were strolling about, and sailing little boats in a very small canal, apparently made on purpose for them. As we looked up and down the wide canal, a sluggish and idle waterway, it was pleasant to see the doors opening directly upon it, and the little boat-landings; and as for the scarlet geraniums on the wide window-sills, they all leaned over to look at themselves in the water. The grass and weeds grew in a most luxuriant fashion, and all the vegetation was as vivid a green as it ever can be in Ireland. Wherever there was a bit of ground large enough a garden had been made, and with the childrens voices chirping and calling, and the sound of laughter in one of the houses near by, it was all as charming a glimpse of village life as one would care to have.

One of the four stable-men had driven to meet us, and we climbed into the heavy carriage, and began to laugh at the horse, which was as round as a dumpling, and nothing but a pony, at any rate. It seemed a brisk little creature, and we did not know how to suggest to our Dutch acquaintances that a larger one would have pleased us better. In some way or other we had learned that Broek was only a mile or two away, and so we rattled along the narrow paved street, with houses on one side and a canal on the other, until we were out in the open country. The road was at the top of a great dike; so we had a capital outlook. The wind came up a little, and the tall grass was waving about. The canals themselves could not be seen, but in every direction we could see brown or white sails gliding between the fields, and at some little distance, in the great sea canal, a large steamer was going slowly in to Amsterdam, its huge hull floating high above the rest of that level and sunken world, and looking strange and clumsy as it moved along.

The fearfulness of a break in the sea dikes cannot be understood until Holland has been seen with ones own eyes; neither can the patience and toil of the Dutch. It is no wonder that the people are willing to take such care of their country, when such infinite pains have been given to its building and defense. They work at it as ants work, or as coral insects year by year add something to a reef. Their thrift and industry are marvelous, and it would be ungrateful grass that did no grow heavy as an arctic creatures fur over the fields, or heartless flowers that would not bloom by the way. All the streets of Amsterdam are on a lower level than the sea, though it is difficult to remember it in that solid and well-build city; but out in the country the sight of the sea canal, of the great ship high above the land, of the tremendously strong walls that were built to keep the ocean within bounds, was fairly amazing. The stories of the overflowing of the country became at once realities. I pictured to myself this green and fertile neighborhood at the mercy of an inundation; the havoc and desolation and sorrow that the sea any day might make.

But the Holland men and women seemed to be sure of their safety and fearless of any trouble that day; there could not be a more peaceful country to look at. The next village was reached in course of time, and we rattled through it without stopping except to pay a turnpike toll at its entrance. The Dutch money and the coins of Belgium gave us great trouble. We were continually mistaking the shiny bits for silver, and the handfuls of nickel or base metal and copper that came to us, when we had to change even the smallest silver coin, were most surprising. We caught sight of another village, and pointed to it, and said Broek? inquiringly; but our driver shook his head and smiled, and pointed with his whip across the country, where the little hamlets were scattered about, half hidden, like birds nests, under the clustered green trees. We could not tell which he meant, whether it was the nearest or the farthest, but were not impatient even to see Broek; it was so delightful a little journey we were taking toward it.

Now and then we passed a solitary man mending the embankment, where a new piece of timber was to be fitted in, or where the filling of small stones was loosened and washing away. But the great dikes looked as if they would stand forever, so welded and clamped they had been, with such a solid weight of masonry and timber. The clean, well-scrubbed Dutch houses themselves are not better tended and kept than is all out-doors in Holland. One would think the rain that fell from heaven was soap and water, and that once a week, at least, the farms were swept and dusted and put to rights, and that even the little bushes had grown afraid to stir when a breeze came to play with them, lest they should rumple their leaves, and be called untidy.

All the farms are surrounded by broad ditches, and the land is divided into squares of perhaps a quarter of an acre each. Sometimes there is a bridge, with a gate at the end, across from one field to the next. These gates looked very odd, standing stiff and straight by themselves, as if they had all the care and authority of miles of fence. Instead of fixed gates there was often a drawbridge hoisted up from the ditch, appearing as if it were meant for some kind of a trap, until you came near it. We were delighted with the beautiful cattle that were scattered about, half a dozen together, on the small green fields, and, as it grew later in the afternoon, men and boys pushed out from the kitchen doors of the farm-houses in flat-bottomed boats, with their milking-stools and white wooden pails, and followed the ditch-paths to the pastures.

The shadows grew long, and we passed one village after another, and did not come to Broek; it was nearly six oclock, and we had ordered our dinner in Amsterdam, at that time being certain in our ignorance that Broek could not be more than a long stones-throw away. Our driver smiled, and kept on pointing with his whip.

We had seen masts and sails always at a little distance, though we had met so many small boats hitherto in our drive, but at last the road led by a larger canal, and here we came close to the old-fashioned slug-like canal boats, where happy families lived in comfort and content, if not in splendor. Puffs of thin blue smoke were coming out of the chimneys of the little cabins, and yellow-haired children sat on the deck and watched us as we went by. Sometimes a little dog would stand with one foot on the rail and bark at us in a great frenzy, and presently we would overtake the larger dog, or the horse, and most surely the man who was tugging at the tow rope. It did not look very hard to pull even a large boat through the still water; the sloops were moved also by their sails, though there was not much wind, and no chance for beating or tackling. The little boats with their loads were drawn lightly along by a cord fastened to the top of their masts. All the people seemed to be on their way home, and we did not dare to think that the next village, also, might fail to be Broek.

Suddenly, to our great distress, we were driven into the yard of a large farm-house which stood by itself among the fields. Could our driver mean that we should spend the night there and take the rest of the journey in the morning, or had he some important errand to his own to these acquaintances? In a few moments, however (the driver had meantime alighted and stood beside us with great patience, waving his hand toward the door of the house), the latch clicked, and an elderly woman came out to greet us, and we at once accepted her invitation to come in. This, to our surprise, was Broek, or, at any rate, its suburbs, for here was the famous stable where the cows stalls were decked with colored tissue-paper cut in shapes, with muslin curtains at their little windows, and all manner of luxurious decoration and furniture. Having become world-renowned, there was an artificial splendor and bedizening. Specimens of delftware and china were hanging on the sides of the stalls; the floors were covered with clean pebbles and with painted cockle-shells arranged in patterns. It looked like a magnificent baby-house, and as if the elders of the family had never given up playing with dolls. The cows were living in their pastures: this was only their winter residence, and for my part, I would much rather see the stable when they were in it, and I have no doubt their housekeeping is carried on in unparalleled fashion, for the beautiful sleek-coated creatures looked dainty enough to be at large anywhere, even in Holland.

The same great roof covered the stable and the house, and a door opened directly into a long kitchen, where some supper, which we should have been glad to eat, was set out on one of the tables by a latticed window, over which some vines were growing. In the next room was a great business of cheese-making, and in the next, which was walled with stone and cellar-like, were stored away a great number of cheeses, cannon-ball as to shape, and of a fragrance and yellowness impossible to describe. The point-lace lappets of our hostesss cap flapped as she walked before us and showed us room after room of her house, betraying pride only when she opened the door of one and said, The salon! It was the least interesting to us, being uncommonly stuffy, and carpeted and furnished in the most conventional and uncharacteristic way. We had noticed some superb pieces of furniture, heavy wardrobes and the like, of vast size and antiquity, but these were all in the living-rooms, fortunately, and not locked away from sight and use.

It was only a little way farther to the cleanest town in the world, but Broek must have won its reputation by only a length in its race with the rest of Holland. The other villages may have followed its example until they became its rivals, however, so I will not try to steal its laurels, and it certainly is a most clean-faced and well-dressed little town. The houses are very pretty, and the flower-gardens were in gayest bloom. Flocks of children were playing about the streets; we came upon a dozen of them busy with some merry game or other in a little square near the church, which was shaded with trees whose foliage was so thick that it was damp and gloomy underneath. There were some stalls and booth, as if it were a fairground or market-place, or as if some wandering showman had arranged his much-battered properties for a performance.

We could look between the houses out across the fields. The glimpses of the wide reaches of greenest grass, of the grayish willows and slender poplars, formed charming pictures. From the main street of Broek we could look far down the canal that led to Amsterdam: a delightful perspective of a tall white sail and a clump of willows, an idle windmill farther away, a blue sky that had not begun to fade, though the twilight had begun to fall, and white clouds that made the nearest stretch of water look like silver. It was dead calm on the canal; the breeze which had ruffled it a little all day had gone down with the sun. It was the Holland that Ruysdael painted, with its soft colors and its endless distances, where the earth and sky meet in a mist, like the blending of the sky and sea.

We left the main street, presently, quite sure that it was true that the paving-stones of it were scoured every Saturday, and followed the only side street to where its houses ended. They were less pretentious than those we had just left. It was supper-time, and at each door a company of wooden shoes of various sizes were waiting for their owners. This was the pleasantest part of Broek to us, but one must see it for ones self on a summer evening, and I hope everybody will be fortunate enough to see, as we did, two young men who came hurrying up the narrow tow-path and got into a boat and rowed away as if they were belated. They certainly had been left behind by the fashions, for they both wore the amazing petticoat-trousers of a past age.

It was not a long drive to the toll-house; we crossed the ferry and found a hackman who had, happily for us, finished his supper, and we were soon back at the hotel. The prim stateliness of the high-gabled roofs of Amsterdam delighted us more than ever by their contrast with that charming bit of the low countries we had just seen. The lights were shining out in the houses one by one and twinkling again in the canal underneath. I shall be glad to remember all my life how fresh the wind was, and how green the clover; how the people smiled at us, and said good-day as we passed them. I can always shut my eyes and see the sails moving this way and that among the green fields, and the round-topped windmills beckoning lazily with their long arms.


LUCKY PEOPLE (1882)
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THE OLDER ONE grows the more one sees the folly of attributing peoples good fortune to that vague and indescribable imaginary power in the world which we are pleased to call good luck. There are dozens of proverbs akin to that about being born with a silver spoon in ones mouth; we often hear that it is better to be born lucky than rich. The word seems to have many different meanings, but after watching people who are supposed to be the favorites of fortune, one comes to the conclusion that there is nothing we have to work so hard for as this very good luck. To every man his own life seems the best, else he would be ready to change places with others, which no man ever has been. God gives to each of us blessings that are entirely our own. Still we can each call to mind many a friend who has been in many ways more fortunate than ourselves, and whose lot in life is more enviable. But some time or other the man has had to do with the cause, which brings about the effect; it may have been that he was polite and kind, and some one waited to do him a favor in return; that he was wise and generous and provident; it may be that he was always a careful, intelligent student of books and of his business, and fitted himself for the place that was given him later; it must be always that he did not yield to the temptation to be lazy, which would have hindered his gaining the knowledge or the treasure which would make him richer for all time. The real good fortunes of life are more apt to be deserved than we imagine — the real successes have been the reward of character and an inevitable harvest from the seed that was some day sown. People are not willing to work for what they want — that is the trouble! They feel defrauded if the best gifts of this world are not theirs, and do not fall into their lives out of clear sky, when they never have taken the trouble to win or earn them. They do not see why many friends and much money have not fallen to their lot when they really never have worked for them. They seem to think that they should have a certain credit, and a right to riches of any kind, because they have wished for them; and if another man stands in the place they would like to occupy, they think it injustice and oversight, and find it hard to reconcile themselves.

People fail of success in life, says Dr. Johnson, because of the weakness of the means they use to gain it — and there never were truer words spoken. If you hear a man bewail his lack of time for reading and parade his fondness for it, you may be pretty sure it is affected, for some of the greatest scholars in the world have fairly stolen the minutes for their study, and people are sure to find time for the things they really like best. With all of us the will is oftener found wanting than the way. If a young person tells me that he has a great ambition to follow some path in life which will lead him high in the world, the first thing I should ask him would be whether he was really willing to work and try to make him understand what I meant by that. We are tired of hearing it said that genius is only great patience; we all try to find the royal road to learning, and when we make sure that no guide-post points that way most of us turn back, not being willing to go with painful steps over the rough mountain path which is the only kings highway to wisdom. We forget what outlooks there will be, or what treasures lie hidden in the rocks. If it had been a smooth, straight turnpike, and a short one at that, we would have followed it. More of us would be rich and great if it were easier work to become so.

We look at the results of our neighbors toil and envy him his good luck, often without a thought of the long, hard years which had to be lived through before he came to the place where he could do a good thing easily, and get great pay for it. We notice these effects; we do not think of the causes; we talk about them as if all the work that belongs to them had been done in the day they were finished.

Some people have quicker wits than others, and seize and hold the opportunities of life with sure and steady hands, while others, more from indolence than lack of capacity, let the chances for bettering themselves go by untouched. I believe that God gives us more power than we ever use, and puts tools enough in our way; to every man He gives the chance of growth and improvement; but we willfully stand idle, and fret because our lives do not suit us. There is a great difference in the constitutions of our characters — some mens are weak, and others are strong. But it is no use to call one event of life good luck and another bad luck. God sends us the events of every day, and it is we ourselves who make them bad or good, according to the way we take them.

A sum of money may be shared by two people, and one may be ruined by it and the other lifted and helped in every way by its honorable use — one might happily multiply illustrations of this kind forever! A sorrow is sent to a household, and one woman is made hard and bitter and unkind, while anothers face shines like an angels already with the light of Heaven that has broken through the same sorrows cloud. To each of us in his lot and place in life God gives all of Himself that we will take; and to each of us He gives this worlds good fortune for which all work and toil — if we work and toil intelligently and reasonably. There are fewer gifts and graces of existence impossible to us than we think. And if we are called away from this world to the next, while our plans and purposes are yet unfulfilled, I am ready to believe that for ourselves in the future there will be satisfaction; and, if our chosen work was worth doing, the people we leave behind are also the better for it.

To be rich is possible, to be wise is possible, to be good — of that we are certain; it is the only thing in life for which we may try without any fear of failure. The work must be done and the steps taken patiently in that quest; it is more short-sighted to envy a person his goodness, and his good luck in being a charming and helpful companion, than to form such a judgment of any other success of his life. Some human beings are willing to take pains to be and do their best; the unsatisfied and disappointed souls are those who are unwilling and who excuse themselves for their laziness and lack of purpose, even for their undeveloped spiritual gifts, by saying that they have had bad luck. A wise preacher has said that prayer is not a conquering of Gods unwillingness, and if we stop to think we shall be sure that worldly success, also, oftenest comes by right, not favor. It is by learning the laws of both the higher and lower lives, and patiently keeping and following them, working with them and not against them, that we shall avoid failure and misfortune, and cease to depend upon the stray and unexpected blessings which men imagine to be like the wild birds in the air which may fly to us of their own accord.

One man may find a diamond in the dust at his feet when he was not looking for it, but many men must have seen it too and passed it by before he had the wit to notice it and interest enough to pick it up. All the old superstitions about finding four-leaved clovers, and lucky things of that sort, simply mean that a man who is persistent and patient in his search for one uncommon and elusive thing is apt to have a quickness of sight and a power of application which will serve him in good stead in better pursuits.

In some persons lives misery and disappointment succeed each other; but I believe that God never repeats his lessons after they are once learned by us, and nothing can be what we call bad luck for us unless we make it so ourselves. It takes both storm and sunshine to make us grow in grace, and who can say that either is a mistake. The events of our lives which are not of our planning or provision are still somewhat under our control, since in any school we are set those lessons for which we have fitted ourselves. Gods ordering of circumstances is related to our need and capacity. It is these so-called accidents of life which we find hardest to manage and to understand; but they none the less belong to us and grow out of our conscious choice and management. It is God working with us and not against us.

We envy the lucky man whose plans prosper, and whom the events of life seem to favor and not to baffle; but it is well to notice whether he has not worked hard to bring his luck to his hands, and whether in the midst of his riches and power he is really rich and strong. I believe that the lives we envy most for their prosperity, often hide from the worlds sight a weight of care and a burden of hard work that would make an increasing cause of complaint to a man who had not learned to be self-reliant and cheerful. God helps those who help themselves: it would be well if we remembered that saying a great deal oftener than we do. It is the keeping of the laws of God, both in spiritual and material things, that makes us successful, respectable, and honorable citizens of Gods kingdom in this world and the next.


A FRENCH COUNTRY GIRL (1883)
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IN ONE OF Eugénie Guerins Letters which are published together in a charming book which has been translated from the French, she describes walking to church in the early morning through the woods, and says that she saw some little wild flowers in bloom, and that she stopped to pick them to carry with her. But her second thought told her that she had better leave them until she was on her way home, for they would be wilted if she held them so long in her hand.

She went on to the service in the little church, and when it was over she talked with some friends whom she met, and at least went home by another path, and missed her flowers altogether, and quite forgot about them until it was too late.

So she says in the letter that it is often thus in life: the only way to make sure of our pleasures and of most good things is to take them when we first have the chance, because the first chance is too apt to be the only one.

It is true that opportunities seldom repeat themselves, and no wonder we are told to make the most of them. Mademoiselle Guerin gives one a charming example of this. She lived in a very quiet part of France, in an old chateau, and her brother, who was her constant companion, went away to Paris to study. She made the most of her simple pleasures, and while nobody can fail to see that she lived a very lonely life indeed, she made it most interesting to herself and to thousands of people beside. She kept a journal for her brother that is one of the most lovable books in the world. One grows almost as fond as she was herself of the neighbors with whom she exchanged rare visits, and of the peasants, and the forest about Cayla, the old chateau itself, and even her little dog Trilby.

You go with her to Paris with great delight, but you like best to be with her in her own home. She says that she thinks the worst thing about hell is that one must be in bad company forever, and she quotes a saying that between friends there are no secrets but the secrets of others. Everybody loved her who knew her, but best of all her talented young brother Maurice, who died after a long, sad illness.

I wish that some friends of mine who live in lonely country places could know these two little books — they are such a lesson to us of cheerfulness and good humor and of ready friendship and true-heartedness, and of a love of pleasure that satisfied itself with the little things within reach — even while it eagerly waited and hoped for the things too far away to be grasped. She was sadder sometimes than most people ever dream of being, but she also was most happy in great possession of good cheer and fun. She did not often miss gathering the little flowers of life that grew beside even her loneliest paths.


EVERY-DAY WORK (1883)
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THERE ARE A great many women nowadays who are sadly dissatisfied with their work and their position in life. Things seem unequal to them, and they envy not only the greater freedom of their fathers, their brothers, and their husbands, but the better pay these receive sometimes for doing exactly the same work as themselves. Their own lot in life seems to them an inferior one; they begin the race of life lame-footed and hindered; they believe themselves to have no chance to win from the very nature of things.

Some women are subjected to a sad oppression, and I am willing to confess that they are apt to be the losers in many contests, but I am willing also to confess, with shame, that it is more apt to be their own fault than anybody elses. Again and again one is reminded of Daniel Websters wise counsel to the young lawyer, that he would always find room enough at the top; for, in other things beside a lawyers business, work is too often half done instead of well done, and good workmen and work-women in any art or industry are so rare that it is hard to find them, and the aim of every overseer is to keep them and to reap the advantage of their satisfactory way of doing things.

A great trouble is one that will, I fear, be a trouble always. Most people wish to do the least possible work for the highest possible pay. It is not the question Have I done this right? but Have I done this well enough to pass? that they ask themselves. There is a constant shirking, and cheating and snarling at employers, as if the workman were a slave, whose hard toil a cruel master claimed without giving thanks or reward. To be handsomely paid for doing nothing, comes close to many a workmans idea of his rights. It is all luck, many people say; but the older and wiser we grow the surer we are that good luck is apt to be well earned, and that fortunate people are in some way or other the hardest workers, and have sometime or other set the traps which secure for them the wary game which their neighbors expect to come to them at their whistle.

Every year there are more women who are fired with an ambition to be teachers, and clerks and preachers, physicians, and lawyers and artists. In every occupation and profession they have won renown, and have become useful and successful and honored. Yet it seems a pity that there should not have been more improvement in the way of doing the every-day work which is the province of nineteen out of twenty women. It is certainly worthy of the best thought and care. We are always making the mistake of thinking that dissatisfaction and ambition are the same thing. True ambition is a motive power; dissatisfaction is nothing in itself, unless it is either making us do our work better or leading us to some other work better in itself, and claiming our successful exertion. Because a woman is tired and cross over her every-day affairs, and is careless how she attends to them, it is no credit to her. If she cannot be certain that she ought to do something else — if she knows that she is face to face with duty just where she is, she is to be most bitterly reproached if she is not in every way putting her whole thought and heart into her daily life. Having some work and liking it is the truest satisfaction this world can give; all the real pleasure and happiness of life follow in its train, and are linked with it. The minute you shirk your rightful work and try to escape from the place where you belong, you have blocked your machinery and you are worse than useless. If you wish to take a higher and better position in the worlds sight, you must earn your right to it; for whosoever climbs up another way is a thief and a robber.

Many young women think that to be called a teacher or an artist is much more honorable than to be called a seamstress or a cook — if they are earning their own living; but a perfect seamstress and an admirable cook are far more to be respected and get far better pay than the teacher who has no gift at communicating the few ideas she has, or the artist who makes at the best poor daubs of copies, and half freezes and starves herself — depending upon stray classes of pupils in country villages. It is no glory to do anything unless you do it well; it is better to do something well, than to do it ignorantly; a handsome rug on the floor is a thousand times better than a wretched picture on the wall. It is on the same principle that a writer prides himself on using grand and high-sounding words, and has really no ideas worth anybodys notice; or, you might have a most dainty and elegant bill of fare, and a horrid dinner to go with it. It is melancholy to hear a person say she will be a teacher or an artist because it sounds better than to have people told she means to be a seamstress or a cook; the disgrace is not in the occupation, but in the failure to make it respected.

The whole level of things must rise like the great tide of the sea before the world will look with favor upon certain new rights and privileges being given to women. It is of no use to urge the plea that there are no more ignorant and unprofitable women than there are men. Women have been called inferior, and they are ranked so; the only way to gain equality is to deserve it, and to show such advance in good sense, in far-sightedness and liberality of mind, in usefulness and steady putting aside of all shirking, in literally making the best of themselves, that the right of deciding certain public business matters will be a right unwise and impossible to be refused. It is of no use to fight the question with platform speeches and petitions to the legislatures of the different States, since suffrage will not come until it comes by right and not by favor. But the world in general has never been ready for reforms, and in a certain sense the great changes come about independently of ourselves, by the working of the great laws of existence which we can help or hinder only to a limited extent at any one point.

But it is not questions of this kind — which are so far from being every-day concerns with most of us who live quiet lives — that we ought to think of most; and it is not necessary to prove that women may be great physicians and great poets and great astronomers and artists. The crests of the waves may dash very high, and the spray of this sea lift itself as if it would put out the stars, but it is the rising of the tide, the coming up of the whole sea that carried the waves and the spray. We do not value half enough the great importance to the world of womens every-day work, or care half enough for an improvement in their way of doing it. That is in their hands to be managed; that is their duty, whether voting and legislating or not. There is no doubt that we do not do half well enough the work that is ours already — first from lack of proper education for it, and secondly from lack of pride and ambition. There is more and more attention continually being given to the subject of industrial schools, but very little good has been done by them until within a short space of time, and their influence has not had time to become generally felt. Our public schools are all constructed with the idea that everybody is, or should be, a scholar, when the truth is that nature designed very few of us for scholars, and we might have spent our early years to much better advantage as to study. Most children learn in a parrot-like way, drilling their memories to the slighting of other powers of the mind. The dull ones are either dragged forward beyond their minds natural gait by their bright companions, or these are hindered and kept back by having to keep pace with the dunces. Many of the studies are utterly useless in themselves, like grammar, which not one child in fifty ever understands, and might be replaced by others which would give them all the discipline of mind in connection with more interesting subjects. Most of the boys in a city grammar school will not go to school at all after they are fit for work and can earn tolerable wages, and it is the same way with the girls. Surely since most of these will always be poor, will keep house for themselves, will sew and wash and cook and take care of children and sick and old people, it would be better to teach them while they are little things how to do all this in the quickest way and the best way. They should not be studying, since they have so little time for study, anything which will not be of practical service to them.

There is nothing that will have such good results flow from it as an alteration for the better in the various branches of housekeeping. It is because every-day work, the commonplace interests of every-day life are not made the subject of more care and thoughtfulness, that many a family has gone to wreck and ruin. The housekeeping is done simply because it has to be, and not because women like it and see that they are put to no mean work. It is a shame that American women do not know how to keep house better. It is something to be mourned over that the people of this country spend more money on their living and fare worse than any other, when one looks at the cooking and at the houses in comparison with the expense. Tent-life or cave-life, according to their cost, are really more comfortable. People will say that foreigners notice our neat villages and widespread farms, and New England carries off the prize for its thrift and well-being. But the average housekeeping is, after all, far below what it ought to be; and who has not been in houses where unwholesome dishes have been served day after day, the same uninviting bread is made this year as last, and nothing is ever done any better, the housekeeper does not care to know that the same materials might make the breakfasts and dinners and suppers far more pleasant both to look at and to taste? There is no ambition about it; she gets as tired of making the same old things over and over, and of eating them, as anybody does, but it never occurs to her to try to improve. She might read the recipes in the almanacs for bread of various kinds, or find the appetizing account of a cheap French soup in the weekly newspaper, but it would not occur to her to banish the greasy stew, and she goes on in the same beaten track year after year, sick of housekeeping and growing more and more of a sallow monument to the saleratus she has eaten. Everybody knows that the way to all our hearts is through our stomachs, and there is a great moral profit in being well fed. New England people are hard workers, and need good food, well cooked; and there is hardly a family which cannot afford to buy what food is really necessary. But how few women can be called superior cooks, and how few take it in that a table well served and nicely arranged, is not only refining and inviting but a real pleasure. To see the dishes shoved on at the end of the table nearest the stove or the kitchen, with no order or care, is a great pity. There is nothing that shows the standard of civilization in a family like the every-day dinner table. There are a thousand ways of making a house and its home-life attractive without spending an extra cent of money. It is only with the personal care and the eager seeking for suggestions that will find in ones own home a proper place to be carried out, that every-day living can be made better. I was much struck at noticing the other day a sentence in a foreign book on insanity. The chapter was given to the causes of insanity, and under the head of drunkenness the truth was laid down that intoxication was the effect of unhappiness and misery of an already unbalanced mind, rather than the cause. My thoughts flew at once to some poor creatures whose homes had been made uncomfortable, and who, taking refuge in the dulling and comforting powers of liquor, had at last died from the effects of it. It was not drunkenness that made a wretched home, but the wretched home that had made drunkenness. No wonder that some minds crave an anæsthetic — a deliverance for the time being from the fretting and discontent, moral and physical, of their daily life. If a woman is the head of the family, or if she is living at home, spending her time in ordinary household work, she ought to see the great danger that will come from her not doing it just as well as she can. It is as much her work, and it is as honorable work, as anything can be. If she is not distinguished and celebrated because she does it that is her fault, not the works, for nothing has greater capacity for usefulness and pleasure. It is no glory to be called a poet if ones rhymes are only silly doggerel.

But there are many women who are earning their living in other ways, and it is these from whom and of whom one oftenest hears complaint. A woman who lives at home often envies these because they are earning money, while she works as hard and only has her living and what money her father or her husband may choose to give her. She ought to be treated fairly and not denied her rights and her freedom in money matters; but she ought to remember that God often gives us work to do for which we are paid a different sort of wages, and it is something to grow rich in love and gratitude and confidence of the household to which we belong.

I wish that it were in my power to persuade young girls who wonder what they shall do to earn their living, that it is really better to choose some business that is in the line of a womans natural work. There is a great repugnance at the thought of being a servant, but a girl is no less a servant to the man who owns the shop where she stands all day behind the counter than she is where she waits upon the table or cooks the dinner in a pleasant house; and to my mind there would be not a minutes question between the two ways of going out to service. The wages are better, the home is better, the freedom and liberty are double in one what they are in the other. If, instead of the sham service that is given by ignorant and really over-paid servants to-day, sensible New England girls who are anxious to be taking care of themselves and earning good wages would fit themselves at cooking schools, or any way they found available, they would not long wait for employment and would be valued immensely by their employers. When one realizes how hard it is to find good women for every kind of work in our houses, and what prices many rich people are more than willing to pay if they can be well suited, it is a wonder more girls are not ready to seize the chances. It is because such work has been almost always so carelessly and badly done, that it has fallen into disrepute, and the doers of it have taken such low rank. Nobody takes the trouble to fit herself properly, but women trust to being taught and finding out their duties after they assume such positions, not before.

There is an increasing demand for skilled labor of every kind, and there is no fear of the moneys being thrown away that is spent in fitting ones self for the right performance of duties that are always to be done in every household. A woman must take into consideration the possibility of her being married, when she plans her career and sets up a certain goal for her ambition. If she studies law or fits herself to be a teacher of some speciality in the higher grades of schools, then, if marriage does fall to her lot, all her years of study and training are from many points of view seen to have been a waste of her time. But in following any business that is connected with housekeeping, and the personal interests and concerns of a family, she has spent her season of study and training to the very best purpose. And, as for looking at cooking and housework as monotonous drudgery, it is not half so much that as many other things are. It is capable of a thousand more variations and pleasures and experiments than running a sewing-machine in a noisy shop, or even selling buttons over a counter. And as for drudgery, the longer one lives in the world the better one realizes that if by drudgery is meant the patient toil which goes day by day to the building and finishing of our tasks, like the stones that are laid carefully one by one to build the castle, there is every day many hours work of it to be done. We each think that our neighbor earns his money easier than we do our own. We are apt to judge by the results of work, and not see the labor, or dream of the thought, that were taken to bring them about. Whether it is a story to be written or a picture to be painted, a certain number of yards of cloth to be woven or a dinner to be cooked, success depends upon the careful provision for a hundred small details, and it is only much unrecognized effort and painstaking that brings the work to an end. Emerson says in Considerations by the Way, Wherever there is failure there is some giddiness, some superstition about luck, some step omitted, which nature never pardons.


MISDIRECTED ENERGY (1884)
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THERE IS SOMETHING ominous in the number of advertisements, in our most widely circulated papers, which offer scraps of silk for patchwork. I have not a word to say about the quality of material which certain friends of mine have had in return for the money they have sent to these merchants. I am going to protest against the whole state of things that makes this business possible and profitable.

Several hundred years ago it was the custom for women to embroider tapestries, but they had many reasons for doing such work. In the first place there were very few shops, and almost all the cloth that was worn by a household had to be woven and shaped by the members of it; of course all the decoration and adornment of a fine house was necessarily simple and largely of home manufacture. The famous tapestries were almost always the work of the richest women, for they only were free from the incessant household work. In one way they had nothing else to do. Many could not read at all, and, if they could, they had, at best, only their prayer books and a handful of other volumes to spend their time upon; books that were not read so much for what we should call instruction, as for some half superstitious reverence for religious things. Repetition was more important than anything else to the average mind.

But now that our walls are already covered with neat papers, and our chairs are comfortably cushioned, why should we go on behaving as if we lived in houses with damp gray stone walls, and bare and comfortless furnishings? Why need so many women spend so much of their time in needlework which is quite unnecessary, and really not beautiful. It does not merit admiration when a woman has not one single decent photograph or picture of any sort in her house, and goes on year after year eagerly copying the latest fashions in tidies. More money goes in such ways in the course of five years than would put some beautiful thing within her reach that would be a constant joy and education. Our taste grows by what it feeds upon; and a piece of good sense in the way of ornament puts all the nonsense to shame.

I believe in having pretty colors in a room. I believe in making it dainty and attractive and home-like as we can; but if anybody asked me what I thought the best way to begin, I should answer by reading.

This will seem quite apart to some people from any connection with fancy work, but this is what I mean; we must take some way of providing ourselves with the best ideas. If I go into a library, or even stand before one small shelf of well chosen books, this is the thing I think of which has more force for me every year. Here are the records of what the best thinkers have thought and observed about life and its successes and failures. Some of us may live in the same town with a very wise and charming man or woman; we may even have a very helpful and suggestive person under the same roof; but all of us can be on the most intimate terms of friendship with the best men and women of all ages, if we will read what they have written and printed for us, and left as a legacy for our use. The followers of the Old Testament and of the New, have also left testaments for us to read, and some of the wise men and women of our own day are telling us what they think of great questions of modern society. If we do live in the same town with them, they may be so busy with their work that we ought not to claim much of their time, but we can read what they say and be better for it, and gain the closest sort of friendship with them.

Most people think that reading is simply a thing to be enjoyed, to make an idle hour pass pleasantly; but, while that is a part of the mission of literature, it is only a small part. I am sure that we forget often that we first of all must read for the sake of learning something, and making ourselves more intelligent. I suppose that one of the very first aims of every writer is to make what he has to say as pleasant and attractive as possible. The food of our minds must be palatable, but we must bring an appetite to the feast, Fortunately we all have a certain instinct at first toward what belongs to us, as animals do for their proper food; but, unfortunately, a large part of the reading public never becomes civilized in its literary taste. When we see some of the great piles of absurd, if not shameful, literature that occupy much of the space on every news-stand, it is impossible not to feel that the readers of it are like the Digger Indians and their kindred, who live on dirt and vermin.

But those who really have a proper liking for good books sometimes read far less than they ought, because they are always thinking that other things must be done first. It is because fancy work steals so much of the time that reading ought to have, that I want some of my readers to find fault with it. There is too little strength and vigor in American women, and it is a pity any of it should be wasted. We are in this world for the sake of growth and development in spiritual things — for the sake of profiting by the experience of life; we ought to learn something, and grow a little, mentally and spiritually, every day of our lives; we ought to be continually elevating our uses and enlarging our horizons.

Since this is true, ought we to spend a great proportion of our time in doing things that, to all intents and purposes, leave us just where they find us? Every woman has some work to do, some care to take and provision to make, some duties for every day; a certain routine, which whether profitable or unprofitable, uses a great part of her time. Then there comes an hour when she can do what she pleases. Perhaps it is only a few minutes in the morning or at night, but the free time is always ours — longer or shorter.

Now, if a person lives in a small town and has to be busy in her own house, to look after her familys wants, she sometimes feels shut in to a small circle of things. She grows tired of her little round of duties, and fretful, perhaps, and looks a little way up and down the street, as if she were a bird in a cage. She has a great deal of happiness as she goes along, but still she has times of wondering if she will ever get her work done, and get ahead of things, to a place where she can take a long breath.

Perhaps some neighbor with a great deal more free time shows her triumphantly a great silk quilt which she has been making, and our poor friend feels as if she really ought to make one too. Everybody has a silk quilt, and so her own few tired evening hours are spent in a desire to rival the tempting piece of work. Perhaps she stitches and fits it together with aching back and stiff fingers and smarting eyes, and it is something to talk about when friends come in, and at last it is done; but after it has been shown to everybody, and its maker has seen a new pattern which is ever so much more to her taste, she puts it away because she doesnt really have a use for it. There is all her time and strength wasted; next year there is a fashion for making elaborate tidies, and she struggles to do those too, and her sitting-room is tangled in worsted works of strange shapes and discordant colors, and life grows less and less interesting, and, when its emergencies come, she somehow is overthrown by them, instead of being their conqueror. When she hears her husband or some of her own friends talk about the events of the time, or some new book, she feels stupid and left out, and wishes she had a little time for reading. On the parlor table are some books she had before she was married — she used to be a good scholar at school — and there are two or three great useless volumes she has bought at the door, not because they could tell her anything that it was important for her to know, but because they had ornamental covers.

I wish everybody would read three or four good novels every year, if only for the sake of seeing something of people in other situations of life. It is a great pleasure to know some of the characters in Mrs. Oliphants stories, for instance; to be familiar with the pretty English houses they live in, and to follow them through their perplexities, and interests and little excitements. I wish, when we find things in our story books that we dont understand, we could make notes of them, and look up the explanation or details in somebodys Encyclopædia. I wish we got new ideas about our everyday work; there are plenty of wise people trying to help us cook better and more economically, and telling us what we ought to know — we, in our familiar homes. Some of the greatest scholars in the world have been men and women who were very busy about other things than books through almost the whole of their waking hours. Newspapers are a help, but they dont take the place of good books. It is only by getting at new ideas — finding out what wiser people than we think about life in its different aspects — that we shall grow and be really fit to settle the great problems of existence. So, if we must stay at home, let us go traveling with General Gordon or Stanley, or some of the brave men who are real missionaries wherever they go, no matter whether it is north or south or east or west. The way to make our houses beautiful is to fill them and their ordering with a large and intelligent spirit. If we only think scraps of worsted and patchwork, we shall forever go on making them; if we think books and pictures and simple coverings and charming colors and attractive economies, instead of repellant extravagances, we shall go on finding these and putting them in their places in our homes. It is not for nothing that there are so many delightful biographies nowadays, and that they are made so much more interesting every year; they are an outgrowth of civilization, and are meant for us to take pattern by. To match our age there are thousands of books; to match the condition of the ancient queens of France there were the crewels and the tambour frames and the ambitious schemes for making tapestries. Machinery does so much of the work of our houses so much more cheaply than we can do it ourselves, I will do better things; I will climb the next step and the next. It is going back too far and hindering ourselves too much, putting ourselves into wrong relations with our time, to use our precious leisure in making patchwork tapestries, or in doing anything which is of so little real use or ornament, and makes such waste of our half hours and our strength.


BED-ROOM BOOK-SHELVES (1886)
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YOU KNOW THE time-honored joke about my family? my friend asked, looking up with a droll smile. They say that we never go to bed and never get up.

Yes, I answered, but the world will never accept the fact that there are two classes of people – those who are at their best when they wake early in the morning and then run down like clocks, and those who are at their worst and weakest and dullest when sleep is just over, but are gradually winding themselves up all day, so that when evening comes they are equal to anything. The trouble is that the morning people are such a majority that they rule society and make all its laws. The evening people are obliged – poor things – to get up and have breakfast when they do and drag themselves out to keep early appointments, and when they come to their happy evening and are wide awake and blooming like primroses, all the morning people are stupid and sleepy and unsympathetic.

My friend sighed and nodded. There is so little provision made for us, she said. It seems really quite heartless. Last week I was paying a visit at the W.s. You know how charming the house is?

And how charming they are, I added.

Yes; and though they are morning people they can not help that, dear souls! Only I found them getting sleepy just before 10, and said good night out of sheer affection, for I was just ready to enjoy myself. I went upstairs and meant to delight myself in reading for an hour or two. Alas! I had left my own book at home; something, too, that I was uncommonly interested in. It was a great blow, but I looked confidently round that luxurious room, and found everything needed to make me comfortable except books; so I went to bed and laid awake, as I always do, until between 12 and 1.

How odd, said I, for they are famous readers. And even morning people themselves often like to read when they wake too early.

And one likes to find a clever book to take up in the daytime. You know that guests often like to hide themselves in their rooms, and it is a great satisfaction to the hostess to have them do so. On a longish visit, I mean; when the affairs of the household have to go on as usual, I think there should be a comfortable couch and a table where one can write, in every guest-chamber. And a little shelf of books and a magazine or two.

One might guess at the preferences of the coming guest and arrange the books specially, some new ones and some old ones. Miss Thackerays Village on the Cliff, Mrs. Rutherfords Children, and Thoreaus Cape Cod, or one of Burroughs books something of Mrs. Oliphants, and Thackerays Roundabout Papers. Tennysons poems, one of the Carlyle volumes, Longfellows Evangeline. Dear me, how easy to make a list!

But, after all, some people would never touch them, said I.

Then the books should be there to stare them in the face all the more, said my friend, decidedly.


AN ARTISTS SEARCH FOR THE PICTURESQUE (1886)
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A REVIEW OF Well-Worn Roads by F. Hopkinson Smith, December 1886

Here is ideal book-making brought to fortunate realization, a writer of stories is able to illustrate them with charming pictures, and to design his own book cover. The artists sure hand, quick eye and good taste show themselves everywhere in Mr. Hopkinson Smiths Well-Worn Roads, which is certainly one of the handsomest and most companionable books of the new year. It is eminently suggestive of Christmas. There is a kind of generosity in its size and excellence, yet after reading it through delightedly, the only fault one can find is that it cannot be carried about in ones pocket. The gabled roofs and the canals of Holland, the dome of the Salute and the palaces of Venice, with groups of fishing boats, the Moorish arches and brilliant sunshine of Spain; all these are familiar enough, yet they are reproduced for us here in such a manner as to leave out the conventional aspect of things. They suddenly awaken many reminiscences; they are as different from the usual pictures of Venice, for example, as a live flower is different from a pressed one; the subtle link that makes a likeness truly part of the thing itself is not broken here. It is not only Mr. Hopkinson Smiths clever choice of subject, or his accuracy of detail, especially in the recognition of shadows and reflections, but his most sympathetic reading between the lines of the brush, of the sentiment of the place he sees and paints. Some of the smaller sketches are delightful examples of his power of suggestiveness: the flask of Chianti with two old Venetian glasses, even the Amsterdam cab; but perhaps most of all, on page 57, the high-peaked sails of the fruit-boats, like birds wings ready for flight, seen against the anchored, immovable dome of the Salute.

The larger illustrations are full of bright colors, especially those of Spain and Venice. The heat and light of summer weather are made very evident. This is the first time that the Lewis process (known best to the public through the reproduction of Mr. Vedders Omar Khayyam illustrations), has been used in reproducing watercolors, and the result is surprisingly good. But whatever praise can be given to the beauty and suggestiveness of the pictures of Well-Worn Roads, the text is even better. Such charming short sketches have not been printed for many a day, with their delicate characterization and touches of humor and true pathos. It was a pretty idea to give the reader a glimpse of the circumstances under which each of the pictures was painted, and one presses forward in spirit to the front of every elbowing crowd that gathers to look over the artists shoulder. May we long remember the touching incident of that sad little gray nun who stood guard over the beleaguered easel, and revealed a renounced acquaintance with the use of rose-madder! There is a great temptation to give a hint of the charm of each story; the dramatic legal proceedings about the gondola-top; the gondolier and his little lame daughter; the gypsy dance, and the cab-studio in Amsterdam; but many readers, if they are wise, will discover for themselves the authors unconscious betrayals of his good fellowship and knowledge of human nature.


MY SCHOOL DAYS (1887)
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I AM AFRAID that when I went to Berwick Academy, I really cared more for the outside of the school than the inside. I remember a good deal more about the great view toward the mountains, or down river, and the boys and girls themselves, or even the ground sparrows and little field strawberries that grew in the thin grass, than I do about learning my lessons. I must take my place at the foot of the list when the Academys best scholars are named over, but I owe a great deal to my school days nevertheless. Many of my associates were stimulating and interesting to me because they brought a certain foreign flavour and interest into the routine of school life.

In my first year or two at school, in 1862 and 1863, we were very fond of two girls, both a good deal older than I, who came from a seaport town far down the coast of Maine. Nothing made me happier than to decoy them into relating their experiences on ship board, for they were each daughters of captains in the merchant service and had spent much of their lives at sea. What wings that gave my fancy! I used to point to places on my geography maps in school hours (when whispering was forbidden) with a questioning look and be answered by a nod or a shake of the head, and then I used to try to imagine what these pleasant-faced Searsport girls had done and seen in Lisbon or in Havre or at the Hague and even in Bombay. And it used to seem quite fitting that they understood the broken English of some young Cubans who boarded with them down at the old Academy boarding house. All the boys and girls who are left to recall with me the handsome dark faces of those lads from Trinidad in Cuba must often have wondered what became of them as I have. They were most conspicuous in the school life, admired by the girls and fellowshipped with by the boys — Francisco and Edwardo and Venancio. I can see them every one and remember, too, how generous they were with their importations of guava jelly — and this I only whisper — of their small cigarettes. These must have been chosen by judicious parents, for they were curiously sweet and little like tobacco. There was a wild curiosity at first about these new scholars. They stood in our minds for Cuba itself — for rich sugar planters, and buccaneers and pirates and Christopher Columbuses all at once, but as I recall them now they were only laughing, quick-tempered, brown-skinned little fellows who seemed to me already like men. I have always hoped that one or all of them would some day make a pilgrimage to the old school house. It startles me to think what middle aged gentlemen they must be.

A little later than the Cubans pre-eminence the war made many changes in the village and even in the school. I used to have great inspirations of patriotism which were neither deep nor sincere until long afterward when I had grown older and understood what the war really meant. Sometimes an elder scholar who had been at school a year or two earlier would appear on the playground in his new uniform and startle me into a sudden consciousness of Southern battle-fields. We made great heroes of these young men; soon it came about that there were soldiers funerals in the village churches and we were dismissed to take our places in the crowded pews. More or less youthful patriotism worked itself off at the Wednesday declamation and rehearsal hour, and once or twice at the Exhibition we had dialogues, in one of which the loyal and seceding states had a placid altercation and the Southerners spoke their little pieces and covered their heads with black veils. It did not seem in the least droll to me then, but I cannot help smiling over it now as I write. At last there came a spring day when word was brought to us that Richmond had fallen and Mr. Stockin dismissed his flock and we all followed the drum two by two down into the village as proudly as if we were Grants army itself.

There were two Danes who came to school just before this time and one of them always gave me great pleasure. He had come in to Kennebunk with one of the shipmasters and was a thorough-going, cheerful, rough young sailor. I used to tease him to tell me stories of his seafaring, and try to make him a continuation of my favorite Hans Andersen story book, which was not such a difficult matter with his simple-hearted ways and his love for a far away Northern home. Poor fellow! he went to the war, too, and I never saw him again and I believe he had been there before he came to school, for he was popularly supposed by us to have once commanded a small United States craft named the Pink on a Virginia river. A young officer in the regular Navy appeared on the hill one day fine with bright buttons, and as I timidly spoke to him I dared to say that our Dane had been a captain, but the officer gave me an incredulous glance which established for me at once the great distance between regulars and volunteers.

How serious and brilliant an occasion Exhibition Day was then, what a flutter of white dresses and what scattering of flowers from short locks that were perhaps for the first time arranged in grownup fashion. Some of the boys were going to college; we all said goodbye without an idea what we meant or what partings were really coming. There are few left here in town with whom I can talk over the old days.

The Trustees were always a most dignified body. Colonel Peirce used to come up from Portsmouth and Mr. John P. Lord and Mr. Cogswell and Mr. Hayes the President, and the village ministers and Mr. Hobbs and my father; those are the ones I first remember. Mr. Stockin, the teacher, was more sober than usual on this great day, but he used to reassure us kindly, and be very much disappointed because we could not all have prizes. How hot it used to be! how I can see the familiar faces and smell the wilting oak leaves on the graceful ceiling and rafters overhead.

It was a little hard to begin this rambling paper, but it is a great deal harder to end it. I wish that other old scholars would follow me and write something of what they remember. I should like to hear about Dr. Grays time at the Academy, perhaps the most interesting years of any. How few of the younger scholars know anything about that wandering Oxford scholar who liked his work and who gave the school an impulse which it did not lose for many years. His grave should not be unmarked and neglected as it is in the Old Fields burying ground. Mr. Goodwins scholars, too, remember him with love and gratitude and owe to him much of their knowledge of good books. For my part I am as grateful to my fellow scholars as to my teachers for lessons of patience and of generosity and thoughtfulness. I have watched many of them lift and carry the burdens of life with closer sympathy and truer affection than they have ever suspected.


A PLEA FOR FRONT YARDS (1888)
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I HAVE SAID more than once what I thought about the disappearance of front yards in our country villages, for as I drive along the familiar roads I find every summer fewer and fewer of the old-fashioned gardens. What has become of the lovely white roses, and blush roses, and the great red conserve roses with their golden hearts, and how few honey-suckles grow beside the door-ways and along the fences! Where have all the snowberry bushes gone and the tall blue larkspurs and white mallows? Where are even the persistent cinnamon roses with their thorny thicket? In many a front-door garden where these used to grow there is nothing left now but a much-browsed lilac-bush and a maple or two.

Nobody can tell exactly how it all began, but somebody who liked town life better than country life must have come to his old home some summer and said, It is the fashion, where I live now, to have stone copings about the house-lots. There are no cattle about the streets there, and we can leave our bits of ground open. My neighbor and I have taken down the high fence that used to shut in the side windows of both our houses and it is a great deal pleasanter. You must pull down the old front fence here and make the place look like other peoples.

Perhaps the grandmother, who loved the front garden better than anybody, was away that day and was treated to the sight of a fancied improvement when she came home at night. To be sure, the old fence had been leaning, and some of the pickets were off or loose, but they only needed an hours work or a new post to make them strong again. The gate and the front fence beside it were of a pretty criss-cross pattern of wood-work, and the gate-posts were topped by wooden balls: somehow they were the only decorative thing about the square old house, and gave the front door, plain and square built as it was, a touch of elegance and reserve.

It looks all wrong to me, said the grandmother, ruefully, when the young folks confronted her with their improvement. How can you keep the cows, and whats worse, the hens and chickens, out? And while the young folks said, why, everybody is taking away their front fences, and theyre all out of fashion now! the old lady went off to her own room with a grim, disapproving face. You may tend to the garden, then; Im done with it, she said with unusual spirit for her gentle nature.

The wise old soul knew how it would be. Some of the delicate plants missed the shelter of the fence that winter; the winds swept over and the snow drifted deep and the ice lingered late on the polyanthus and daffy roots. The first green shoots that made their appearance in border or climbing vine were nipped off by a tame calf which was allowed to run about the yard where she pleased. When the first weeks of June came and the garden was apt to look its best with the early summer flowers, there was somehow less of it than usual. Everybody had taken turns at driving away the calf, and the hens, and the cows, and even old Major, the horse, but, while nobody watched, every one of the innocent beasts had taken as many nibbles as they could get. Grandmother said nothing; she was very feeble and could not have taken much care of her posies at any rate; yet she looked very sad when she asked one of the children for a sprig of flowering currant and was told that the cow had eaten off the whole top of the bush. T was your grandpas bush, she said. He always said nothing ever smelt so sweet. He would put a sprig of it in his button-hole when we was goin to be married. T is the first year Ive ever known since that I couldnt pick me some of the little blossoms. But the flowering currant dwindled and died away that summer.

People who drove by thought that the farm-house looked straggling and neglected. What new flowers were planted did not grow so well, and the family concluded that it was an unrewarding trouble to have a garden at all, and they would let it go another year. A few tangles of thorny rose-stems battled with the tough grass, and some of the bushes grew irregularly after a year or two, but the charming old garden went to ruin for the lack of its protection from the outer world.

Certain things belong together, and a pretty wooden fence finishes and frames our village and country road-side houses better than anything. It is no use to say that it is the fashion to go without, and so excuse ourselves for pulling down a fence which we are too lazy to mend or too stingy to replace. Let us keep our old-time country flowers blooming as long as we can, and in the same old places.

I have known great short-sightedness in the villages where people come to spend the summers, simply because they looked so quaint and pretty, and unlike the new, uninteresting neighborhoods built up in later years. Instead of being quick to understand the reason for so many strangers coming, and then preserving carefully all the pleasant and alluring features of the town, what happens? Trees are cut down, road-side thickets are grubbed up and left to wither; the old buildings which have interesting associations are left to decay or are spoiled by ignorant remodeling. Then people begin to say, Oh yes, it used to be a charming place when we went there first, but now it is like any other. It has been spoiled year by year, and the money we have paid for going there has been used in doing away with the very things that pleased us most.

We who live in the beloved old New England towns here by the sea must remember very often that we are custodians of something that is every year more valuable and interesting to the rest of this great growing country. The elder towns are mothers of the younger, and every year more descendants of the old townsfolk will come straying back to find what they may of the early houses, and the old trees, and churches, and burying-grounds.

Let us try to preserve the character of these old homes and old neighborhoods as best we can, and not try to make them look like newer places not half nor quarter so beautiful as they. Let us keep the pleasant old houses standing, and our grandmothers front yards blooming, and teach the old associations and legends to all newcomers just as long as we can.


OLD SONGS (1888)
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REVIEW OF OLD Songs, compiled and illustrated by Edwin A. Abbey and Alfred Parsons, December 1888

When the spring flowers bloom again year after year, with what unfailing delight everybody sees them first. The primroses and daisies, the daffodils and dandelions; how grown people and little children alike greet and gather them. The ingenuity of gardeners is sure to tempt our eyes and purses with varied blossoms, for the flower-shows and florist catalogues there are new orchids and now hybrid roses, but we keep a safe place in our hearts for the sweet old flowers of spring.

Here is a new book of Old Songs like a handful of these very flowers of May. There are other books of verse this year with new and cheerful thoughts, and well-rhymed metaphysics, and scholarly workmanship, but this is our familiar posy from the English springtime of love-making and love-breaking and out-of-door life, the gayety of simple-hearted people let out for holiday after a winters housing. The very pomps and ceremonies of these old days had something that was honest and merry and delightful. They could wear fine array and fairly bedizen themselves with no forebodings of the amusement of posterity. They could sit late at their feasts; they could cry in public when they were sorry and laugh as long as they liked and as loud; they could sing the night through as if it were worth their while. There we staid talking and singing and drinking great draughts of claret and eating botargo and bread and butter till twelve at night, it being moonshine, says Mr. Pepys. The world behaved as if it were still young. The Old Songs are like cuckoos songs; they belong to spring; they are as new this year as they were last year, as they will be new when we are old and after we are forgotten.

They are beautifully printed and bound in this new edition. As for the pictures, it seems as if Mr. Abbey and Mr. Parsons must have lived once before, in that boisterous, gay, sentimental age when the old ballads were written. They had sketchbooks too, and have found them again in secret cupboards of the old London houses. Else how could they draw these maids and men to the life? It would be hard enough to find the rustic harvesters and the taverns, but when it comes to Sally in Our Alley and her young man, our Mr. Abbey saw them himself once, stepping bravely forth that Sunday morning, and could never forget, nor can we, the pleasing sight. Here are the maids and men whom the old songsters themselves saw, whom they courted and sang; here are the very flowers that bloomed for breast-knots, and Mr. Parsons has drawn them so that they will be fresh and alive for us the year round.

The evidence of a simpler, pleasanter life than ours — a life unfettered by conventionalities of the modern sort; simple, even blundering love-making, loitering under elder-bushes and on tavern-porch benches, life in which a sprig of marjoram and lavender and gay marigolds, and sweethearts and harvesting seem to fill the place of stock-exchanges and Redfern fashions — such a book is restful and delightful. We need it in our hurried day much more than they needed it in Withers or Sir John Sucklings time. We turn a page, and here is faithless Barbara Allen and Sweet Nelly, my Hearts Delight, done to the very life; we catch the twinkle in somebodys eye and the trick of the song, lock arms and go along in the ballad-folks good company. To read the songs or to hear them has been good enough, but now to see the pictures of them, the ballad-folks, before our eyes! Come, let us walk abroad with Sally all unsuspected by her jealous prentice lad — let us follow on with Jockey to the Fair!

And since spring comes every year, and true lovers and heartless maidens and hay-making and late suppers and good company still exist, for the Old Songs sakes and for their new pictures sakes let everybody turn at least one page of such an enchanting book.


WOULD WOMEN VOTE? (1888)

From The Brandon Mail, Manitoba, November 1888
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I BELIEVE IT would have been better to carefully restrict the voting of men by high educational and certain property qualifications. But since only the matter of general representation, and not a certain degree of intelligence and knowledge of the care of property are considered in the matter of deciding upon public questions which concern women as well as men, I believe common justice gives women the right to vote. Personally, I have no wish to hasten the day when woman suffrage will be allowed, but I believe that day to be inevitable, and I should certainly consider it my duty to vote. To the plea that the ignorant vote would be so greatly increased, I maintain that women will become educated by the use and possession of their right much faster than men who have become educated, and that there will be a larger proportion of conscientious and unpartisan votes than are cast now.


TRIBUTE TO WHITTIER (1891)

Boston, 7 December, 1891.
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WE KNOW HIM as patriot and poet and as a leader of public opinion. He has buckled on the armor of many a young spirit made eager for the right in lifes inevitable warfare; he has been a great teacher of religious truth, a consoler of the disheartened and sorrowful; a kind and sympathetic friend to many whose faces he has never seen and whose grateful voices have never reached his ear. To no man has it been given to show more clearly the loyalty of friendship or the dignity and sincerity of citizenship. If sometimes opportunity has been passed by through lack of physical strength, ability and keenness of mental and spiritual vision and the gift of inspiring others have never failed this great American and poet. The joy is ours of being sure in these later days that his heart is as young and his mind as young as ever, though his years make a long count, and that he is growing yet like one of our noblest forest trees, some great pine, that came to its prime in an untainted soil, and has drawn its potent sap from hidden springs. The lesser growths gather beneath its boughs, the roots of the great landmark cling fast to the strong New England ledges, but its green top, where singing birds come and go, is held high to the winds and sunshine in clearest air.


THE CENTENTIAL CELEBRATION (1891)

[image: img159.jpg]

WHAT ONE COULD say about any general subject just now, in THE SCHOLAR, would seem to be of less interest than the subject which concerns us all so much. I mean the Centennial celebration of the founding of our Berwick Academy. We have taken a general interest in it for some months, but I, for one, begin to wonder about the detail, and what can be done by every one of us to make the day a delightful success.

First, I think that we ought to put the village into as good order as we can. Those who remember it as one of the greenest and pleasantest spots in New England will hold us accountable for our care of it, and we have no desire to be called untidy town-keepers any more than careless house-keepers. We must look after the roadsides and by-ways over which we have any control, and even put early flowers into our gardens, which will come into bloom the first of July. It is worth taking a little extra trouble about. To every house among the older houses guests are sure to come, expected and unexpected; there will be a great and happy meeting of old schoolmates, and those who come from out of town will be sure to have some close personal association with one or more houses in town. We can hardly realize now the half forgotten faces that will recall themselves then to our remembrance. I cannot bear the thought that any of these old-time friends should go away and say that the village doesnt look half so pleasant as it used to look. There is something for every one of us to do in order to make the day a success in the best sense. I often think that there is no occasion in life where two people meet, when one is not host and the other guest. Either the place of meeting, or the degree of experience, or fitness in some way puts one person into the position of giving and the other of receiving. On our great Academy day all the towns people will be hosts and hostesses and all who come will be their guests. I say these things to remind some of us of our pleasant duties and cares of hospitality, because I think it is so easy to slip into a way of thinking that an interesting thing is going to happen and that all one has to do is to look on at the pageant. But I do not feel as if there were much need of worrying about a possible lack of attention to our visitors and the old Academy friends. If there is one thing for which our dear town ought to be famous it is hospitality of this sort. The best definition I ever heard of politeness is to do the kindest thing in the kindest way; and I have so often been told by out of town people of the delightful feasts and friendliness which they have found in South Berwick when they came to conferences and public meetings of one sort and another, that I do not fear in the least that those who come now will not carry away a pleasant remembrance of the day, if only we are fortunate about the weather!

I know that many persons will wish as I do, that there had been less change in some respects. The association of people with inanimate things is very subtle and has a deep influence over their lives. Exactly why we care about sitting in the same chair at our work and looking out of the same windows, while we sew or study, or why we cling to the same pew in church, may puzzle some persons very much; but when we go to a town that we knew once, we always hurry to see the old familiar places, before the finest new buildings or gardens have any power to attract us. I was thinking the other day that there isnt a church in town where any of the old scholars who will come back can find the place where he used to sit and dream about his future. It would be a great pleasure now if we had not changed some of our older buildings just for the sake of change. I would give anything if I could go and find the same seat where I used to sit in the Academy, and I should be glad if I could feel more at home in some other places that I have known and loved ever since my childhood. The very reason that so many people go to Europe is this very association of things and places with people. We can see in England and France the houses where people lived and the churches where they worshipped centuries ago, but in this new country of ours we are very careless about keeping such associations bright and taking reverent care of the places that our ancestors left to us to take care of. We like change for the sake of change; sometimes we persist in making change because other thoughtless people have made them, but in all this we must not forget that we have a duty to those who will come after us. When we have our new Library building, I do not wish that it may be unwisely expensive or ostentatious, but I hope it will be built, as the old buildings in town were, in fine and simple fashion, and at any rate made strong and permanent. I hope that it may be built so that however long it may stand, those who have it in their keeping may always be proud of it, may grow more and more attached to it and familiar with its exterior and interior from generation to generation, and never be distressed by the change that may befall a wooden building.

As I write to the old and new pupils of the Academy I am tempted to grow enthusiastic over the sentiment we have for one another and for the school. After all, the wisest spirit of things is more than their material shapes, and we are secure in our affection and interest. If there were no buildings at all on the hill, and even if we could not all remember the same superb wide outlook from the hill itself, if these things were blotted out of mind should not we still keep our affectionate feeling for one another, our ineffaceable pleasures of personal remembrance?

Many of us associate the beginning of life long friendships and companionships with these school days, the good and brave work of many lives may have sprung from our boyish and girlish dreams. Many a gray haired man and woman will come to the Centennial with an unspeakable store of memories. It will be a sober day for all of us as we measure what we have really done by what we meant to do when we went to school. The few months or years of our pupilage were always in the hopeful springtime of our youth, and this makes most of us very tender-hearted about Berwick Academy. I hope that all the town boys and girls of my schooldays will help me to trim the hall with oak leaves this summer, just as we used to trim it years ago. And however sad our thoughts may be of our mistakes and failures, we shall each bring what has been good in our lives and be very thankful of what we have been able to do unselfishly and helpfully — we shall be glad to say of a few things in our history, that they came from the dreams of our early life, of the lessons that we have learned, perhaps a year ago, perhaps sixty years ago in Berwick Academy.

The committees are already at work and many plans are already made, but I am sure that each of us, host and guest alike, are making our own private plans and looking forward with great pleasure to what we ourselves are going to do. Those who live out of the town must remember the names of old friends whom they mean to ask for, and who are sure to be pleased by their kind remembrance. I need not make suggestion; however I am sure that the spirit of the day is touching our hearts and making us only too glad to do whatever we can with both hands, heartily.

The old town of Berwick might have had the two hundred and fiftieth anniversary of its first settlement in 1877, years before the eldest race of New England towns could have celebrated theirs, but we missed that opportunity. This will be the first general celebration of our region, and I am sure the three Berwicks will forget their boundaries and be one again, to make an unforgettable day of our Academys Centennial. 


BERWICK ACADEMY CENTENNIAL (1891)
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IN PRESENTING TO the public this Memorial of the Celebration of the One Hundredth Anniversary of the Founding of Berwick Academy I am aware that the records of such a delightful day need little comment.

The general and lasting interest in our great occasion was only another sign of the interest that has always been felt by the town and neighborhood in the affairs of this long-established school, as well as by those of us who have been its pupils. We who can join the deep and tender remembrance of our own youth to our later sense of the value of good influences found ourselves possessed of unexpected sentiment about the academy. In the business and simplicity of daily life, perhaps from an inheritance of that principle of repression and severity so marked in our forefathers, we New Englanders are almost surprised by our own great enthusiasms and overcome with the joy of yielding to their impulses. Once awakened, however, once made self-forgetful by the depth of our love and pride in something that touches the history or welfare of country, state, or town, repression of feeling is swept away as by a flood, and there is felt the beating of a common heart, thrilling the least vein of common life. A new expression comes to each face, a new warmth of affection shines in every eye; whatever has seemed selfish and trivial is forgotten; whatever has seemed prosaic and familiar is by some lovely enchantment made poetic and carried higher, and makes possible the keeping of a great festival.

Naturally this reunion of the academy students was of greatest interest to the elderly persons who were present. Such an occasion has naturally less sentiment for young people whose separations have been of shortest duration, and whose meetings and common experiences have been the rule of their lives, not the exception. A very large number were assembled of those who might justly be called the old scholars, and their eager greetings and delighted recognitions of one another were pleasant to hear and to see. Several of these earlier pupils were heard to say that they had come to the celebration with reluctance, being afraid that they should find none of their old companions and that the day would be sad. This did not prove to be true in any case, so far as was known. Nobody found himself alone at the feast; in fact, the older people made most effort to be present, and really had the best of the pleasure. It was delightful to hear the reminiscences, the merry talk of old schooldays, and the tender words of remembrance for those whose faces were missed. The day was far more significant to those of us who were rich in the memory of our years than to those who were looking forward along the way of life.

There were at least a thousand in the great assembly. The long line of the procession reached nearly from the church to the hill. Beside the former students there were many invited guests. More than one pupil of Berwick Academy must have been deeply moved, even to tears, at his first glance at the simple old school building, which seemed to stand in its place with new dignity — almost with personality — to welcome its great brood, Alma Mater that gathered us men and women her children, back to her side.

In the village a fine spirit of hospitality was as evident as the spirit of interest and pleasant association with which those returned who had grown to be strangers since the time of their schooldays. Even the old remembered trees seemed to wave a welcome. It is safe to say that nobody found himself quite forgotten in the town, and though many names might be repeated here of those who received a special welcome, all were welcomed, and each one added something to the common store of enjoyment.

And now it were well for those of us who believe in the future of Berwick Academy as well as in its past, to cast a glance forward. We believe in the preservation of its time-honored traditions, in the guarding of its individuality. Again and again this has been assailed with plans which have seemed, to some warm friends, full of promise. The modern system of graded schools, or at least the responsibility of some one beside the trustees and the teacher; the guardianship of the town, of the State, have in turn been held up for admiration, but this ancient school has held bravely on its way. Its plan has given large liberty to the best teachers, and has held somewhat in check those who would degrade its work. It is safe to say that there has never been a teacher of any sort of cultivation or distinction, social or intellectual, who possessed the gift for teaching, and made a conscientious use of it, who has not found the community responsive to his efforts. Seasons of the schools decadence have always been recognized and deplored, and the memory of the brighter years, the presence of those instructors who are truest to their high calling, is sure to be gratefully acknowledged in their turn. To say that our academy has not in the main held bravely to the high hopes and standards of its founders would be unjust. They gave it a dignity and respectability out of their own character which could not be easily lost. Their own respect for culture, and their own desire for a recognition of the higher duties of life, gave the school to their descendants and shaped its career with the simplicity and reasonableness which all really good things must have. The touching earnestness of the early records, the eagerness to keep in touch with the best civilization that was possible to provincial society; yes, and a longing to put it into the power of the young people of that day to know the best that has been thought and said in the world, — these things are plain to discover. The planting of Berwick Academy was done with good intent.

While to a certain extent it must be ranked as a fitting-school for the colleges and hold its modest place below these and above the common schools, yet to many and many a pupil it has given his last opportunity for instruction, and so has held the final chance of directing and developing his young ambitions. Many a man and woman owe their success in life largely to the impulse here given, to the expectation of the academy that her children will go out into the world to follow duty and to learn truth. The fact that so many men and women have made themselves known and respected by the help of these same advantages has been a great stimulus to their successors. At the time of the celebration it was observed that the pupils of certain teachers were of better development in social and intellectual activity than those of others. Some were evidently living on a higher spiritual level, as if they had been taught by precept, if not by example, the truth, that it is far better to know how to appreciate than to criticize, and as if their early advantages had enabled them to say as Thoreau did: -

I hearing get who had but ears; 
And sight, who had but eyes before.

Above the character of students or principals, however, stands the character — I had almost said personality — of the academy itself. Part of this has come to exist because of its age and continuance through so many years, and the natural development which has been so much better than any amount of experiment and change. We restless Americans are apt to forget that something more is usually much better than something else. But there is no doubt that the best teachers of our beloved school have always been helped, not hindered, by following its old traditions, and by being in sympathy with its plain ambitions, not trying to make it other than its nature would direct. There was a time when one often heard the academy spoken of as too conservative, and inferior to the high schools that sprang up under its shadow; but it has lived on, though often poor in purse, to have thoughtful people recognize that it could give a beautiful gift to its children, to see the high schools criticized in their turn, and even denied their once vaunted perfection. The gifts of the academys founders and benefactors render more benefit to us her students than we often stop to reckon; the example of those who have best made use of these gifts serves us better year by year. May it be counted every year, and for every good reason, a higher honor to call ones self a Berwick Academy scholar.

Perhaps we were all in danger of feeling that the academy was of narrow and local interest until a response came to the invitation of its secretary from not only the shores of our own river, but from all over the United States and many parts of Europe, from China and South America, and many far away corners of the world. We thought of the interest of the day as depending almost wholly upon what we of the town could do ourselves, but some of the best-known men in our country came and spoke to us eloquently of what the old steadfast school had done in the past, making noble suggestion not only by their words, but by themselves and the inspiration of their presence. We were hardly willing, after our great day was over, to let it be said that ours was one of the old country academies, but there was a new eagerness in our hearts that it should hold its place as the representative country academy, a model for all the rest. We had hardly taken it in that we counted four college presidents and three governors on our roll, and many college professors and eminent teachers, men and women both; highly accomplished men of professions and men of affairs; soldiers, sailors, and statesmen of renown; and women who in their ever widening public service and beautiful, influential home-keeping lives, have been among the true leaders of civilization in their time.

President Eliot said not long ago that the fruit of a liberal education is not knowledge or learning but a thirst for knowledge and a capacity for learning, and Mr. Lowell tells us in one of his great essays that, after all, the better part of a mans education is that which he gives himself; but adds, it is for this that a good library should furnish the opportunity and the means. So the truth comes to us once more from a great authority upon matters of education, and from a great scholar, that the best thing we can expect from our schools is not so much the actual acquirement but the direction and stimulus of growing minds. These must come from the personal example and influence of the teacher, and from the spirit of the school.

The history of Berwick Academy as recorded in this memorial of the one hundredth anniversary of its foundation, and the long list of names of those who have gone out into life sincere, awakened, uplifted to their high duties and responsibilities, should make us hopeful, nay, confident of continued vitality and usefulness in the years to come. The increased accommodations that are soon to be offered the school in its house and home will be sure to attract many who have not been aware in other ways of its aims and reputation, but we must never forget that even these great advantages cannot of themselves make a great school and place of learning; they are only the body, not the soul. It is the largeness of view, the enriched personality and unselfish sympathy of those who have it in any way in charge; it is the sincerity of the students, their respect for their opportunities, their happiness and their sober-mindedness, that make together the schools soul, and can maintain as nothing else can its noble character.


ABOUT HOSPITALITY (1892)
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DECIDE ON YOUR Own Style and Dont Change Your Noon Dinners for Guests.

I mean this to be a word about hospitality from the housekeepers point of view, and it is necessary to say first that this virtue has less to do with quantity than with quality. It is not what the mistress of a house has to offer her guest, but the way she offers it, that gives a beautiful sense of welcome to the stranger or old friend within her gates. Hospitality does not consist alone in making a great feast; it is the welcome, the affectionate readiness to share that makes a guest feel at home.

We have often known hospitality to be limited and constrained because a housekeeper is not, to use her own expression, ready for company, and so feels ashamed of her feast or of her house in general. Now, what would make us nearly always ready to be hospitable?

Certainly, the only safeguard is in a consciousness that our tables and our rooms are ready to be seen and in doing things just as well as possible every day.

Somebody seems to say as she reads: Yes, but I like to have things better for my guest than I can afford for myself every day. It is the instinct of humanity to do honor to ones guest and to make a feast for him; and then, if I know that he lives in a finer house than mine, I like to show him that I know how to do things in the proper way. I have a pride in having things like other people!

Yes, but this isnt the spirit of true hospitality, it is the spirit of vanity and self-assertion. The effort to seem what one is not, hinders the best of pleasure in our little social occasions. There is a time for feasts and for doing honor by a banquet and for gaining those ends of good cheer and social opportunity which no one does well to despise; but we are thinking now of the coming of one or two people for a day, for a week, into our home life.

In many households, particularly in country households, there is one fashion of life for the family and another that is set in motion, usually with much creaking of machinery, when, in country parlance, we have company.

In a well-kept house, no matter how simple or how economical it is, a guest should be only too grateful to take his share of the every-day fare and lodging without expecting a special arrangement of either.

We must first beg for the recognition of a houses individuality. Try to settle upon a way of living that can be easily carried on, and then keep to it. Dont try to set your table and serve it like somebody elses that you half remember, or change your simple fashions for others that are beyond your power to manage successfully. You have probably fallen into a certain fashion of setting your table and of supplying it with certain articles of food from motives of expediency. One member of the household cannot eat anything but oatmeal in the morning, so that oatmeal is a steady breakfast diet; and you always have toast for tea, we will say, and fruit for dinner. Just remember that the thing to aim at is a perfection of these inevitable things, and build the variation and serving of your table on these perfections.

We must remember that from the same simple ingredients come the best and the worst results of cooking, the plainest and most distasteful, the most tempting and delicate of dishes. It is always the exactness of care in following the recipes; the proportions, not the ingredients themselves, that make food nourishing and attractive.

Do not try to do what cannot be done with your means. It would be a great deal better to have one delicious dish of rice, like the East Indian peasant or of macaroni like the Italian, than to cover a table with badly cooked food of a dozen different sorts. Just now we spoke of the toast and oatmeal, or of the stand-bys, whatever they chance to be, of every household. Above all, these stand-bys should be tempting, but these are often the very things to which are given the least care and into which least thought and ambition are put.

Then the look of the table counts for a great deal, both in the housekeepers consciousness and the guests sense of pleasure. There is one thing which we are learning to depend upon more and more in America, and it not only serves the purpose of food, but of decoration. Nothing is better for a centre-piece than a nice dish of fruit; it gives an elegance at once to the simplest feast — even the color of a dish of apples with a sprig or two of green leaves among them of laurel, or even, where all other greens fail us, of pine. We have only to look at the gay city fruit stalls, and to count the bags of bananas and oranges sold every day in the smallest village to see within what easy reach the best of fruit is of the shallowest purse. It is something to be most thankful for, and for every reason.

There has been a great gain in the aspect of our tables in late years, both because fruit and flowers are possible in winter as well as summer, and because pretty china and crockery are no longer luxuries that belong only to deep purses. We must beware of the triviality that has crept in with the cheapness; the finical bad drawing of much of the cheap decorated ware seems to vulgarize the look of a table at once, and we must be careful to choose good, simple shapes and colors. The Japanese blue-an-white and green-and-white wares are charming to mix with our plain white. There is lovely glass now at little cost; clear white glass that makes our tea table shine as the old-fashioned cheap glass never could; and it pays, as all glass and china does, for every bit of care we give it, and as a soft, white linen table-cloth nicely ironed pays us back in beauty for every stroke of the iron.

Now again, to count up, we ask these things of our housekeeper who wishes to make hospitality easy to herself:

First, that she should not try to do things that are beyond her strength or her means. If she has all the dinner put on the table at once in an every day meal she must not suddenly try to have it served in courses in the middle of the day when everybody is busy, because she knows that her guest dines in this way in his larger house in the leisure of the evening.

Second, she must insist upon doing the things she can do in the very best possible way. Anyone can cook well who will insist upon being exact and upon taking the trouble to learn. We can have things just right if we will take pains.

Mind, the table must be made pretty to look at, even if one is to sit down alone, and a big dish or plate of fruit and the orderliness and freshness of everything do more than anything else toward this. It is impossible to suggest details. Every household has its different store of plates and dishes, and its different faces and wishes about the table.

Then when you have made your plan as well as you can, keep to it and live up to it, and dont consent to slip-shod days. What may be a little constraint and effort at first quickly grows into a second nature of a habit. You will feel confident that things are arranged as well as they can be. You will not be flustered if some member of the family appears with a stranger. You will enjoy the pleasantness and repose of meal times as you never have before. After all it is the good personal atmosphere that makes the pleasantness of your house, the good cheer, the sincerity of your welcome at your dinner. If we are ashamed of the looks of our houses, we are sure to wish those strangers out of them who are so unlucky as to have come in.

There is one main thing worth a steady foundation of good every day housekeeping to build upon: one may make an occasional high holiday with little anxiety and great satisfaction to all concerned.

It is a great thing to do the best that one can every day. There might be so much more variety at exactly the same outlay of money. Think of the good recipes in all our weekly newspapers of which so few people are wise enough to take advantage. It is a lovely thing to remember the simple feasts to which we have been made welcome by friends of town and country. There is a golden hospitality of the heart that makes it a pleasure to be a stranger and go knocking at certain gates. But alas! Some homes show no hospitality and seem to give no welcome even to those who live in them altogether, and find them houses, but no homes.


FROM VENICE TO ONE AT HOME (1893)
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DAY BEFORE YESTERDAY, we went to Torcello, the mother of Venice. In the morning, we had gone on a trading voyage to a beguiling iron-shop, with an English friend, where iron chains held us long with their lovely twisted links, and hanging lamps shone at the end upon empty purses. Alexander the coppersmith wrought us much evil, as in Scripture times, but Doges candlesticks and delightful water-pots could not be left behind: so that we gathered a pretty freight for the gondola, and came home to luncheon.

It was the best of afternoons to go to Torcello. Giovanni had another gondolier to help him, by the name of Bastiano, a wise and manful rower; and we also carried a sail, by the advice of friends. It was striped handsomely with orange and red, and had four blue corners, all nicely faded, and was of a lug rig. This sail cost half a lira, or ten cents extra, which awful information was broken to me most humbly, in a private interview, by Giovanni, who had hired it of a friend for the occasion. There was a light breeze, and we had a long way to go.

First we went down the Grand Canal and turned off under the Bridge of Sighs, coming out at last by Zanipolo, as the people call the great church of San Giovanni e Paoli. It is always pleasant to me to say Zanipolo as if I were a Venetian, but it is a very familiar name for such a big and solemn church, with its own piazza between it and the canal, and the great Colleone statue standing guard.

Soon we got out into the lagoon, and turned toward Murano. We skirted the wall of San Michele, where we had been only a day or two before to a gondoliers funeral, the dear friend of Giovanni, and for years chief gondolier to that friend of ours whom Venice has long held in happy thraldom. The old brick wall of the Campo Santo was glowing with color, and here and there a tuft of grass or a gay flower nodded down at the rippling sea-water. A light breeze obliged us by coming our way, so we pompously put up the sail and slid away over the smooth reaches just a little faster than we could be rowed, but neither of our crew knew much about sailing a boat, especially one that had neither rudder nor keel: so I had to come to the fore at times with the little that I knew myself, which was of value as far as it went. I was reminded of our daring attempts to sail the birch-bark canoe down the river at home, with the small yellow sail that cheered but could not navigate, without going sidewise into the wet hemlock boughs, when the wind was a little too stiff.

You remember the great lines of piles that stretch across the lagoons? I knew that they were to mark the channels, but I never thought how much these channels were like roads: you have to follow them, except at high water, so that you meet all the boats that are coming, like carriages on a turnpike. We were unmistakably on the road to Burano, the island-town of fishermen and lace-makers, as Murano is the town of glass-makers. Most of the sails we met were orange and brown; now and then there was a white one, which looked more charming than any, until, as we sailed slowly along, we came in sight of a large fishing-smack, which presently changed her course and let the sunlight flash back to us from a great mainsail of bright scarlet. This, with the low green shore and the blue sky and shining water, was more beautiful than black ink can describe. Ruskin says somewhere that the island-towns of the lagoons look like handfuls of jewelry scattered on a mirror. As you come closer, there is a moment when they look duller; then, nearer still, you see that the red bricks are very red, and the yellow ones very yellow, and so with the orange and white, and then there are rude pictures in coarse bright mosaic that have a surprising way of catching the sunshine.

The villages on the islands each had their bell-tower. Sometimes there was a bell-tower without any village, but soon we saw the great square campanile of Torcello away to the north. Beyond it, all the way that we had sailed, we had seen the snow-covered Alps glimmering through the haze, but when we came closer to Torcello we forgot to look at either the sea or the mountains. It was a charming bit of low-lying green country, like a little piece of Holland. There were delightful green fields, and one of them was full of hay-cocks, though it is only a little after the middle of May; and the elder was all in bloom, holding great blossoming boughs up against the blue sky. Our little wind served us all the way up an old canal, where the ruined brickwork had crumbled on either hand, and all sorts of grasses and bushes and trees came crowding down to the waters edge. At the end of this canal was a ruined stone pier.

There was no city of Torcello, mother of Venice, to be seen; only the great campanile with its square top that looked as if it were built to hold up the sky; the huge stone shape of the cathedral in the blossoming fields, and the ancient octagonal church that stood beside it. It was all startlingly old: the pavements, the stone railings of the little church, the stone shutters of the cathedral, the very paths through the grass, and the grass and flowers themselves; they all belonged to an earlier age. The flowers might have grown in the fields of Enna; much of the art was Byzantine. Nobody knows exactly how old the cathedral is, but these few old buildings stand alone like the temples of Pæstum, except, like those, for a few old stone farm-houses; and are full of old mosaic work and delicate carving, though outside they are bare and plain. Inside the damp, gray old cathedral tall shapes of saints and virgins in mosaic stare in each others eyes, from wall to wall, and hold, from century to century, their crosses and crowns and palms. In the dim, high-vaulted place you feel like whispering, as if you were a poor fly buzzing about these everlasting stone relics and strange creatures of the past. I thought it was a ghostly sort of place at Torcello, but a sweeter, flowerier bit of country you never saw, even in Ireland in June! There were half a dozen pleasant little children with pretty eyes, who kept following us about, looking as if they had grown in the long grass and had to break their stalks when they started.

The afternoon was almost gone, and by the time we were ready to come away, the shadow of the campanile stretched away across the fields; but we were going to Burano before we came back to Venice: in fact, we had thoughts of eating a handful of cherries there with some nice little Venetian cakes, by way of afternoon tea, and we had been told that Burano was the place in which the gondoliers liked best to have an hour to themselves. I bestowed certain lire upon them by way of a gentilezza, which seemed to strike such joy into their honest hearts that, after making the passage between the islands and entering the narrow canal (filled with fishing-boats) that cuts Burano in halves, they tied us fast in a pretty spot just beyond the middle of the town, and then stood side by side on the shore, and made us a perfectly splendid bow, exactly together, with great waves of their hats; then they took to their heels and ran away like little boys. Molto salute! they said grandly, as they bowed. I truly hope that it was good vino rosso in the shop where they went.

Most of the citizens, young and old, of Burano, stepped with proper haste to that point of the canal, and watched us with deep interest. All that could be spared of the little Venetian cakes was tossed ashore to the children, and it was a season of great excitement. I never saw more beautiful women than those who stood in a little group, holding their sleepy babies, like the old pictures of the Madonna, and dressed in wonderful shades of dull red and brown and olive and green; you might have thought that all the pictures in Venice came alive at six oclock, every evening, in Burano. We could look in at the open door-ways and see the women and girls at work with their lace-making, but work was over for the men, and the fishing-boats were all in.

Then we came home, rowing all the way, seven miles to Venice in the sunset; and we met long processions of black boats and gay sails, for they still had the good wind that had brought us over. We listened as best we could to their conversation, and now and then there was a snatch of song and much shouting from boat to boat. We reached home at eight oclock, just as it was growing dark, and out of our parlor windows we could see the Salute turning white and gray, as it always does at night-fall, the colors of the day fading and falling away before our eyes.


A WORD FROM A NEIGHBOR (1893)
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IT GIVES ME great pleasure to know of the continuance and well-being of our York County Institute. I well remember my fathers warm interest in its earlier years and how strongly he felt the necessity of some such central gathering place for the many interesting relics and records of our ancient history as a county. Some old papers and bits of local record which he had for some years and prized exceedingly were sent by him to the Historical Collection.

I think that there is nothing better for a growing town or city, than to have a good reading room and I am so glad that this has been arranged. It often is a fosterer of an interest in books and makes a means of communication between young people, in whom the habit of reading, is not yet formed, and the great library which in itself might be unavailable and even unattractive. The papers and magazines that lie invitingly within reach, the pleasant story that a boy in the next chair chuckles over, the sober book of travel or history or biography, that some grown man or woman spends an eager hour upon — all these books become known or at least introduced to young readers, who look curiously to see their titles. The guarded collection of a great library may be like an unknown crowd but the reading room leads one into a friendship with the individuals that compose it. And when the boy passes from a delighted acquaintance, with some relic of the French and Indian war, to a desire to know something more of the exciting times in which it was used or made — how good it will be to tell him that in such or such a volume of Mr. Francis Parkmans histories in the next room, he will find the story told. How few of us York County people know the debt of gratitude, that we owe to Mr. Parkman, or how delightfully and clearly he has written the story of the battle of Woosters River in Berwick, or the sad tale of the burning and devastating of York and Wells; of the troublous times all through our county and state in the French and Indian war! We are just beginning to feel an interest in these most interesting things and to recognize the fact that we inherit from an ancestry, who possessed great traits of courage and unselfishness.

The History of Saco and Biddeford has always been in one of the old bookcases at my home and I have known it well, and Judge Bournes later History of Wells and Kennebunk is also most familiar and interesting. I only wish that we had as good a history of our other old towns of York and Kittery and Berwick for these are the mother towns of York County, from which the rest were born.

I wish that we were more careful to make the writing of future histories possible, by writing down the valuable bits of tradition, that every one of us has the chance of learning from older people. How often we sigh over a lost fund of neighbourhood or local tradition when some old friend goes out of this world, who had the power of remembering and of fixing such things in an orderly memory. All this wealth of tradition and experience might be added to our common store if somebody, who can write at least, if she cannot remember, would take the trouble to write a page of records now and then at the end of a delightful talk. I do not think we value our old church and town record-books half enough. Only the other day I was amazed to find how much there was of deep historical value in one that I had occasion to look over and to one good clergyman with a taste for antiquarian matters, who made some marginal notes about the old houses and people, I believe that I did not know how to be sufficiently grateful. These facts, which he had gained from some very old persons, who died during his pastorate would be perfectly unattainable now.

The existence of the York County Institute is a matter of great pride to me; it was one of the earliest foundations of the sort and born out of the thoughtful and cultivated circle of men and women for whom Saco was early distinguished and by whom, she was able with her sister city of Biddeford to take a most honorable place among our earlier settlements and communities. We are too apt to say that our dear old New England towns are not what they used to be, that the best of their society drifted away after the building of railroads, to the larger cities and wider horizons; that the smaller towns have dwindled in culture as the larger cities have increased, that the smaller towns have been given over to money making alone. But I for one, rejoice in the fact that the general level of culture and intelligence has changed so much for the better. We may miss the picturesque and distinguished figures of the past, who lived such dignified and stately lives and surrounded themselves by an atmosphere of respect and deference, over whom the glamour of distance has placed its veil of enchantment or perhaps mystery — we may regret a certain repose of manner and a leisurely way of keeping, unhindered, to the higher ends of scholarship and manners and statesmanship and the demands of the great professions.

Yet our own best ladies and gentlemen could meet those of an earlier time without any sort of dismay and while there were only a few far-sighted and generous-thoughted persons to plant our academies and libraries and Institutes, a far larger number have come now to the place, where they demand for themselves and their children, the very best that such foundations can give and are eager and willing to take hold all together, to make them more stable and efficient and to carry them nobly forward as our best and noblest gift to a new generation.


MRS. OSGOOD OF BAR MILLS (1893)
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ONE OF OUR Maine women has just died, and gone into the world of light about whom I cannot resist saying a few words, her quiet life seems to me to hold so many good lessons for all the rest of us. I do not know how to tell the tale of the good deeds she wrought. I am not one of the early friends who followed her footsteps most closely, and I have no right to make this in any sense a biographical sketch of her life, except that I do know the lovely qualities of her mind and heart and how eagerly she kept her eyes fixed upon the best things. I do know how well she stood in her lot and place and made the most, as we say, sometimes, of her advantages. Young people are apt to be wishing for wider opportunities and imagining that it is our surroundings that give us value, as if a tallow candle were any the better light in a golden candlestick! We cannot be so remote that our minds may not keep in touch with other minds to receive their help and inspiration. We can always learn to know and understand the world about us, we can follow to the skies any highway or byway of our native town. It is in the development of the will, and the gathering of great purposes, that one may make the most and the best of life. To love and look up to some friend who is wiser than we, to help and lead the friend who looks up to us; this joy may be ours, no matter how solitary, how apparently unnourished, how hard-worked and unpromising the daily life may seem in its beginning.

My friend was warm and devoted in her friendships, coming as she did from so generous and truly hospitable a lineage. The daughter of her father and mother could hardly be selfish and narrow-minded, known as they were, and depended upon in the best sense through a wide-spread country-side. She shared a fine inheritance of character, and the loss of her young husband in the beginning of their married life only seemed to open the doors of her heart the wider and lift her to new and broader levels of friendliness. Her heart was never hopeless, but full of brave and sweet ambitions and desires for others as well as herself. She did, what we all may do; she knew intimately many of the best among our great English books, and enriched her thoughts amazingly in this way, supplementing her own love of country and birthplace, her varied out-of-door pleasures, by the stored wisdom of like-minded men and women of the past. She knew by heart much of what Wordsworth and Lowell and Emerson have said, and as her beloved garden flowers came up year by year at the feet of her great garden trees, she was able to link them with flowers and trees that the poets have loved and sung. To her the daily walks and drives in the dear bit of country, that she knew best, were so truly interesting, so full of association and food for thought that she never really needed to see new countries or to follow new paths. Her own library held books enough to be an endless delight and to make her wise with true wisdom. The outlook from her own door, of woodlands and the slope of green fields and river shores, the ceaseless sound of the falling waters of the Saco, these possessed for her unfailing attractions, they were new and delightful to her until the very end.

I believe that it was because she possessed a great gift for appreciation that her life was so full of happiness and of the power of giving happiness to others. She said once to a friend that she had no gifts except the gift of appreciation, and it was certainly true that she had an unerring instinct for what was best and highest in conduct and in achievement. When I saw her first, away from home, I could not help marking at once her fine, open expression and the pleasantness of her face, and a certain quaintness in her manner of speaking which made me say to myself this is some dear soul from a quiet country home who has her own way of enjoying and looking on at city life. We country persons know each other by a pleased sense of comradeship, but I had heard unusual praise of this new acquaintance, I knew what interesting people were numbered among her friends, and with what pleasure her yearly visits to Boston and Cambridge were looked forward to. And presently, in her own way, she said most striking things. She was not impatient with trivial talk, or whatever was outside her own experience, though she rarely stopped to waste the precious moments, but eagerly drew the conversation, you never could tell exactly how, toward the broadest and most vital subjects. She would find out if you had heard Emersons last great lecture, or seen some great play, or knew before she did of a great book for which she had been waiting. You found, when she went away, that you had been telling the best you knew about such things as these, and were full of eagerness to hear whatever she had to say. She had a power of getting from other people the best that they had to give; if she found herself one of a group not interested just then in the things that she loved most, she listened and smiled and felt a little apart, but now and then she gaily told a delightful country story, or gave you a brief reminiscence of provincial wit. She was always companionable and a happy listener, but if she had her own way the talk was serious; you were uplifted by the unaffected seriousness, the brave simplicity of this sweet country lady. She was full of warmheartedness, of good sense and large sympathy. She really loved her books and her woods and fields and flowers; she loved the friends to whom she looked up, and those who looked up to her. I believe that she must have been the kindest and best of neighbors and interested herself most heartily in the life of her own village, but there was something in her fine nature that responded to the best friendship. Wherever she was, there was something that won the deep respect and affection of James Russell Lowell, the husband of one of her earliest and best-loved friends, of James T. Fields, and many other well-known to the world and truly eminent. She was so simple, so unpretending and undemanding, so thoughtless of herself in all the usual ways, that to see the letters she must have had from such friends, which, beautiful in their confidence and their recognition of her rare traits, would surprise those who thought they knew Mrs. Osgood, and yet only knew her slightly.

As I write these words, I like to think that uncommon as my friends character may have been, she is after all a type of what Maine womanhood should and sometimes does grow to be in the shelter of our quiet shore and inland villages. As I look back I see that a great deal of the value of her life and character was ministered to by her love of reading, and because she believed in reading the best books. She was not a scholar, she was hardly to be called a student, though she knew and loved her books so well. Yet she nobly educated herself by steady reading of good books, and grew to be a book lover. She never complained of her librarys being small or her social opportunities being few; the world of books to her was always near, and she could always open its enchanted doors and find the best companionship.

It makes but little difference where any of us live if we are only living on the right level. My friend seemed to find the best of everything within her reach though she seldom left her country home, but whatever she did and wherever she went, she added a new bit of gold to her store of happiness. She looked for and kept the best that was thought and said in her world. She was always giving to those who asked and blessing them out of this store of happiness and joy. There is many a Maine garden that will cherish more than ever some rare blossoming plant that was her gift, but how many other flowers of sincerity, of sympathy, of sweet suggestion to young people, she scattered all along her way!

Her charming letters were full of rememberable things. Where shall we find any one now who knows the coming and going of spring and summer as she knew it; as Gilbert White knew his Selbourne birds, so did she know the wild flowers of her Hollis woods. She wrote of her daily life and her dear housemates, and her beloved garden; of the friends who went and who came as life flowed on, of her own wise thoughts and the books she read and every word was said with perfect fitness and charm. I for one shall sadly miss the coming of these letters, and I for one shall not fail to wish as I have wished many a time already, that I might have given to this dear woman half the pleasure, half the suggestion toward right living and true happiness in a country life, that she always gave to me.


A LONELY WORKER (1893)
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WE HAVE SUCH a fashion in modern life of working together in companies by roomfuls or shopfuls of cheerful, busy girls who, borrow and lend, and entertain each other, making the long hours shorter by companionship, that in spite of the wrong side of such a fashion it would be very hard to go back to the time when almost everybody did her work by herself. Long ago in country neighborhoods there used to be occasional gatherings of a social nature to quilt or to pare apples, or even to spin; the women and girls used to take their work and go to spend an afternoon with a friend, but the straw-braiders or shoe-binders usually sat quietly at home. Many hands make light work, even when each pair of hands is busy with its own work.

As I have just said, there is a very dark wrong side often-times to this way of working together, which the larger demands of our increased population and the modern schemes of organization have brought about, but one of the many good effects is that women are no longer left solitary and unfriended as they often were in the old days; in the great shops everyone may come in time to know what the wisest knows, as well as the most foolish, and, best of all, it gives a chance of making friends, and of discovering at least one person who is full of sympathy for ones own hopes and aims, and so life is enlarged and made pleasant. There is nothing so dear, after all, as our best friends. I was thinking, just now, about some of the solitary workers whom I have known, the women who ply some lonely trade in their own corner, those whose pale, unsunned faces we have all learned to know at some window in a by-street, always at the same pane of glass, and bending their looks at the same angle toward their busy hands. The woman whom we know may be binding shoes or finishing for a tailor or braiding or sewing straw, but, we learn to think of her as always in that same chair, with the look of a prisoner, whether her window is open in summer or shut in winter. Persons who sit and work in this way, especially those who live alone, are almost always sure to think a great deal about the world they seem to touch so little. Often they cannot help looking at life from a strange point of view; they regard everybody whom they hear about, but do not know, with more or less suspicion, or else they weave little romances about people and things, and live in a lovely little world of their own full of joyful dreams that nobody ever suspects. But of the every-day life of the busy world they know almost nothing. Sometimes one finds these solitary-minded women set in the busy shop-families, where laughter and chatter and gossip never seem to concern them; they sit bent over their work as if they cared as little to hear as to speak, but there is usually some reason for this; they have seen trouble that has dulled them or formed a habit of silence in working for many years alone.

One might go on writing about and remembering these lonely, these unrelated figures, and thinking what our feeling about them ought to be — there is nothing that makes us like our neighbor so quickly as trying to please her — and we ought always to be trying to take such friends into our little circles instead of shutting them out. If you stop some day and leave a flower on one of those window sills that we have just been thinking about and let the lonely worker look up to find it there with her scissors and spool, or on her sewing machine, you will be laying up many pleasures for yourself whenever you may be passing by and she remembers you and smiles. Sometimes such persons have a great power of aggravating those who see them every day, but this power is more often a misfortune than it is a fault. And there is such a thing as being bound in affliction and iron, which cheerful younger women, happily cannot always understand.

As I look at a certain quaint little basket it brings back to me a spring day when I was wandering about in one of the oldest of the southern cities, adventuring with a friend through the narrow lanes which looked something like Italy, with their high, whitewashed walls, over which orange boughs and lemon boughs and locust trees leaned their heavy-laden boughs, and trails of blossoming vines hung down, as if they gave a hand to help you climb over into the gardens. Just at the corner of one of these charming by-ways was a bit of high dilapidated board fence and a shaky gate over which I read a little sign that said Grass-work for sale. We had seen something of palmetto work and of the Indian baskets of the Sea Islands, but this sign was very provoking to my curiosity. I looked over into the overgrown, dark, damp little garden and at the gloomy, small house beyond. What can this grass-work be? I said. Suppose we go in! and so we lifted the latch and entered. We could not help laughing to ourselves as we stood waiting at the door after we had knocked, it was such a funny, uncertain way of going shopping.

When the door was timidly opened I saw that we had happened to find one of the lonely workers. She was almost afraid of us at first, and even after we said that we had come to see the grass-work, she looked at us apprehensively and made us many little apologies about the small and unworthy stock she had on hand just then, and even spoke deprecatingly of the condition of her house, though we never had seen a cleaner, more unused and almost empty little place.

When she brought us the grass-work, I could hardly keep the tears out of my eyes. There was a tiny group of little baskets and trays, made of the fine, tough, wiry grass which is hardly larger than a thread, wound round and round and sewn together with different colored silks. The exquisite shapes of the little things, the delicacy of the work — I have forgotten how many days she said that it took her to make even the smallest — and her touching complaint that business had fallen off sadly, all appealed to her customers in a way I cannot describe. The light in the little house all seemed to come in through the green leaves that grew against the windows outside — one could not help wondering how the grass work maker managed to eat, drink and be merry there. She was plainly of French descent, the grace of her works as well as her ways betrayed her heritage, but it was impossible not to wish that her thin, skillful fingers had found other training and that her surroundings in life had not been such as to let the sun in and lead her to a wider place among kind and busy people.

I could fancy her going to the parish church in the early morning, flitting quickly along close under the high walls, her thin figure bending a little — so shy and furtive she would be out of doors — and always with downcast eyes. As we made our choice among the little baskets, she grew less timid, and at last made a piteous confession of her poverty and of a special anxiety which it had brought, and which my kind and wise fellow-traveler was able to remedy, before we came away. This was indeed a lonely worker. With all her pride and satisfaction I have often wondered how she managed to carry on her dwindling little trade — the old negro who for many years had brought her the curious grass had died — and to what other employment she could turn her hand, Heaven only knows!

This was one of the people who live in corners, but there was something so determined in her way of keeping on with her work, such a reverent care and eagerness to bring it to perfection, that I believe it counted for much more than most of her prosaic neighbors thought. At any rate, the little baskets were thought to be treasures by those to whom we gave them, and there is certainly something most charming about one that I see before me.

I suppose that the reason why the life of a solitary worker appeals to us so strongly, is that in one sense we are all solitary workers. No matter how cheerful and pleasant and varied our surroundings are, we do our work alone, and there are some days when the feeling of single-handedness is not easy to bear. We take pride in the reputation of our group of associates in our business or profession, and feel the inspiration of it, but, after all, we face our duties and opportunities alone, and this makes us cherish the kind of help that companionship really can give, and makes us ready to reach out our hands to other lonely workers because dear hands have been reached out to us. I like to put the two phrases together in my thought: Bear ye one anothers burdens : For every one must bear his own burdens.


HUMAN DOCUMENTS (1893)
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TO GIVE TO the world a collection of the successive portraits of a man is to tell his affairs openly, and so betray intimate personalities. We are often found quarrelling with the tone of the public press, because it yields to what is called the public demand to be told both the private affairs of noteworthy persons and the trivial details and circumstances of those who are insignificant. Some one has said that a sincere man willingly answers any questions, however personal, that are asked out of interest, but instantly resents those that have their impulse in curiosity; and that ones instinct always detects the difference. This I take to be a wise rule of conduct; but beyond lies the wider subject of our right to possess ourselves of personal information, although we have a vague remembrance, even in these days, of the belief of old-fashioned and decorous people, that subjects, not persons, are fitting material for conversation.

But there is an honest interest, which is as noble a thing as curiosity is contemptible; and it is in recognition of this, that Lowell writes in the largest way in his Essay on Rousseau and the Sentimentalists.

Yet our love of minute biographical details, he says, our desire to make ourselves spies upon the men of the past, seems so much of an instinct in us, that we must look for the spring of it in human nature, and that somewhat deeper than mere curiosity or love of gossip. And more emphatically in another paragraph: The moment he undertakes to establish . . . a rule of conduct, we ask at once how far are his own life and deed in accordance with what he preaches?

This I believe to be at the bottom of even our insatiate modern eagerness to know the best and the worst of our contemporaries; it is simply to find out how far their behavior squares with their words and position. We seldom stop to get the best point of view, either in friendly talk or in a sober effort, to notice the growth of character, or, in the widest way, to comprehend the traits and influence of a man whose life in any way affects our own. 

Now and then, in an old picture gallery, one comes upon the grouped portraits of a great soldier, or a man of letters, or some fine lady whose character still lifts itself into view above the dead level of feminine conformity which prevailed in her time. The blurred pastel, the cracked and dingy canvas, the delicate brightness of a miniature which bears touching signs of wear — from these we piece together a whole lifes history. Here are the impersonal baby face; the domineering glance of the schoolboy, lord of his dog and gun: the wan-visaged student who was just beginning to confront the serried ranks of those successes which conspired to hinder him from his duty and the fulfilment of his dreams; here is the mature man, with grave reticence of look and a proud sense of achievement; and at last the older and vaguer face, blurred and pitifully conscious of fast waning powers. As they hang in a row they seem to bear mute witness to all the successes and failures of a life.

This very day, perhaps, you chanced to open a drawer and take in your hand, for amusements sake, some old family daguerreotypes. It is easy enough to laugh at the stiff positions and droll costumes; but suddenly you find an old likeness of yourself and walk away with it, self-consciously, to the window, with a pretence of seeking a better light on the quick-reflecting, faintly impressed plate. Your earlier, half-forgotten self confronts you seriously; the youth whose hopes you have disappointed, or whose dreams you have turned into realities. You search the young face; perhaps you even look deep into the eyes of your own babyhood to discover your dawning consciousness; to answer back to yourself, as it were, from the known and discovered countries of that a babys future. There is a fascination in reading character backwards. You may or may not be able easily to revive early thoughts and impressions, but with an early portrait in your hand they do revive again in spite of you; they seem to be living in the pictured face to applaud or condemn you. In these old pictures exist our former selves. They wear a mystical expression. They are still ourselves, but with unfathomable eyes staring back to us out of the strange remoteness of our outgrown youth.

Sure I have known before 
Phantoms of the shapes ye be — 
Haunters of another shore 
Leaguered by another sea.

It is somehow far simpler and less startling to examine a series of portraits of some other face and figure than ones own. Perhaps it is most interesting to take those of some person whom the whole world knows, and whose traits and experiences are somewhat comprehended. You say to yourself, This was Nelson before ever he fought one of his great sea battles; this was Washington, with only the faintest trace of his soldiering and the leisurely undemanding aspect of a country gentleman! Human Documents — the phrase is Daudets, and tells its own story, with no need of additional attempts of suggestiveness.

It would seem to be such an inevitable subject for sermon writing, that no one need be unfamiliar with warnings, lest our weakness and wickedness leave traces upon the countenance — awful, ineffaceable hieroglyphics, that belong to the one universal primitive language of mankind. Who cannot read faces? The merest savage, who comprehends no written language, glances at you to know if he may expect friendliness or enmity, with a quicker intelligence than your own.

The lines that are written slowly and certainly by the pen of character, the deep mark that sorrow once left, or the light sign-manual of an unfading joy, there they are and will remain; it is at length the aspect of the spiritual body itself, and belongs to the unfolding and existence of life. We have never formulated a science like palmistry on the larger scale that this character-reading from the face would need; but to say that we make our own faces, and, having made them, have made pieces of immortality, is to say what seems trite enough. A child turns with quick impatience and incredulity from the dull admonitions of his teachers, about goodness and good looks. To say, Be good and you will be beautiful, is like giving him a stone for a lantern. Beauty seems an accident rather than an achievement, and a cause instead of an effect; but when childhood has passed, one of the things we are sure to have learned, is to read the sign-language of faces, and to take the messages they bring. Recognition of these things is sure to come to us more and more by living; there is no such thing as turning our faces into unbetraying masks. A series of portraits is a veritable Human Document, and the merest glance may discover the progress of the man, and dwindled or developed personality, the history of a character.

These sentences are written merely as suggestions, and from the point of view of morals; there is also the point of view of heredity, and the curious resemblance between those who belong to certain professions. Just what it is that makes us almost certain to recognize a doctor or a priest at first glance is too subtle a question for discussion here. Some one has said that we usually arrive, in time, at the opposite extreme to those preferences and opinions which we hold in early life. The man who breaks away from conventionalities, ends by returning to them, or out of narrow prejudices and restrictions grows towards a late and serene liberty. These changes show themselves in the face with amazing clearness, and it would seem also, that even individuality sways us only for a time; that if we live far into the autumnal period of life we lose much of our individuality of looks, and become more emphatically members of the family from which we spring. A man like Charles the First was already less himself than he was a Stuart; we should not fail in instances of this sort, nor seek far afield. The return to the type compels us steadily; at last it has its way. Very old persons, and those who are dangerously ill, are often noticed to be curiously like their nearest of kin, and to have almost visibly ceased to be themselves.

All time has been getting our lives ready to be lived, to be shaped as far as way be by our own wills, and furthered by that conscious freedom that gives us to be ourselves. You may read all these in any Human Document — the look of race, the look of family, the look that is set like a seal by a mans occupation, the look of the spirits free or hindered life, and success or failure in the pursuit of goodness — they are all plain to see. If we could read one human face aright, the history not only of the man, but of humanity itself, is written there. 


THE OLD TOWN OF BERWICK (1894)

I.
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I HAVE ALWAYS believed that Martin Pring must have been the first English discoverer of my native town, when he came to the head of tide water in the Piscataqua River in 1603. Bartholomew Gosnold had sailed along the coast in 1602, and Prings pilot was one of Gosnolds seamen. He brought his two little vessels, the Speedwell and the Discoverer, of fifty and twenty-six tons burden respectively, in search of adventure and of sassafras bark, which at that time in England was believed to be a sovereign remedy for human ails. The records say that Pring could find no inhabitants in the Indian villages near the coast, except a few old people, from whom he learned that they had all gone up the river to their chief fishing place. So he followed them at flood tide for a dozen miles or more, finding little wealth of sassafras, but discovering a magnificent wooded country and the noble river itself, with its many tributaries and its great bay. The main branch of the Piscataqua (river of right angles or the great deer drive, as one may choose to interpret it) would lead him to Newichawannock Falls (my place of wigwams), and to Quampeagan (the great fishing place). No doubt there were those who could direct him to this point, for, being in June, it was the time of the salmon fishery at the Newichawannock Falls, to which place all the Indians came to catch and dry their fish for winter use. It was the great fishery for all that part of the country.

I have myself traced for some distance the deep-worn footpath which marks the first days trail northward and northeastward, as I have been told by a very old person who has preserved many of the earlier traditions of the town. I have heard that one might walk across on the salmon, which wedged themselves into solid masses in their efforts to leap the impossible high fall near the mouth of Chadbournes or the Great Works River, which flows into the Newichawannock (now called the river of Salmon Falls) at Quampeagan, the high point of sandy land between the two streams. On the opposite bank, near the present village of Great Works, were the chiefs houses, the deputies of Passaconaway, the great sachem of all this part of the country, and after him of Wonalancet and those other sons whom he commanded to be friendly, like himself, with the English people. Two cellars of their great wigwams may still be seen in a high green slope above the river.

The streams were full of high falls and dashing rapids; they were manifestly full of fish; the pine forests were superb, and in June, Quampeagan is always one of the most beautiful places in the world. If Martin Pring had been looking for a place to come to anchor with his two little vessels in the western world, he could hardly have found greater advantages or temptations than along the great river, with its fine harbor below and such manifest wealth above. The Indians were peaceable and friendly. He must at any rate have gone back to England and told his tales to eager ears and adventurous hearts. Champlain was on the coast in 1605; and Capt. John Smith, in 1614, also returned to carry news of the Piscataquas advantages for a settlement, and to inspire others to seize upon the great opportunity. He was the intimate friend of Ferdinand Gorges; and when the Laconia colony made its adventure to the region of what is now Portsmouth, in 1623, we find the fisheries and water power of Quampeagan at once made use of and appreciated. In 1630 there was already a busy settlement of two hundred souls at the Great Works, as they called their little group of mills, — the first mills of any sort that were built in New England. Ambrose Gibbons, the first agent of the proprietors, built a palisaded house on his arrival, in 1623 or 1624, near his famous mill with its gang of eighteen saws; and there have been mills of one sort and another at the Great Works ever since, and the little place has kept its high sounding name, much to the amusement of strangers who do not know its history. It is a picturesque spot, with steep, rocky cliffs and a bold plunge of the river into what was long supposed to be an unfathomable Great Hole, below the highest fall of water. In those early years, when the people in Plymouth were making their piteous defence against hostile Indians and starvation, this more northern settlement seems to have been busy and fearless and well fed.

The Mason colony, as it is usually called, built its first house (called the Manor House) on Odiornes Point, below Portsmouth, where some relics of its foundation or cellar and an old pear-tree or two were lately to be seen. Their object was to found a plantation on Piscataqua River, to cultivate the vine, discover mines, carry on the fisheries, and trade with the natives. Gorges and Mason had great expectations of gaining wealth from certain legendary mines, as well as taking high rank from their possessions of manors and immense landed estates. There were fabulous tales of the wealth of the inland country, the three hills of silver beyond the Saco River, and the huge shining carbuncle that was guarded by a spirit somewhere among those White Hills, which every adventurer had seen from his anchorage on the coast. This expedition was not thought unworthy of the interest and fellowship of many men of good family and fortune, and we find them carrying out different social ideas than most of the colonists of their time. Their Great House and Manor House, and the pains they took in maintaining a respectable fashion of life and even a certain degree of state and elegance, strike the reader of their old records at once. There were men of authority among them, and we presently find some of these established at Newichawannock, or Quampeagan.

Perhaps Ambrose Gibbons may be called the first settler of the present town of South Berwick. As we have already seen, he was given charge of the mills and trading post, and attempted also the cultivation of vines in what is still called the Vineyard, where there were steep, sunny banks about the river basin below his mills. One of the favorite schemes of Mason was vine growing. The early voyagers who brought back tales of the New World had seen the Maine coast only in summer, and could hardly take the winter weather into account. All the early colonists had to undergo bitter suffering from cold, and even, at times, the lack of food, for this reason. Mason evidently thought that it was possible to rival the wine trade of France and Spain; at any rate he writes to Gibbons anxiously, I pray you look well to our vines; and Gibbons could only answer, what careful gardeners in this region have ever since found to be true: The vines that were planted will come to little. They prosper not in the ground wherein they were set; but them that grow naturally are very good of divers sorts.

In the earlier part of this century there were still so many vines left in the Vineyard that it was a favorite place of resort in autumn for all the Berwick boys. One more than half suspects that it was a survival of vine planting in the earlier colonization of the Northmen and their German servants. If the good vines which Gibbons found and praised had come from the North German valleys, they would have done much better than Masons, which probably came from France. The half-civilized state of the Indians is a hint in the same direction. One of them drew a serviceable map of the coast for Champlain with a bit of charcoal. These and other things show them not to have been entirely barbarous or without acquaintance with the habits of European life and speech.

But whether the Northmen were the first to know the lovely valley called the Vineyard, everybody who has known the region since will remember the high, steep banks and green intervals below, shaded with fine elms and a magnificent hop hornbeam that stand apart or border the sheltered mill pond, entered on one side by the Great Works River and its wild gorge. The fall of water above, so famous in early history, is at least thirty feet in height, and rushes with great force past the cliffs; but below in the intervale it separates into brook-like streams, and flows gently among willows and alders, circling the mysterious Indian mound. Wild grapevines and tangles of clematis are festooned from tree to tree. In August the water brink is gay with cardinal flowers. Everything seems to grow in the Vineyard, and to bloom brighter than elsewhere. As an old friend once told me, If you want six herbs, you can go right there and find them. The shyest and rarest birds of the region may be seen there, in secret haunts, or at the time of their migration; it seems like Natures own garden and pleasure ground. The old turf is like velvet, even on the high banks; and here grow great barberry-bushes, as they grow almost nowhere else. There is no doubt that they always mark for us the very oldest New England settlements and the site or neighborhood of old gardens. Brought over from England with other fruits and berries, they found a much more favorable soil and climate. Cotton Mather shows the importance in which it was held, in describing the escape of a woman from an attack of the Indians upon the Dover garrison, when she hid herself among the barberry-bushes in the garden.

The Berwick barberries have had time enough to stray far afield from the old cellars and garden spots; but among them you usually find that soft fine turf which only grows where the hand of man has dealt much with the ground. The high flavor of the meagre berry has always been liked by people of the ancient New England stock, as if they were indeed grown of the same ancient soil and gardening. Some of us may feel the presence of an inner truth in the childish belief that certain infants were found in a barberry-bush, and that no other kind of dust or fostering neighborhood would suffice to account for their presence. One lingers over these few traces of our earliest forbears.

The settlements that were fostered by Mason and Gorges fared much better than those like Jamestown, which in 1607 had taken first advantage of the famous royal grant to Popham of all the land between Pemaquid and the Delaware. At Newichawannock the dreams of the three silver hills and the great carbuncle had faded before the actual, visible wealth of the fisheries, and the huge timber pines that clothed the valleys and high hill slopes. The little ships of that time could easily come up the river; but as they had to cut the forests farther and farther back from the river bank, and to extend the farming lands, it was impossible to do without cattle, and these were sent over from England, or rather from Denmark, by Mason, in sufficient numbers. There were some traces left of this great yellow or dun-colored breed of oxen in the Agamenticus region, thirty or forty years ago; and Cow Cove, a charming inlet to the river below the Lower Landing, preserves the tradition that the first cow brought to this part of the country was landed there. In the upland pastures above, near Pound Hill and the Old Fields, are many old cellars with the almost effaced graves, and now and then an ancient hawthorn-bush or strayed garden flower of the earliest farms.

Mason had plenty of money at first, and was most generous with provisions of every sort. In 1631 a ship brought many supplies and new settlers from England, and especially a company of Frenchmen, who were to take charge of the salt works.

Few women seem to have come with the first party of colonists. Ambrose Gibbons writes to Mason, in 1634: A good husband with his wife, to tend cattle and to make butter and cheese, will be profitable; for maids they are soon gonne in this countrie. Gibbonss wife was with him at Quampeagan, and Roger Knights wife had come also. In a schedule of goods sent out to the colonists in 1634 were 24 childrens coates, and among the emigrants that year were twenty-four women. Most of these people were from Devonshire; and they evidently pushed through the Rocky Hills region, or the people with Champernowne and Col. Francis Norton, at York River or Agamenticus, came inland; for the local name of Brixham (a farming district between the great woodland tract and Scotland Parish, later settled) is taken from a fishing town in Devon, from which some of the colonists probably came.

Gibbons did not stay many years at Quampeagan or Newichawannock; and he was succeeded by Humphrey Chadbourne, a man of authority among the early colonists, who had built the Great House at Strawberry Bank (now Portsmouth), and, after living there in considerable state, removed to the sawmills settlement, as if it were the more advantageous and responsible position. He acquired great estates, buying the valuable peninsula between the two rivers, from the sachem politely called Mr. Rowls. Gibbons fades out of sight very soon. He is said to have been buried on Sanders Point at Newcastle. There was a mysterious person called Leaders or Ledgors, who was also prominent at Newichawannock; and we find the familiar names of Cooper and Knight and Norton and Spencer, who bought so large a tract of land, in 1643, that the men of the settlement were called together to ratify the deed. The estates of Humphrey Chadbourne were for two hundred years in possession of his descendants, and the house of his great-grandson, Judge Chadbourne, is still standing. When it was built there was no house between it and Canada.

The early settlers of the town were people of good intelligence and found themselves possessed by many advantages. Mason spent all his fortune to further theirs; and, barring the severe winters, for which they were at first unprepared, and the great distance from the managers of the company, they got on much better than many others in like situation. Some of the agents were untrustworthy, but there was, on the whole, a marked difference between these pilgrims to a new world and those of Plymouth or Connecticut. They were firm royalists and Episcopalians, and were careful at first to mind the interests of both Church and State; but it was only at Portsmouth that the church establishment was permanent. The people were happily not given to dignifying their own personal animosities and squabbles for ascendancy by the name of religion. They seem to have been honest, quiet people, with more self-respect than cant and self-seeking. They lived well, and in fact seem to have cared a good deal more for feasting than fasting, and to have had a sense of propriety in household affairs and great hospitality; and all these traits have come down to their descendants. They were not reformers, or people who made life too much a matter of opinion and lacked some of the finer qualities of such as these, yet held steadily on their way, with hardships enough to make them humble and encouragements enough to keep hope alive. While they looked to the provisioning and forethought of Mason, their own energies were somewhat enfeebled.

Mason died in 1636, bequeathing his much diminished property to his grandsons, with the New England lands. The family sent over an agent, but things were in a bad way; supplies and remittances ceased on either hand. It is not known when the inhabitants of the eastern shore of the river formed themselves into an order of self-government; but this proving precarious, in 1641, most of these communities of the Piscataqua put themselves formally under the protection of Massachusetts. In 1652 Kittery was formally made a Massachusetts town, and was authorized to send two deputies to the General Court.

It seems to have been many years before anything troubled the settlement at Newichawannock. Humphrey Chadbourne was the father and lawgiver of the little community; but with him we soon associate the Hills, and Plaisteds, and Lords, and Goodwins, from whose intermarriages have descended many distinguished New England men and women. Their garrison houses were not far apart, and this word garrison marks definitely the change from a kind of cheerful neighborliness with the friendly people of the Abenaquis tribe to an armed defence against the suspicious and savage Indian foe. In 1673 the old Sawmills settlement at Great Works and the neighboring farms were formally known as the Parish of Unity in Kittery, a name that their lack of history, the surest sign of a peaceful country, seems to have well deserved. It was sometimes called Kittery Commons and then Berwick, but it was not until the year 1713 that Berwick was set off from Kittery and made a separate town, as it had for many years been a separate parish.

The first great impulse to the population and affairs of the region after the original settlement was in the years of the civil war between Charles I. and the Parliament. Emigration had decreased; in fact, according to Hubbard, The New England colonies were losing, by returns to the mother country, almost as many as they gained by accessions. When the managers of the company had ceased to support the plantations on the Piscataqua, a trade was opened little by little with the West India Islands, in which lumber and dried fish were exchanged for the island products, — so beginning a commercial relation that was always of great advantage to this part of the country. Yet things were languishing and progress was stopped when Cromwell gained a victory over the royal troops at Dunbar, in the north; and not knowing how to dispose better of his prisoners, he banished them from the realm of England and sent them to America. From Boston they were dispatched down the coast to find fellowship in the more conservative royalist colony planted by Gorges, and were given lands in what is still known as Scotland Parish, in the upper part of York, not many miles from the Great Works and Quampeagan, whither, no doubt, some of them were attracted by the mills and general business. Among these people, says Sullivan, were the McIntires, the Tuckers, Maxwells, etc. These came to Gorgess government because he was a royalist. There were also the Lovats (Leavitts), Bradwardines (Bradeens), and others, whose descendants are familiar to our sight in York and South Berwick; and among these North Country men there must have been some one who came from the ancient hamlet of Barwick or Berwick-in-Elmet, in Yorkshire.

I was always puzzled to know why the old people of the region called our town Barvick, and why the old church record book, begun in 1701-2, has on its title page, The Records of the Church of Christ at Barvick; though some later hand has attempted to turn the v into w. Berwick-on-Tweed, for which this New England town has always been supposed to be named, is always pronounced Berrik. I should like to know more than I know now about the tiny Yorkshire village, whose existence I only discovered a few months ago, and which some loyal hearts remembered in their new homemaking. They had left a stormy England to find the young colonies beginning a long series of terrible struggles against the Indians, and so fell upon a most anxious time.

The plantations on the Piscataqua, and its upper branch, the Newichawannock (called now above the falls by the English name of Salmon Falls River), suffered more from the first hostile attacks of the Indians than either York or Wells. The river was the great highway, and gave subsistence to the war parties, according to Sullivans History. We begin to meet on every hand the piteous stories of burned houses and cruelly murdered settlers. The Shorey and Neal garrisons, below Old Fields, and the Plaisted and Tozer and Keay and Wentworth and Spencer garrisons or fortified houses near the Salmon Falls, seem to have been most depended upon for shelter. There was a stockaded fort on Pine Hill, near the Great Falls, called by the name of Hamilton; but this as only a fort, and not a house. Almost every man went armed to his ploughing or to church. The Plaisted garrison was on the high, upland farm, occupied later for several generations by the Wallingford family; and near the site of it may still be seen the relics of a very old burying ground, of which the well-known Plaisted stone is almost the only one now recognizable. In 1675 the Indians made a determined and terrible assault on Berwick, and Lieut. Roger Plaisted, like a man of public spirit, sent out seven men from the garrison to see what the matter was, and falling into an ambush, three of them were killed. The next day Plaisted went out at the head of a company of twenty, with a cart and yoke of cattle, to find the bodies; and, being surprised, most of the men ran for their lives; while Lieut. Plaisted, out of the height of his courage, disdaining either to fly from or to yield himself (for tis said the Indians were loath to kill him, but desirous rather to take him prisoner) into the hands of such cursed caitiffs, did fight it out desperately, till he was slain upon the place. His eldest son and another man were slain in their too late retreat, and his other son was sorely wounded, so that he died within a few weeks after.

Such, says Williamson in his History of Maine, was the fate of this Spartan family, whose intrepidity deserves a monument more durable than marble. The father had represented Kittery four years in the General Court, and was highly respected for his valor, worth and piety. He and his sons were buried on his own land, near the battle ground, full in view from the highway leading through Berwick, whose lettered tombstone tells succeeding ages: — 

Near this place lies buried the body of Roger Plaisted, who was killed by the Indians, Oct. 16, 1675, aged 48 years, also the body of his son, Roger Plaisted, who was killed at the same time.

There is no record of any stone to the second son, but an older inscription on this same large stone reads: Here lies interred the body of Samuel Plaisted, Esq., who departed this life March 20th, 1731, Æ. 36. This was probably Lieut. Roger Plaisteds uncle, as his fathers name was Ichabod. A descendant of the family was one of the recent governors of Maine.

I remember in my childhood a low headstone near by, which bore the name of Elizabeth Wyat, 18 years. It has quite disappeared with the old apple-tree that it leaned against, but I remember my fathers telling me that he had heard from very old people that Elizabeth Wyat was a most beautiful and lovable young creature, whose early death had given the deepest sorrow to all her friends. I somehow take unreasonable pleasure in writing here this brief record, which perhaps no one could write but myself. Her dust long years ago was turned into pink and white apple blossoms against the blue sky, and these, in their turn, faded and fell on the green grass beneath. Mr. Granville Wallingford, the last of his long-respected family, was possessed of a knowledge of much local history, especially about these ancient graves, which are so nearly forgotten; even their very stones are covered deep into the green field out of sight and mind. 

In 1678 there were dark days. Two hundred and fifty Englishmen were killed or carried away captive, and almost every settlement beyond the Piscataqua was laid in ashes. Major Waldron of Dover was the great Indian fighter of the region, and there is an account of a hundred Indians captured by him, which were sent to Bermuda and sold as slaves. The disastrous war of King Philip lasted three years, and nearly broke up the flourishing fisheries, upon which the seacoast, and river towns like ours, had begun to depend.

The story of Berwick is like the story of all the mother towns of New England, and she can boast her childrens bravery and heroism with the best. In that same sad month of October, 1675, at the Tozer garrison near Roger Plaisteds, and half a mile above the mills at Salmon Falls, fifteen women and children were saved by the courage of a girl of eighteen,— that young heroess, as Hubbard calls her, who, while the rest were escaping, kept the door fast against two Indians, until they chopped it down with their hatchets, with which they then knocked her senseless; but the poor maid that had ventured her life so far to save many others, was by a strange Providence enabled to recover so much strength after they were gone, as to repair to the next garrison, where she was soon after healed of her wounds and restored to perfect health again; and so, as Hubbard says, somewhere else in his quaint and graphic Indian Wars, did happily make an escape from their bloody and deceitful hands.

Perhaps the most famous battle with the Indians was in 1690, when a party under the command of Hertel, a Frenchman, and Hopegood, a sachem, attacked Newichawannock. They killed thirty men, and the rest of the people, after an obstinate and courageous defence, surrendered at discretion. The captives were fifty-four in number, the greater part of whom were women and children. The enemy burned all the houses and mills, and, taking with them what plunder they could carry, retreated to the northward. A party of one hundred and forty men, collected from the neighboring towns, pursued and came up with the savages on Worsters River, at a narrow bridge. They fought all the afternoon, but with little loss on either side. The French and Indians held their pursuers in check until night, and then continued their retreat, tormenting their captives with shocking cruelty. Among these unfortunate captives was Mrs. Mehetable Goodwin, who may be called the mother of all that representative widely scattered Berwick family, which has shown in different generations so much ability and such marked traits of character. Hetty Goodwin, as she has always been called, was taken by the Indians, with her husband and baby. The man and wife were separated by two parties of the savages, and set forth on their long and suffering journey to Canada, each believing the other to be dead, and leaving behind them their comfortable farm on a beautiful hill above the river, near the Plaisted garrison. In the early part of the march one of the Indians snatched the baby from its mothers arms and dashed its head against a stone; and when the poor mother dragged her weary steps behind the rest and could not still her cries, they threatened if she did not stop weeping to kill her in the same way. At nightfall she was stooping over a brook trying to wash a bloody handkerchief, and her tears were falling fast again. She forgot the threats of her captives. Suddenly, a compassionate squaw, pitying the poor, lonely mother, threw some water in her face, as if in derision. The tears were hidden, and no one else had noticed them. This squaw had a mothers heart, the old people used to say, in telling me the story. In Canada the captives underwent great hardships, and Hetty Goodwin, a well-off woman, was so hungry that she sometimes stole food from the pigs. She was bought at last by a Frenchman; and, supposing herself to be a widow and despairing of ever reaching home again, she married him and had two children. Their name, corrupted probably from the French, was Rand; and the Portsmouth family of the name is said to be descended from them. As I was once told, the captive husband was a Goodwin, and smart; so after a while he outwitted the Indians in some way and gained his liberty; and, coming to his home, found that his wife was still alive. He went back to Canada and found her and brought her back; after which they managed to live unmolested and were the parents of many children. Hetty Goodwins half-buried little headstone may still be seen in the Old Fields burying ground. I never can look at it without a thrill of feeling, or pass the pleasant place where she lived without remembering that she knew that lovely view over hill and dale, up the river, and must often have dreamed and longed for the sound of the river falls, in the far country to which she was carried a lonely captive, in the northern wilderness of Canada.

II.

In the ancient church record book there is almost no hint of all these sorrows and anxieties that had come upon the people. In these same dreadful years of 1690 and 1724, when the village was completely destroyed, when they must have feared to sleep in their beds or to take the shortest walk afield, and for a long time after the houses were built only of logs for better defence, there are only the brief records, grown sadly few, of marriages and baptisms and owning the covenant, and now and then an amusingly serious account of the settlement of disputes and desperate animosities between ill-tempered sisters of the congregation.

Of course, through the better part of the first century of occupation, the colonists had all belonged to the church at Portsmouth; and then when Gorges and Mason divided their lands, practically by the natural boundary of the river, and later still, when the town of Kittery was formed, the people of the Great Works and its neighborhood belonged to the Kittery church. The long distance soon became too perilous and difficult; and there had probably been a separate church service for the Parish of Unity for a good many years, before the church itself was formed and the Rev. John Wade ordained as pastor, in 1702. A meeting-house was built at Old Fields, between the busy riverside at the Lower Landing, or Pipestave Landing as it was first called, and the settlement at the Great Works. As early as the 8th of May, 1669, the town of Kittery made Sturgeon Creek the line dividing the town into two parishes, the upper parish being Berwick. In July, 1669, it was voted at town meeting to lay out one hundred and fifty acres of land in each of these parishes for the use of the ministry. The glebe land belonging to the upper parish was on the southern side of the Great Works River, and was sold many years ago and its price added to the ministerial fund. I do not know why it has always had the extremely secular name of the Tom Tinker lot.

We come now to the time when there are careful church and town records practically interchangeable at times. To quote a recent writer, In the beginning each settlement or town was before all things a congregation, and the town meeting was in most cases the same thing as the assembly of the congregation.

The town of Berwick was incorporated in 1713, and Elisha Plaisted was the first representative to the General Court of Massachusetts the next year.

The Rev. John Wade preached for some years before the establishment of the church. He was born in Ipswich, and graduated at Harvard in 1693. In 1698 he was chaplain of a garrison to the eastward, and died in 1703, hardly two years after his ordination. He wrote a beautiful, scholarly hand, and has left three most interesting, closely written pages of records, describing the founding of his church and early ministry. David Emery was the first deacon, and Nathan Lord the second. Capt. Ichabod Plaisted gave two silver cups, which are still preserved, and a cloth and napkin for the communion table. The second minister, who for half a century was truly the spiritual father and priest of his people, was the Rev. Jeremiah Wise. In his pastorate the town passed through most severe afflictions from its foes; but through his influence everything made for peace, as far as regarded the parishs own existence and government. Again and again ye chh. voted in ye negative, when it was invited to attend the settling of grievances in neighboring churches; and the church in Salem is rebuked in solemn session as a chh. obstinate and impenitent in scandal, and the First Church of Christ in Berwick decides to stay at home when ye Separatists in Exeter desire delegates.

Parson Wise lived in a house near the old meeting-house, at the upper left-hand corner of the road after you pass the Old Fields burying ground. Beside the constant dread of Indian frays in this border town to which he ministered, there were the two great excitements of the coming of the Quakers and the Salem witchcraft; but there is no record of any real persecution of either Friends or witches, on the eastern side of the Piscataqua. There is no word at all about the latter offenders, but Parson Wise piously records the baptism and owning of the covenant of a certain Mary Foss, wonderfully recovered from ye Quakers, in 1716. One seems to know the good man familiarly after reading the age-browned pages of the old church book. He wrote a quaint wind-blown-looking hand, that makes the pages look more and more like a bent field of grass. You can see how his fingers grew stiff and old and were sometimes cramped by December cold. Such pastorates are no longer common. We can imagine the loss of the people when he died; the winter funeral the end of the long dependence and friendship.

There is one incident connected with the Salem witchcraft delusion which has given an unforgettable name and association to a certain part of the present town of South Berwick, in connection with the summoning of the Rev. Stephen Burroughs, of Wells, to appear before the judges in Danvers. The whole history of Burroughs is most interesting and perplexing. He was a man of amazing strength and a curious knowledge of woodcraft, but was accused of cruelty and various misdeeds. An enemy of his in Danvers, where he had formerly preached, was dispatched to Wells on the welcome errand of bringing him to justice, with the help of two constables, — the strength and cleverness of Burroughs being quite enough to found the charge of witchcraft upon, and cover the desire of revenge for a private grudge. They found the man at his parsonage; and, sure of proving his innocence, he readily agreed to accompany them, but suggested that they should take a shorter path than by the road they had come, — round by the old coast or post road through York. They pretended afterward, or perhaps believed, that he cast a spell on them, and led them into a gloomy forest, presently coming out on a high, strange ridge, like a backbone to the country. As it grew dark a great thunder-storm gathered, but Burroughs alone seemed to know no fear, and kept on his way. The messenger and his two constables nearly perished with fright, and believed the whole situation to be diabolic. The horses seemed to fly, and the lightning flashed blue and awful gleams about Burroughs, as he rode ahead; and so things were at their worst as they hurried up and down the steep hills of what has ever since been known as the Witch Trot Road. Suddenly the storm ceased, as thunder-storms will, and the moon shone out; and they found themselves near the calm water of the river, near Quampeagan. This was proof enough in that moment of Burroughss evil powers, and his fate is a matter of history. The Danvers men told the story of their fearful ride, with great glory to themselves no doubt, for many years; and though those who were familiar with the country insisted that the road to the river was shorter by half than the long way through Cape Neddick and Ogunquit, it was easier to accept the marvelous than the reasonable.

There may have been witches in Berwick; but I never heard of any nearer than York, where one has always been said to lie under a great stone in the churchyard; and a terrible person in Portsmouth, described as wearing a white linen hood tied under her chin, a red waistcoat and petticoat, with a green apron, and a black hat upon her head; and she vanished away, green apron and all, in the shape of a cat!

It is interesting to see how many of the still familiar names of the region appear early in the old records; like Bragdon, Butler, Hodgdon, Grant and Gray, Hooper, Emery, Guptill, Weymouth, Jellison, Warren and Gowen; but other names equally common then are now, as far as I know, extinct in the Berwicks: like Wincal, Broughton, MacPhedris, Kilgore, Hamilton, Bolthood, Reddington, Andros, Shackley, Stockbridge and Percy, and especially Chadbourne, which was for so many years most prominent. We find in the church book Major Charles Frost, an honored parishioner and great Indian fighter, declining to take the responsible office of elder, because the service is incoherent with his civil and military office. There is a fine picture preserved of Richard Shackley, ye last of ye Elders. He was a man of very grave countenance of the old Puritan stamp (which does not seem to appear very often in the Piscataqua plantations), sound in the faith, and very tenacious of his Hopkinsian opinions. He used to wear a red cap in church, and when he heard a minister whose preaching he relished, he would rise in his seat, which was beneath the pulpit, and stand there looking intently at the preacher. When not pleased, he would keep his seat. He wrote a fine, dignified hand: in fact, all these records show the first two ministers and the leaders of the parish to have been men of education and refinement. There is practically no misspelling, though some archaisms of speech, and a general tone of dignity and discretion.

After the death of Mr. Wise, a new handwriting in the old book somewhat afflicts the unprejudiced reader. It is commonplace, tiresome and insistent; and somehow the poor mans troubles with his parish are discovered, as if by instinct, to begin with a mean-spirited self-pity for himself; and one dismisses him, even at this distance of a hundred years, as willingly as his parishioners seem to have done. He tries to use force to bring certain stray-aways into church. He plans about getting more money, and goes on pitying and cherishing himself, and blaming his people, until the end. He was always signing his name as if it stood to him for something very remarkable, while Parson Wises signature hardly once appears. Directly after his departure, old Richard Shackley, the solemn elder, calls for a day of fasting and prayer, on account of the maloncholly state of religion in the church and town.

There followed him a man who is still remembered by some of my older friends, the Rev. John Tompson, who was a far more worthy successor of Parson Wise. He, too, was a college-bred man, of Harvard, 17 — , and a descendant of the Parson Tompson of Braintree, so celebrated by Cotton Mather, in his Magnalia, for his constellation of converts. Mr. Tompson evidently plucked up his courage in accepting the call to Berwick. It was not only that he succeeded his predecessor, but the call was given in the darkest days of the Revolution, by a poor and anxious parish, with whom he frankly condoles upon its divided and languishing state. Berwick, as neighbor to her parent town of Kittery, had shared in the glorious successes of Pepperell in the siege of Louisburg; and no doubt some of her men marched with the company, formed about Saco, that was present at the fight on Bunker Hill. There is a devout assurance of Mr. Tompsons Requests at the throne of Grace, that the God of Peace may be with us and bless us, as he ends his letter of acceptance.

These were days of discouragement. The towns business was stopped; the country was making a bitter struggle, and drawing away the best energies of the men to the seat of war. It was manifestly a time when the pine forests were in process of growth, and there was no market for timber, even if it could yet be cut. Some of the richer families had become extinct or had gone away. Judge Hill, the leading citizen, had died just before the great struggle came on. The country was more and more impoverished, and we can hardly imagine the discouragement that met both minister and people at every hand. It is a temptation to follow the history of the town closely, and to follow with it the closely interwoven fortunes of the sister town of Somersworth, across the river; but it is increasingly difficult to choose the leading threads, where everything is so locally important and interesting.

Two of the most interesting figures of the last century, however, who must by no means be forgotten, were John (or Owen) Sullivan, always called Master Sullivan, and his wife, Margery, who came over to New England from Ireland about 1723. They first landed at York, and spent some time there on the McIntire farm, still occupied by descendants of the royalist exiles. Master Sullivan always surrounded himself with more or less mystery, but insisted that he had four countesses to his mother and grandmothers, which has been proved true. He feigned great ignorance at first to match his poverty; but at last, tiring of his humble position, tradition says that he wrote a letter to Parson Moody, of York, in seven languages, and presently removed himself to the upper part of Berwick, a few miles above Quampeagan, to the neighborhood of the Great Falls, and opposite the present city of Somersworth. Here he kept a school for a great number of years, and owned a small farm. He is reported to have been indolent according to the standard of his contemporaries, but to have been always reading and a man of great wit and natural powers of mind. His wife was a woman of quick temper, but great tenderness of heart, joined to all the practical ability which Master Sullivan seems to have lacked, except that most noble gift of awakening young minds. Margery Sullivan,— the small, beautiful, energetic, courageous woman, who worked in the fields, so that her thoughtful and studious husband might not be obliged to do it; who drove a cow some thirty miles through woods and along bad roads for her son; who nursed the neighbors when they were ill, and quarreled with them horribly when they were well; who gloried in her sons careers, boasting that she never did anything contrary to the will of her husband. He was her father in age, her master in knowledge, and her husband by marriage. The writer has heard another boast of Margery Sullivans repeated: that she had dropped corn many a day with two governors: a judge in her arms and a general on her back. Old Master Sullivan died in 1796, at the great age of nearly one hundred and five years, keeping his love for books until the last. His wife died in 1801. Two of their sons, Daniel and Ebenezer, were captains in the Revolutionary army: the first dying on his way home from a captivity in the Jersey prison ship; the second was a lawyer at South Berwick, but died at Charleston, S.C. John Sullivan, the younger, was one of the distinguished officers of the war, major-general by rank, and afterward first president or governor of New Hampshire. James lived at first in Saco (it was to him the cow was driven), and later he became a citizen of Boston; a judge of the Superior Court, attorney-general, and in 1808 governor of Massachusetts.

There is a charming story of his being on circuit in the District of Maine, and going out of his way to pass the night with his old father and mother at Berwick. In the evening he and his father lost their tempers over some political argument and parted in anger. The judge was obliged to leave the house very early in the morning before day, but he was so troubled as he rode away by the thought that he had been disrespectful, that he turned his horse at last and rode back again several miles to beg his fathers pardon.

This was the author of the History of Maine, so often quoted; a delightful work, eloquent at times, and naturally very full of interest when its author touched at any point the history or traditions of his native town. Berwick has had few sons of whom she has such good reason to be proud. The family burying place, at the old farm on Pine Hill, was unfortunately destroyed by the laying out of a road; and the graves of the father and mother being disturbed, the poor ashes that were left and the stone erected by their son James were removed by a descendant to the burial ground of their son and daughter, Gen. John Sullivan and Margery (Mrs. Hardy), at Durham, N. H.

III.

After the Revolution the poverty and anxiety of the country were followed by just such a rousing of the peoples energies and consequent renewal of prosperity as in the case of our late War of the Rebellion. It was in 1791 that, in spite of heavy taxation and much uncertainty, the town of Berwick made up its mind to have as good an academy as Byfield or Yarmouth. One of the old state historians says that Berwick has always been celebrated for the excellence of its schools. A town may have a profession as well as an individual, and Berwick chose to be an educator of youth. Judge Chadbourne gave ten acres of land in the finest possible situation and a sum of money besides, to begin the subscription; and Parson Tompson rode twice to Boston on his old white horse, and finally returned victorious with the charter granted by the General Court and bearing the fine signature of John Hancock. The history of Berwick Academy from that day to the delightful occasion of its centennial celebration would make a long magazine article in itself; but it can only come in as an episode in the towns history, and as the best expression of the spirit of the Berwick citizens. In giving this necessarily brief account, I shall take the liberty of quoting from the historical address given at the celebration of the academys hundredth year, by Rev. John Lord, LL. D., one of the most gifted and best known pupils of the old hill school.

The founders, says Dr. Lord, were all honorable men, at least they were all respectable citizens in this prominent village, or were distinguished clergymen or lawyers in the neighboring towns. Primus inter pares, there was old Judge Benjamin Chadbourne, a veritable patrician, with a great landed estate, which his ancestor purchased from the Indians. Here we find the great-grandson of that Humphrey Chadbourne who came with the earliest settlers, and was for many years their leader. The late President Chadbourne of Williams College belonged to a later generation of the same family. Judge Chadbourne lived in a fine colonial residence surrounded by noble elms, not far from the Vineyard, and was a great lover of trees. He gave to his friend, John Hancock, a large number of elms from his Berwick estate to be planted on Boston Common, where some of them still exist.

There was indeed an interesting group of men in the town, the stamp of whose thought and ambition may still be felt as a good inheritance from the early planters of Berwick , I believe, all through her history. The houses built by these men are, for the most part, still standing, and many of their own traits and actions are still remembered. The importance of the village, and its connection with the world outside, can be measured by the manner of its housekeeping; and no one can enter Judge Chadbournes house or the Hamilton house at the Lower Landing, the Gen. Goodwin house at Old Fields, the Hayes house built by Col. Dudley Hubbard, the Hobbs house built by Madam Elizabeth Wallingford, and long occupied by her children and grandchildren of the Cushing family, the Hayman house, or the Haggens house at the Corner, the Timothy Ferguson house, without seeing at once that people of refinement and cultivation had planned them and lived in them with elegance and hospitality. The best life in such a town as this was no more provincial in early days than it was in Salem or Boston, and the intercourse and sympathy between people of the same class in New England was more marked than at any other period.

The richest founder of Berwick Academy, the oldest literary incorporation in the state, was Col. Jonathan Hamilton, a ship-owner and merchant, who from humble beginnings accumulated his great fortune in the West Indian trade. He was born on Pine Hill, in the northern part of the town; but built later the stately old house at the Lower Landing, and lived in it the rest of his life, with all the magnificence that was possible in his day. On his archaic looking tomb, in the Old Fields burying ground, the long high-sounding inscription ends with the solemn words, Hamilton is no more. Another of this interesting group of the first trustees of the academy was Mr. John Lord, the young partner in business of Col. Hamilton, afterward Gen. Lord, and the successor to Judge Chadbournes and Col. Hamiltons pre-eminence and authority in town affairs. He lived at the Upper Landing, in another fine old house, which was long ago destroyed; and died when hardly past middle age, leaving a large inheritance to his family and generous gifts to the church and academy, beside a fund to the latter, from which each student is given a copy of the Bible. Among his children and grandchildren have been many distinguished men and women. 

The minister, Mr. Tompson, has already been spoken of; and the other trustees were Dr. Hemmenway of Wells, the great theologian of his day; and Judge David Sewall of York, of the Superior Court, who was as famous a lawyer; Dr. Ivory Hovey of Berwick, the most picturesque person and character of his day, and Gen. Ichabod Goodwin of Old Fields, the major-general of militia for York and Cumberland Counties; whom Dr. Lord calls a staff to lean upon in all parish and educational affairs.

According to the charter, he continues, the academy was founded to promote piety, religion and morality. It is not easy in this critical age to define the difference between piety and religion, . . . but, I must add, to speak truthfully, to educate youth in such languages, and such liberal arts, and sciences as the trustees should direct. By the charter six of the trustees were to be residents of the town, and seven to be non-residents, — a regulation intended to prevent the academy from degenerating into a mere village school, with only local interests to guard, rather than to hold out inducements for young men at a distance to avail themselves of a good business education, or to prepare for college, — the primary end for which our academies were founded. There were many cultivated persons in Berwick, who read the best books and knew what was going on in the world. It was inevitable that they should insist upon having a good school, and ask much from their teachers, as to both social and intellectual gifts.

These expectations were almost always gratified, especially in the early years of the schools history. Mr. Samuel Moody was the first master, on a salary of ninety pounds a year, with the addition of sixpence a week for each pupil. Mr. Joseph McKeen succeeded him, — not the president of Bowdoin, but later the Boylston Professor of Rhetoric and Oratory at Harvard College (a very able man, says Dr. Lord), who was followed by Mr. Benjamin Green, afterwards Judge Green, a distinguished lawyer and gentleman in the village, noted for his fine address, autocratic manners, and love of horses. Then followed Preceptors Hilliard, Seaver and Tompson, and a strange erratic person named Holton, who was gifted as a teacher of mythology and of the exercises of Wednesday-afternoon speaking and composition. Ira Young, his successor, was one of the best masters the school ever had, and was soon beckoned away by Dartmouth College, where he was for many years the Professor of Mathematics. Stephen Chase, a man of fine powers, who came after him, also became a Dartmouth professor; and the Rev. James Wilson Ward, under whose administration the prosperity of the institution reached its acme. He was a fine linguist, being a Hebrew scholar as well as learned in Greek: a very genial man, whose son, the present editor of the New York Independent, has kept to the same high directions and ambitions.

The early records of the academy were lost, probably in the burning of the second building, which also destroyed most of the books of the old Social Library, so precious to the town. The list of the scholars who have received Bibles from the Lord Fund is, happily, in the possession of the secretary, Charles Cushing Hobbs, Esq.; and from the year 1817, when it begins, the students number about three thousand. From 1791 to 18I7 would, however, give many more, and some of the best men the academy could show.

A second academy building was made necessary by the growth of the school, about the year 1825. This is looked back to by those who remember it as having been a very suitable and handsome structure, which stood well on its conspicuous site. It had a high white belfry, and fine rows of Lombardy poplars led up to it from the street. The old oaks were already decaying, but nobody thought to put young ones in their places. This was burnt in 1851, and the new building seems to have poorly replaced it, although Hon. Francis B. Hayes, who succeeded his father, Judge Hayes, as president of the board, used every means to have the best schoolhouse that could be obtained, going to Richard Upjohn of New York for the plans; but it shows what advance has been made in our time in architecture, that the first American architect of the day should have shown so little imagination. The two high gables showed well, however, above the treetops, when one saw it from the westward; and the large schoolroom, which could be divided at will, was very handsome and gave a fine sense of light and air. The hall too, with its open roof and finished framework of beams, is not without beauty, especially as many old pupils will always remember it garlanded with oak leaves, and decorated with the school mottoes done in elaborate fashion after traditional rules.

Until 1828 Berwick Academy was entirely a boys school; but in that year the names appear of Hetta Lord Hayes, Caroline Lord, Miranda Smith and Martha Leigh; and these brave young persons seem to have left the door open behind them, for the record of the next term shows seventeen of their friends to have followed a wise example. From that time the names of girls and boys appear to be about equal.

The aim of such an academy as this to fit young men or young women for college, or to give, as it does to many pupils, their last opportunity for school instruction, and so to hold the final chance for directing and developing their young ambitions, is indeed a high aim; and the standing of many of the Berwick Academy pupils in after life is certainly some evidence that the task has been well fulfilled. It would surprise us if we could count up the number of Harvard and Bowdoin and Dartmouth graduates who were fitted here, and no less if we could make a list of the distinguished men among them: four college presidents and three governors of states, with many college professors and eminent teachers, men and women both; highly accomplished men of the professions and men of affairs; soldiers, sailors and statesmen of renown; and many women, who, in their ever-widening public service or beautiful home-making and home-keeping lives, have been among the true leaders of civilization in their time.

In the early years of the fifth decade of this century, perhaps in 1842 or 1843, the influence of the academy and the level of intelligence in the society of the town were, perhaps, at their height. I have often heard it said that in the congregation of the old First Church there were over twenty men, young and old, who were college graduates. This will give some idea of the progress of the village. The old order of things was fast passing away, but this was a moment when hope for the future seemed very bright, and pride in the past was most assured.

Perhaps this is the moment to call the character and achievements of the descendants of our early settlers most clearly before the mind, and to end this hasty sketch of the towns progress. A long process of change was about to begin. The assimilation of successive foreign elements which have not been without great value, the effects of the War of the Rebellion, the change of professional and educational ruling interests for those of various manufactures, were to work slow and certain changes in the aspect of the town and the character of its citizens. I believe that the general level of intelligence, the common stock of prosperity, were never better than now. We are returning to some of the old standards of good taste and wider interests, which we had at one time too hastily flung aside. We are more reverent of our past, and more appreciative of our academy, of our teachers and preachers, than ever before in the course of many years.

I should like to speak of many things and many people to whom the three towns of Berwick have owed much in these later days; especially of a mysterious figure among the academy teachers, Dr. Gray, an Englishman who had achieved considerable distinction as an Oxford scholar, who gave the school a new impulse, and placed it on a higher level in some respects than ever before, being himself a man of culture and one whose experience of life had been wider than that of many of the other principals. His pupils are said to have borne the impress of his own knowledge of life and letters.

I should like to say how much good the Cogswell prize books have done, scattered as they are among the pupils, at the rate of ten or a dozen really valuable and charmingly bound volumes every year; of the five or six college scholarship funds which have helped so many young people to go on with the process of their education; of the liberality of those who have made gifts to the academy fund, like Mr. Francis B. Hayes, so that the price of the excellent tuition is kept so low that no bright boy or girl can possibly be hindered from sharing it. The greatest beneficence, however, is in the recent large legacy left to the school in memory of her husband, a former pupil, by Mrs. William H. Fogg of New York, for the building and equipment of a new schoolhouse and public library. This noble gift has been increased, according to her later wish, by the liberality of her executors, the late A. Phipps, Esq., of Boston, and Hon. H. H. Fogg of Bangor, to whose warm and generous interest in the town of his ancestors, the people of the three Berwicks and the old and new pupils of the school should be always most grateful, as they will also be to the devoted president of the trustees at this present time, Hon. Horatio N. Twombly of New York, and to Mr. George A. Dickey, the principal of the academy. Upon both of these men and their assistants has come unusual responsibility in the enlargement and new departure of the institution.

I am much tempted to speak of my own school friends and my kind teachers, and the affairs of my own time generally; but it is after all with the first two centuries of Berwick that my fragmentary sketches must be concerned. To have seen how the settlement began, and how it overcame its many hindrances and held fast to its many hopes, and bred its men and women to high callings, is to understand these later days very well. There is no better way of learning American history than to find out what one can of the story of an old New England town.

IV.

The Rev. Mr. Tompsons pastorate lasted almost as long as Parson Wises. It was in his time that the present First Congregational Church was built to replace the ancient one at Old Fields, where he preached so many years to Judge Chadbourne, Judge Green, Gen. Lord, Col. Hamilton, and the men and women of that time. A second parish had been formed at Blackberry Hill, with which were long associated the honored names of Rev. Mr. Meriam and Mr. Hilliard, but which has now ceased to exist. There was also the Baptist Church, where Parson Boyd preached for many years. This was later used, for many years, as a town house, being conveniently situated for that purpose, and it was a great pity that it should have been unnecessarily destroyed. The moderator used to occupy the high pulpit with its sounding board, while the citizens and voters made a more or less discreet congregation.

I remember that the unpainted woodwork had taken a beautiful brown tint with age, and that it used to be a vast pleasure in my childhood to steal into the silent place, and to sit alone, or with small, whispering friends, in one of the high, square pews. The arrangement of the pews and benches reminded one of the time when there was such careful attention paid to social precedence, and provision made for the colored people, of whom there were formerly a large number in Berwick, and many of them have been excellent citizens. Most of the prominent families in this part of New England, near tide water, possessed one or more African slaves in the last century; and one may still hear delightful stories of their strange traits of inheritance and their loyal affection to the families which they adopted as their own, and were always ready to champion. A little sandy hill, just below the Landing, and above the old river path that leads to Leighs, now Yeatons mills, still bears the name of Catos Hill, from the fact that the sunny sand bank near the top was the favorite retreat of an ancient member of the household of Gen. Lord. Cato was a native Guineaman, and the last generation loved to recall the tradition of his droll ways and speeches.

At Doughtys Falls, or what is now North Berwick Village, there were in the last century a large number of families belonging to the Society of Friends. It is an interesting fact that the first meeting of Friends (or Quakers as they were then called) in the province of Maine was at Newichawannock, in December, 1662. At about the same time in Dover, says Williamson, in his History of Maine, was issued the famous warrant commanding three women to be whipped out of the state. There was no persecution in Maine, however. In North Berwick the Husseys, Buffums and others have taken active part in the great interests and potent achievements of their society.

To the north of this now large and enterprising village (which owes much of its growth to the business capacity of the late William Hill, or Friend Hill as he was familiarly known, and to the Hobbs family) is the old estate of one branch of the Goodwin family. The pleasant old house which stands by the river, between its great forests and open fields, was always called by the unexplainable and dismal name of Execution, which must be legal in its remote origin; though there are relics of lost traditions about a regicide judge, only a few miles away, and the hospitality of the family may have harbored him here. There is one thing certain: Capt. Goodwin, the friend and contemporary of Sir William Pepperell and high sheriff of York County, never levied an execution without breaking off a twig and pulling a tuft of grass, to make literally true his oath that he had delivered possession by twig and turf. This was the father of Gen. Ichabod Goodwin of Old Fields; and grandfather of Rev. Dr. Daniel R. Goodwin, late president of Trinity College, Hartford, and chancellor of the University of Pennsylvania, and of Gov. Ichabod Goodwin of New Hampshire, who belonged to that remarkable group of men known as the war governors, who held the executive powers of the Northern states in 1861-62. No man among them was more prompt, methodical and clear-sighted, and intensely devoted to their one duty. These brothers bear two of the best known names on the Berwick Academy roll of honor. Nor must we forget their younger relative, Hon. John Noble Goodwin, one of the many well-known lawyers of the town, who was a member of the Thirty-seventh Congress, and later governor of Arizona and its representative.

It grieves me more and more that the meeting-house of the old First Church and Parish has not been allowed to keep something of its look of antiquity. It was originally a most tasteful building, well proportioned, as all the older village buildings are, and finished in the best fashion of a day when simple good taste in architecture seems to have been instinctive with almost everybody in the town, judging by the fine roofs and good outlines which remain. But owing to successive changes, this oldest church has lost its handsome front with the three doors and Corinthian columns, its high paneled pews, gallery, great mahogany pulpit, and, more to be regretted than anything else, its beautiful windows of the best hand-made sash-work, which it would cost hundreds of dollars to replace. The quaint little sofa and other furniture of the communion table are the only relics of the past, and poorly represent the long continuance of an historic parish like this. Such changes are often made in good faith and with the best intentions; but we must add to our inheritance whatever will best represent our own time, without taking away anything which has the power to speak of those old associations which are beyond all price. I have dwelt on this point because we Americans are only just beginning to value properly what has belonged to our past.

Many of these details are interesting in themselves only to Berwick people; but I do not leave them out, because I have always the belief that so old a town must be typical and representative. Those who never saw old Berwick will put other names in the place of these, and be reminded of other old houses and landscapes and stories of the past. There are, however, certain characteristics, I had almost said individualities, of the town: I do not know any prospect that rivals the view from Powder House (or Butlers) Hill, or that down the river from the Lower Landing, near the Hamilton or Goodwin house. From the hilltop, which is high and bare like a Yorkshire moor, the eye follows a great procession of the New Hampshire mountains along the horizon from Saddleback to Mount Washington. If you look eastward you have a sense of being at the door of the great forests of Maine, — a dark, pine-clad region stretches over and beyond Agamenticus. This way you are reminded of the loneliness that the settlers found, and westward you discover the smiling country of towns and farms that they began to build.

Another characteristic of the village of South Berwick is the sound of all the river falls, almost always to be heard by day, when one stops to listen, and loudest and most jarring in the dead of night to the wooden houses that vibrate to their constant notes. Then the many bells of the mills and churches give one at certain hours the feeling of being in a foreign town. Nine them ring in their high belfries within little more than a mile of distance. I do not know any other New England village which has so many pleasant bells within hearing. Three of them belong to the sister town of Rollinsford, on the other side of the river.

This region bore its part in all the wars with generosity and bravery. The famous crew of John Paul Jones and the Ranger was mainly gathered from the shores of the river. One of the last of his sailors was, in his extreme old age, my fathers patient. There was much shipbuilding up and down the river; and hardly a household in the old seafaring days of New England did not find itself anxious when the wind blew, or the mother did not give a heavy sigh as she said that it was a hard night for sailors coming on the coast. This part of the industry of the town is so completely at an end that younger people can hardly believe that the river was once such a highway for traffic. Even so lately as forty years ago there was a picturesque fleet of twenty gundalows with lateen sails, sailing from the Landing wharves to Portsmouth, beside a good-sized packet boat which went every other day. We know so little of the ways of the people a hundred or two hundred years ago, that it is a pleasure to be able to recall the customs of only fifty years since, and to be able to picture to ourselves, not only the people, but the way they lived in their pleasant houses and spent their time in the same pleasant houses and along the quiet streets that we ourselves know. When you see the last of the gundalows coming up the river, you will like to remember that its ancestor was copied from a Nile boat, from which a sensible old sea captain once took his lesson in shipbuilding. The high peaked sail looks like a great birds wing, and catches the flawy wind well in the river reaches.

The northern country was covered then, for the most part, with heavy pine growth; and the chief business at Berwick was buying this from the lumbermen, and sending it to Portsmouth, there to be reshipped, or direct to the West Indies, where the usual course of the ships was to load with rum, tobacco and molasses, and then to Russia where this second cargo was exchanged for iron, duck and cordage, then back to Liverpool for another trade, and so home. The little ships made money fast enough, and in the winter time the Berwick streets were crowded with ox teams and huge timber pines and piles of plank and boards. Sometimes gangs of teamsters, with their oxen, came in great companies from the White Mountains, and even from Vermont through the Crawford Notch. Sometimes there were two or three bronzed sea captains rolling up the street in company. It was a business full of all sorts of interests and surprises, and the cords which were fastened at one end to the Landing wharves seemed to wind all about the other side of the world. You found a plain old man who knew all about some distant corner of the mysterious earth, not because he had read about it in a weekly newspaper, but because he had been there himself and perhaps taken his wife with him. There was somebody, perhaps your own great-grandfather, who had wintered at Valley Forge. One might meet Dr. Usher Parsons, the biographer of Sir William Pepperell, and a distinguished writer on medical subjects, who had been Commodore Perrys surgeon, at the great fight on Lake Erie, who was of Berwick stock, and had come to pay a summer visit to his relatives in the town. There would be Judge Green, a most dignified and elegant man, wearing his cloak with scarlet facings; and Judge Hayes, who had the instincts of an English country squire, and lived like one on his great estate, bringing up his handsome sons and daughters to be ladies and gentlemen, to walk and to speak as ladies and gentlemen should, and to be self-respecting and respectful of others. You might see his brother-in-law, President Lord, of Hanover, walking gravely past the Corner on his way to call upon his brother John, who had been the early friend of Daniel Webster, and law student with him in Jeremiah Masons office at Portsmouth. You might meet Hon. William Burleigh, another lawyer and member of the Eighteenth and Nineteenth Congresses, who had just won great approval from his townsfolk for getting a longed-for appropriation from the government for dredging and blasting the river channel between the Upper and Lower Landings, so that commerce was expected to take a new start in these busy waters.

If you saw a dignified, straight little lady coming down a wide box-bordered walk to the street, from a noble house that stood behind a close planted row of poplars that long ornamented the village street, you might be sure that it was old Madam Cushing, who had known Lafayette when they were young together in Boston, and the battles of the Revolution were being fought. It was she whom the old man remembered and came to Berwick to see in his last visit to America. Only the other day, a dear old friend of mine told me that she remembered seeing the old French general go with his gentlemen up that same box-bordered walk to pay the visit. And with Madam Cushing might be her son-in-law, Mr. Hobbs, a tall, fine figure of a man just in the prime of his activity, and one of the most useful and careful secretaries and trustees of the academy during many years. He, too, was a lawyer, — all these men were lawyers, — and so were Mr. Cogswell and Mr. John Hubbard, who died young and so disappointed many hopes. They knew what was going on in the world, bought good books, knew the best men in other places, and lived handsomely at home. If Judge Hayes was the village squire, then that delightful man, called by everybody Old Parson Allen, in spite of as young a heart as ever beat, — Old Parson Allen was the village clergyman, and stood in Parson Wises shoes with no room to spare. Grave, compassionate, full of sympathy with the present and reverence for the past, he magnified his office in a lovely and most noble way. His contemporary, Mr. Richardson, was a younger man, to whom a great parish looked with respect and affection. The doctors were known men. The Berwick women were famous for their housekeeping and their hospitality; they had their Social Library, which held the best books of the day; they were fond of ceremony, and they had their maternal meetings and their sewing societies, and made them answer well for discussion clubs and all the subdivisions of club life at the present day. Mrs. Hayes and Mrs. Leigh and the Cushings, Hardings, Fergusons, Rices, Nasons, Parkses and Lords, — what a list one might make! They make the social affairs of to-day seem pale and prosaic. Perhaps in their time, however, everybody was saying that society in Berwick was nothing to what it had been in Judge Chadbournes and Judge Hills day. It is natural to look at the past through the mists of glamour and imagination.

I find myself always speaking of my native town as Berwick, though the original town was long since divided and divided again. South Berwick is really the oldest of the three, to which most of the earliest history and tradition belongs; and the newer settlements and townships are its children; but the old people never seemed to make any difference in their own minds. I feel myself to be a little pedantic when I speak unnecessarily of the points of the compass. It is all one Berwick to me, except for post-office conveniences and things of that sort. The courage of the Plaisteds, and the nameless heroine who saved all her neighbors in the Tozer garrison, are as much my inheritance as if an imaginary line had never been struck across the land in 1814. I am proud to have been made of Berwick dust; and a little of it is apt to fly in my eyes and make them blur whenever I tell the old stories of bravery, of fine ambition, of good manners, and the love of friend for friend and the kindness of neighbor to neighbor in this beloved town. Her children and the flock of her old academy are scattered everywhere. They can almost hear each others voices round the world, like the English drumbeat. They have started many a Western town; they are buried in Southern graves for their countrys sake; they are lost in far northern seas. They sigh for the greenness of Old Fields and Pound Hill, for Blackberry Hill and Cranberry Meadow, from among the brick walls of many a crowded city; but some of the best have always stayed at home, and loved the rivers and the hills as their fathers and mothers did before them. They keep to the old ambitions, they mean to carry the flag of their town and state as high and free as they can! There is no town that has done its duty better than old Berwick, in war or in peace, in poverty or pride, in the days of her plain, hard-fighting youth, or the serenity of her comfortable prime.


PREFACE TO STORIES AND POEMS FOR CHILDREN BY CELIA THAXTER (1895)
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I AM SURE that if Mrs. Thaxter had lived to complete the arrangement of this book of stories and verses for children, she would have dedicated it to her dear grandchildren and to the little nieces so near to her heart. I know that she would like to have me stand in her place and say that this book is made for them first of all, and I am sure that it will help those who cannot well remember her to know something of her beautiful generous kindness and delightful gayety, her gift of teaching young eyes to see the flowers and birds; to know her island of Appledore and its sea and sky.

S. O. J.


PREFACE TO THE POEMS OF CELIA THAXTER (1896)
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IN THIS NEW edition of the collected writings of Celia Thaxter, great care has been taken to keep to her own arrangement and to the order in which the poems were originally published. In this way they seem to make something like a journal of her daily life and thought, and to mark the constantly increasing power of observation which was so marked a trait in her character. As her eyes grew quicker to see the blooming of flowers and the flight of birds, the turn of the waves as they broke on the rocks of Appledore, so the eyes of her spirit read more and more clearly the inward significance of things, the mysterious sorrows and joys of human life. In the earliest of her poems there is much to be found of that strange insight and anticipation of experience which comes with such gifts of nature and gifts for writing as hers, but as life went on it seemed as if Sorrow were visible to her eyes, a shrouded figure walking in the daylight. Here I and Sorrow sit was often true to the sad vision of her imagination, yet she oftenest came hand in hand with some invisible dancing Joy to a friends door.

Through the long list of these brief poems (beginning in the earliest book with Land-locked and following through the volumes called Driftweed and The Cruise of the Mystery; all reprinted here with some later verses found together among her papers), one walks side by side in intimate companionship with this sometimes sad-hearted but sincerely glad and happy woman and poet, and knows the springs of her life and the power of her great love and hope. In another volume all her delightful verses and stories for children have been gathered; but one poem, The Sandpiper, seemed to belong to one book as much as to the other, and this has been reprinted in both.

In the volume of her Letters will be found the records of Celia Thaxters life and so far as it could be told the history of her literary work, while some personal notes by the hand of one of her dearest and oldest friends leave little to be said here. Yet those who have known through her writings alone the islands she loved so much, may care to know how, just before she died, she paid, as if with dim foreboding, a last visit to the old familiar places of the tiny world that was so dear to her. Day after day she called those who were with her to walk or sail; once to spend a long afternoon among the high cliffs of Star Island where we sat in the shade behind the old church, and she spoke of the year that she spent in the Gosport parsonage, and went there with us, to find old memories waiting to surprise her in the worn doorways, and ghosts and fancies of her youth tenanting all the ancient rooms. Once we went to the lighthouse on White Island, where she walked lightly over the rough rocks with wonted feet, and showed us many a trace of her childhood, and sang some quaint old songs, as we sat on the cliff looking seaward, with a touching lovely cadence in her voice, an unforgotten cadence to any one who ever heard her sing. We sat by the Spaniards graves through a long summer twilight, and she repeated her poem as if its familiar words were new, and we talked of many things as we watched the sea. And on Appledore she showed us all the childish playgrounds dearest to her and her brothers, the cupboard in a crevice of rock, the old wells and cellars, the tiny stone-walled enclosures, the worn doorsteps of unremembered houses. We crept under the Sheep rock for shelter out of a sudden gust of rain, we found some of the rarer wild flowers in their secret places. In one of these it thrills me now to remember that she saw a new white flower, strange to her and to the island, which seemed to reach up to her hand. This never bloomed on Appledore before, she said, and looked at it with grave wonder. It has not quite bloomed yet, she said, standing before the flower; I shall come here again; and then we went our unreturning way up the footpath that led over the ledges, and left the new flower growing in its deep windless hollow on the soft green turf.

It was midsummer, and the bayberry bushes were all a bright and shining green, and we watched a sandpiper, and heard the plaintive cry that begged us not to find and trouble its nest. Under the very rocks and gray ledges, to the far nests of the wild sea birds, her love and knowledge seemed to go. She was made of that very dust, and set about with that sea, islanded indeed in the reserves of her lonely nature with its storms and calmness of high tides, but it seemed as if a little star dust must have been mixed with the ordinary dust of those coasts; there was something bright in her spirit that will forever shine, and light the hearts of those who loved her. It will pass on to a later time in these poems that she wrote of music, of spring and winter, of flower and birds, and of that northern sea which was her friend and fellow.
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Portland Street Cemetery, South Berwick, Maine — Jewetts final resting place. She was paralyzed by a stroke in March 1909 and she died in her South Berwick home after suffering another stroke on 24 June 1909.
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